


Electncxty Needs You

I WILL TRAIN YOU AT

Stop right here. This is YOUR opportunity! Electri
Business is in for a tremendous increase.

ut it needs more trained men—at big pay.

HOME

ity is calling you, and the Electrical

By

my Home Study Course in Practical Electricity I can train you for these positions.

Earn $70 to $200 a Week

You've always had a liking for Electricity and a hankering to do electrical jobs.
Now is the time to develop that talent; there’s big money in it. Even if you
don’t know anything at all about Llecﬁncnv you can qui it by my
up-to-date, practical method of teaching.  You will find it intensely interest-
ing and highly profitable. I've trained and started hundreds of men in the
Eléctrical Businese, men who have made big succosses.  YOU CAN ALSO

Be a Big Paid
ELECTRICAL EXPERT

What are you doing to prepare youmlf for a real success? At the rate you are

going where will you be in t rs from now? Have you the specialized train-

ing that will put you on he road to succoss? Have you ambition enough to

prepare for

You have Ll". mbumn and I will give you the training, so get busy.

offering you success and all that goes with it. Will you take it? 11l mako
ouan BLECTRICAL EXPERT. I will train you as you should be trained.
will give you the benefit of my advice and 20 years of engineering experience

and help you in every way to the biggest, possible success.

e bk,
cer momeer %, Valuable Book Free My bk
_COOKE Become an Elcctrical Expert,” has started man;

e \5" . man on the way to fortune, I will sen

b, 2150Lawrence Av.. copy, free and prepaid, to every person answer-

O ICAGO, TThs ing this advertisement.
Good intentions never
Sir: You ma d
s Yormey b, S ACt Nowt (g i e

r-lvu your book, ““How h:l Become It is action, alone, that counts.” NOW IS
ik Xk;aumcnl Lﬁmn, o pretes b oD, PohEy thet 2o
in Electricity, L. L. COOKE, Chief Engineer
CHICAGO
N ., ENGINEERING

WORKS
2150 LAWRENCE AVENUE
. \\‘Depk. 43-b,  Chicago, U.S. A.
\

stato

FREE!

BIG
ELECTRICAL
OUTEFIT

A fine outfit of Electrical
Tools, Instrumonts,

d and original ya-
tem'of Training by Mail

RADIO
COURSE
FREE

wire-

ay I all particulars
Fhen you mall cotpon below:

Earn Money
While Learning

ing you can
o i o

Course 1 show you
how fo bogin making money




ADVERTISING SECTION

ANNOUNCING

The New
OLIVER

Now, in our 27th year,
we introduce a new-day
perfection in typewriters,
a super-typewriter, one
with an ancestry of
1,000,000 Olivers. It em-
bodies many advance-
ments, countless refine-
ments. It is the climax of

years of development.
We want everyone who is
planning to buy a typewriter to
e .-.cquammd with this

ble Olive

SPEEDSTER

Our latest and finest model, No. 11

SAVE $35

While we retain all the fun-
damental and proven features
which have brought such fame
to earlier models, and while we
bring improvements not to be
found we do not

Note our offer h:kw\. To see
it, to operate it, brings a new
appreciation of the ultimate.

The olwerswdsurducnrds
many old ideas, many limita
tions. It brings dozens of
improvements which you will
appreciate quickly. To own an.
Oliver Speedster—years ahead
in design—means a new satis-
faction.

No one can now afford to
buy any _typewriter wuhout
first i this

revert to the $100

FREE TRIAL

We ship the new Oliver
Speedster to you for five days’
free trial. That is the best way
for you to become acquainted
with its advancements. Use it
aa if it were your own. Note

Cor

price.
e New Oliver Speedster,
worth $100if any typewriter is,
is sold from factory-to-you, at
$65, saving you the $35 that it
formerly cost to sell an Oliver.
Our policy, since 1917, has
been to produce the finest type-
writer possible at the lowest
cost. We have eliminated ex-
travagant, roundabout selling
plans, and substituted the pop-
P

and wonderful Oliver, the
finest, the most durable, the
quietest model we've ever built.

Oliver sells mclf. It must prove
that it is the finest, regardless
of price.

plan. The.

pare it.
See what the numerous ime -
provements offer.

Then if you agree that it oute
classes any typewriter on the
market, and want to buy it,
send us only $4 after trial, then
$4 per month. If you do not
want to keep it, ship it back at
our expense.

Thisfrsetrial does not obligace you
to buy. It is r!

ou are the juc m-
brings the ‘fiver, or further informar
. Check which you desire.
'l‘he Oliver Typewriter
Company
73A Oliver Typewriter Building
hicago,

city..

Name.
i

Street Address.....
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Just Out

Latest Designs in
Watch Cases beau-
tifully illustrated in
our bool

Only One Dollar Down will buy this
masterpiece of watch manufacture.
The balance you are allowed to pay in
small, easy, monthly payments. The
Burlington — a 21-Jewel Watch — is
sold to vou at a price much lower than

urlipngton

Adjusted to the Second

Adjusted to Temperature

Adjusted to Isochronism
Adjusted to Posmons

5 [0,

21 Ruby and Sapphire Jewels
25 Year Gold Strata Case
‘Your Choice of Diall
(Including Montgom Dial)
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“Down

that of other high-grade watches.
Besides, you have the selection of the
finest thin model designs and latest
styles in watch cases.. Don’t delay!
Write for the FREE Watch Book and
our SPECIAL OFFER today.

IDhile This

r l. [ e SpecialOffer{asts

Gel: the Burlington Watch Book by sending this coupon.

reat special offer which is being made for only a limited time. You
wnll now a great deal more about watch buying when vou read this
book. You will be able to “steer clear”
of the over-priced watches which
are no better. Remember, the

Find out about

Burlmgton Watch Comg
B140, 19th & and Marshall Blvd. Chicago

Burlington is sent to you for only One
Dollar down, balance in small monthly
anmenm. Send the coupon for watch

ook and our special offer TODAY!

Burlington Watch Company
Dep( B140, 19th Street and Marshall Blvd., Chicago
dian Address: 62 Albert Street, Wi 2

+ 62 Albert St., Winaipeg, Manitoba
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will prepare you for the position you want in the
wori) you like besL Yes, it will!” Put it up to us
to prove it. Mark and ‘mail this coupon now!

ATIONAL - GORRE

X 2053, Serar

Wikt o it e e e Information sbout
€ho subject before which 1 hive marked an X n the Mt
BUSINESS TRAINING DEPARTMENT

Business Management

Industrial Management
[Personnel Organization
Trafic Management

Business Law
Banking and Bunking Law.
Accountaney (inciuding C..A.)
‘Y‘Qlc‘:ohu i Cost Accoun

Bisihess Spantth  DPrenen  Dlflistracing
TEGHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL DEPARTMENT

Electrical Englncering Architect

lectric Lighting Contractor and Bullier

Mechanica Engineer i

Fihy

Kimein o Maoine

e
I infane ostoes

Aathematics

Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to the Inferna-
tional Correspondence Schoota Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Conada,

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION

They Overlooked the
Diamonds

HERE is a modern flippancy to the effect
that, “What you don’t know won’t hurt
you.” It is also a fallacy. For instance:
The farmers of Kimberley were a disgusted,
disheartened lot. They said the soil was too
rocky to earn them a living. Some of them left.
Others died in poverty.

And all the time their children were playing
with diamonds.

But the farmers didn’t know. They thought the
priceless gems were pebbles.

Don’t be like those Kimberley farmers. Know!

Don’t seek opportunity in some distant place
and overlook the diamonds that are daily within
your grasp. Know!

Advertising is a mine of opportunity. It tells
of values you wouldn’'t know about if it were not
there to guide you.

The secret of economical buying is informa-
tion. The man or woman who is best informed
is the one who buys to best advantage.

]

Read the advertisements. Know!

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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5,000,000 Men
Are After the

Routine Jobs—
Break Away From
This Competition—
Command
Big Pay!

n business elar.ken can your
employer “let you g0”—and tomorrow
hire, almost any routine man from this
army of 5,000,000 men and find him

oomg:tent to take your place?

serve that when a business trims its
crew, it is almost never the big-pay men who
walk the lank.

ot only are the specialists retained—the

Accountants, Production Managers, Traffic Managers,

and, in fact, the managers of any v oitha important
of a ut they are

promoted. o[}m concerns are in need of their

ability, and come bidding for their services.

Many of these men who today are going rapidly
ahead were no _better off than you, several years
ago. Today, while others walk the streets, these
men walk into the better jobs.

‘There is no mystery about their swift advancement.

any man of average intelligence can get the tr.

that will put him in the big-pay cla

thousands of ambitious men have fou way in
the LaSalle Problem Method. They have chosen the
line of work that most appealed to them—then, right
in the quiet of their own homes, without losing an

hour from work or a dollar of pay, they have solved
the problems they today are meetingin the better jobs.
Sivuations which they face today are identical wich

those they faced in spare-time study.
shown :xacﬂv how to meet them—guided every sn:p
of the by some of the ablest business men, in
their xespccuvg fields, in America.

ave
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N l’nm.d C.P.A.examination. Youwill be interested
to know that 50% of rhe successful candidates were

bers report
s’ time shows an

every business office, it's the time
of all dmes o free yourself forever Foom the wecadiatl Jo obs.
ark on the coupon the training that atracts you, sigh a

mail it o he Oniversicy,I¢ will bring you fol information, to-
gecher with
free copy of the inspiring book—"Ten Years' Promotion inOne.

Breakk away from the crowd of routine pluggers. Find out
today what YOU muse do to put yourselt among the men who
command big money. Mail the coupon NOW.

COUPON = = = e o e . . e e

Dept.765-R CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

Please send me catalog and full information regarding the course and service I have marked with an X
low. Also a copy of your booklet, “Ten Years’ Promotion in One,” all without obligation to me.

0 Business Management
€] Salesmanship
0 Higher

igher

O Commercial Law
I:I Industrml

[0 Law—Degree of LL. B. [ Banking and Finance

0 Expert Bookkeeping
0 Personnel and Employ- O Business Englih
anis]

0 Traffic Manageme

8 Railway Accounting and [ Modern BusinessCorre-
spondence and Practice

Station Management

Name.....oovvvsnnn. P P N R

L L e R PR

O Modern Foremanship [ Effective sPeafmg
& Production Methods [ C. P. A. Coaching

...... Present Posttion......ovceeeiiiiiesionanns

. Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



TOP-NOTCH
MAGAZINE

Published July 1, 1922

No. §

g )

CHAPTER I
THE MAN ON THE BEACH,

ANDY,” the surfman, kicked
open the door of the Smug-
glers’ Cove Life-saving Sta-
tion and staggered in with a

2 man on his back. Immedi-

ately there was a scraping of feet and a

pushing back of chairs by the men off

duty, for hefe was a ripple of excite-
ment in what had promised to be a quiet
evening.

Stafford, breaking off a game of
checkers with Bill Tryner, the Number
One surfman, ran to help Sandy put
down his burden. It was a very lim
burden indeed, and showed not so mucl
as a flicker of consciousness.

“Found him halfway to the Inlet,
cap’n,” Sandy reported to the keeper,
Amos Blodgett; “he was layin’ all crum-
pled up on the beach, and I fair stum-
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bled over him. I done what T could to
bring him ’round, but when he failed to
show any signs of life I cal'lated I'd bet-
ter get him back here in a hurry.”

Blodgett studied the unconscious man
gravely for a moment. He was of me-
dium height, slender, fairly well dressed,
and apparently in his early thirties,
Sand had been ground into his clothing,
but it was dry, although in much dis-
order. His thin face was bruised, and
a little trickle of red showed vividly
against the white of his face.

“There’s life in him,” said Blodgett
his ﬁngers at the pulse of the man’s left
wrist. “Get a basin of water and a
towel, Sandy. Some of the rest of you
get busy and rub his hands.”

The keeper opened his medicine chest
and took out a bottle and a first-aid kit,
and for ten minutes there was brisk
work over the form on the couch.
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“He’s been slugged,” averred Bill
Tryner, his big fingers buried in the
man’s hair, “There’s a lump at the-back
of his bean as big’s a goose egg, capn.”

“He’s had rough treatment, that’s a
fact,” agreed Blodgett, as he twisted a
bandage about a wound on the brow of
the injured man, brought it back of his
head over the swelling discovered by
Tryner and made all fast with a couple
of safety pins. “Hear any sounds of a
scrimmage, Sandy ?”

“Nary a sound,” Sandy answered.
“Fust I knew he was on the beach I
stumbled over him.”

“Ease him down, Hugh,” the keeper
went on to Stafford, who was holding
the man in a sitting posture by the shoul-
ders; “we’ve got him coming now.”

As the man’s head touched the pillow
the white lips began to move. “Don’t
hit me with that!” came from them in
a frenzied half whisper. “Take what
I've got, but don’t—don’t——"

The voice died away, and the white
face twisted into an expression of fear;
then the man’s eyes suddenly opened,
and the fear in his face was reflected in
them as he put up a hand and cringed.

“You're all right, neighbor,” said the
keeper in a kindly voice; “we’re all
friends here. Take a swig of this and
it'll help you.”

The tense features slowly relaxed and
a look of bewilderment crossed the
man’s face. As the bottle touched his
lips he raised himself on one elbow and
took a swallow of its contents. The
stimulant had an almost magical effect.

“Where—where am I?” came the

query.

Blodgett told him. “You were picked
up by one of the crew on the sunset
patrol,” the keeper went on, “about a
mile this side of the Inlet. Who are
you? And what happened to you?”

The patient showed relief; and then
his clearing faculties reflected anxiety.
“Where’s the case—the big box?” he
asked.

“Did you see anything of a big box,
Sandy ?” asked the keeper.

“Nary a thing, cap’n,” was the an-
swer. “How much of a box was it,

mate?” he inquired of the man on the
couch.

“Five feet long, full of equipment,
and weighed one hundred and fifty
pounds! Have I been robbed 2

An eager hand groped in his vest.
He had his watch. The hand flew to
the breast of his coat and drew out a
long bill book which was hastily exam-
ined. z

“All here—everything here except the
box !” muttered the man. “It must be
back there on the beach. What could a
couple of thugs want with a line-throw-
ing gun?”

“Ah, ha!” muttered Stafford, pushing
closer to the side of the couch. “Is your
name Martin Hodges, and was it the
Zymo portable line-throwing gun and
equipment in the box ?”

“My name is Hodges, yes,” said the
man; “and you are Lieutenant Stafford
of the coast guard, to whom 1 was to
deliver the gun, here at the Smugglers’
Cove Station, for preliminary tests. But
it has been stolen! That heavy box has
been taken by the scoundrels who beat
me up!”

“How did it happen?” queried Staf-
ford, drawing up a chair and seating
himself at the couch side.

“I came over from Boston and got to
Stony Point on an afternoon train,”
Hodges explained ; “had my supper, and
got a man with a one-horse cart to drive
me to the life-saving station. As we
came down to the beach we were stopped
by a couple of men. They said they
were from the station, that the wagon
couldn’t get any closer to the station on
account of a recent storm blocking the
road, and that they had been sent to
carry the box the rest of the way.

“I took their word for it,” Hodges
went on, “and we unloaded the box and
the man with the wagon drove back to-
ward town. The minute he was out of
sight the two thugs jumped me. One
of them had a revolver, and I thought
he was going to shoot; but he used it
as a club and hit me over the head with
it. That—that’s the Jast thing I remem-
ber till I woke up here.”

“What could a couple of holdup men
want with a line-throwing gun?” in-
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quired Keeper Blodgett incredulously.
“Come with me, Sandy, and we’ll go
back toward the Inlet and see what we
can find.”

Sandy picked up his lantern. The
keeper took an automatic pistol from a
locker and shoved it into his pocket.

“You've volunteered for the eight-to-
twelve watch with Bill,” Blodgett told
Stafford, “and your beat will be to the
halfway house at the Inlet. You can
follow later, but right now Sandy and I
will get a little quick action and see if
we can find the box. It's hard for me
to believe a couple of beach combers
would want a thing like that.”

“They’d have taken my watch and
money if they’d been just a couple of
footpads,” insisted Hodges; “they must
have wanted that line-throwing gun.”

When the keeper and patrolman had
gone, Stafford lighted a lamp and
climbed the stairs to the crew’s sleeping
quarters, Opening his suit ¢ase, he un-
buckled a flap and sorted out a certain
letter from a number of papers in the
pocket. The communication was from
Commander Parmenter, Eastern Divi-
sion,. U, S, C. G., and was dated at
Beston:

Ligvrenant Huea Srarroro, U. S. C. G,
SumuGGLERS” COVE LIFE-SAVING STATION.
Susyecr: Informal preliminary tests with

Zymo portable line-throwing gun.

Sm: During your month's leave of ab-
sence at Smugglers’ Cove, I am directed to
request that you make some informal pre-
liminary tests with the new Zymo portable
line-throwing gun. This has been offered to
the service by the patentee and manufacturer;
and a representative of the Zymo Company,
one Martin Hodges, will deliver the gun and
equipment in person to you for thesc tests
within the next few days.

You will p;y particular attention to the
regulations (Par. II) which require that
"Ax:iy un or device in which explosives are
used shall be fired with at least three rounds
of the maximum charge by its exhibitor as
a safety test before any tests are undertaken

the board.”

It is desired by the Board of Life-saving
Appliances that your informal tests be as
varied and under as trying conditions as
may be had at the Smugglers’ Cove Station;
and the result of your tests you will embody
in a detailed report to be submitted to the
Board on Life-saving Appliances at its next
meeting in Boston, at 10 a. m,, October 26,

v ORDER OF THE COMMANDANT.

This letter had been waiting for Staf-
ford on his arrival at Stony Point on a
.month’s leave from active duty. Gun-~
nery, and particularly that branch of it
that had to do with line-throwing de-
vices, was his hobby. He had specialized
in it, to a certain extent, at the Coast
Guard Academy. The modest fame he
had acquired in this line had no doubt
brought him this extra duty while he
was enjoying a vacation with his uncle,
who had spent thirty years in the coast-
guard service and was now keeper at the
Smugglers’ Cove station.  Stafford
folded the letter and put it back in the
suit case.

Here was Hodges, representing the
patentee and manufacturer of the new
portable gun, arriving at the life-saving
station in a blaze of mystery. His story
was straight enough, and he had been
victimized by a pair of plotters—thugs,
with no designs on his money or per-
sonal valuables. Those holdup men
were after the line-throwing gun. But
why?

Zymo, the inventor of the gun, was
a foreigner. The device had been
evolved in a country beyond the Atlan-
tic. Was some American trying to steal
the invention? Stafford dismissed the
idea almost as quickly as it occurred to
him. It was to be presumed that Zymo,
or the manufacturer who made the gun
for him, had seen to it that the device
was properly protected in the countries
where efforts were being made to intro-
duce it. That would have been a mat-
ter of plain business and not to be neg-
lected. :

Stafford was “stumped.” He had no
explanation to offer for the rough work
of the thugs who had assaulted Hodges
and, perhaps, made off with the hun-
dred-and-fifty-pound box. He was hop-
ing against hope that the box would be
found by Blodgett and Sandy, and that
the attack on Hodges would find some
other logical explanation. Bill Tryner,
coming up the stairs to the lookout sta-
tion, pushed his head into the bunk
room.

“You're my watch mate to-night, lieu-
tenant,” he said, “and your beat is south
to the Inlet, right over the ground Sandy
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covered. The cap’n and Sandy haven’t
got back yet, so ye're likely to meet ’em.
Better stick a gun in your pocket. That
old Smugglers’ Cove used to be a bad
hole, and it looks like it was tryin’ to
live up to its early rep’tation.”

Jim Perry, one of the station crew, .

had a sick daughter over in Stony Point.

He had gone to the town to spend the

night and Stafford had volunteered to

stand the eight-to-twelve watch in his
lace.

Taking a small gun from his suit case,
Stafford  slipped it into his pocket
laughing as he did so. “If those beach
combers got what they wanted, Bill,” he
remarked, “they’ll ‘not be hanging
around the Cove.”

“This here’s Friday, lieutenant,” re-
turned Bill ominously, “and I've noticed
that unexpected things are likely to hap-

_pen on Fridays, so don’t be so blamed
cocksure ye won't fall in with troubles.”

Down below, in the sitting room, the
off-duty men were playing cards and
keeping their ears peeled for the jingle
of the telephone. ~Hodges, sore and
bruised, had fallen asleep on the couch.
Stafford stuck a patent torch in his in-
side pocket, lighted a lantern and, with
a cheery “Good luck, lieutenant!” from
the men he was leaving, opened the door
and let himself out into the night.

CHAPTER IIL

THE RIDDLE OF THE COVE.

'HE life-saving station was snugly
berthed behind a breakwater and
a reénforcing ridge of beach stones
heaped up by the tide. The patrolman
covering the southern beat to the Inlet
followed the crest of a pebbly ridge—
the same surf-made barrier that flung
a protecting arm between the station and
the stormy seas.

For nearly half the two-mile beat
flooded marshland lay on the right of
the ridge and stretched to high ground
a quarter of a mile inland. This high

ound, in a wide curve, struck the coast
in bo]d, precipitous headlands where a
narrow trough of the sea broke through
to form the little, landlocked cove.

The Inlet, with its “halfway house,”

marked the southern limits of the patrol
from the Smugglers’ Cove Station.
Across the Inlet was a “key post” where
the patrolman from the next station to
the south registered his arrival on his
clock dial. When the tide was setting
in, the Inlet was a tumbling rip, across
which the patrolmen from each .station
were wont to signal back and forth with
their lanterns.

There were no summer cottages in
the vicinity of Keeper Blodgett's sta-
tion, as the marsh was a bar to resorters.
A large hotel had been recently built at
the back of the Cove, however, in the
hope of popularizing the spot; but, as
yet, the enterprise had not met with
much success. Something had gone
wrong with the hotel project, and the
building had not been thrown open to
sojourners on that part of the coast.

With the Cove headlands towering
blackly ahead of him, Stafford swung
off along the ridge beat, bracing him-
self against a brisk wind that quartered
down on him from the east. Clouds
scurried across the sky, now revealing
and now obscuring a bright moon. It
was not a night when much trouble to
seaward was to be expected. Stafford
came at last to the spot where his uncle
and Sandy were standing just below the
ridge.

At this pamcular spot the road from
Stony Point to the life-saving station
came down to the ridge from the higher
ground. At best it was a rugged track,
and on its last mile to the station the
bowlders of the ridge made it extremely
difficult for a wheeled vehicle.

“Here’s where Sandy found Hodges,
Hugh,” remarked Blodgett, mdxcatmg a
place at the edge of the ridge, “and
there’s no sign of a hundred-and-fifty-
pound box. We have hunted all around
here, and it can’t be found. Those two
footpads made off with it; and just why
they wanted the line- throwmg gun is a
big conundrum. If they had an auto-
mobile, which is a possibility, the Zymo
apparatus may be a dozen miles from
here by this time. Hodges can thank
his lucky stars he got out of that pinch
as well as he did. As for the gun—
well, he’ll have to get another one.”
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“And if he can’t get another gun here
before I have to report for duty,” said
Stafford, “it means that I can just loaf
around for the rest of my month’s
leave.”

Blodgett laughed. “Well, T wouldn’t
grumble about that if I were you; you
couldn’t call your vacation a vacation if
you had to put in some extra licks for
the coast-guard service. I’'m going back
to phone Stony Point about the robbery
—if Hodges doesn’t beat me to it—but
I don’t think there’s one chance in a hun-
dred that the thieves will be found.
Come on, Sandy.”

Keeper and patrolman struck off along
the ridge. Stafford spent a few min-
utes looking over the scene of the rob-
bery and then continued on. He was
conscious of a mild sense of disappoint-
ment, for.it was always a pleasure for
him to experiment with new life-sav-
ing apparatus; however, he had to take
things as he found them, so he put the
Zymo gun out of his mind and moved
onward toward the Inlet.

The ridge lifted itself high under the
two-hundred-foot wall of the cliff.
Here, in bad weather, was as treacher-
ous a beat as could be found anywhere
on the coast. Driving seas had been
known to sweep the path, to pound a
patrolman against the rock wall, and
then to drag him off in the sucking un-
dertow. But there was no such danger
for Stafford that night.

He reached the shack called the half-
way house, answered lantern signals of
the' patrolman from the south across the
heaving Inlet, and then went into the
little building to call up the station and
report. - There was a bench by the tele-
phone instrument, and he sat down for
a few minutes,

The theft of the Zymo apparatus
seemed to be a closed incident, so far as
the Smugglers’ Cove Station was con-
cerned, but it was not easy for Stafford
to drop it out of his thoughts. Again
and again the knotty question took shape
in his mind: Why should a couple of
crooks want a line-throwing gun? He
could evolve nothing satisfactory in the
way of an answer, but he lingered longer
in “the halfway house than he had

planned to do, debating the little mys-
tery. At last, realizing that he must be
on his way back to the station, he
jumped to his feet and mught up his
lantern.

At that moment, above the booming
of the surf, the sound of a report struck
faintly on his ears. It reminded him of
a cannon firecracker exploding in a box
—a Fourth of July stunt that had been
a great favorite of his when he was a
boy. Hastening to the door, he stood
there waiting and listening. The sound
was not repeated.

He judged that the dull explosion had
fought its way out to him against the
wind from somewhere in the Cove. It
was possible that a rock had crashed
downward from the cliffside, although
the nature of the sound was against such
a supposition. It was something to in-
vestigate, anyhow, and Stafford left the
shanty, crossed the ridge, and descended
to a narrow strip of shingle at the base
of one of the towering bastions that
shouldered the Inlet.

He made haste around the base of
the cliff to a point where the Cove
opened out before him in a circle, as
round and quiet almost as a South Seas
lagoon. Here was a stretch of water
scarcely more turbulent than a mill
pond, with the four-story hotel perched
at the crest of the farther slope.

A fine, smooth beach ran all around
the Cove; and the moon, clear of clouds
at the moment, flooded the sheer-to wall
immediately on Stafford’s right. Sur-
rounding objects were brought out with
the clearness of a silver print. Staf-
ford, unable to see or hear anything of
a_suspicious nature, proceeded onward
around the beach close to the base of
the cliff.

One of his rubber-booted feet caught
in something. He halted, bent down,
and laid hold of a small line. Tt was a
stout bit of cordage, measuring, he
judged, a sixteenth of an inch in diam-
eter. There was a weight at one end of
it. He hauled in the line and presently
there was a long, slender projectile in
his hands, to which the end of the cord
was attached.

“By glory!” he muttered, as an idea
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suddenly dawned upon nim. “Was that

report I heard made by the d)scharge of

a lme thmwmg gun? Was it the Zymo
n ?

Thrilled by a discovery that promised
such weird results, he followed along
the line for a distance of perhaps a hun-
dred yards; and there, under his lan-
tern’s rays, lay a cylinder to which that
end of the line was attached—a cylin-
der fitting over the end of a gun!

He picked up the odd contrivance
and knelt down to examine it more
closely in the light. With intense in-
terest he opened the breech, extracting
from the chamber a shell that was still
warm. He noted a plumblike arrange-
ment on the rear sight. That, he fig-
ured, was for getting the elevation. The
cylinder in which the line had been
packed was-attached to the barrel by a
catch. . With thumb and finger he
opened the catch and the cylinder
dropped clear. On a silver plate let into
the stock of the gun was the one word,
“zumo.”

Amazed, Stafford put aside the gun
and lifted his lantern. A cloud had
drifted across the moon, and a curtain
of darkness had fallen over the Cove.
But the lantern served. A few feet
from where he stood was a long,
wooden case with stout handles at each
end. The case was open. Nested within
it were four more of the cylinders, two
of larger size and no doubt packed with
heavier cord. With the cylinders there
was also a box in which cartridges were
stowed; and in a rack in the lid were
three more projectiles, with a space from
which a projectile was missing. Un-
lashing the line, Stafford slipped the
projectile that had just been used into
the lid rack.

Here was the Zymo gun, and it had
recently been fired. Stafford recalled
that he had signaled the patrolman from
the Kettle Shoals Station, reported to
his own station by telephone, and then
had wasted several minutes in the half-
way house, after which he had been
startled by the firing of the gun.

His theory was that the thieves had
seen him signal the other patrolman
across the Inlet and then had waited

until they thought the patrolman from
the Smugglers’ Cove Station was well
on his way to the north; then, for some
reason, the thieves had used the gun;
but for what purpose was more than
Stafford could understand. = Where
were the two men who had halted
Hodges, beaten him up, and then made
off with the Zymo apparatus?

No one was interfering with Staf-
ford. If the rascals who had captured
this queer loot were in the vicinity they
were keeping themselves very much in
the background.  Stafford’s concern
was for the gun, however. He would
get all the equipment into the box, drag
it to the halfway house, and then call
up the station and have his uncle come
out with the horse and cart.

While he marveled over his good luck
in finding the box, with its apparatus
all intact, he was busily stowing away
the gun, the container, and the long
length of line. He had almost finished
his work when the startling events of

_the night reached a climax in a cry—a

shrill cry in the voice of a woman—
coming with the wind along the Inlet
from the ridge: “Help! Oh, in mercy’s
name—"

He heard that distinctly, and the call
lifted him from his knees beside the
box as though he were propelled by
springs. It was an amazing thing, that
cry of distress from a woman on the
lonely beach at that hour. He snatched
up his lantern, dug under his oilskins
for the automatic pistol, and charged
back along the beach toward the half-
way house.

His keen ear untangled from the fa-
miliar sound of the surf a crunching of
swift footsteps, diminishing in the dark-
ness along the ridge path. He would
have followed Had not a stifled half sob
caught his attention and drawn him in
the direction of the shanty. The moon,
emerging from the clouds at the mo-
ment, gave him a glimpse of a form sit-
ting up under the lee of a bowlder. He
moved close, raised the lantern, and
found himself looking down into the
wide, frightened eyes of a young
woman.

She wore a cape with a hood, and the
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hood had fallen back, baring her head.
Soft yellow hair, in wild disorder, was
whipped about her face by the wind.
Her face was white, almost ghastly, in
the meon and lantern light. She was
young, not much over twenty, Stafford
guessed.

“What happened ?” he mqunrcd
you hurt ?”

“No,” was the faltering answer, “I'm
not hurt but—but I—I might have
been. You are the beach patrolman
fro'm the life station?”

“Yes

“Are

The girl was struggling to get to her
feet. Quickly Stafford set down his lan-
tern, shifted the automatic to his other
hand, and helped her.

“How is it that you are here on the
beach at this time of night?” he asked.

Leaning against the bowlder, the girl
cast frightened glances to left and right.
“I—I heard the report of a gun,” she

1 di Ay Yand o P

what it—it could mean.”

“Come into the halfway house and
rest for a few minutes,” suggested Staf-
ford; “you’ll be safe enough there.
Here, you can take this gun—"

“I have a revolver of my own,” the
girl answered, and bent down to pick
up a small, nickel-plated weapon, “but
that man set upon me before I could
use it. I—I do feel a little unstrung.
Look in the Cove, please!” she begged.
“I am sure there is some one else there.”

Stafford supported the girl to the
door of the shanty. “Wait there till I
come back,” he said. For the moment,
it was the Zymo gun that worried him
most. He could question the girl fur-
ther later on.

Leaving the lantern with the young
woman, he whirled and made his way
back into the Cove. It was black dark
again, and he groped his way to the
place where he had left the heavy box,
but could not find it. Taking his Coston
light from his pocket he struck it
sharply, and a red glare lighted up the
beach and fought luridly with the gloom.

The box was gone.

He raced up and dowir the beach dur-
ing the four minutes the torch served
him, but without catching so much as

a glimpse of the men who had spirited
away the heavy case with its Zymo ap-
paratus. He would question the girl, he
thought, and she might be able to give
him a clew.

But when he got back to the halfway
house he found it deserted. His lan-
tern was on the beach; and the girl was
missing.

CHAPTER III.
SUSPICIONS AROUSED.

WHAT Keeper Blodgett called “the
riddle of the cove” was an ab-
sorbing topic in the life-saving station
next morning. The most interested per-
son, naturally, was Martin Hodges, al-
though Stafford was conscious of a
tense and growing absorption in the
weird adventures of the Zymo appa-

ratus.

“That girl beats me,” mused the puz-
zled keeper. “Where in thunderation
she came from is more than I can guess.
Old ‘Jed’ Dornley used to have his dory
in the Cove, and there was a shanty
where he lived a part of the time and
stored his nets and lobster pots. His
girl, Susie, wasn’t more than twenty-
odd. "Now and again she’d keep house
for Jed in the Cove shanty, or go out
with him in the dory, and many’s the
time she’s been around the ridge path
and north as far as the station; but her
hair was black and not yelluh. And,
anyway, Jed and his girl haven’t been
nigh the Cove, to my knowledge, since
the hotel people started operations, I'm
up a stump regardmg that girl, Hugh,
and that’s a fact.”

Hodges had eaten a good breakfast
and was feeling better. He still bore
the marks of his unpleasant night’s ex-
perience, had a piece of court-plaster the
size of a dime decorating his forehead,
and complained of an aching head, but
he was able to use his wits.

“That Zymo gun is the only one in
this country,” “he observed gloomily,

“and there won’t be time to get another
one here before Lieutenant Stafford is
due to leave the station. ~Tough luck,
I call it! If that apparatus is anywhere
around the Cove, though, stnkes me we
ought to be able to find it.”
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“Find the woman,” put in Bill Try-
ner, with a wise look, “and ye'll find
n”

e gun.

“Meaning what, Bill?”” demanded the
keeper.

“Meanin’ just this, cap'n: She yelled
for help so’st to get the lieutenant away
from the box and give the rest of the
gang a chance to make off with it. She
was one of ’em, I'll tell the world. If
she wasn’t, why didn’t she wait for the
lieutenant there at the halfway house?”

“I wouldn’t be so sure, Bill,” Staf-
ford put in; “she didn’t look like that
kind of a girl to me.”

Tryner, however, continued to insist
that the young woman was an accom-
plice of the men who had robbed
Hodges, and he handled the circumstan-
tial evidence so well that he won over
Blodgett and Hodges to his theory.

“Another case of ‘find the woman,””
asserted the Zymo representative, wag-
ging his head knowingly. “I wish you'd
called me, last night, so I could have
helped search the Cove.”

“I thought of it,” said the keeper,
“but made up my mind you needed your
rest. Three of us answered Hugh's
telephone call from the halfway house,
and we sartainly combed the Cove look-
ing for the box and the girl and the
thieves. Didn’t have a mite of luck.
I'm going over to Stony Point this
morning and I'll have a talk with Noah
Harper, the constable. If the girl's at
the Point, Noah'll find her.”

“He won’t find her,” averred Bill
Tryner, “because she’s foxy enough to
keep away from the P'int.”

“She must be staying somewhere near
the Cove,” put in Hodges. ‘“According
to her story, she heard the report of the
gun and that drew her to the beach.
She must have been pretty close—"

“Gammon!” jeered Bill Tryner.
“That was jest a yarn to pull the wool
over the lieutenant’s ‘eyes. She came to
the beach with the rest of the gang, and
now she’s prob’ly gone away with ’em.
If she stayed anywhere in these parts
—which I doubt—it must have been
across the Inlet in some of the cottages
nigher to Kettle Shoals.”

“Maybe she is at that big hotel Cap-

tain Blodgett has been telling me about,”
said Hodges.

The keeper shook his head. “No one
there but a caretaker named Garner,”
he returned; “the hotel isn’t open for
business. I hear the company that built
it is in some sort of trouble, and a case
is being tried in the courts. ‘Hobie
Garner is from Stony Point, and he’s
straight as a string—I know him.”

“Well,” asserted Hodges, “I'm going
to have a look around that Cove myself
this morning. Daylight may reveal
something you fellows couldn’t find at

night.”

“Good idea, Hodges!” exclaimed
Stafford. “I was planning to do that
very thing myself. Suppose we go to-
gether?”

It was about nine o’clock when they
left the station and struck out south-
ward along the ridge. At the place
where the two thugs, representing them-
selves as Blodgett’s men from the sta-
tion, had halted the wagon and unloaded
the box, Hodges stopped and described
the attack on him in detail. The thugs
had carried the heavy hox to the Cove,
no doubt, before Sandy came south on
his sunset patrol. What the robbers
wanted the line-throwing gun for was
still the big mystery, and second only to
the whereabouts of the gun itself.

Proceeding on their way, the two in-
vestigators passed between the frown-
ing cliffs of the Inlet and entered the
Cove. For the benefit of Hodges, Staf-
ford thereupon related his own experi-
ences of the preceding night on the very
spot where they had occurred. Here
was where he had tangled a foot in the
line, here was where he had picked up
the gun, and here was where he had
found the opened box. Hodges, anx-
ious and mystified, peered about him
eagerly.

The high cliffs that shouldered the
Inlet ran back for some distance along
the circle of the Cove, dwindling to
lower heights and changing into sandy
slopes with patches of beach grass and
bayberry bushes. Through a marshy
notch the waters of Smugglers’ Creek
spilled into the Cove, with a grove of
scrub oak and pitch pine just visible
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and forming a sort of background for
the big hotel.

This hotel capped the sloping bank
directly opposite the Inlet. It repre-
sented a large idea, set in a somewhat
difficult environment. There was a sort
of tower on the two front corners of
the building, and a long porch crossed
the lower story. A wide descent to the
water had been planned and partly ex-
ecuted in a series of steps and terraces.
At the foot was the beginning of a
wharf, a beginning of a row of bath-
houses, and a beginning of a large boat-
house. These beginnings, however, had
been halted before they made much
headway.

“Around there,” said Stafford, point-
ing, “is what used to be Jed Dornley’s
shanty. The contractor building the
hotel used it as a place to store materials.
Dornley’s catboat and dory were about
the only craft in these Cove waters, ex-
cept now and then a stray motor
launch.”

“Plenty of places where that box
could be hidden,” remarked Hodges.
“What happened to this hotel project?”

“Money difficulties, I'm told.  The
builder ran out of funds, borrowed to
the limit, and then had to quit.”

“As T understand it,” Hodges went
on, wrinkling his brows suspiciously,
“the caretaker, up there, is the only man
around here. Maybe he’s not so honest
as Captain Blodgett thinks. Garner is
gls ?ame, eh? Have you talked with

im ?

Stafford shook his head. “Garner
didn’t show himself last night, and we
didn’t go near the hotel.”

“Even if he’s square himself he might
be able to tell us something about the
girl. Let’s have a talk with him.”

They made their way around the half
circle of the beach, climbed the slope,
and came at last, through heaps of
building material, to the hotel porch.
The building itself  seemed complete
save for a coating of paint, interior
decorations, and furniture. The win-
dows were uncurtained, and through
them could be had glimpses of bare
rooms,

“It’s a shame all this is going to

waste,” remarked Hodges, turning on
the porch for the view through the Inlet
and out to sea. “Sightly place, all right.
Regular cliffs over there, eh? And what
a neat little harbor for small boats! With
a little pushing this could be made a
popular resort.”

He moved to the wide doors and
drummed on the unpainted panels. The
sound of his knuckles echoed cavern-
QTl;'ASIY through the bare rooms beyond

Hodges tried the doou bnt found them
fastene:

“Gamer may have gone to Stody
Point for supplies,” Stafford suggeste

“And then again,” Hodges put in, “he
may be inside there and have the rest of
the crooks with him. I'vea hunch, lieu-
tenant, that the box we're after is in
there, too. I'm going to have a look.
If Garner has gone to town, no harm
will be done, and if he’s really inside
there, then we'll be getting wise to some-
thing we ought to know. Let's see if

‘we can find an unfastened window.”

Window after window was tried, but
in vain, The sashes had been nailed
down. At the extreme end of the porch,
however, a window was found that
yielded a little to their efforts. A few
minutes’ persistent work freed the sash,
and they raised it and propped it open
with a piece of lath. Hodges climbed in
across the sill and Stafford followed

Im

They were in a large room evidently
planned for a public parlor. Not a stick
of furniture was in evidence, and the
raw newness of boards and walls
flaunted itself on every side.

“We'll have a look into every cor-
ner,” said Hodges briskly, “and then
we'll get out by the window again, and
Garner, if he’s away, will never know
when he gets back that we’ve been here.
You take the left side, lieutenant, and
T'll take the right.”

They were in a corridor, with doors
opening on either hand.  Stafford
opened door after door, giving a hasty
glance into rooms designed for sleep-
ing purposes, into a huge apartment
planned evidently for a dining room.
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and into another that was plainly the
kitchen.

Only in the kitchen was there a sign
of occupancy. Here there was a small
cooking range, a table spread with a
white oilcloth and laid with two plates.
Two wooden chairs flanked the table.
The two plates and two chairs rather
puzzled Stafford. It might be, he rea-
soned, that Mrs. Garner had come to
help Hobie in his caretaking.

“Find anything?” queried Hodges, as
he and Stafford met in the hall.

“No,” replied Stafford.

“In the office there are a couple of
easy-chairs, but nothing more. Garner
is well supplied for his own comfort,
strikes me. Let's try the second floor.”

They proceeded above just as they had
done below, each taking the rooms on
one side of the long hall. A vast empti-
ness greeted them, but no furniture, no
signs of life. Hodges started up the
second flight.

“No use going up there, Hodges,”
said Stafford; “that hundred-and-fifty-
pound box wasn't carried to the top of
this hotel.”

“I'm going to make sure, anyhow,”
returned Hodges.

“While you're about it, then, I'll go
down and have a look around outside.”

More and more that stealthy search
was impressing Stafford as an unwar-
ranted intrusion. Hobie Garner was an
honest man, and he would have shown
them over the place willingly. They
should have waited, Stafford thought,
until he had returned from the Point.
Coming to the large room at the front,
designed as the Eiobby, Stafford was
minded to sit in one of the two easy-
chairs and wait for his companion; but
he was brought up with a short turn
the moment he stepped into the lobby
from the hall.

A woman faced him, a young woman
with a small, nickel-plated revolver in
her hand. At sight of him she dropped
back a step, suddenly unnerved.

“You—you are the man from the life-
saving station!” she gasped. “Why are
you here? What do you want?”

Stafford pulled himself together. Tt
was a disagreeable contretemps and, in

spite of himself, aroused suspicions
which he had firmly pushed aside up to
that moment. “Why didn’t you wait for
me at the halfway house last mght ?” he
asked sharply.

CHAPTER 1V.
SHADOWS OF DOUBT.

THAT Garner, the caretaker, had a

wife but no children Stafford was
aware, This girl, however, might be a
relative of his from Swny Point, She
had unlocked the front door and entered
while Stafford and Hodges were on the
second floor ; now, as Stafford stood fac-
ing her, the door was ajar with a key
on the outside of the lock. Certainly
the girl must have Garner’s confidence
to be trusted with the key.

Suddenly confronted as a house-
breaker and an intruder, Stafford felt
decidedly uncomfortable. If the girl
were guilty of helping or shielding the
men who had stolen the Zymo appara-
tus, then Stafford and Hodges had a
legitimate excuse for their high-handed
methods. The fact that she seemed so
much at home .around the hotel rather
fostered the impression that she might
know more about Hodges’ troubles than
Stafford had been willing to admit.

As on the previous night, the girl
wore no head covering. She was clad
only in a crisp gingham house dress.
The masses of light hair, he now discov-
ered, had tints of bronze; her eyes were
blue, and her face was decidedly pretty.
Being young himself, he found it hard
to ]hold black suspicion against such a

rl.

She did not answer his question at
once, but, in a voice shaken with some
wild emotion countered with a query of
her own: “Is that—that other man who
climbed through the window a—a de-
tective ?”

“No,” he told her; “he is agent for
the manufacturer of a new line-throw-
ing gun, a device he was bringing to the
life-saving station for some practical
tests. On the beach last night the ap-
paratus was taken from him by a cou-
ple of thieves. I found it on the beach
inside the Cove; and I had no more than
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found it when I heaid your call for help.
After leaving you at the halfway house,
I went back, but the box with the gun
and its equipment had disappeared. You
had vanished, too. We came here this
mon‘n,ing to see if we could find the

An expression of relief crossed the
girl's face. “What reason had you for
thinking the gun might be here in this
hotel?” she demanded.

“We had looked all- around the Cove
and were not able to find it anywhere
else.” 3

“So you forced open a window and
made a search?”

“Garner did not answer us when we
pounded on the door,” he explained,
“and it was a matter that couldn’t wait.”

“Mr. Garner isn’t here any more,”
said the girl. “My father is the care-
taker now, and he and I have been here
for two days. I—I am Eunice Mait-
land,” she added, “and my father is
Enoch Maitland. We are strangers in
this part of the country, and I am sorry
if you think we are in any way con-
nected with the theft of that gun.” Why
should we want such a thing ?”

Stafford’s discomfort was growing.
He introduced himself, explained that
he was only a visitor at the life-saving
station, that the keeper was his uncle,
that he had volunteered to patrol the
beach on the preceding night in place
of one of the regular crew, and that he
had been ordered to make tests with the
new life-saving device.

“I am pretty well acquainted with
Garner,” he went on, “and I knew he
would not object if I broke into the
hotel with Hodges and made a search.
If T had known a new caretaker was in
charge, however, we should have waited
and told him what we wanted.”

smile touched the girl's lips.
“That’s all right, lieutenant,” she as-
sured him; “I didn’t understand, of
course, when I saw two strange men get-
ting in at one of the windows. You
are in the coast-guard service, and that
is enough for me to know.”

“Where is your father?” Stafford

asked.
“He will be back after a while, and T

41

hope you will come up from the station
some day and meet him. He—-"

Just here, hurried footsteps echoed in
the hall, and Hodges appeared in the
lobby. “Two rooms are furnished on
the top floor, lieutenant!” he called. “I
thought just this man Garner was—"

Catching sight of the girl, Hodges
voice failed him suddenly. Stafford in-
troduced him to Miss Maitland and told
how her father had taken Garner’s place
as caretaker.

“I have tried to explain to Miss Mait-
land why we pried up the window and
were looking through the hotel,” Staf-
ford went on,

“You did not find the missing gun, of
course,” said the girl, “because my fa-
ther and I know nothing about it.”

“Didn’t you see it last night on the
beach in the Cove?” Hodges took on
the air of an inquisitor, and it was plain
lhalt he still had his suspicions of the
girl.

“No,” answered Miss Maitland. “I
heard the report of a gun and left the
hotel to investigate. When I—"

“Your father let you do that, alone?”

“Dad wasn't feeling well when he
went to bed, and he was asleep and
didn’t hear the report. I thought I
wouldn’t bother him, but would just find
out myself what the shooting meant, if
anything.”

“It was rather unusual,” commented
Hodges. “Why should you have been
interested in the report of a gun? You
are not a great way from the life-sav-
ing station and might have guessed that
the beach patrol had something to ds
with the sound.”

Stafford thought that Hodges’ sharp-
ness was uncalled for. The girl’s ex-
planation seemed to cover the matter,
and he could see no sense in trying to
pick flaws in it.

“Miss Maitland is helping her father
in his work as caretaker, Hodges,” put
in Stafford; “and I think it quite natu-
ral that she should be interested in the
report of a gun near the hotel. Her
father was ill, and she showed a good
deal of courage in going to the beach
alone to investigate. I don’t see how
her motives can be questioned.”
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The blue eyes turned gratefully upon
Stafford.

Hodges, however was not to be si-
lenced. “Why didn't Miss Maitland
wait for you at the halfway house?” he
asked.

“I was afraid dad might wake up and
miss me,” the girl explained; “and I
was frightened and didn’t stop to think.
You see, I went on around the beach
and—"

. “You must have passed Lieutenant

Stafford, for when you called you were

on the beach ridge, close to the halfway
ouse.”

“I did see somebody kneeling beside
a box, but I hadn’t any idea it was
some one connected with the coast
guard,” said Miss Maitland. “I hur-
ried past, hoping to meet the beach pa-
trol; then, when I reached the Inlet,
some one ran toward me and caught
me by the arm. That was when I
screamed and Lieutenant Stafford came.

“Don’t you think I am telling the
truth, Mr. Hodges?” she asked with a
show of spirit. “Why in the world
should dad or I try to help a gang of
thieves steal your line-throwing gun?”

“I beg your pardon if my line of in-
quiry has seemed unpleasant, Miss
Maitland,” returned Hodges, his man-
ner softening, “but finding that appara-
tus means a lot to me and the men I
represent. The misadventures of that
Zymo gun are so out of the ordiniry
that the whole thing has left me up in
the air. Why should a gang of crooks
want the gun? You see what a riddle
it is, all around.”

“I give you my word, Mr. Hodges,”
said the girl with a frankness which
Stafford thought there could be no ques-
tioning, “that neither my father nor I
knov‘l, anything about your missing prop-
erty. .

“How did the man look who appeared
on the ridge path and caught your arm?”

“It was moonlight, but I could not
see him very distinctly; and, as I said,
T was frightened. I’'m afraid I couldn’t
give you any description that would help
you to identify the man.”

“I think we have bothered Miss Mait-
land long enough,” interposed Stafford.

“We climbed into the hotel through a
window and made a search, and she is
willing to overlook that. We couldn’t
find the Zymo apparatus, and she as-
sures us that she knows nothing about
it. We shall have to look somewhere
else, Hodges. My friend and I have
appeared in rather a sorry light, Miss
Maitland,” he added to the girl with a
smile, “and we were the ones to explain
and not you. Good morning.”

He passed through the open door, left
the porch, and began descending to-
ward the beach.

“Something queer about this, all the

same,” remarked Hodges in overtaking
him. “That girl was keeping something
back.”
“Why not?” asked Stafford shortly.
“You and I have no right to pry into
her personal _affairs, Hodges. We
couldn’t find the box in the hotel—"

“Probably she and her father thought
the hotel would be searched and they
have had the box hidden away some-
where.” K

Stafford, out of patience, faced
Hodges squarely. “Does Miss Mait-
land look to you like a girl who would
be mixed up with'a ﬁt of crooks and
tell a deliberate lie?” he asked.

“I'm older than you, lieutenant, and
perhaps a pretty face doesn’t fool me.
Miss Maitland plays her part well; I'll
give her credit for that.”

“She told us the exact truth,” in-
sisted Stafford, “when she said that
neither she nor her father knows any-
thing about the Zymo gun. She was
square with us, and I'm old enough to
see a thing as plain as that. You are off
soundings entirely with your suspi-
cions.”

“Her story won't wash,” returned
Hodges obstinately. “She went alone
to investigate that shot in the night, she
passed you on the beach by the box
without saying a word, she encountered
a man she can’t describe on the ridge
path, and she left the halfway house
without waiting for you to come back.
Does that look right to you, lieutenant ?”

“Her bare word is enough for me,”
answered Stafford firmly,
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CHAPTER V.
READY FOR USE.

ALL the way back to the life-saving

station Stafford and Hodges ar-
gued. Neither could convince the other
that his attitude regarding the Mait-
lands was wrong. The girl, Hodges
continued to insist, had not told a
straight story; it was full of inconsist-
encies—an explanation that did not ex-
plain, but left very clear the one fact
that she was trying to conceal some-
thing.

Stafford, on the other hand, prided
himself on his ability to read human na-
ture, and he had found nothing but hon-
esty and truth in the blue eyes of Eunice
Maitland. She may not have been as
explicit in her statements as Hodges
would have liked, but she had found
two men forcing their way into prem-
ises for whose safety her father was re-
sponsible, and her state of mind in the
circumstances was ample excuse for a
story that might have been unconvinc-
ing in spots.

If she was trying to conceal anything,
certainly it was not a guilty knowledge
of the whereabouts of the Zymo gun.
Stafford would stake his head on that;
and he declared that he thought Hodges
was most unjust in continuing to harbor
suspicions after the girl, for herself and
her father, had denied point-blank any
knowledge of the missing apparatus.

When Captain Blodgett got back
from Stony Point, Hodges laid the mat-
ter before him. Stafford, believing that
Hodges was unfair in some of his state-
ments, registered his own version with
his uncle, Blodgett had already gone on
record, with Bill Tryner, as suspecting
the girl who had vanished from the
halfway house of underhand methods,
but he was slower now to take Hodges’
side of the argument.

“Two or three strangers have been
drifting around the Point,” remarked
the keeper, “and Noah Harper says they
looked like Western toughs to him.
Noah cal'lates that maybe they might be
mixed up with the disappearance of that
Zymo gun. I saw Hobie Garner in
town, too, and he says that watchin’

that old parn of a hotel had sort of got
on his nerves and that he had resigned
as caretaker. Hobie got to hearin’
funny noises in the night"—here Blod-
gett grinned in an amused way—‘“and
he was under the fool impression that
the ghost of Jordan Dyckman was stum-
bling around in the empty rooms. Ex-
plaining to Hobie that ghosts are sup-
posed to be light on their feet and to
glide around without much noise was
just so much wasted effort. He was
scared out.

“But he had only a good word for
the man that came to take his place and
for the girl who came with him. A law-
yer in Boston hired 'em and sent 'em
down to take over the care of the hotel.
If Maitland wasn’t all right, Hobie says,
that lawyer wouldn’t have had a thing
to do with him. Like enough, Hodges,
we were wrong in thinking the girl was
up to anything crooked.”

“I'd have to have something more
than Garner’s word for that,” returned
Hodges obstinately. “Who is this Jor-
dan Dyckman you mentioned ?”

“He’s the man who built the Ocean
View Hotel. His money ran out, and he
had to borrow right and left; then, after
a while, he got in so deep that his cred-
itors called a halt on him. Everybody
seems to think that Dyckman was hon-
est but misguided. He was found dead
in the place by the contractor one morn-
ing last spring, a six-shooter in his hand.
You see, he had taken a coward’s way
out of his troubles.

“A letter, postmarked somewhere in
the West, had come for him the day
before, but it couldn’t be found. Neth-
ing in the way of papers could be turned
up, so it has been supposed that Dyck-
man destroyed everything in the way of
clews before he killed himself. Now
everybody with a lien on that big, empty
building is fighting to get what belongs
to him; and Hobie Garner,” the keeper
added with a laugh, “thinks Dyckman’s
ghost was coming back to make more
complications.”

“Who is this Boston lawyer that hires
the caretakers?” queried Hodges.

“Give it up. You can get his name
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and address from Garner or. from the
Maitlands.”

- “I won't bother the Maitlands,” said
Hodges, “but I'll go over and talk with
the former caretaker, cap'n, if you'll
let some one of your men drive me into
town this afternoon.”

“I'll take you,” spoke up Stafford.

They started, for town immediately
after dinner, Stafford driving Baldy,
the keeper's horse. B;\]dy and the cart
comprised the station’s only means of
transport. Hodges, after a conference
with Hobie Garner, expected to go on
to Boston. What he expected to learn
from the lawyer who hired the care-
takers of the hotel was more than Staf-
ford could find out. If Jim Perry’s
daughter was well enough so that Perry
could return to the station, then Staf-
ford was to pick him up for the return
trip.

Hodges, in carrying out his plans, was
not making a confidant of the lieuten-
ant. Evidently the agent for the manu-
facturer of the Zymo life-saving appa-
ratus did not feel that he could trust
a man of such pronounced and opposite
views in the matter of the Maitlands.

Stafford had no quarrel with him on
this account; and the two rode the five
miles into Stony Point, talking in a
friendly way about anything and every-
thing except line-throwing guns and
caretakers of empty hotels. Hodges
dropped off the cart in front of the
‘Westover Arms, Stony Point’s summer

otel.

“I'm going to Boston, lieutenant,” he
;:Cn-i(arked significantly, “but I shall be

“Fine!” exclaimed Staﬁord cheerily.
“I wish you luck, Hodges.”

Jim Perry’s daughter, it developed,
was no better. Stafford persuaded him
to stay another night in town, or as many
nights as he thought necessary, volun-
teering to take his place at the station.

It was four o'clock when Stafford got
back to headquarters, unhitched Baldy
and put him in the shed that served for a
stable, and reported to Keeper Blodgett.
And at eight he started south on Per-
ry’s beat to the Inlet. Stafford’s first

night as a substitute patrolman had
yielded unusual adventures, and he
hardly expected that his second night
would furnish any excitement.

It was about nine o’clock when Staf-
ford waved his lantern in greeting and
farewell to the other patrolman across
the Inlet and went into the halfway
house to report to the station by tele-
phone. For perhaps ten minutes he lin-
gered; and then, on emerging from the
halfway house, his attention was caught
by a faint glow of light playing on the
clifflike walls that shouldered the Inlet.
His curiosity was aroused, and he made
his way into the Cove just as he had
done on the preceding night. What he
saw, when the curving beach opened
out before him, brought a startled ex-
clamation to his lips.

The big hotel was on fire. The lower
floor, at one end, was ablaze, and the
fiery tongues were leaping higher and
higher with every passing minute,
Stafford whirled and dashed back to the
halfway house.

“There’s a fire—the big hotel here at
the Cove is going up in smoke!” he an-
nounced excitedly over the wire. “Have
Cap'n Blodgett turn out all hands, Try-
ner, and get here in a rush! I'm going
into the Cove now to see what-I can do.”

He raced back along the beach, and
in the few minutes that had elapsed
since he had first discovered the fire it
had made terrific headway. The full
length of the lower floor was now
aglow, and the blaze had fastened upon
the long porch. A huge volyme of
smoke was rising ‘and, whipped by the
northeast wind, was rolling inland.

The building was doomed ; there was
no doubt about that. But what about
Maitland and his daughter? This was
the thought uppermost in Stafford’s
mind as he bounded up the slope from
the beach.

A frantic figure was silhouetted
against the fire. “Jeanne!” cried a man’s
voice wildly, reaching Stafford above the
roar and hiss of the flames and the crash
of falling timbers. “Jeanne! Are you
there, girl? Oh, Jeanne! Jeanne!”

This man was near the north end of
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the blazing building. He had a coil of
light, stout rope in his hands and was
staring upward as he shouted.

“Who’s up there?” demanded Staf-
ford, coming close to the half-crazed
figure with the rope.

“My girl, Jeanne!” was the answer.
“She was in the tower room—moved to
that this afternoon, and—and 2
The man’s voice broke huskily. “I tried
to get to her, but the smoke and the heat
drove me out. If she’s trapped up
there—"

“I'm from the life-saving station,”
broke in Stafford, “and the whole crew
will be here as soon as they can come.
You are the caretaker ?”

“Yes,” was the answer; “I thought if
Jeanne would show herself I might
‘slome’how get the end of this rope up to

er.”

“You couldn’t—if she’s in that tower
room, Maitland.”

“Jeanne!  Jeanne!” the caretaker
kept shouting, almost beside himself.

With the heat of the fire beating in
his face, Stafford stared upward. For
a moment the pall of smoke blanketed
his view of the upper floors of the build-
ing; then a gust of wind drove it away,
and he could see the small tower at the
front corner of the roof. There was a
door and an iron balcony; Stafford
made note of these in the ghastly, wa-
vering light, and then he saw the form
of the girl who had given her name as
Eunice stagger through the door and
reel to the support of the balcony rail.
The whole lower part of the hotel was
a seething furnace, and it was plain that
the girl was trapped in the tower room.

“Are_there any ladders around the
place, Maitland?” demanded Stafford.
“There’s no chance for her to get down
through the hotel, or for us to get u
to her in that way. We must have lad-
ders. Man, stop that! You can’t throw
the end of that rope up to her.”

Fear for his daughter had robbed
Maitland of his reason, and he was
making frenzied efforts to toss the rope
upward. His casts carried the rope no
higher than the second floor.

“Ladders won’t help,” Maitland

shouted. “There are some ladders in the
shed, over there, but what good will
they do?”

There was a forlorn chance that by
using ladders Stafford could get high
enough to be able to toss the rope into
the girl’s hands. He did not stop to ex-
plain this to Maitland, but hurried to
a shed some distance in the rear of the
hotel.

By that time the fire was making the
surroundings as light as day. The shed
was locked, but Stafford caught up a
piece of timber, used it as a battering
ram, and crushed in the doors. The
interior of the shed was dark, and he
broke out one of his Coston lights.

He saw a number of ladders lying in
a pile against one of the walls of the
shed. Several barrels of lime were in
his way. He crawled over them and
dropped on some object covered with
a square of canvas. As he tugged at
one of the ladders, the canvas slipped
under his feet and he fell backward
against the barrels. As he looked down,
the red glow of the torch glimmered
upon the object that had been concealed
by the canvas—a long, heavy box with
handles at each end.

Stafford was dazed for a second;
then, kneeling, he opened the box lid. If
he had entertained any doubts as to the
identity of the box they now passed out
of his mind. Here was the missing,
Zymo apparatus, the equipment he had
found on the Cove beach the evening
before. How that box happened to be
there, back of the barrels of lime and
concealed by the canvas, was a mystery
to be solved later. Stafford’s one
thought was this, that now there was
a way to get a rope up to the balcony
of that tower room. Nothing else mat-
tered at the moment.

He snatched up the gun and thrust a
cartridge into the breech; then he
slipped one of the cylinders over the
barrel and, working swiftly, attached a
projectile to the end of the line and
dropped it into the muzzle, In another
second he was en his way out of the
shed, the Zymo gun in his hands and
ready for use.
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CHAPTER VI.
ONE ANGLE OF THE AFFAIR.

\WING to the isolation of the hotel,
> an efficient fire-fighting apparatus
would no doubt have been part of its
equipment had the builder’s plans been
carried through to completion. So far
as Stafford could discover, Maitland had
not brought even a hand extinguisher
into use. The nearest fire department
was at Stony Point. It was possible
that Keeper Blodgett had telephoned a
hurry call to the Point, but by the time
the fire fighters reached the Cove with
their apparatus it was plain that the
hotel would be a mass of smoking em-
bers. It was feeding the flames like
so much tinder.

‘When Stafford rejoined the distracted
caretaker, the smoke was eddying
thickly around the north end of the
doomed building. Through rifts in the
acrid, swirling fog Stafford could see
the girl leaning over the high balcony
railing and looking downward. He
shouted to her as he lifted the gun to
his shoulder.

“What’s that?” demanded Maitland.
<“Where did you get that?”

Stafford did not take time to answer.
He was sighting the awkward piece as
carefully as he could. If his first shot
failed there would probably not be time
for another. In a storm, with a vessel
lying close inshore among the break-
ers, if necessary he could have tried
again and again to shoot a line aboard;
but here, he realized, he could count on
only one good chance at reaching the
tower room with the life line.

Miss Maitland seemed to realize what
he was endeavoring to do, for she stag-
gered backward and crouched down.
There was a dull explosion, and the
projectile darted upward on its angling
flight, the line uncoiling from the cyl-
inder and paying out smoothly and
swiftly, With eyes that were red and
smarting from the smoke and heat Staf-
ford and Maitland watched breathlessly
the flight of the projectile and its trail-
ing cord. A second or two told the
story; and luck, rather than skill with
the unfamiliar device, carried the pro-

jectile across the balcony and on through
the doorway at the back of it.

Stafford dropped the gun, threw aside
his oilskins and sou’'wester, snatched a
knife from his pocket, and severed the
line.

“Now that other rope, Maitland!” he
cried. “Lively!”

The caretaker in his excitement fum-
bled with the larger rope, but managed
to get the end of it into Stafford’s
hands. Stafford secured it to the thread-
like line, stepped back, and shouted for
the girl to “haul away.”

In the light of the reddish blaze re-
flected from the rolling and twisting
smoke clouds he could see Miss Mait-
land working desperately. The heavier
rope jumped upward under the pull of
the girl’s quick hands, and at last she
could be seen making it fast to the bal-

cony.

“What will she do now?” groaned
Maitland. “She must be nearly over-
come as it is, and if she tried to come
down the rope she—she would surely

Stafford had tossed aside his coat and
was now kicking off his rubber boots.
He had already foreseen the difficulty
mentioned by Maitland and was pre-
pared to meet it in his own resourceful

way.

%hcre was no doubt about the girl
being nearly overcome ; nevertheless, she
was making a plucky effort to get over
the railing.

“Keep back!”
“Wait!”

The girl toppled and fell to the bal-
cony floor, even while the shout was
on his lips. Now, if she were saved, it
was up to Stafford. He seized hold
of the rope and began climbing hand
over hand, his stockinged feet walking
up the smoking hotel wall. It was a
long, hard climb, but Stafford was
young and agile and strong, and soon
he was at the balcony and climbing over
the railing. 2

The heat, borne to the tower in an
upward rush of wind, was terrific.
Stafford unfastened the end of the rope,

assed it once around the balcony rail-
ing, then tied it firmly under the girl’s

roared  Stafford.
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arms. She was unconscious and lying
in a crumpled heap. As carefully as he
could under the spur of haste, he lifted
her over the railing and began lowering
her downward. The twist of the rope
around the railing gave him a good pur-
chase, and he lowered away rapidly.

1t was now impossible for him to see
anything immediately below, but when
the rope suddenly went slack he knew
that the girl had reached the ground.
His own safety demanded quick action,
for the tower room was roaring with
flames and he was almost stifled. He
made the rope fast, lowered himself
clear of the little balcony, and began his
descent.

A few yards from the ground his
strength failed him and he fell. A
strong hand laid hold of him and
dragged him out of "the stifling heat and
smoke. He looked up to see Bill
Tryner.

“A neat job, I call that, lieutenant,”
said Tryner. “Was it that line-throwin’
gun you used ?”

“Yes,” Stafford answered.

There was a bucket of water near
him and he got to his knees and thrust
his head into it.

“You're scorched a little, lieutenant,”
Tryner went on, “but you come out of
it better than a person might have ex-
pected. Firemen from the P’int are
on the way, but they might as well turn
around and go back. There won't be
anything left of this hotel when they get

ere.”

“Where’s the girl ?” inquired Stafford.

““She’s all right, too. The cap’n took
charge of her.”

“And the gun? T hoPe that hasn’t
got away from me again.

“Sandy picked it up, lieutenant. You
better sit there a spell and rest. I'll go
and see if there’s anything I can do.”

As soon as Tryner left him, Stafford
got to his feet and made his way to the
shed. The water and the cool air had
revived him, and he felt as fit as ever.
Inside the shed he rolled the barrels of
lime to one side, closed the lid of the
long box, caught one of the iron han-
dles, and dragged the box through the
door,

2A TN

There was a chance, of course, that
flying firebrands might set the shed on
fire. This, however, was not the prin-
cipal idea in Stafford’s mind when he
went after the box. He dragged it for
thirty or forty feet and left it in a tan-
gle of low-growing bushes. Men from
Kettle Shoals had joined those from
the Smugglers’ Cove Station, but all
were busy in the vicinity of the burn-
ing building. Stafford’s work with the
heavy box had passed unseen by any of
them,

The girl had told him her name was
Eunice, and her father had called her
Jeanne. Stafford reasoned that she
might have two Christian names—most
girls did—and it was very likely that
her father preferred the one she had
not mentioned. This was a small point
and easily explained; but finding the
lost Zymo equipment in a locked shed,
of which Maitland, as caretaker, must
have had the key, was more of a
problem.

How was it possible for the box to
be in the locked shed and Maitland know
nothing about it? Probably he had
known about it, and very possibly
Hodges was correct in his suspicions of
the caretaker ; but the girl, Stafford con-
tinued obstinately to assure himself, was
innocent of any guilty knowledge re-
garding the box. Stafford had dragged
the box to a spot where its discovery by
the other men from the Smugglers’
Cove Station would not involve Mait-
land so deeply as it would have done if
found in the locked shed.

Why had he made such a move?
Well, ‘it was for the girl's sake. He
wanted to spare her father until he could
have a frank talk with her. Until that
time he would keep his own discoveries
to himself.

At this juncture half a dozen auto-
mobiles from Stony Point were parked
at a safe distance from the big blaze.
The fire engine and hook-and-ladder
wagon must have heen experiencing
difficulties, for they had not yet arrived.

Stafford found his uncle. ~The crews
from both stations and the men from
the Point were standing back, helpless
to do anything to save the hotel.
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“It was as good as done for, Hugh,
before we got here,” the cap’n re-
marked. “There goes the roof !” he ex-
claimed.

With a tremendous crash the wails
crumpled and the flaming roof collapsed.
A great tongue of flame darted skyward.
So intense became the heat that the spec-
tators had to move back, and the owners
of two or three of .the automobiles had
to drive them to a safer distance.

“Total loss, Cap'n Bloodgett,” re-
marked a long, lean townsman glumly.
“Two of the companies I represent had
risks on that hotel.”

“I suppose the lawin’ will be stopped
now, Whitcomb,” said Blodgett to the
insurance agent.

“I don't cal'late it will,” Whitcomb
answered; “the creditors will all be
fightin’ for the insurance money.
What's become of the caretaker? I‘d
like to get his idee as to how the fire
started.”

“A man took him and his girl to town
in an automobile. He was nigh crazy
—clean batty—and the girl couldn’t be
brought back to her senses. They went
to the Point huntin’ a doctor.”

“Where’d ye find this, lieutenant?”
inquired Sandy, approaching Stafford at
that moment and handing him the line-
throwing gun.

Stafford was disappointed to learn
that Maitland and his daughter had left.
It would be next day, at the earliest,
before he could have a talk with the girl
or her father.

“I stumbled upon the box by chance,
Sandy,” Stafford answered. “If there
is nothing more we can do here, Uncle
Amos,” he went on, “perhaps Sandy and
Bill will help me get the box to the
station ?"”

“Show me where the box is, Hugh %
the keeper said, “and I'll see that it gets
to the station. You'ye done enough for
one night, and Sandy here will finish
the eight-to-twelve watch for you. Bill,
you go back w1th Hugh and take your
north patrol.”

Stafford led the way to the clump of
bushes and showed his uncle the box.

Blodgett whistled. “Right there all
the time, hey?” he muttered. “If it

had been a snake it would have bitten
some of the men who've been lookin
for it.”

Stafford might have corrected his un-
cle, but he was still swayed by a desire
to shield Maitland on the girl’s account.
At least, he decided, he would keep the
facts involved in finding the Zymo
equipment in the background until
Maitland had a chance to explain.

Just as he and Bill Tryner were leav-
ing for the beach the firemen from
Stony Point began to arrive.

“Not a thing they can do,” commented
Tryner; “the cap'n might have guessed
they couldn’t get here in time to do any
good. I'm beginnin’ to change my mind
regarding the caretaker being mixed up
with the loss of that line-throwin’ gun.
There are a lot of places in that hotel
where he could have hidden the box
away, and he sure wouldn’t have planted
it in a bunch o’ brush. What's your
idee, lieutenant

y ideas are rather mixed, Bill,”
rctumed Stafford, “but it will need a
lot of evidence to convince me that Mlss
Maitland would do anything crooked.”

“Well, anyhow,” observed Tryner,
staring at the gun which Stafford was
carrying over his shoulder, “we’ll have
to tally one for Mr. Zymo this round.
His portable apparatus sartainly stood
up under a purty stiff test. The girl
would have been buried in them blazin’
ruins if you hadn’t happened to find the
gun jest when you did.”

Here, at last, was one angle of the
affair for which Stafford could be truly
thankful. There were some things con-
nected with the fire which puzzled him
and aroused his distrust, but he was
glad that chance had thrown it into his

ower to help the girl. And he would
{:eep on helping Miss Maitland by
shielding her father until he had the
opportunity to speak for himself.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE MAN FROM COLORADO.
THF. long box was brought to the life-
saving station that night, and next
morning Keeper Blodgett and his men
examined it at their leisure. The first
informal “test” of the apparatus had
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proved so successful that all hands were
deeply interested. The gun, equipped
with cylinder, line, and projectile, ready
to fire, weighed less than fifteen pounds.
Hodges had declared that, at a thirty-
degree elevation, the one-sixteenth-inch
line could be thrown five hundred and
forty feet, and the three-sixteenth-inch
line three hundred and thirty feet.

“If that’s so,” said Tryner, “the gun
is sartainly a useful thing to have
around. Suppose we give it a trial for
distance ?” e

“No,” said Stafford. “I fired the gun
last night, but that was.in a pinch and
there was nothing else for it. The regu-
lations require that before any tests are
undertaken a line-throwing device must
be fired three times with its maximum
charge by the inventor or the inventor’s
agent. We'll put the gun away in the
box, Bill, and wait for Hodges to get
back.”

About nine o’clock that morning Staf-
ford set out on a hike to Stony Point.
He did not follow the road around the
marsh, but made his way along the beach
to the Cove and so gained the main road
in the vicinity of the smoking ruins
which were all that remained of the big,
barnlike hotel.

The shed had been saved, and the
door Stafford had broken had been re-
paired and nailed fast. The scene on
that side of the Cove was altogether a
cheerless one. Stafford did not linger
many minutes but set off with a swing-
ing stride toward town.

It was after ten when he reached the
Point and began making inquiries re-
garding Maitland and his daughter.
They had lodged at the Westover
Arms, he discovered, but had left there
immediately after breakfast.  Miss
Maitland had recovered from her ordeal
of the night before and seemed as well
as ever. She and her father had lost
everything in the fire but the clothes on
their backs. No; the clerk at the hotel
had no idea where they had gone. Whit-
comb, the insurance agent, had also been
looking for them, and it was suggested
that if Stafford would look up Whit-
comb he might possibly get some more
definite information.

‘Whitcomb, however, had little to add
to the meager array of facts. The Mait-
lands had left the hotel and vanished.
The insurance agent had not been able
to get the slightest trace of them. “I’ll
be hanged,” he declared, wrinkling his
brows in bewilderment, “if I can under-
stand it! Something about the move-
ments of those two that looks sort of
fishy.

blaﬁord, more and more puzzled,
continued his fruitless investigations
until noon; then he went to the West-
over Arms for his dinner, and met
Hodges, and a man whom Hodges intro-
duced as Kennedy, eating their noon
meal at the same table, where Stafford
was given a chair.

Hodges had returned from Boston at
eleven o’clock that forenoon. There was
an air of confidence and satisfaction
about him which indicated that his trip
had not been barren of results.

Kennedy was square-built and keen-
eyed, and there was about him a West-
ern flavor. “This is the coast-guard
man you was tellin’ me about, Hodges ?”
he remarked. “Then I call this meeting
a lucky one. Lieutenant, I want to
palaver with you for a spell after din-
ner. It’s about these two you know as
the Maitlands.”

Stafford had the feeling that some-
thing portentous was on the way, and,
an hour later behind the locked door of
Hodges’ room, he had a conference that
developed a rather abloundmg situation.

“You know, licutenant,” said Hodges
by way of prefacc to Kennedy's dis-
closures, “that I went to Boston to have
a talk with the lawyer who hired Mait-
land to take Garner’s place as caretaker.
It was in the lawyer’s office that I met
Kennedy. He was there fishing for in-
formation about Maitland the same as
I was. You see, Kennedy's a deputy
sheriff from Colorado, and he has a pro-
fessional interest in Maitland. In fact,
he’s here to arrest the caretaker and
take him back West to answer a charge
of robbery. You see I was right in
sizing Maitland up, don’t you? He's
got that gun of mine, or he knows where
it is, angl Kennedy is going to help me
get it back.”
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“Don’t worry about the gun, Hodges,”
returned Stafford. “The box, with all
its equipment, is now at the Smugglers’
Cove Life-saving Station. I found it
last night.”

This was pleasant news for Hodges.
He began asking questions, which Staf-
ford, still intent on shielding Maitland,
answered indefinitely.

“Well, you've got the apparatus, any-
how,” said Hodges in a tone of relief,
“and I call it a stroke of luck. They
tell me the hotel at the Cove burned to
the ground last night, and I was afraid
that, in spite of our search of the build-
ing, the equipment might have been se-
creted about the place and destroyed in
the fire. You've taken a lot of worry
off my shoulders, lieutenant, and that’s
a fact.”

“What have you got against Mait-
land, Kennedy ?” Stafford inquired.

“My home town is Cafionville,” be-
gan the deputy sheriff, “and in order
for you to sayvy the whole layout I've
got to put all my cards on the table.
I'm plumb willing to do that, lieutenant,
seeing as how you're an officer in the
coast guard and bound to uphold the
laws of the country. It's like this:

“Canonville is thirty miles from a lit-
tle wart of a settlement in the Colorado
mining and cattle country known as
Rock Pass. Morley and Dyckman had
a general store at the Pass. They——"

“Dyckman " echoed Stafford. " “He’s
the man who built the hotel at the
Cove?”

Kennedy narrowed his eyes and
smiled shrewdly. “You've got your
bean on the right number, straight off,”
he went on, “only you’re jest a little bit
shy of the real situation. It was Dyck-
man’s son who had the general store in
partnership with Morley. Well, to get
on:

“Morley and Dyckman started their
Rock Pass store with small capital.
They were heavily in debt on the es-
tablishment when the big trouble hap-
pened, but they were prospering and
hoped soon to be square with the world.
Cafionville, thirty miles from the Pass,
was the nearest town with a railroad and
banking facilities. Morley and Dyck-

man had a big, burglar-proof safe; and
it was their custom to keep valuable
property in the safe for miners and oth-
ers, making a small charge for the ac-
commodation.

“A man from the East named True-
man Holbrook arrived in the Pass to
buy the Burgin mining property for a
syndicate of Easterners.  Holbrook
brought with him twenty thousand dol-
lars in cash and thirty thousand dollars
in gilt-edged negotiable securities. But
he had John Burgin to deal with, and
anybody in that part of Colorado will
tell you that John Burgin is a queer
case of measles. His price for his prop-
erty was fifty thousand dollars cash;
and he would only accept two United
States government bonds for five thou-
sand dollars each out of the securities
Holbrook brought with him. This put
Holbrook in something of a hole. Bur-
gin was laid up with a case of rheuma-
tism at the time and couldn’t go back
to Caiionville with Holbrook to get cash
on the other securities and close the deal.
So Holbrook had to go back alone. Be-
fore he started, though, he deposited
his twenty thousand dollars and kis ten
thousand " dollars in government bonds
with Morley and Dyckman for safe
keeping until he made the round trip.
Get the idea? Morley and Dyckman
had never had a quarter of all that
money in their old safe before, and I
reckon it was a big temptation for

Morley.

“While Holbrook was away, the bonds
and cash disappeared; and Morley
turned up missing at the same time.
And Holbrook, having turned his se-
curities into cash at the Caiionville bank,
was held up and robbed in the moun-
tains on his way back to Rock Pass.
Morley again, see? He had helpers, of
course, but Morley is the prize tinhorn
we're after.”

Kennedy sat back in his chair and
relighted the cigar he had been smoking.

“What became of Dyckman, Morley’s
partner in the store ?” asked Stafford.

“Funny thing about that,” continued
the deputy sheriff, “but straight as a
string. Morley had sold out his inter-
est in the store to Dyckman, as it tran-
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spired, the very day before he—Morley
—disappeared. So Morley wasn't a
partner when he used his knowledge of
the combination of the safe to get at
Holbrook’s cash and bonds. See? He
double crossed Dyckman good and
plenty., Dyckman sold out the store,
realizing enough to pay all indebtedness
on building and stock and a few hun-
dred dollars on account to Holbrook.
For, having made a charge for storing
Holbrook’s cash and bonds, Dyckman
was responsible when the property was
stolen. A good man playing in hard
luck is the way you can size up Dyck-
man.”

“I can’t see how this has anything to
do with Maitland,” observed Stafford.

Hodges chuckled. “That's where the
surprise comes in,” he returned.
“Spring that on the lieutenant, Ken-
nedy.”

“Maitland is Morley,” said Kennedy.
“After robbing the safe, Morley had to
travel under false colors -in makin’ his
get-away.

“What makes you so p0~m\e that
Maitland is the alias of Morley ?”

“That’s where the girl, Jeanne Mor-
ley, comes in,” explained Kennedy.
“While her father was running the store
at Rock Pass with Dyckman, Jeanne
Morley was teaching music in Denver.
Pretty soon after her father slid out of
Rock Pass between two days, the girl
gives up her music teaching and slides
out of Denver. Joined her father, of
course, to help him spend the money.
It was my idee to stop lookin’ for Mor-
ley and begin lookin’ for the girl. Hol-
brook fell in with that notion, and the
Easterners he represented took it up.
They hired a detective to hunt for the
Morley girl; and this detective found
that she had come to Boston with her
father under the name of Maitland, and
that her father had hired out as care-
taker of that hotel at the Cove. The
Caiionville sheriff got a wire to send a
man on to apprchend Morley, and T was
the man He sent.”

These surprising disclosures had a
naturally unpleasant effect upon Staf-
ford. 'The situation looked very dark
for Maitland, although Stafford still

clung to his faith in Maitland’s
ughter.

“And the girl,” Kennedy added, “has
been calling herself Eunice Maitland.
Her real name is Jeanne, Jeanne Mor-
ley.”

This bit of evidence added still fur-
ther to Stafford’s discomfort. He could
have told Kennedy about finding the

missing Zymo apparatus in the shed to
which Maitland held the key, but de-
cided to keep that small item of infor-
mation to himself. The evidence was
not really important, so far as the Colo-
rado deputy was concerned, anyhow.
Kennedy seemed perfectly sure of his
ground.

And there were queer angles to that
theft of the line-throwing gun. What
could it possibly have to do with a rob-
bery in far-away Colorado? Why
should Maitland be sufficiently inter-
ested in the gun to attempt to steal it
and hide it away? Why had the gun
heen fired that other night in the Cove?
Stafford was threading a maze, and until
he found a clear path to something defi-
nite his resolve remained firm to shield
Maitland so far as he could. The influ-
ence exercised over him by the girl
Eunice, or Jeanne, was strong. He
could not think her guilty of any com-
plicity in that Colorado robbery.

There was the odd circumstance, too,
that Maitland had hired out as caretaker
of an empty hotel built by the father
of his former partner in the genera!
store. That certainly was not a coinci-
dence. A fugitive from justice, travel-
ing under an alias, would not have risked
entanglement with the law by acting as
a caretaker on the Atlantic coast unless
he had a very strong motive.

“We get here,” pursued Kennedy, “to
find that the hotel was burned to the
ground last night, and that Maitland has
once more pulled off his great disap-
pearing act. Maybe he heard I was hot
on his trail; maybe he set fire to that
hotel himself; and maybe I've got an-
other long chase ahead of me. But I'll
get him finally, and you can gamble a
blue stack on that.”

“Why have you told me all this, Ken-
nedy ?”” queried Stafford.
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“Well, Hodges tells me that the girl
put somethmg over on you the other
i

g‘Thats Hodges’ idea,”
ford; “it was never mine 2

"Well " said Hodgc~, you agree with
me now, don't you?”

“I'll agree with you,” returned Staf-
ford, “when you can show me a good
reason for Maitland’s wanting that line-
throwing gun—a reason connected with
some crooked work. Maitland may be
a thief, as Kennedy says, but I can’t
understand why he should want to steal
your Zymo apparatus.”

“Every man, lieutenant,” put in Ken-
nedy easily, “is entitled to his personal
opinion. That’s all right. It's up to
me to find Maitland, and I'm going to
work out of Stony Point. You and
Hodges have your own business to at-
tend to, and all T ask of you is this: As
an officer of the coast guard, T want
you to tip me off if you &orral any in-
formation that will he helpful to me.
Can I count on that ?’

“You can count on me to do whatever
I can to help straighten the matter out,”
Stafford promised.

“That’s all T want to know,” Kennedy
said, getting to his feet. “Now you'll

ave to-excuse me, as I've got to start
operations. Where can I find this Noah
Harper?”

Stafford told him, and the three left
Hodges’ room and went downstairs to
the hotel office.

“I've ordered a car to take me out to
the life-saving station, lieutenant,” an-
nounced Hodges. “Do you want to ride
back with me?”

Stafford accepted the invitation and
they were presently on their way. But
Stafford was not at all talkative. His
thoughts were busy with these new and
startling complications concerning Mait-
land.

cut in Staf-

CHAPTER VIIL
THE OTHER SIDE.

ITH the recovery of the line-throw-

ing gun and its equipment,
Hodges seemed to lose interest in Mait-
land and his daughter. At the station
he said nothing at all about the Colorade

deputy sherff and the business that had
brought him to the eastern part of the
country. The caretaker, even though he
had played a guilty part in the theft of
the Zymo apparatus, had now ceased to
trouble Hodges, and the way was
cleared for the tests Stafford had been
asked to make. These tests were a mat-
ter of business with the Zymo repre-
sentative, and apparently he was think-
ing of nothing else.

The use Stafford had made of the
line-throwing gun in rescuing Miss
Maitland from the burning hotel was a
story repeated to Hodges by Bill Try-
ner and, later on, by Keeper Blodgett.
Hodges was immensely pleased.

“That was a real life-saving test, lieu-
tenant,” he said exultantly; “you were
unfamiliar with the gun and yet you
used it successfully the very first time.
Why didn’t you tell me about this on
the way out from Stony Point?” He
laughed good-humoredly.- “I suppose
you thought it was too much like star-
ring yourself, eh? Well, it was fine
business, and this pnrhh]e line thrower
must ahca(ly have made a good impres-
sion on you.’

Before supper that afternoon Hodges
fired the gun three times with the maxi-
mum charge. This, technically, agreed
with the regulations and left Stafford
officially free to handle the gun himself.
He arranged with Blodgett to have a
drill on the beach next day to see how
quickly a line could be thrown and the
breeches buoy rigged—“according to
Zymo and not Mr. Lyle,” as Tryner
jokingly remarked. By “Mr. Lyle” Try-
ner had reference to the Lyle line-throw-
ing gun in use by the coast-guard
service,

Jim Perry telephoned from town to
ask if he could remain away another
night. His daughter was greatly im-
proved, but not yet out of danger. He
received the keeper’s permission, and
once more Stafford was to patrol the
beach on the eight-to-twelve watch.
The weather was fine, the sea peaceful,
and the chances were about one in a
thousand that any misfortune would
overtake a ship on such a night. Never-
theless, the patrol was a matter of rou-
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tine, just as much as the lighting of the
lantern on the Kettle Point Lighthouse.

What Hodges wanted was a spell of
dirty weather and a chance to try the
portable gun under the hardest service
conditions. A drill on the beach was all
well enough so far as it went, but one
real test at passing a line in a driving
gale would do more to show the quality
of the Zymo apparatus than a hundred
mere drills.

Hodges, of course, wished no harm
to the craft plying along the coast; but
if trouble had to come, and some ves-
sel were fated to encounter difficulties,
he hoped it would happen while Staf-
ford was at Smugglers’ Cove trying out
the new life-saving device. Fine
weather, consequently, made no particu-
lar hit with Hodges, and he went to bed
early in the station sleeping quarters.

Stafford went over the ridge path to
the Inlet, watching the twinkling eye
on Kettle Point. This lighthouse
warned of the Shoals, and of Scylla and
Charybdis—two fancifully named reefs
lying off the mouth of the Inlet. Under
the moonlight, Stafford saw the twin
reefs creaming white as they shouldered
the incoming tide.

At the Inlet, Stafford signaled as
usual to the other patrolman; then, as he
turned back to report by telephone from
the halfway house, a figure upslartcd
from behind a heap of bowlder.

“Who's that?” Stafford called lifting
his lantern high.

“A very grateful friend, lieutenant,”
came the answer in a woman’s voice.

“Miss Morley!” The name had been
running through his mind, and it now
ldropped unwittingly from his startled

The girl came on steadily and halted
in front of him. There was a sharp
tang in the autumn air, and the girl was
wearmg a warm stocking cap and a
man’s coat so much too large for her
that it reached below her knees, and the
sleeves had to be rolled back to allow
her the use of her hands. There was
something forlorn and rather pathetic
about her, standing in front of Stafford
in that baggy old coat and with a sud-
den, haunted look in her eyes.

“So you have been talking with the
man hunter, Kennedy ! You have found
that my father’s name is Morley, and
that I am Jeanne and not Eunice! You
have been told that my father is a thief
and a fugitive, and that I have been
helping him evade the law! Can you
believe such things of him and me, lieu-
tenant ?”

She had poured out the words breath-
lessly and with a touch of bitterness,
save at the end where she launched her
point-blank question. With that, her
slender form straightened and she
tossed her head defiantly.

“Kennedy made rather a long story
of Morley and Dyckman’s troubles,”
Stafford told her.

“He made a story about the fire, too,
didn’t he? Tt would be like him to say
that father started it purposely. Than
Kennedy is like that; for when Than
Kennedy once makes up his mind that
a man is a crook, he’ll believe him guilty
of whatever happens. He'll tell you,
I'm sure, that my father and I stole that
line-throwing

“I found the Lymo outfit in the shed
near the hotel—"

“And just in the nick of time to help
me with it! I came here to-night hop-
ing you'd still be making this patrol,
and that I'd be able to see you and
thank you. I was penned up in that
tower room by the flames, and there is
not the least doubt that you saved my
life, lieutenant. And you dragged the
box with the Zymo apparatus out of the
shed and into a thicket of bushes. You
did that because you wanted to be a
friend to father and me; and you must
have done it with black suspicion in your
heart for both of us.”

“No,” said Stafford; “I have never
suspected you of being dishonest.”

Her voice softened as she went on:
“I am more than grateful for that, too.
It seems a long time since any one has
had faith in me. Now, please, let me
tell you the other side. Tt will not take
long, and if you like I'll walk with you
while you travel your beat.”

“Come into the shed, Miss Maitland.
T'll report to the station, and then we
can sit down for a few minutes.”
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She followed him into the halfway
house and waited while he reported over
the telephone; then, sitting on the hard
bench, the lantern swinging above them
from a nail in the board wall, the girl
gave Stafford “the other side” of that
Colorado affair.

“My father did not sell out his inter-
est in the store at Rock Pass to Lon
Dyckman. The papers Dyckman showed
were forged. When Holbrook left his
money with Morley & Dyckman for
safe-keeping while he went back to
Cafionville, you have been told that
twenty thousand dollars in cash and ten
thousand dollars in bonds disappeared,
and that father disappeared at the same
time. He did; but he was taken away
by force, in the dead of night, and kept
a prisoner in the hills for days. He
tried to escape, and was shot by his
jailors and supposedly killed. But he
was only badly wounded. He managed
to crawl for two miles down a moun-
tain trail to the shack of one of his
best friends, Jerry Pryne, a miner; and
Jerry hid him and nursed him until he
was well, and then sent word to me in
Denver.

“Lon Dyckman, lieutenant, had car-
ried out a fiendish plot, seemingly with
the utmost success. The real culprit,
nevertheless he had cleared out of Rock
Pass with something like honor, while
my father was being hunted by the law
all through the West. Only Dyckman
and his confederates believed he had
been killed, and they kept that to them-
selves; to have stated what they thought
to be the fact would have started some
unpleasant questions regarding the how
and the why. As soon as I heard from
Jerry Pryne T gave up my work in Den-
ver and devoted myself to helping fa-
ther find Dyckman. He thought, and
no doubt still thinks, my father unable
to trouble him in any way, and this has
been a point in our favor.

“But we had to take other names.
You can see that, can’t you, lieutenant?
Maitland was my mother’s maiden
name, and Jeanne Eunice Morley is my
own full name. As Maitland and his
daughter we came to Boston, on our
way to Smugglers’ Cove. Father knew

something of Dyckman’s affairs; for in-
stance, he knew that Dyckman’s father
was building the hotel, there in the
Cove. He knew the name of the elder
Dyckman’s lawyer, also. We called on
the lawyer in Boston to see if we could
get any information about Lon Dyck-
man. Of course, we posed as the Mait-
lands and did not breathe a word of our
real reason for wanting to find the man
we were looking for.

“There, in Boston, we had what we
thought was our first stroke of luck.
Lon Dyckman had come East months
before, but the lawyer had not seen him
and did not know where he was. Dyck-
man’s father had killed himself, his
affairs being so badly involved that he
could see no way out. This happened
at about the time Lon Dyckman ap-
peared in Boston. A caretaker was in
charge of the Smugglers’ Cove hotel,
and the elder Dyckman'’s creditors were
fighting in the courts. A new caretaker
was needed, the old caretaker having re-
signed. The lawyer offered father the
job, ‘and it was just what we both
wanted.

“My theory is this, lieutenant: Lon
Dyckman’s father was hard put to it for
money; his son, out in Colorado, got it
for him through a robbery in which sus-
picion was cast upon my father. Lon
Dyckman, as soon as he could leave
Rock Pass, came to Boston and to
Smugglers’ Cove. He found his father
dead, and all his business affairs in a
sorry tangle. Well, what did Dyckman
do with all that stolen money he brought
from Colorado? We know that he did
not pay off any of his father’s debts,
and he seems to have vanished com-
pletely.  Lieutenant, it has somehow

een impressed on me that Lon Dyek-
man concealed Holbrook’s money some-
where in the hotel. With father as care-
taker, we had the best chance in the
world to search for the money. That is
what we did and were doing when the
fire broke out last night and trapped me
in the tower room. If the money was
really in the hotel it is now gone for-
ever.

“You have had faith in me, lieuten-
ant, and now you can see how I am trust=-
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ing you. If some things happened that
you could not understand, you know
now that, my father being a fugitive
from the law, we nad to proceed some-
times by indirection. As to that line-
throwing gun, T'll tell you again that
father and I had nothing to do with it.
We know you found it in the storage
shed, but how it got there is a mystery.
What I believe is this:

“Holbrook’s money is somewhere
around the Cove, if it was not in the
hotel, and Dyckman and his confed-
erates are after it. For some reason
they need the line-throwing gun in their
operations. They stole it from Hodges,
came near losing it the other night when
I heard the sound of a shot on the beach,
recovered the gun again, and then, by
some means, opened the locked door of
the shed and secreted the heavy box in-
side. There you found it when you
went for the fadders.”

The girl drew a long breath that was
half a sigh of hopelessness. “It is all
very puzzling, very baffling, lieutenant,
and it seems next to impossible to get
to the bottom of the plots and counter-
plots. But my father is an innocent
man, hounded by the law, and we will
keep on hunting for Lon Dyckman.
Kennedy's coming is a terrible handi-
cap, for at any moment he may find my
father, and that will cut short our work.
Jerry Pryne sent father a letter stating
that Kennedy was on the way East, and
we got that letter early this morning.
That was why we left the hotel so sud-
denly. Jerry Pryne’s cousin, Abner
Joyce, is the lighthouse keeper at Ket-
tle Point. He has taken us in there for
a few days, although I suppose he is
risking his job by harboring a fugitive
from the law. But Abner believes m
father and me, and he has a big heart."

The girl got up from the bench. “I'll
not keep you any longer,” she said. “I
have told you my father’s side of the
story so that you can balance it against
the “informdtion you got from Than
Kennedy. It may be in your power to
do something to help father; if it should
turn out that way, will you do what you
can for him?”

There was a note of wild pleading in

the girl’s voice. Stafford thought of her
father, a fugitive with a deputy sheriff
crowding hard on his heels, working
under so many disheartening circum-
stances in the hope of proving himself
innocent of any wrongdoing—a forlorn
hope, at the best. It was easy to see
that Eunice was her father’s inspiration
in his desperate struggle, and Stafford
was touched and thrilled by the hard
fight the two were making. He got up
and took down his lantern, then fol-
lowed the girl through the open door.
“I will do what I can, Miss Mait-
land,” he said, “and, whether I can help
you or not, you shall have no reason to
regret giving me your confidence.
I " He broke off abruptly, his eyes

seaward.

A large motor boat, with all ports
dark and only the long gleam of a
searchlight leveled forward from the
ow, was making the turn between
“Silly” and “Carib,” as the life-savers
called the twin reefs, evidently bound
for the Inlet and the Cove.

“Who—who can that be?” cried the
girl tensely.

“Perhaps it is some one who had an
interest in the burned hotel,” Stafford
answered. “If you are going back to
Kettle Point, Miss Maitland, T will walk
with you around the Cove. If the
launch ties up at the hotel wharf, T'll
try to find out whether it's an honest
boat or a rum runner.”

They descended from the beach path
and started along the beach leading into
the Cove.

“I'll call those fellows down for not
showing the proper lights,” Stafford
added ; “that’s the only thing that makes
me think they may have contraband
aboard.”

CHAPTER IX.
LOOKING FOR SOMETHING.

HEN around the cliff at the en-
trance to the Cove, Stafford ex-
tinguished his lantern and moved into
the shadow of the sheer wall. The
motor boat came roaring through the
Inlet, the searchlight dancing over the
quieter Cove waters.
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“You didn’t want them to see us!”
murmured the girl excitedly. “Why?”

“Nothing more than a precaution,
Miss Maitland,” he answered. “If those
aboard are up to anything unlawful, I
want them to think they are free to do
as they please. We'll continue on
around the beach, keeping in the shadow
as much as we can.”

A glow suddenly flashed at the cabin
ports, the steady rhythm of the motor
ceased, and the boat glided te a halt.
There was a clatter and a splash, and
the craft, at anchor, swung lazily with
the tide. A dory was put over, and
two dark figures clambered into it. The
dory moved shoreward, grounded on
the beach, and the two men got out and
moved up the slope toward the black-
ened ruins of the hotel.

“This is getting interesting, Miss
Maitland,” remarked Stafford. “We'll
climb the bank about here; then you
can go on to the road and get back to
Kettle Point in that way.”

“But I'd like to know more about
those men!” the girl protested eagerly.
“Their presence here may have some
bearing on my father’s affairs 2

“I don’t think there’s a chance of
that,” he cut in, “so I shouldn’t worry.
Ah!” he exclaimed, a moment later,
“they're going to that storage shed.”

The two from the dory had produced
a lighted lantern, and it was easy to fol-
low their movements by watching the
light. They passed the cheerless heap
of débris tﬁ’at had once been the hotel
and made straight for the little building
to which Stafford had gone for the lad-
ders the night before.

“You had better stay here, Miss
Maitland,” suggested Stafford; “I’m
going to creep up on those fellows and
see what they are doing. It isn’t a very
pleasant job for a woman.”

“I haven't had many pleasant things
to do for a long time, lieutenant,” the

irl answered, “so T don’t mind. Please
et me follow after you!”

“All right, if you really want to come;
but be careful.”

They were at the top of the slope,
some distance to the north of the shed.
In front of them the ground was dotted
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with shadowy brush clumps.  Staf-
ford, dropping t¢ his knees, crawled
from one bit of brush cover to another,
at last halting behind a thicket within
twenty feet of the two men. They were
at the door of the shed, one of them
lifting the lantern up and down so that
its light would serve their examination
tter.

“By thunder!” exclaimed a voice.
“The door has been broken, Chris, and
nailed back in place.”

“Smash it, Nick,” a second voice an--
swered ; “we’ve got to get in.”

Nick lifted a foot and smashed it
against the door. After two or three
attempts the boards splintered and
crumbled. Both men went inside with
their lantern.

“They’re looking for something, lieu-
tenant,” the girl, crouching at Stafford’s
side, whispered to him.

“They are,” agreed Stafford, “and
they don’t seem to find it.”

From inside the shed came a great
racket of overturning barrels and boxes
and a rattle of ladders being moved
about. Either Chris or Nick began to
swear; then both of them emerged into

view.

“Well, it’s gone, slick and clean,
Chris,” came a voice.

It was Chris, evidently, who was us-
ing the strong language, for now he
exploded a full-throated imprecation.
“You and Spence ought to’ve had more
sense than to put jt there, in the first
place,” he said. “Any fool would have
known better.”

“You ought to have been here and
taken care of the job yourself,” was the
spirited rejoinder; “then everything
would have been all right and no kicks
comin’. Spence and me did the best we
could. T reckon you never tried pullin’
off a piece of shady work right under
the noses of the coast guard. It ain’t
so blamed easy +take it from me. Spence
had a key to the lock on the shed door,
and he swore the shed was never opened
—only buildin’ material and such stuff
being inside. It looked like a good place
to us. That fire last night was what
queered us. Now what'll we do?”

“We’ll have to try the other scheme



THE COAST GUARD RIDDLE 27

—to-morrow, if everything looks prom-
ising. We’ll go back to the launch and
turn in.”

With that, the two started down the
slope toward the dory.

Miss Maitland was trembling with
excitement, and she laid a shaking hand
on Stafford’s arm.  “I believe,” she
whispered in a choking voice, “I do be-
lieve that one of those men is Chris
Whaley I

“And who is Chris Whaley?” asked
Stafford.

“He used to work for Burgin, of
Rock Pass—a mining engineer. Burgin
discharged him because he was dishon-
est. I was with father, one summer, and
met Whaley then.”

“Well, 1f that fellow was really Chris
Whaley, then we've got hold of some-
thing.  You can guess what they were
after, can't you?”

“The Zymo apparatus!”

“No doubt, Miss Maitland. Your
father’s affairs may be involved in this
business, after all.  Leave the matter in
my hands for to-night and you go on to
the lighthouse. I'm going down there
to talk with those men, and it's better
that I should go alone.”

~“You—you'll let me know if you dis-
cover anything of importance ?”

“You can trust me,” he assured her.

Without a word, she caught one of
his hands in both her own and pressed
it convulsively; then, rising to her feet,
she faded away into the night shadows,
laying a course toward the road.

Stafford relighted his lantern, started
up, and hurried down the slope. The
two men were already at the dory, and
he shouted to them.

“Wait a minute!
you!”

The two dark figures drew together
in a startled way, evidently exchanging
opinions as to what the unexpected ap-
pearance of this third person might
mean.

“Who are you?” demanded the man
called Chris as Stafford drew close.

“I'm a patrolman from the life-sav-
ing station,” said Stafford.

Chris took a hand out of his coat
pocket and seemed to feel easier. “What

I want a word with

can we do for you?” he inquired, his
manner more affable.

“You came down the coast without
running lights,” Stafford went on, “and
you are anchored without a riding
light.”

“Our ignition system went wrong,”
was the answer, “and there’s one of our
men working on it now. Sorry, but it
was ]ust a case of accident, nothing
more,

“What boat is that?” asked Stafford.

“The Aurora, of Bost

“And you are—'

“I haven't a card with me, but my
name is Burton. 1 had a lien on the
hotel that used to be up the bank, there,
and I ran down to Smugglers’ Cove to
look the situation over. We expect to
be here for two or three days.”

“If you don’t mind,” said Stafford,
“I'l go aboard with you and look
around.”

“Glad to oblige, but you are harking
up the wrong tree if you think there is
anything crooked about us.”

A short row brought them to the side
of the Aurora, and the three clambered
aboard. There were only three in the
party, it seemed, and the third man.got
off a deck chair and surveyed Stafford
wonderingly in the half gloom.

“One of the coast guard, Alf,” ex-
plained Burton; “he saw us coming in
without our lights and wants to look us
over. Got the lights fixed ?””

“Sure!” Alf turned to a switch and
gave it a pull. “There you are,” he
went on, as the port light broke out its
red eye; “and there!” There was a
green blink to starboard. “I clean for-
got about the riding light, this Cove was
so deserted.” He touched a third
1switch and a white light showed over-
head

Burton slid back the companion door
and led Stafford down into the cabin.
There were bunks, lockers, a gravity
table—merely the equipment of a pleas-
ure launch and nothing more. Stafford
took a look at the engine room and thrust
his head into a miniature galley. He
saw nothing suspicious.

In the electric lights of thie cabin he
gave Burton and his two companions
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a keen sizing. Burton was tall and
lanky, with towlike hair and faded blue
eyes. Judging by his general appear-
ance, he was a man of some means, His
Western ongm was suggested by a nug-
get pin in his scarf. Nick was built
more solidly and, plainly, was of a
rougher sort. Alf was the engineer, to
Judge from his greasy overclothes.
“Oh, well,” observed btaﬁord laugh-
ing easnly, “I guess you're all right,

Burton. We have to be pretty careful
these days. Sorry to have bothered
o

“Don’t mention it,” returned Burton.
“Here, try one of these with my com-
pliments.”

He presented an open clgar case and
Statford helped himself to a perfecto;
then, bidding Burton and Alf a cheery
good night, he got overside into the dory
and Nick rowed him ashore.

“I'll bet something handsome,” Staf-
ford reflected as he made his way back
to the ridge path, “that Burton is really
Whaley, and he’s here for something
more than just to look over the burned
hotel. Nick, if I've got this right, was
one of the men who stole the Zymo
apparatus from Hodges. The other of
the two thieves was Nick Somebody-
or-other. And Burton is after the line-
throwing gun. Why?”

CHAPTER X.
OUT OF THE BLUE.

NEXT morning Jim Perry came out

ffom town. His daughter had
passed safely the crisis of her illness
and was now on the road to recovery.
In returning to take up his duties, Perry
had brought out the station mail. There
was a long envelope for Stafford, but
it was addressed in a strange hand and
bore no marks of being official.

“As T cate along the marsh road,
cap'n,” Perry remarﬁed to Blodgett, “I
saw a couple o’ men on top of the clift
by the Inlet. Seemed real queer to me.
Got any idee what they could be doin’?”

The keeper laughed. “Remember that
old chap that was here two summers ago,
Jim, studyin’ rock formations along the
coast?” he asked. “Well, he was all

over those cliffs, and for a couple of
months he gave us the heft of our work.
Once he got marooned up there, and
in order to get him down we had to
pass him a line with the Lyle gun; next
he fell into the ocean, and we had to
fish him out and work over him for an
hour to bring him to; and then, when
he was leavin’, his automobile got stuck
in the sand and we had to pry it loose.
T'll bet those men you saw are some
more of these geology sharps, Jim.”

“Like enough,” Perry“agreed.

Stafford was opening his letter and
gave only .casual attention to this talk;
nevertheless, it must have impressed
him, because part of it bobbed up in his
consciousness later on. For the.mo-
ment, howevér, his letter was claiming
his amazed attention. In order that he
might read it and consider it carefully,
he climbed the stairs to the station sleep-
ing quarters where he could be alone.
The letter was rather bulky, and with
it was an inclosure of a single sheet.
This sheet was in the nature of a depo-
sition, and contained statements sworn
to before a mnotary in Ockersburg, a
town six miles from Stony Point. But
it was the name of the deponent, clearly
signed on the document, that struck
Stafford like a bolt from a clear sky.
‘That name was “Alonzo Dyckman!”
The deposition was to this effect:

I, Alonzo Dyckman, late of Rock Pass,
Colorado, and junior partner in the firm of
Morley & Dyckman, mnkb thls statement of

my own free will, my o ive being to
ease my conscience and do justice by m
former partner, Enoch Morley. hmlght
Morley had been killed, and for months I
have Deen haunted with the idea that I was
the cause of his death; but now that I have
discovered him to be ahve, out of gratitude
to fate for having been spared the crime
of murder, I make this statement.

The thirty thousand dollars_in cash and
bonds which Holbrook left in Morley &
Dﬁ'ckman’s safe was taken by me, with one
Christopher Whaley planning_the robbery,

and three others known as Elias Spencer,
Alfud Mmgs, and_Nicholas_Antwerp help-
ing; and I, alone, held up Holbrook on his
way from Canyonville to Rock Pass and
took from him an additional twentt; thousand
dollars which he was taking to John Burgin.
Of the men I have named above, I know
Whaley’s name is an alias, and I think- the
names of the others are aliases, also.
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My deed to the store and stock was forged.
Morley disappeared the night the safe was
robbed, Christopher Whalcy and the others
taking him from Rock Pass by force, in the
dead of night, and holding him a prisoner in
the hills. Morley tried to escape and was
shot down by Spenccr and, as was supposed
by all of us, was killed.

now know that Morley was not killed;
but that, under the name of Maitland, he
has been acting as caretaker for the hotel
which was recently burned to the ground—
a fire which was deliberately set by Elias
Spencer. LONZO DYCKMAN.

Here followed the notary public’s

statement and seal, all in due form,

was an_astounding document.
Stafford read it twice, his amazement
growing. The deposition was of tre-
mendous importance to the man he knew
as Maitland, and to the girl he knew as
Maitland’s daughter. But why had it
been sent to him? Eagerly he picked up
the sheets that comprised the letter and
began to tead:

“LIEUTENANT HUGH STAFFORD,
“SMUGGLERS’ COVE LIFE-SAVING STA-
TION, VIA STONY POINT.

“DeAr Sir: Last night my father’s
hotel burned to the ground—the hotel
which rumed him financially and ﬁnally
killed d the fire was
set by one known as Elias Spencer out
in Rock Pass, Colorado. I saw Spencer,
in the night, as he forced his way
through a first-story window, and T saw
him when he came out, but I did not
know at the time what deviltry he was
up to. T fled back to the old hunter’s
camp on the creek, where I had been in
hiding for weeks. Morley and his
daughter were caretakers at the hotel,
and Whaley and the rest wanted to get
them away from the Cove. This, I am
positive, was the sole reason for setting
the hotel afire.

“When the fire was at its height, I
watched it from a distance. I saw you,
lieutenant, save Jeanne Morley. I infer
from this that you will have an interest
in the Morleys, and will find them and
deliver into their hands this letter and
the sworn statement inclosed. I would
send this to Enoch Morley direct if I
knew where to reach him.” As for me,
I am bound for the port of mxssm§
men, to begin life all over and see if

can make something better of it. Than
Kennedy will find Morley, but he will
never find me.

“Whaley worked for Burgin, out in
Colorado, and he knew all of Burgin's
business affairs. He knew a syndicate
of Easterners was to take over one of
Burgin's mines and that Burgin would
demand the cash. I know now that
‘Whaley, who had left the East under
false colors to dodge a crime committed
there, planned to waylay Holbrook be-
tween Cailonville and Rock Pass; but
Holbrook escaped by arriving two days
before he was expected. He did not
escape for long, however.

“Holbrook brought twenty thousand
dollars in cash and thirty thousand dol-
lars in securities as good as cash. But
Burgin, influenced by Whaley, would
not accept all the securities. Two
United States government coupon bonds
for five thousand dollars each were ac-
ceptable to Burgin, but he insisted that
Holbrook should go back to Caiionville
and turn the other securities into cash
before completing the deal for the mine.
Holbrook left his cash and the govern-
ment bonds in Morley & Dyckman’s
safe for security and started back to
Caiionville, thirty miles away.

“Whaley came to me and suggested
that I take Holbrook’s funds, and fasten
the theft upon Morley. He promised
to see that Morley was spirited away in
the night and kept a prisoner among the
mountains, incommunicado, so that all
of us could make a clean-up. Whaley
was shrewd and clever, and he knew
that in me he had a good man to work

on,

“Morley and I were not on particu-
larly good terms. He was too honest
for some of the deals I wanted to put
over to help our firm. en, when 'ms
daughter Jeanne spent one summer in
Rock Pass and I lost my heart to her
and wanted to marry her, neither
Jeanne nor her father would give me
any encouragement. Whaley knew
about that. But there was something
else that Whaley knew which inclined
me even more to fall in with his plans.

“When I was a boy my father was
in good financial circumstances and lived
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in Boston. He had a cottage near Ket-
tle Shoals, and we would go there every
summer. I had a catboat in the Cove,
and when I was not sailing I was climb-
ing all over the cliffs. I was daring
and venturesome, and I found a niche
and an overhang on the face of the
North Cliff which none of my boy
friends had the nerve to try to reach. I
will refer to this overhang later.

“The lack of hotel dation

could return Holbrook’s money to him
in some way. This, however, was a
very shadowy thought at the back of
my mind and merely a sop to my con-
science.

“I took the money and the bonds out
of the safe. That same night, Whaley
and the others saw to it that Morley
disappeared. Holbrook was to be met
by Whaley and his crowd on his re-

at Kettle Shoals and Smugglers’ Cove
had long impressed my father. For
years he had it in mind to popularize
the Cove as a resort and to build a
hotel. But his plans did not take shape
until after T had been expelled from
college, and was sent West ‘to find my-
self,” as dad put it. I had always been
wild and restive, and he thought a West-
ern experience might be good for me.
After a time I reached Rock Pass, met
Enoch Morley, and arranged with him
to start the general store. Dad sent me
two thousand dollars, We had to go
deeply into debt, but at last our estab-
lishment was well under way.
“Meanwhile, dad was building his
hotel at the Cove. He was wrong in
starting the project when he did, for
the cost of building material was at the
peak, and the enterprise cost him twice
what it would have done in ordinary
times. When he was once in, though,
he had to see it through. He would
have won out, hands down, had not some
of his war stocks taken a big slump.
Like myself, out in Colorado, he pres-
ently found himself head over heels in
debt. All his creditors were pressing
him. Tifty thousand dollars would have
saved the day for him, he wrote me,
but where was he to get the money?
“Whaley knew about this state of
affairs. It was one of the levers he
used in persuading me to fall in with
his plans and help annex Holbrook’s
money. There was fifty thousand dol-
lars of it—just what dad needed. T be-
gan scheming myself to help Whaley
and then to double cross him and the
others and get all the loot. In a year
or two, dad said, he would be on Easy
Street if he had a little temporary help.
1 reasoned that when this happened I

turn from Cafionvill I knew the place,
but I cut in on the plan by holding up
Holbrook before he reached that par-
ticular spot.

“I had the money now, all of it, but
Whaley and the others were like a pack
of wolves, and my business was to keep
what I had for myself. I forged the
deed to the store and sokd the property ;
then I slipped out of Rock Pass and
came East, fooling Whaley for once in
his life.

“Black treachery such as mine, how-
ever, never wins. Spencer and Antwerp
were guarding Morley in the hills. Be-
fore T left the Pass, Spencer got word
to me that Morley had been shot and
killed while trying to escape. That
news caused me to begin losing my
nerve. But, like my father, I was in
on my project and couldn’t turn back.

“My mother had died while T was in
Colorado; and when I reached Stony
Point a funeral procession was making
its way to the cemetery. My life in the
‘West had changed me, and no one in
the town had the slightest idea that I
was Lon Dyckman. The second bit of
information that got my nerve was the
statement that the funeral I saw on
leaving the train was my father’s. T
was too late with my stolen money, and
he had taken the easiest way out of his
money troubles.

“It was a dazing blow. Dad was a
square man, but unfortunate; and T, his
son, was a murderer and a thief, and
equally unfortunate. And dad had all
the best of it.

“I went out to Kettle Shoals. A fam-
ily with a lot of children were occupy-
ing our old cottage. T went to the hotel
at the Cove. Garner, who was the care-
taker, did not know me from Adam.
He told me about my father, showed
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me the room in which he died, and never
dreamed that he was talking to the dead
man’s son,

“I knew of the old hunting camp on
the creek, and went there. I had the
fifty thousand dollars in a tin box and,
although hard pushed for funds, I never
touched a cent of it. At night I used
to see my old partner, Morley, rising out
of the dark to point an accusing finger
at me. I was in deadly fear of Whaley
and his men, too; and of Holbrook and
of detectives who, although looking for
Morley and not knowing he was dead,
might find me. I was at my wits’ end
when, one day as I came sneaking from
my camp on the creek, I saw Spencer
and Antwerp loafing around the Cove.

“I was scared stiff, for I knew that
they had tracked me and were after
the money. No matter what happened
to me, I was determined to keep Hol-
brook’s money out of the hands of
‘Whaley and his crowd. The idea of
restitution was sincerely in my mind, but
I feared to do anything because I might
be arrested and held for the killing of
Morley. There was one place where I
could hide the tin box and where it
would be out of Whaley’s reach. The
niche in North Cliff!

“It was not possible to reach the niche
by night, or I should have got to it under
cover of darkness. But I went in the
early morning, climbed the heights from
the marsh side, fastened a long rope
to an iron pin I had planted in the brink
of the cliff during my boyhood days,
and lowered myself down. I clung to
the rope and hung seventy-five feet in
mid-air over the lip of the overhang.
In order to reach the niche I had to
swing like a pendulum until I could get
my feet on the shelf. I had not the
nerve of my younger days, and it was
a hair-raising piece of work, but I
was goaded to desperation by that sight
of Spencer and Antwerp. Somehow I
wanted to save that money, and in some
way I wanted to have it returned to
Holbrook,

“Conscience is a terrible weapon when
it fights for the right. And, of course,
it fights for nothing else.

“I won to the niche, put the tin box

. hands!

away in its farthest corner—the left-
hand corner, lieutenant, where it is safe,
although in plain view. Then I swung
out and began climbing the rope. When
I had passed the overhang, I discov-
ered that the rope had been worn nearly
in two, sawing across the sharp lip of
stone. A deathly chill swept through
me. One or two more swings at the
niche and I should have been hurled to
the foot of the cliff and killed outright.
I had been spared, I thought, for the
one purpose of making restitution.

“And when I crawled over the brink
of the cliff, gathered up my rope, and
started off, I saw Spencer and Ant-
werp! They had been watching me
from below!” They had hurried around
by the Inlet and were coming to inter-
cept me. But I knew that country too
well. They fired at me twice. The bul-
lets went wild and T got away.

“Nevertheless, they knew what T had
done. The logic of the situation must
certainly have been all too clear to them.
They had seen where the Holbrook
money ‘had been placed, but I felt sure
they would not have the courage to go
after it. However, I was fearful, for
all that. T continued to stay in my hunt-
ing camp, alert, watchful, and ventur-
ing out only by night. Whaley was
summoned from some place, and he
and Spencer and Antwerp hunted for
me. Many a time I saw them, skulking
around in the dark, but they never got
a glimpse of me.

“It was impressed on me that fate
was approving my course with the
money by keeping me safe from that
R/?Ck of wolves; and then, when T saw

orley in the role of the new caretaker,
I could scarcely believe my eyes. A
load was lifted suddenly from my shoul-
ders. T ran back to that old camp and
blubbered like a baby. Morley, the man
whose blood T had believed was on my
Morley, alive and acting as
caretaker for my father’s old hotel!

“T was tempted to go to him at once
and make a clean breast of everything;
only the ferret eyes of Whaley and his
gang held me back. Any one of that
crowd would have killed me on sight.

“Something I could not understand
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was going on by night in the Cove. I
saw two men carrying a heavy box. I
heard a report and, in the moonlight, T
saw something like a trailing line shoot
upward. There was a prong of rock
outthrust from the shelf of that niche
of mine, up the cliff wall, and the two
men—Spencer and Antwerp, I believed
—were trying to shoot the line over it.
They failed; then they ran. I saw some
one coming with a lantern along the
Inlet. There was a woman’s cry, and
the man with the lantern hurried away
toward the beach path. The two men
returned, and I saw them carrying the
box to the locked shed back of the hotel.

“What happened by day in the Cove
I could not know, but I managed to
keep track of aﬂ'alrs pretty well by
night. Antwerp did not seem to be
around any longer, but Spencer was
constantly on the job. I saw him, on
the night of the fire, climb into the hotel
and out again. I have sworn to that,
and it may be valuable testimony when
inquiries are made as to the cause of the
fire. I was drawn from my camp again
later by the glare. Lurking in the
woods, I saw Jeanne Morley in the tower
room, and I watched your work in sav-
ing her. What would I not have given
to have been in your place, Stafford! It
would have helped a little in squaring
my dcbt to Morley.

“Given time, I knew that Whaley and
his crowd would surely devise some
means for getting at Holbrook’s money.
1 decided to take a desperate risk, see
Morley, and tell him in substance what
I have written here. Jeanne always
had a wise little head, I reasoned, and
would succeed somehow in beating
Whaley to the niche and securing the
box. I went into Stony Point openly,
only to learn that Morley—or Maitland
as he was calling himself—had vanished
with his daughter, no one knew where.
In coming away from the Westover
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