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D/ Doland Ashford Dhi“ips~

(A GOMPLETE NOVEL)

CHAPTER I
A STARTLING SHOCK.
\JOR a moment Kenyon stood in
the narrow doorway of the re-
modeled brownstone front and
peered out into the rain that
had been falling steadily since
dusk. The gloomy side street was deserted.
No pedestrians were abroad, and cruising
taxicabs had no occasion to prowl along
its curb, particularly on a wet night when
the near-by theatrical district with its
pleasure-seeking throngs offered rich
cargoes.

At one end of the long block an “L” train
rumbled past; and at the other, under a
murky, yellow glow, punctured by moving
lights and hurrying forms, Broadway ad-
vertised itself. But where Kenyon was

marooned, the street was a ribbon of
black asphalt upon which the rain
drummed monotonously.

He should have telephoned for a cab
before leaving Randal’s apartment above;
that much he realized now. He frowned,
however, upon the thought of climbing
three flights of stairs and down again to
remedy matters.

There was no telephone nearer than
the corner, or the armchair dairy lunch
in the middle of the block. The proba-
bilities were, he reflected, the cab stands
would be choked with calls and nothing
but a promise would be exacted.

After waiting more or less patiently for
a rubber-shod steed to show up, he de-
cided to brave the rain and invade the
sections where “cruisers” were plentiful.

Oddly enough, as he stepped from his
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shelter and headed toward Broadway, a
cab skidded around the corner and bore
down upon him. His whistle brought it
alongside the curb.

“Where to?” the driver inquired,
thrusting his head over the oilskin apron
that protected him.

“No. 733 Riverside,” Kenyon ordered,
opening the door and climbing into the
dark but comfortable and dry interior of
the cab.

“Say, boss, you in a big hurry?” The
driver lowered the window back of his
seat to address his fare. “If you are, I'll
take you right up; but I was just headin’
in here for a mug of Java and a couple
of sinkers. Been on the go since five
o'clock. How about it now?”

Kenyon, thankful for the cab and its
shelter, was inclined to be tolerant. Just
at present, time was not a precious asset.
“No great hurry,” he admitted.

“I won’t be more ’an a couple of min-
utes,” the driver promised, unbuckling
the curtains and hopping out; “and I
won’t charge you for waiting time,
either,” he added, grinning.

“All right! Go to it!” responded Ken-

yon.

“Much obliged!”

‘The driver scurried off in the rain, his
wet coat flopping at his heels, to disap-
pear through a door farther down the
street where the lighted window of an
all-night lunch room cast a yellow radi-
ance across the walk.

Kenyon settled back in the far corner
of theé cab, heaved a sigh of relief, and
fumbled leisurely through his pockets for
a cigar. Once it was going he felt more
comfortable—as comfortable, that is, as
an average man could feel after a scrim-
mage with Hard Luck, Esquire, and com-
ing off second best.

Kenyon was bent, battered, and groggy;
and he looked it. After a six-month
exile he had returned to New York to
catch his breath and meditate upon things
that might have been. The city failed
to provide its usual “kick;” but the
blame was not Manhattan’s.

None knew of his return except Ran-
dal; and barely three hours before, the
latter had stared at him in wide-eyed
astonishment when the unheralded guest
appeared.

MAGAZINE

“So help me, Hannah!” cried Randal.
“If it isn’t Kenyon!”

“That’s what they used to call me,”
Kenyon responded. “Put on another
plate and invite me to dinner.”

“What” brings you back here at this
season?” Randal asked when the new-
comer was inside. “Why, I thought——"

“So did I, Ranny,” Kenyon interrupted.
“It’s a long, harrowing tale, Let it wait
until to-morrow. If you’ve an engage-
ment, trot along. I’ll dig up enough to
eat in the kitchen. And you needn’t
hurry back, for I intend to turn in early,
if your spare room isn’t working.”

“If you'd only wired I might have can-
celed my date. As it is now I'll have to
hurry along. Tell me! What’s hap-

ned?”

“Everything; and a little bit more.”

“Well, you look it,” Randal declared.
“Don’t tell me your Arizona proposition
has blown up!”

“You're looking at the fragments,

Ranny.”
“Good Lord!” Randal exclaimed,
stunned by the news. “Don’t tell me

that! What happened?”

“I’d keep you standing here all night if
I answered that question,” Kenyon re-
sponded. “It would make a couple of
books—more thrilling than those you de-
vour, Ranny. Put bluntly, the thing was
a gigantic swindle. Dad didn’t think so;
and it might have gone across if he had
lived. But when I stepped into his shoes,
the rest of the crowd decided to play me
for the goat. They disappeared, and I
stayed. My own fault, I guess. Soft-
hearted, so I've been told. But the Ken-
yon name was used to lure investors; and
it’s up to the last of the Kenyons to
square accounts.”

“You—alone?”

“Certainly! Most of the investors—
trusting ranchers out there among the
sand dunes—believed what my father told
them, and——" Kenyon checked him-
self. “No use going into details now.
T've simply come on here to raise some
cash. If I'm lucky I'll be out of town
again before the end of the week.”

“Doesn’t Andrew know you’re back?”
Randal asked, referring to the caretaker
at the Kenyon house uptown.

“No. You're the only one, Ranny.
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Tl see Andrew to-morrow or the day
after. No use being in a hurry with bad
news. The house is to be sold, of course.”

“You know how I feel about it, Ken-
yon. No necessity for going uptown at
all. Glad to have you roost here. Make
yourself comfortable and turn in when-
ever you like. We'll have a talk in the
morning.”

When Randal had taken a reluctant
departure, Kenyon found himself some-
thing to eat and skimmed through the
newspapers. He was glad that the light-
ning had struck in Arizona instead of
New York and that the rumble of thun-
der had yet to be heard in Manhattan.

The thought of taking a trip uptown
never entered his mind until it occurred
to him, suddenly, that he needed some
data relative to a business appointment
on the following day.

As the engagement was for ten o’clock,
and he preferred to sleep a little late in
the morning, Kenyon decided to make
the unpleasant pilgrimage at once, de-
spite the weather and the hour.

He did not telephone to Andrew. The
caretaker would be in a flurry of excite-
ment if he anticipated his arrival, and
Kenyon concluded to walk in on him
unannounced, explaining that he would
be in town but a few days and did not
propose to occupy his room.

After scribbling a note to Randal, in
case his host returned earlier than an-
ticipated and would wonder at the ab-
sence of his guest, Kenyon bundled into
his raincoat and descended to the street.

At present, safely esconced against the
weather, with the rain drumming upon
the roof of the cab and blurring the win-
dows, Kenyon was so deeply engrossed
in his thoughts that he was scarcely con-
scious of the movement as the cab door
swung open; nor did he emerge com-
pletely from his self-absorption until a
shadowy form slipped into the seat be-
side him.

As the door clicked shut and Kenyon
came to himself with a start, the intruder
uttered a low cry

“Oh, I'm sorry' I—I thought this
cab was empty.” There was a distinct
note of fear and anxiety in the girl’s
voice.

In the dark cavern of the hooded car,

Kenyon was unable to distinguish more
than a blob of shadow that represented
his unexpected companion; but the voice
dispelled whatever suspicions he might
have entertained. It appealed to him in-
instantly.

Before he could speak, the girl started
from the seat and opened the door, as if
to make a quick exit from what must
have been an embarrassing situation.

“Please wait!” Kenyon broke out
quickly. “I'm in no great hurry. The
driver will be here presently. You may
have the cab. I’ll find another one.”

Part way out of the cab and with one
foot on the running board, the girl hesi-
tated, as if half inclined to accept the
offer. “I—I amr in a hurry,” she wa-
vered; “but I wouldn’t put you to so
much trouble.”

“There’s no trouble connected with it,”
he assured her. “I’ve the whole night
before me. Please accept the cab with
my compliments. Il walk over to
Broadway and—"

Interrupting him, the girl drew in a
quick, audible breath; then, with amazing
swiftness she jumped back into the cab,
closed the door behind her, and huddled
against the cushions.

Startled by her singular behavior and
unable to account for it, Kenyon scowled;
but before he could question her and
seek some explanation, the girl broke into
a frightened whisper.

“That man—coming this way! Please
—he mustn’t see me. Don’t make me
get out—now. He has been following me
all evening.”

“Following you?” Kenyon echoed, and
turned to peer through the window in the
rear of the taxicab.

He made out, dimly, an approaching
figure. When the man reached the lighted
window of the dairy lunch, he paused;
then he stepped. close to the window as if
to survey whoever might be within.

“He mustn’t find me,” he girl broke
out. “Not now!”
“He won’t,”

calmly.

“But he may look in here,” she sug-
gested. “He’s sure to. He—he saw me
turn into this street.”

Kenyon continued to frown at the situ-
ation in which he unwittingly found him-

Kenyon assured her
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self. He knew neither of the principals
concerned in the mystery; yet he was
prepared to shield the girl who had come
to him and begged for protection.

“We’ll forestall that emergency,” he
declared briskly, aware that if the girl
had been seen to disappear along this
street, the unknown pursuer would nat-
urally investigate the parked cab.

“Just change places with me,” Kenyon
ordered, rising to permit his companion
to move over on the far end of the seat.
“I'll sit next to the window and play bull-
dog,” he added, beginning to enjoy the
part he had taken upon himself to play.

Quietly the girl obeyed. Kenyon low-
ered the window that commanded a view
of the sidewalk. The slanting rain, com-
ing from the opposite direction, did not
blow into the darkened cab interior.
Huddled against the door at the far end
of the seat, the girl’s coat completely
enveloped her. Kenyon himself could
barely distinguish the outlines of her
crouched form. Unless a light was struck,
her presence would not be discovered.

The man beyond, apparently satisfied
that his quarry was not in the lunch
room, turned and resumed his course.
When he reached a point opposite the
cab he hesitated, as if entertaining a sus-
picion that a dark and driverless taxicab
might offer refuge for the one he sought.

As the man stepped forward, obviously
intending to open the cab door and in-
spect the closed tonneau, Kenyon spoke
sharply.

“Well?”

Startled by the voice from the window,
the man fell back a step. ‘“Excuse me!”
he said curtly. “Didn’t know the cab
was occupied.”

“What difference would it have made?”
Kenyon asked, leaning forward in an
effort—a futile one—to get a clearer
glimpse of the newcomer’s face.

The man shrugged, but did not seem
inclined to answer the query. “How
long have you been here?” he asked.

“Three or four minutes.”

“See anything of a girl wandering this
way?”

“No one’s passed this cab since I've
been here,” Kenyon r ded truthfully.

“Well,” observed Kenyon, “it’s a fine
night for ducks.”

“You said a large mouthful,” the other
came back.

The man swung about, but instead of
continuing up the street, he stepped into
the shelter of a doorway. Presently a
match flared in the darkness. Cupped in
his hands, the light brought the man’s
countenance into sharp relief.

Kenyon was the recipient of a distinct
and unpleasant shock, although he did
not betray himself to the girl crouched on
the seat beside him. The man who had
talked with him a moment before, and
who had stepped into the doorway to
light a cigarette, was Lasky, a detective
from police headquarters.

CHAPTER II.
SOMEWHAT EMBARRASSING.

ITH a mind filled with doubt and

speculation, Kenyon leaned back in

the taxicab. The appearance and identi-

fication of the police detective, Lasky,

had thrown a new light on the little

drama in which he was now more than
a disinterested spectator.

He was not acquainted with Lasky, but
Randal knew him very well; and on more
than one occasion, usually in the vicinity
of Times Square, Randal had spoken to
the detective or pointed him out as one
of the shrewdest of Manhattan’s plain-
clothes men.

Kenyon had been interested enough in
the past to study the man at close range;
and partly because of that, and partly
because Lasky had a face not readily for-
gotten, Kenyon instantly recognized the
detective in the swift flare of the lighted
match.

The sight of Lasky, and all that his
organization represented, brought back
vividly to Kenyon the recollection of a
year past, when his premises on Riverside
had been the storm center of police ac-
tivities; recalled poignantly to mind the
excitement and unpleasant newspaper no-
toriety that followed the theft of the
Desert Diamond, the amulet from the
Navajo country, whose origin and history

“Huh! That’s funny. She turned this
way off Sixth. Ducked me somehow.”

Swiitly and in s'equence it came back
to him as he sat in the dark cab: the
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tracking down of the culprit, his escape
by ship, his attempted capture, and his
spectacular suicide by jumping over-
board in midocean, carrying the diamond
with him.

That had marked, it seemed, the blight
on the house of Kenyon, for shortly after-
ward his father had died, and close on the
heels of that followed the collapse of the
great Arizona project.

All this, and more, swept through Ken-
yon’s mind in the brief moment follow-
ing his glimpse of Lasky.

“He doesn’t fool with little game,”
Randal often remarked. “Not that bird!
He does gunning for big stuff—and gets
them.”

That remark found a lodging in Ken-
yon’s thoughts when he glanced at the
girl huddled beside him. Lasky was on
the trail, and Kenyon had, deliberately,
blocked pursuit.

“Has he gone?” It was the girl who
spoke in a whisper, doubtless puzzled at
the silence of her benefactor.

“Yes,” Kenyon answered, for he had
seen Lasky step from the doorway and
move off toward Broadway.

The girl straightened and broke into a
nervous flutter of a laugh that was not
wholly devoid of relief. “That—that was
a close call, wasn’t it?” she said. “I don’t
know how to thank you.”

“Never mind trying,”
sponded.

He bent forward a little, baffled and
curious, seeking to probe the indeter-
minate oval of her face, striving to pene-
trate the darkness that veiled her coun-
tenance; but in this he was unsuccessful.

‘The obscurity of the dark cab was a
tantalizing mask that obscured her as
completely as it did himself. He caught
the faint, elusive redolence of perfume
that his masculine mind failed to iden-
tify; heard her rapid breathing.

“I suppose you are waiting for me to
explain,” she began out of the prolonged
silence that again hung between them.

“That’s the last thing in my mind,”
Kenyon responded frankly, in a tone that
must have revealed more than he in-
tended it should.

The girl moved slightly, and he fan-
cied she had turned to peer at him with
something more than ordinary interest.

Kenyon re-

As for Kenyon, he was not at all dis-
turbed by the knowledge of what he had
done. There was a charm and witchery
in her voice that dispelled whatever vague
suspicions he might at first have held
against the girl. Somehow, in spite of
the apparent evidence, he could not asso-
ciate it with anything unwholesome—
anything questionable.

“You have been very kind,” she said.

His companion seemed to feel more
comfortable in his presence; there was
confidence in her tone. Her voice no
longer wavered; it became more alluring
than ever, more fascinating.

Kenyon’s heart quickened as he bent
forward to study the pale blur of her
face. “You don’t know how very glad
I am to have been of service to you,” he
told her.

At that precise moment, Kenyon was
wholly indifferent to the circumstances
responsible for this rainy-night episode.
For the first time in his grown-up life he
had taken it upon himself to play the
knight-errant, and it pleased him might-
ily. He held a sudden grudge against the
whole police force. Come to think of it,
he never did have any vast regard for
detectives. In the storybook world they
were forever sowing suspicion, persecut-
ing the innocent and allowing the guilty
to escape. The probabilities were, the
same thing existed in real life.

As the conventional thing, romance
stole forth on fairy feet in a setting of
moonlight, summer breezes, honeysuckles,
and far-flung stars; but on this occasion
it wandered along a dismal side street in
a blustering rain and took refuge in a
commonplace taxicab. Kenyon, at least,
was aware of its presence, and perhaps
his companion suspected as much.

To a mian whose world had turned
topsy-turvy and who considered himself
fortunate at being one jump ahead of the
sheriff, Kenyon was not unwilling to reach
out for romance wherever he found it.

“I've been in town only since morn-
ing,” the girl remarked frankly. “I was
unable to find the gentleman with whom
I had an appointment until an hour ago.
I phoned his residence.”

“I'd consider it a privilege to accom-
pany you to your destination in case——"
Kenyon began. %
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“Thank you; but I hardly think that
will be necessary—now,” she told him.
“We've eluded the man that’s been trail-
ing me.”

“He’s probably watching this street,”
Kenyon was quick to remind her. Lasky,
he knew, was not so readily discouraged.
“You must stay in the cab until you
reach your friend’s house.”

“But you %

“Oh, I don’t mind a bit of rain. Did
you say your friend was expecting you?”
he inquired solicitously.

“Yes. I phoned him a short time ago,
and he asked me to come up at once. He
offered to send a cab; but I told him
not to bother.”

“Is it far from here?”

“T don’t know. This is my first visit
to New York. The address is River-
side Drive—No. 733,” she replied.

Kenyon found himself genuinely in-
terested. “It is several miles,” he said.
“I'm acquainted in that neighborhood.”

“Perhaps you know Mr. Kenyon—Vin-
cent Kenyon,” the girl said.

“The name is familiar,” he admitted,
thunderstruck at the situation that had
developed.

Confounded by hearing his own name
and address spoken, Kenyon was on the
point of springing a surprise and identify-
ing himself; but a sudden thought checked
him.

“You're acquainted with him, you
say?”

“No. I've never seen him. It was through
my father——" the girl began and
stopped abruptly, as if she considered de-
tails superfluous.

“And you say you phoned Mr. Kenyon
at that address?” he queried.

“Yes; half an hour ago.”

“You talked with him?” Kenyon per-
sisted.

«Yes”

Dumfounded by what he had heard,
Kenyon might have challenged the girl’s
statement and probably brought about a
climax; but for several reasons, any one
of which would have been sufficient, he
said nothing.

He sat silent a moment, trying to ac-
count for what had been told him. The
girl seemed to be speaking the truth. It
was difficult for him to imagine that she

had invented the story. To what end?
She had no occasion, so far as he could
see, to reveal her movements. He had
not cornered her; had not demanded that
she account for Lasky’s apparent activ-
ity.

Yet Kenyon could not for the life of
him recall a man of his acquaintance
with a daughter who would be seeking
him out in New York. And to whom had
she telephoned at the Riverside address?
Surely Andrew had not taken it upon
himself to answer the call and pass him-
self off as his employer! The idea was
absurd.

The bit of romance that had stolen
into Kenyon’s life had come hand in
hand with mystery. It set his pulses
in tune with the drumming rain. He felt
now that it was a mighty fine thing to
get back to New York again, although
he was unable to judge whether it was the
thrill of unknown adventure that awaited
him before the night was over, or the
knowledge that, after all, he was not to
lose trace of the gentle-voiced and fright-
ened girl who had crept beside him seek-
ing refuge from the storm—and a thing
more sinister.

The taxicab driver loomed up sud-
denly. “Keep you waitin’ long?” he in-
quired, scrambling into his seat and ad-
justing the curtains. “Say, I was sure
hungry!” he ran on. “Now, let’s see,
where was it you was goin’, boss?”

Kenyon, quick to act, opened the taxi-
cab door and stood on the curb beside the
car. “I want you to take the lady to
No. 733 Riverside,” he ordered.

“Lady?” The chauffeur turned to
squint through the partly open window
behind him. “Oh, I didn’t know you had
company. Ain’t you goin’ along?”

“No,” Kenyon answered.

Moved by a sudden inspiration, Ken-
yon reached into his pocket and drew out
a card. “Take this, please,” he said, ad-
dressing the girl who sat far back in the
shadows. “If anything happens—or you
need help—you’ll find a friend.”

-He felt her fingers touch his own—
soft, warm fingers that thrilled him, that
made him long to get a glimpse of the
face above them.

“Good night,” he said, as the engine
started. :
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“Good night—and thank you,” the girl
responded.
CHAPTER III.
ON ADVENTURE’S TRAIL,

NMINDFUL of the rain that drenched
him, Kenyon, a lone figure on the
curb, watched the winking red tail light
of the taxicab as it wavered along the side
street and vanished up Broadway; then,
buttoning his coat and giving a jerk to his
soggy cap, he sprinted in its wake, with
but one purpose uppermost in his mind.
The Rialto’s zero hour had come and
gone. The lull that preceded the eleven-
o’clock bedlam had ended, and all the
Forties began to roar with life. Four
dozen show-shop curtains had descended,
and ten times as many doors were thrown
open. Audiences belched forth; countless
taxis, limousines, town cars, and cabrio-
lets swarmed from curb to curb with sput-
tering engines and raucous horns.

Whistles sounded, policemen bellowed,
and newsboys shrilled to-morrow’s wares.
The walks became a sea of bobbing um-
brellas.

As Kenyon headed toward the activity,
it was with a realization that the cab in
which he had dispatched his mysterious
passenger would be delayed in its journey
northward. Already the vigilant traffic
officers were waving the cars along one-
way streets, making them take wide de-
tours to avoid a hopeless snarl.

Since he was indifferent to the weather,
Kenyon was in a position to snare a pass-
ing cab; but it proved to be more of a
task than he anticipated. The first one
was engaged, and the driver told him so
in no uncertain terms when the pros-
pective fare leaped upon the running
board; the second and third ignored his
signals, Where rich pickings were in
order, drivers were inclined to pass up
single fares.

It was not until the next two cabs had
passed him by, and he had delivered him-
self of -a few uncomplimentary remarks,
that a familiar voice hailed him. He
halted midway in the street, while pro-
testing horns blared their wrath and
brakes squeaked alarmingly.

The fender of a taxicab grazed his leg
and stopped. “Hop in!” the voice com-
manded.

Kenyon did not wait for a second in-
vitation. He squeezed through the half-
opened door, slammed it behind him, and
dropped upon the seat.

“You're a life-saver, Ranny,” he ac-
knowledged, drawing a relieved breath.

“What in blazes were you trying to
do?” Randal demanded. “Collect some
accident insurance? Say, you look like a
drowned rat.”

“I feel like two of them.”

“Thought you weren’t going out to-
night?”

“So did I. Had another thought half
an hour ago. Darned glad of it, too,”
Kenyon added.

He opened the window back of the

driver. “733 Riverside, please! And
step on it!”
“Hold on!” cried Randal. “You’re not

going home to-night.”

“Wrong! I'm gomg there as fast as
this bus will take me.”

“How do you get that way? Com-
mandeering my cab after I was kind
enouuh to give you a lift! T admire your
nerve.”

“Well, yow’ll admire the tale I'm about
to unfold even hetter,” Kenyon returned.
“Before the night’s much older you'll
be knee-deep in adventure—and it won’t
be second-hand, either,” he added, re-
membering that Randal was the greatest
armchair adventurer of his acquaintance.

Randal turned to survey his compan-
ion, apparently impressed by Kenyon’s
singular manner and speech; then he
promptly demanded an explanation. By
the time the dab had bucked and wormed
its way through the traffic and reached
Columbus Circle, Kenyon graphically had
touched in the high lights of his recent
side-street encounter with the mysterious
unknown.

“Sure you didn’t fall asleep in the cab
and dream all this?” Randal queried.

“No; and I didn’t read it in one of
your romancing magazines, either,” Ken-
yon retorted.

“Well, you've hit upon a fairish first
chapter,” the other admitted. “A pre-
sumably fair damsel blunders into your
cab to avoid getting pinched, and after
you have gallantly protected her, she
mentions she is on her way to visit you,
also letting it become known that she had
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phoned your house and had been invited
to call. Why in thunder didn’t you call
her bluff and save her all the taxi fare?”

“Why? Simple enough. I wanted the
play to go on without interruption. T
wanted to see another act before breaking
up the show.”

“But you might have remained in the
cab with the girl, since you were both
bound for the same address.”

“Yes; I might have done that,” Ken-
yon acknowledged; “but I wasn’t sure
who would be on hand to meet her at
that address. I preferred to have the
young lady reach her destination unac-
companied.”

“And you never got so much as a
squint at her face?”

“Unfortunately, no. But if she’s half
as charming as her voice,” Kenyon added
meditatively, “you’re going to be the
most jealous chap in Manhattan.”

Randal laughed. “I've known cases
where—"

“Sure; so have I,” Kenyon broke in,
unperturbed by the other’s insinuation;
“but this won’t be one of them. I feel
it in my bones.”

“Feel your watch and bank roll still
in your pockets?” Randal queried. “Your
angel with a fairy voice may have had
fairy fingers as well.”

“Nonsense!”

“She was giving Lasky the slip, wasn’t
she? And he isn’t out a night like this
just to see if the rain is wet. The girl's
a crook, and you've protected her.”

“T'll require to have more evidence
than that to convince me. Great Scott,
Ranny!” Kenyon went on in mild ex-
asperation. “You've devoured enough
popular fiction to know by this time that
almost invariably the police detective is
all wrong from the start.”

“Yes; but this isn’t popular fiction.
Besides, your glib-voiced siren handed
you the lie direct when she said she
phoned you at your house. We know
you haven’t darkened the door of it for
six months.”

“Great snakes, don’t you get the idea?
You're as dense as the weather. She
doesn’t know Mr. Kenyon. She merely
had the Riverside address; and when she
phoned the house a short time ago, some
one answered and introduced himself as

Vincent Kenyon. Moreover, this im-
postor asked the girl to come up at once.
Don’t you grasp what I'm driving at?
Or must I illustrate it with colored pic-
ture slides?”

“I’'m beginning to see a faint glimmer-
ing,” admitted Randal. “If the young
lady told the truth and is actually on her
way to pay a visit to Mr. Kenyon, who
at this moment is now riding in my taxi,
then, as we would say in the classics,
there’s a dark-skinned individual lurking
in the kindling.” ¥

“Well, you show some slight degree of
ordinary intelligence after wall,” asserted
Kenyon; “but it took a powerful long
time.”

The taxicab left Broadway and turned
toward the Drive. Midway in the block
a disconcerting report sounded. The car
Jurched and wabbled toward the curb.
: “What’s the trouble?” queried Ran-

al.

“A tire’s gone, that’s all,” Kenyon re-
sponded glumly.

The driver climbed out to inspect the
damage. “Say, can you beat that?” he
growled. “A good shoe gone blooey.
Take me five minutes to put on a spare.”

“That’s four and a half minutes too
long,” said Kenyon. “We'll flag another
bus.”

The driver went grumblingly about
his task of jacking up the car, while Ken-
yon, likewise grumbling, perched in the
open doorway ready to hail a passing
“empty.” The five minutes became his-
tory. No rolling cab loomed up. An-
other five minutes were ticked off.

“Now step on Kenyon ordered,
when the new tire was in place and the
driver climbed behind the wheel.

Randal had said nothing during the
wait; but evidently his mind had been

busy.

“Who the devil could be occupying
your premises?” he asked at length as the
car gathered headway.

“We'll find out within the next half
hour, if this ash cart doesn’t lose a
wheel,” responded Kenyon.

“You didn’t have an engagement with
a young lady—any young lady?” Randal
persisted.

“I did not.”

“And you can’t recall any of your ac-
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quaintances who might have a daughter
they were sending——"

“I can not,” Kenyon broke in emphati-
cally.

“You might have spared yourself a lot
of trouble had you confronted the shrink-
ing sister with the facts and insisted upon
hearing her side of the affair.”

“Didn’t I tell you once before that I
wished to see the original program, what-
ever it may be, carried out? I was afraid
if I interfered with any of the actors,
the whole performance might be ruined.”

“But couldn’t the girl have carried out
her part just the same? Wouldn’t that
have helped you?”

“Would she have believed that I was

Vincent Kenyon, when she had just
phoned Kenyon’s residence and, sup-
posedly, talked with him? 1 was just as
much of a stranger to her as the one
she phoned; and the other chap had the
edge on me because he was at the River-
side address. No; that wouldn’t have
done at all, Ranny.”
. “What about Andrew? If your prem-
ises have been taken over as a theater in
which to stage some sort of a questionable
performance, I couldn’t imagine Andrew
being one of the actors.”

“Nor I,” returned Kenyon.

“I've a hunch that if there’s dirty work
at the old mill,” Randal intimated, “your
faithful caretaker is in need of succor.”

The men fell silent as the speeding cab
rumbled along the wet and glistening
asphalt of the Drive. The street lights
were blurred. The park was in shadow;
and below it, vague and mist-hung, lay
the river, out of which whistles boomed
and pin points of lights twinkled.

Kenyon’s house was a narrow, three-
story structure of unpretentious gray
stone, squeezed in between a mammoth
apartment building and the sprawling,
ornate dwelling of a film magnate. It
came into view suddenly as the cab
darted into a one-way branch of the
drive.

Kenyon, peering through the mist, ut-
tered an exclamation. “Lights on the
parlor floor!” he declared.

“It looks very much occupied,” agreed
Randal, beginning to display his excite-
ment,

Kenyon spoke sharply to the driver.

“Go on to the next corner,” he com-
manded, not wishing to excite suspicion
by stopping in front of the premises.

The car rolled on with undiminished
speed, swung around the far corner, and
came to an abrupt stop with its head-
lights pointing toward Broadway.

The rain had turned into a heavy driz-
zle, and a cold wind whipped the river
fog along the quiet side street, blurring
the outlines of the tall apartments and
reducing to mere blobs of color the few
lights that struggled for existence.

“Got a gun, Ranny?” Kenyon asked
as he stepped from the cab.

“Of course not!”

“Neither have I1.”

After a moment of deliberation, Ken-
yon thrust a bank note into the hand of
the taxicab driver, who at the moment
was regarding his passengers question-
ingly and with evident mistrust in light
of the recent conversation he had- over-
heard.

“You’re to remain right here until
further orders,” Kenyon told him. “We
may be back in five minutes, and we may
be back in an hour; but you'll hold your-
self in readiness in case you're called.
Be on the alert, now. Get me?”

“Sure!” the other responded, brighten-
ing at sight of the bank note and its

denomination. “I’ll stick around the rest
of the night if it’s necessary. Depend
on it!”

“Good!” Kenyon turned up his coat
collar against the steady, penetrating
drizzle. “Come along, Ranny,” he said,
taking his companion by the arm. “Let’s
start.”

The .men crossed to the park side of
the Drive and walked under the dripping
trees to a point opposite Kenyon’s resi-
dence. The lights still shone from the
windows of the front room on the parlor
floor, but the shades were drawn too low
for the men to glimpse within. Below the
lighted floor was a half basement, its
barred windows dark, which Andrew oc-
cupied.

“There’s no use of your taking chances,”
Kenyon said after an interval of delibera-
tion. “I'll do the investigating. You
stand back here in the shadows and keep
your eyes skinned. If any one comes
out, trail him. Use the taxi if necessary.



12 TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE

Tll slip inside and see what’s on the pro-
L

“Good Lord, man!” Randal exclaimed,
beginning to sense the danger that ex-
isted. “Watch your step! This is be-
yond the joking stage. No telling who
or how many are inside the house. You
can’t accomplish anything alone. Why
the dickens did you bring me along, if it
was just to stand here in the rain and
wait for an explosion?” he challenged re-
sentfully. “I'm going to stay at your
heels.”

“Not this time, Ranny.”

“It’s foolhardy!” Randal protested
vehemently. “Why not get hold of a
cop? You can’t prowl around alone.
You haven’t a thing to defend yourself
with!”

“Nothing but my wits,” responded
Kenyon; “and they’re pretty sharp just
at present.” His lips set grimly at the
knowledge that was evident to him. “I
don’t want the police to interfere just
yet. I've a gun in my dresser; and if the
way’s clear I'll have it in my fingers in-
side of five minutes.”

“If you don’t show up in the next
ten minutes,” Randal returned, “T’ll ring
the nearest police station.”

“Better make it half an hour,” said
Kenyon as he turned and walked briskly
across the street.

CHAPTER 1V.
A CLEW TO FOLLOW.

KENYON had no intention of entering

his premises through the front door,
either by ringing the bell to gain admit-
tance, or using his latchkey. That would
have queered his plans and placed him at
an immediate disadvantage. Still uncer-
tain of the odds to be encountered, he
preferred to enter upon the theater of
events unannounced and plan his future
movements according to the knowledge he
obtained.

He was grateful for the mist and driz-
zling rain, for it obscured the street-and
rendered spying difficult. So far, Kenyon
was certain that the conspirators had
taken no precaution to post a lookout,
otherwise his approach would have been
heralded. Doubtless, he figured, those
concerned in the mysterious drama were

under cover, assured that interference
or discovery were remote issues.

Once he had crossed the walk and
reached the iron-latticed door that led
to the service entrance, he breathed
easier; and he was still more relieved at
finding the door unlocked, for the key
to it was in Andrew’s possession. The
unlocked door seemed to indicate that the
caretaker was within. The knob turned
readily, and the catches on the door and
frame did not appear to have been mu-
tilated. That offered convincing proof
that the intruders had not entered by
force.

Kenyon passed through the door, but
a sudden, unexpected draft wrenched the
knob from his fingers. The door closed
with a thud that sounded ominously
through the house. He swore softly and
crouched in the darkness.

After a moment’s hesitation, he started
forward, walking along the dark, narrow
corridor that led toward the kitchen. Ad-
vancing cautiously, he reached the kitchen
and stood for a moment in the dense
gloom, his ears alert. No sound greeted
him; no voices or footsteps were audible
from the floor above. The house was
as silent as an arctic midnight.

Guardedly he ascended the rear stairs,
intent upon reaching his chamber on the
top floor, where a weapon might be ob-
tained. Fortunately the rear of the house
was in darkness, and he gained the third
floor without mishap.

He entered his bedroom and, dark as it
was, moved familiarly across the floor
to the dresser. His groping fingers en-
countered the revolver after a short
search. A quick inspection, by sense of
touch, assured him that the magazine was
loaded. He removed the wet raincoat
that might hamper his future movements
and, dropping the weapon into his pocket,
experienced a decided thrill of prepared-
ness. Armed, he felt primed to encoun-
ter whatever danger impended, even
though the odds were against him.

The prolonged and unbroken silence
that had prevailed since his entrance con-
tinued to puzzle him. There were two
theories to account for it: Either the re-
cent occupants had taken a hurried de-
parture, prior to Kenyon’s arrival, and
neglected to switch off the lights, or they.
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had been warned in some manner of his
appearance and were lying in wait for
him.

It was the latter supposition that took
root in Kenyon’s mind and put him on
his guard. He crept down the stairs
again, listening at intervals and hearing
nothing. On the parlor floor he tiptoed
through the serving pantry and reached
the dining room.

A shaded light burned in the hall that
separated the dining room from the living
quarters, He crouched in the shadow of
a buffet, his eyes fixed upon the hall and
the parlor beyond, his heart thumping
expectantly. The muffled whistles from
the river and the rumble of a freight
train along its ban®™® came to his ears;
but no sounds from within the house
reached him.

Kenyon settled back against the wall
and made himself comfortable. How
long his vigilance was to last, and whether
it would be rewarded in the end, were
matters &f doubt; but at all events, he
resolved to play the waiting game. From
his position he commanded a full view
of the lighted hall and the front door
beyond; and if the premises were occu-
pied, the hall seemed to offer the sole
avenue of escape for the intruders.

Minute by minute dragged by, and
Kenyon began to stir impatiently. The
game of cat at the rat hole became irk-
some, as well as trying on his nerves.
Moreover, he recalled that Randal had
threatened to communicate with the po-
lice and investigate the premises at the
expiration of half an hour; and just at
present, Kenyon preferred to operate
alone. An interruption might complicate
matters.

Suddenly, bringing him alert with every
nerve tingling, the telephone rang. It
echoed through the house with alarming
shrillness. Kenyon waited expectantly,
his eyes fixed upon the hallway where the
telephone was placed; waited expectantly
for some one to answer the imperative
summons,

Then, midway in the prolonged ring-
ing of the instrument, the hall light went
out. Kenyon drew in a quick breath.
The thing could have but one significance,
he reasoned. Some one hidden near at
hand meant to answer the call; had

switched off the hall light in”order to
reach the telephone without detection.

Kenyon crept forward noiselessly un-
der the shelter of the darkness, waiting
for the sound of a voice. None came.
The telephone rang again and again, more
insistent than ever, it seemed. Whoever
was at the other end of the wire must
have known that the premises were occu-
pied. It was not likely to be any of his
acquaintances, for none save Randal
knew of his arrival in town; and cer-
tainly Randal would not be trying to
communicate with the house.

Fretful at the delay and unwilling
longer to stand by helplessly, Kenyon,
gun in hand, moved through the door-
way and advanced toward the telephone.
He was determined to bring matters to a
crisis. Watchful waiting had become too
painful.

He removed the receiver and clamped
it against his ear. “Hello!” he spoke
guardedly.

“Say,” a voice snarled in his ear.
“What’s keepin’ you? Goin’ to stay all
night? You'd better beat it! I just seen
Lasky up the block and—"

“Lasky?” Kenyon echoed, cutting short
the other’s remark, stlarlled at hearing
the detective’s name mentioned.

“That’s what I said,” the answer came
back. “Maybe he’s smelled a rat. That’s
why I'm phonin’ you. Fade away now,
and don’t let the asphalt get cold under
your feet. Don’t want Lasky puttin’ his
nose into this.”

“Where are you now?” Kenyon risked
asking, and wondered if his query or voice
would arouse suspicion.

“At @ pay station in a drug store,” the
other responded. Apparently the man at
the other end of the wire had no suspi-
cions. “But I'm goin’ to Ollinger’s. You
meet me there in five minutes. I won’t
wait no longer.”

Kenyon’s mind worked swiftly. He
had no idea who Ollinger might be or
where the place was to be found, although
he figured it must be close at hand if the
trip could be made in less than five min-
utes. Doubtless it was a rendezvous fa-
miliar to the person he was assumed to
be; and to question its whereabouts would
be fatal.

“I can’t meet you there in that time,”
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Kenyon replied.
here. No danger.

He realized at once that his ruse had
failed.

“Say, who's this talkin’?” the voice de-
manded.

“Who'd you think it was?” Kenyon
returned.

An imprecation rumbled over the wire
and the receiver banged. Kenyon hung
up his own receiver with a scowl of dis-
appointment. It would be useless to
learn where the call had originated, even
if the operator cared to divulge the in-
formation, for the man he hoped to snare
would be far from that dangerous locality.

Kenyon had made some headway, how-
ever slight. Two men, at least, must
have been concerned in the affair; one
of them he had heard from, and evidently
the other hlad failed to show up at l:hg

e Suppose you come past

P e. His s
accounted for the telephone call and
‘warning.

After a moment of reflection, Kenyon
moved along the hall to the lighted parlor.
It yawned before him, cold and empty
—and mockingly. He was no longer
fearful of a surprise attack, although he
had yet to explain the mystery of the
extinguished hall light. It was not until
he attempted to switch on the light in the
hall that the performance was accounted
for. The globe had simply burned out.

The slight consolation it brought did
not lift Kenyon’s spirits. The realiza-
tion that the performance he had hoped
to view and take part in had been staged,
and that the actors were now beyond re-
call, troubled him. What part had the
girl played? Where was she now?

With a none-too-light heart, Kenyon
strode to the front door, opened it wide,
and called to Randal. The latter came
across the street on a run, bounded up
the steps, and followed Kenyon into the
house.

“What's the news?” he demanded.

“Not particularly encouraging,” Ken-
yon answered. ‘“The lady of the taxicab
has evidently visited here and departed,
and the culprits that met her have van-
ished.”

“That’s tough.

“Ever hear of Olhnger s?” Kenyon
broke in.

Randal shook hlS head. “Don’t recall
the name. Why?

Kenyon related what had taken place
over the telephone a few minutes before.

“Seems a certainty then that your taxi-
cab acquaintance kept an appointment
here, doesn't it?” observed Randal. “And
Lasky still figures in the affair. My ad-
vice to you, Kenyon, is to get hold of
this gumshoe and compare stories.”

“Eventually, yes; but if Lasky learns
the trick I played on him to-night he
may run me in,” Kenyon returned.

“Needn’t say anything about that inci-
dent.”

“But he may want to know how I got
wind of this affair. Curiosity is a popu-
lar sport with a*detective. However,
welll let that slide and look over the
premises. Perhaps our recent visitors
have left some evidence behind. It’s the
conventional thing to do, isn’t it?”

A thorough inspection of the lower floor
revealed a few cigarette butts and any
number of burned matches and scattered
ashes.

“If your friend Lasky was here with
his magnifying glass, he’d probably iden-
tify the smokers,” said Kenyon, indif-
ferently surveying the evidence; “but
that is beyond us, Ranny, because the
cigarettes are not monogrammed, and the
matches are shy of finger prints.”

“Well, your visitors rolled their own,”
declared Randal, after a critical inspec-
tion of the remains, “in preference to
smoking tailor-mades.”

“An indication of true economy,” Ken-
yon observed. ‘“Discover the frugal crook
who has money in the savings bank and
we'll be on a warm trail.”

“You seem to be taking this thing as
a huge joke,” reproved Randal. “I'd
think by this time——"

“By this time I'm tempted to do so,”
Kenyon broke in with a shrug, turning
to ascend the stairs that led to the sec-
ond floor. “My expectations have been
rudely shattered. I still am not certain
that my companion of the taxi visited
here. I do know that my house has been
entered recently; but so far as I can see
now, trespassing is the only charge I
could bring against the intruders. There
isn’t a thing of value on the premises to
attract a crook.” &
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“Speaking of an attraction for crooks,”
Randal remarked, turning to face Ken-
yon when they reached the head of the
stairs. “It just occurred to me. What
about the Navajo sparkler? The Desert
Diamond?”

“Well, what about it?” asked Kenyon,
frowning.

“You dndn t see the Sunday supplement
splash a few weeks ago, of course. I
meant to send you a copy and forgot all
about it.”

“Still
they?”

“T’ll say so! It’s good for a page every
few weeks. This last sensation, pre-
sumably based on a story related by a
dying Navajo medicine man, hinted that
your father stole the diamond from the
tribe, that his life had been threatened
because of it, and that to protect himself
as well as the stone, he gave out that the
thing had been stolen from him.”

“What rot!” exclaimed Kenyon.
“They’re getting hard up for copy. The
stone was a gift to my father. He brought
it East with him, never thinking it was
other than a white sapphire. Plenty of
them found in Arizona. It was crudely
cut and unpolished. My father looked
upon it merely as a curio—a good-luck
amulet.”

“Sure! T remember seeing it myself,”
acknowledged Randal. “Looked like a
piece of glass.”

“Yes; and you must remember how
stunned we were when an expert pro-
nounced it a genuine diamond! Father
had it recut and polished. The stone
created a sensation—as much because of
the mystery surrounding it, as its size and
color. All sorts of wild tales were in
circulation. And less than a month after-
ward, some crook annexed it.”

Randal nodded. “Yes; I know. This
last newspaper yarn handed me a laugh;
but it just occurred to me,” he added
thoughtfully, “that perhaps some folks
would swallow the hokum.”

“Suppose they did? What would it
have to do with the problem we’re
tackling right now?”

“Some crook might decide to look over
the premises.”

“Under the impression that if we did
have the diamond we’d keep it locked up

talking about the stone, are

here?” Kenyon asked.
absurd!”

“Oh, well! Needn’t get excited over
it,” protested Randal. “I merely made
the suggestion. The world’s full of queer
people with queer notions.”

“After listening to your remarks I'm
inclined to agree with you,” said Kenyon,
stalking off along the hall.

Once the lights were switched on, the
men tramped through the rear bedrooms,
apparently to find nothing amiss, nothing
disturbed.

“Doesn’t look as if the house had been
ransacked, does it?” Kenyon flung at his
companion,

“No; not exactly,” Randal admmed

“You understand, of course,” Kenyon
went on as he opcned the- door of the
library and reached for the light switch,
“I wouldn’t have the slightest objection
if the Desert Diamond did turn up. The
last price quoted on it would——""

He broke off with a gulp of surprise
as the room blazed with light. Face
down upon the floor, her arms out-
stretched, lay the form of a girl.

“Ranny, you're

CHAPTER V.
THE MYSTERIOUS GUEST.

IRST to recover from the shock that
the lights revealed, Kenyon voiced
an exclamation and crossed the floor
to kneel beside the girl. The pallor of
her face and her closed eyes alarmed him
momentarily; but he discovered a fairly
strong pulse an instant later and turned
quickly to meet Randal’s startled gaze.

“Here, lend a hand!” he ordered. “She’s
still alive!”

When the girl's limp form had been
placed upon a divan, Randal was dis-
patched for water and aromatic spirits.
Later he looked on in perceptible concern
while Kenyon applied a first-aid treat-
ment.

“What do you suppose happened?”
Randall asked.

“This,” answered Kenyon, pointing to
a bruised and discolored spot that showed
on the girl’s temple when her hair was
brushed back. “Don’t think it’s serious,”
he added; “but if she doesn’t come to in
short order we’ll call a physician.”

“Do you think it was from the result
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of an accident—or something else?”
queried Randal. “I mean that mark on
her temple?”

“T’d say it was something else,” Ken-
yon answered unhesitatingly. “Don’t
know why, either, unless she became sus-
picious of what took place here and at-
tempted to escape.

“Then you think she’s your lady of the
taxicab?”

“Undoubtedly!”

Under the bright light the girl’s face
seemed a trifle hard and sophisticated;
nor was it devoid of beauty-parlor arti-
fices. She was not at all what Kenyon
expected to find. She failed to match the
vision he had conjured up—a mental pic-
ture based on the infinite charm of her
voice. Yet her features were clean-cut
and regular and her hair clinging ring-
lets of spun-gold tint. She wore a simple
blue, one-piece frock with cuffs and col-
lar of white.

“She’s passing fair,” admitted Randal,

k as one who idered himself
capable of judging feminine loveliness.
“Not—er—disastrously beautiful, how-
ever,” he added; “and not a criminal
type, if you should ask me.”

“Thanks, professor,” Kenyon observed
caustically.

“But I will say,” the other remarked,
with a glance at the girl's hands, “that
she doesn’t believe in leaving her rings
at home. It’s a wonder to me the recep-
tion committee didn’t annex them.”

The girl stirred, and her lips moved.
The men watched her expectantly, but
her eyes did not open.

“She’ll be all nght presently,” Kenyon
remarked; and somewhat remorsefully
added: “I've been a brute to let her walk
into a scrape of this sort, Ranny.”

“Of course you’ve been one,” Randal’

came back tartily. “Told you so all along,
didn’t 17 You're solely responsible for
what has happened. Ought to be horse-
whipped.”

“We've ‘a lot to unearth yet,” com-
mented Kenyon. “If we can learn where
Lasky fits into this affair and get at the
facts without dragging the girl into the
case, perhaps- 2

He broke off suddenly, for the girl
stirred restlessly and her eyes fluttered
open. She gazed blankly at the men who

looked down upon her, as if to question
their presence.

“Don’t be alarmed,” Kenyon said
quietly. “You're among friends. Just
rest a while longer. Comfortable, are
you?”

The girl's eyes wandered from the
eager faces of the men who confronted
her to the book-lined walls of the room.
They were unusually large and decidedly
blue eyes, fringed by dark, curling lashes
that gave them a doll-like appearance.
She seemed puzzled, uncertain of her sur-
roundings.

“I'm sorry this had to happen,” Ken-
yon resumed. “I might have prevented
it—but I wanted to snare those who evi-
dently have snared you. I meant to get
here in time to take a hand in the con-
spiracy. Luck was against me from the
first.”

“I—I don’t understand,” the girl wa-
vered, in a voice so low that Kenyon had
to bend down to catch the words.

“Of course you don’t,” he assured her.
“There seems to be a great deal that
neither of us understand; but we will,
presently. You see I was the occupant
of the cab you took refuge in several
hours ago. Do you remember that?”

A vague light of understanding seemed
to dawn in the girl’s wide eyes. She
nodded. “You—you were that man?”

“Yes. Perhaps you’ll remember telling
me you had an engagement with Mr.
Kenyon, at this address—an engagement
made over the phone. I sent you up here
in my cab, meaning to follow at once and
thwart the performance that was to be
staged for your benefit.”

Once more she regarded him with a
puzzled look. “Why? Why did you
mean to do that?” she asked, her voice
still low and uncertain.

“Because I happen to be Mr. Vincent
Kenyon,” he told her frankly; “and this
is my residence.”

For an instant the girl seemed bewil-
dered, as if Kenyon's declaration had
failed to register clearly in her still fogg
mind; then with a start she raised herself
to an elbow. A faint color crept into her
sallow cheeks and lips.

“You—you are Vincent Kenyon?” she
asked.

Kenyon nodded and smiled, quick to
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realize the shock that must have followed
his statement. “I'm profoundly sorry
now,” he said, “that I failed to identify
myself before—at the time you mentioned
my name. I never thought this would
happen, or that injury would befall you.
I tried to Kkill too many birds with one
stone, when I should have made every
effort to protect you.

“The situation is clearer now, isn’t it?”
he went on after a pause. ‘“An impostor
took possession of my house as well as
my name. It was the impostor to whom
you phoned and with whom, unsuspect-
ingly, you made the appointment, al-
though I have yet to learn for what pur-

se.”

Briefly, but unhurried, Kenyon related
all that had befallen him. between the
time he said good-by to the girl in the
cab and the moment when he had looked
upon her, prostrate upon the rug in the
library.

‘The girl listened with amazed eyes to
all he had to saw, but did not offer to
interrupt.

“This is Mr. Randal,” Kenyon said,
introducing his companion who remained
in the background: “a friend of mine who
joined forces with me to-night.”

In a faint, uncertain voice, the girl in-
troduced herself. “I am Miss Hollister,”
she said.

The name she gave failed to enlighten
Kenyon, although he repeated it over
after her. “Hollister?” he said. “I don’t
recall hearing it before. And you say it
was through your father that——"

“Yes; that is what brought me here,”
the girl interrupted.

“And what was it brought you here,
Miss Hollister?”” Kenyon asked, deter-
mined to get at the bottom of the mys-
tery without further delay. “Why did
you wish to see me to-night?”

Kenyon’s tone, perhaps unsuspectingly
brusque, seemed to arouse the girl. She
flushed, as if resenting her questioner’s
attitude; yet before she could speak, the
sharp ringing of a bell on the floor be-
low broke into the silence.

The men turned, instantly alert.
that’s the phone——" began Randal.

“It’s the doorbell,” Kenyon declared
as the sound was repeated.

“Doorbell?” Randal glanced at his

“1f

companion. “Who could be calling here
at this hour?”
“Well find out,” Kenyon replied

quietly, dismissing the other matter from
his mind. “Don’t be alarmed, Miss Hol-
lister,” he added, as the color seemed to
drain from her cheeks. *“No danger. Our
visitor must be a legitimate one, other-
wise he wouldn’t have announced himself.
Come on, Ranny.’

The men descended the front stairs to
the hall that was in semidarkness, for the
burned-out globe had not been replaced.
As @ precaution against an unpleasant
surprise, Kenyon reached for his revolver
as he flung open the door.

A tall figure, barely distinguishable in
the gloom of the stoop, confronted him.

“Is this Mr. Kenyon?” the stranger in-
quired.

“It is,” Kenyon responded, striving to
recognize his visitor. ‘“What’s wanted?”
“If you'll invite me in out of the rain,”
!he man said, “I'll be glad to talk with

“Hello there!” Randal broke into an
exclamation. “ItsLasky' Say, what are
you snoopmg around in this neighbor-
hood for?”

“For you and Mr.
replied.

With a mingled feeling of surprise and
concern, wondering what new develop-
ment awaited him, Kenyon ushered the
detective into the lighted parlor.

Once inside, Lasky surveyed each of
the men in turn. “Didn’t know you were
acquainted with Kenyon,” he said at
length, addressing himself to Randal.

“There’re probably a lot of worse
things than that you don’t even suspect,”
Randal came back, grinning. “Kenyon’s
been a side-kick of mine for any number
of years.”

“Glad to find you here,”

Kenyon,” Lasky

declared

Lasky. “Phoned your apartment a few
minutes ago.”

“What’s the occasion?  Authorities
after me?”

“I happen to be. What do you know
about a Miss Sutton?”

“Never heard of her.”

“And you, Kenyon?” L4~ky inquired.

Kemon \hm:l\ his head. “Don’t recall
the name.”

“Well, perhaps she used another one.”




18 TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE

Lasky scowled. “Nice-looking girl,” he
went on. “Said she visited you here to-
night.”

“I did have visitors,” Kenyon admit-
ted; “but unfortunately I didn’t appear
on the scene until half an hour ago and
they had gone.”

“Then you did not meet a young lady
here?”

“I've had no callers since my arrival,”
Kenyon answered, choosing his words
carefully. He decided it would be just
as well to withhold information relative
to the girl upstairs. Since he had pro-
tected the girl before, he saw no good
reason for exposing her at the present
moment—at least until the detective saw
fit to explain his motive.

“Just as I figured,” Lasky declared.
“Trying to alibi herself. How about you,
Randal? Did you meet a young lady—
never mind the name she gave you—a
couple of hours ago?”

“I did not.”

“You didn’t give her your card?
Didn’t request that she get in touch with
you in case of trouble?” persisted Lasky.

“What in blazes are you driving at?”
cried Randal. “I haven’t given my card
to any one to-night.”

“How’d she get hold of it?”

“Search me!”

A swift glimmer of suspicion entered
Kenyon’s mind. “Where is this girl now,
Lasky?”

“At the police station. Have detained
her until T could verify some of her
story.”

“On what charge?” Kenyon asked.

“That has nothing whatever to do with
what I'm asking,” Lasky returned bluntly.
“She led me a merry chase most of the
evenm;,, but I nabbed her-half an hour
ago.

“The same girl you were looking for in
38th Street about ten thirty?”

The detective swung about and favored

Kenyon with a probing glance. “Oh, you
were there, eh? Hold on!” Lasky cut in
as Kenyon started to speak. ‘“Thought

your voice had a familiar ring to it. I
get you now! The dark taxi I started to
search! Huh! The girl was in it all the
time and you steered me wrong! Re-
marked something about the weather be-
ing favorable for ducks. Correct?”

“I won’t deny it,” admitted Kenyon,
his mind occupied with a host of amazing
conjectures.

“Well, you had your trouble for noth-
ing,” Lasky said. “What was the grand
idea? Romancing? I spotted the girl in
the cab when it turned up Broadway;
trailed it into this district and lost it in
the fog. Half an hour ago I picked up
the young lady again as she was heading
downtown. Since then she’s been spin-
ning a pretty yarn, and I'm taking pains
to unravel it.”

“You're sure the girl you have now is
the same one you trailed from 38th
Street?” asked Kenyon.

“Of course! You don’t think——" the
detective began

“Great Scolt‘” Randal broke forth,
voicing what Kenyon was about to utter.
“Then who is the girl upstairs?”

“What girl?” Lasky demanded sharply.

Without waiting to explain the situa-
tion or confide his suspicions, Kenyon
darted through the hall and bounded up
the stairs, the other men at his heels.
‘The door of the library was open, and the
lights were still burning; but the divan,
upon which the injured girl had been
placed a few minutes before, was empty.
So was the room; and, for that matter, so
was the house, which the three ‘deter-
mined men searched thoroughly from top
floor to basement.

The blue-eyed girl who had introduced
herself as Miss Hollister had vanished.

CHAPTER VI.
UNANSWERED QUESTIONS,

A’I‘ the expiration of an exciting ten

minutes, the trio of searchers, hav-
ing explored every apparent hiding place
in which the girl might have concealed
herself, reluctantly agreed that she must
have left the premises.

“She’s gone out the way I came in,”
Kenyon declared. “Went down the rear
stairs and reached the street through the
service hall.”

“Evidently!” said Lasky, scowling.
“Not much use in trying to find her now.
What did she run away for?”

“I suppose she overheard our conver-
sation and decided to vanish before we
could ask questions.”
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Lasky seemed puzzled. “I don’t get
that. What did she look like?” he asked.

“Baby-blue eyes and golden hair,”
Randal promptly took it upon himself
to answer. “I’d recognize her agaln any-
where. Gave her name as Miss Hollis-
ter.

“Huh,” said the detective. “Sounds
like a description of Rosie Watson. If T
thought so——" He stopped and looked
fixedly at Kenyon. “What was she doing
here?”

“I’ll be hanged if I know—exactly. So
confoundedly much has happened in the
last two hours that my mind’s a mystic
maze. The facts are, Lasky——"

“Limit yourself to Lhem i the detective
cut in briskly; “and make it snappy!”

“To begin with, we took this Miss
Hollister to be the glrl 1 met in the taxi
on 38th Street,” Kenyon stated.

CWhy??

“Because I knew she was to visit my
house and—well, she didn’t deny she
wasn’t the girl I took her to be.”

“Did they look so much alike?”

“I can’t say. It was too dark for me
to get a look at my taxicab acquaintance.”

“She drank in your story without bat-
ting an eye,” supplemented Randal.
“And you gave it to her from prologue
to—"

“What story?” Lasky demanded, thor-
oughly mystified. “Your talk is all
Greek to me.”

For the third time that night Kenyon
was forced into details relative to his ex-
periences of the evening. He began with
the parked-cab episode, followed with his
belated arrival at the house and the phone
call and closed with the discovery of the
girl on the floor of the library.

“And just as we were starting in to
ask questions,” he wound up, “you rang
the doorbell and brought us downstairs.”

“Suffering cats!” Lasky breathed
softly. “Why didn’t you tell me this in
the first place?”

“This seems to be the first place,
doesn’t it?”

“Some one took possession of your
house, did they? Haven’t you a care-
taker on the premises?”

“I left one here; but he’s not to be
accounted for at present.”

“Oh, vanished, eh? Just like their

breed. \ever knew one yet who wasn’t
ready to——"

“Not Andrew!” Kenyon protested.
“I’ll swear by him. Been in the family
—in this same house for twelve years.”

“They all fall sooner or later. Just
wait!” Lasky moved toward the tele-
phone. “We'll clear up some of this
mystery right now.”

‘When the number was called and the
connection made, Lasky spoke in a brisk,
businesslike tone. ‘“Hello, that you,
Turner? Lasky speaking. I want you
to bring Miss Sutton over to 733 River-

side at once. And listen, Turner! The
net goes out for Rosie Watson. Right
away! What’s that? You did? Say,

that’s a good tip.
skirt we want.”

The detective turned to his compan-
ions. “Rosie was seen early this eve-
ning not three blocks from here. I'll
gamble she’s the chicken you found up-
stairs. No wonder she made tracks when
she heard my gentle voice!”

Lasky turned back to the telephone.
“Say, Turner! Know anything about one
Ollinger in your district? Must be around
here. Yes? Suppose you send some one
over to the place. Let him hang around
for a day or so and see what he can
pick up.”

The detective, smiling now, hung up
the receiver. “We can move briskly
enough when there’s something tangible
to work on,” he remarked.

“Who's Turner?” asked Randal.

“Police sergeant in this district. He
just tells me Ollinger runs a pool room
and soft-drink shop down near the 130th
Street Ferry. Been in trouble recently
through selling hooch. If his joint’s the
hang-out for the bunch who visited here
to-night, we’ll soon get a line on them.”

At the moment, Kenyon’s thoughts
were straying far from the subject that
Lasky had been discussing. “What have
you against the girl you're bringing
over?” he inquired.

“Nothing very definite—yet,” Lasky
admitted. “Haven’t been able to get the
dope straight.”

“But the girl isn’t a crook, is she?”
Kenyon persisted.

“Well, I wouldn’t go so far as to say
she was; but her old man has the reputa-

She’s evidently the
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tion of being an artist in that line. Ever
heard of ‘Parson’ Phil? That’s the bird:
Phil Sutton. Lost track of him for years;
then all at once I bump into him in a
little burg up-State. Living under an as-
sumed name and seems to have got re-
ligion. He’s being watched, and so long’s
he stays put, we won’t make trouble.
Getting pretty old now—must be sixty;
but they’re never too old to turn a trick
if there’s money enough in it.”

“What has all this to do with his
daughter?” Kenyon wanted to know.

“Maybe a whole lot; maybe nothing,”
replied Lasky. “That’s what I'm going
to find out.”

“So you simply detained her because
once upon a time her father had a police
record! Is that it?”

“We've got to keep our eyes open,”
Lasky returned evasively. “The girl may
be straight as a ruler, although after liv-
ing with a crook like Sutton, I'm doubt-
ing it. And if she is straight, our investi-
gation isn’t going to hurt her any.”

“It’s a rotten system just the same,”
Kenyon declared.

“If you knew the game as we do, you
wouldn’t think so,” the detective came
back. “Sutton’s shrewd enough to know
he’s being watched and all his actions re-
ported; but maybe he’s taking a long
chance that his daughter’s free to come
and go without arousing suspicion. If he
can’t operate, perhaps he figures the girl
can. We were tipped off last night that
she was headed for New York, so I made
it my business to pick her up at the sta-
tion and just naturally see where she
drifted.”

“She didn’t try to conceal her identity
when detained?”

“How could she? Didn’t I talk with
her at the time I visited Sutton up-
State? She knew me all right,” Lasky
went on; “and it was evident from the
first that she knew she was being shad-
owed and tried to lose me. You'll vouch
for that, Kenyon.”

Kenyon could not deny the fact. “The
girl told me she had been avoiding some
one all evening,” he admitted; “and I
considered it my duty to protect her from
a persistent annoyer. I didn’t recognize
you, Lasky, until you stepped into a
doorway to light a cigarette.”

“Didn’t it set you guessing?”

“Yes; and I've been guessing ever
since.”

“Lied to me deliberately instead of
telling——

“Wrong, Lasky,” Kenyon put in. “You
asked me if I had seen a girl wandering
that way; and I said I had not. It was
the truth. I never saw the young lady
until she dropped into the.seat along-
side me.”

“All right—if that’s your alibi. At the
same time I ought to pinch you for shel-
tering a fugitive.”

“When you questioned the young lady
did she admit visiting this house?” Ken-

yon asked.
“She did. That’s what brought me
here. But she didn’t explain the nature

of the visit; refused point-blank to ac-
count for it. Moreover, she intimated
that Mr. Kenyon would not care to dis-
cuss the matter.”

Kenyon frowned and shook his head.
“That’s certainly a puzzler. Of course
she doesn’t know that the man she met
here was an impostor.”

“She claimed her father was a friend
of yours, didn’t she?”

“Well, she inferred as much; but I
can’t place him. TI've never met any
crooks—not to my knowledge.”

“A screw loose somewhere,” said Lasky.
“A couple of them for that matter. We
found Randal’s card in her purse; and
he swears he didn’t part with one to-
night.”

“He didn’t,” Kenyon answered.
responsible for that.”

“You?” cried Randal.

“Precisely! Neglected to explain be-
fore. You see I gave the young lady your
card, which I happened to have in my
pocket, when I bid her good night. Why?
Because if I had given her my own, and
she had read it, my plans might have
miscarried. Of course they have miscar-
ried in spite of my efforts; but it wasn’t
anticipated at the time.”

“But why my card?” persisted Randal.
“Why any card at all?”

“Well, T figured that in case we didn’t
meet again—if something unforeseen hap-
pened—the girl might feel tempted to get
in touch with the gentleman who once
came to her rescue. Naturally she would

“«pm



MANHATTAN MAGIC 21

come to you, Ranny, and I would make
it my business to be on the scene.”

“That was a brilliant idea—not!” de-
clared Randal. “It might have let me
in for @ bunch of trouble.”

“It hasn’t, so far,” said Kenyon. “T’ll
shoulder whatever blame is attached to
o

A cab sounded outside. A moment
later, when the doorbell rang, Kenyon
ushered in a police sergeant and Miss
Sutton; he led the way into the parlor
and turned expectantly to study the girl.

He found himself surveying with more
than ordinary interest the companion of
his recent taxicab experience. She was of
medium height, with an attractive oval
face of delicate charm and color from
which eyes of soft brown looked out—
eyes that, at the instant, held a look of
uncertainty and wistfulness. Yet there
was a determined outthrust to her firm
chin, her head was held high, and her lips
were set, but not too hard to mar their
curves,

She measured up to his mental picture
of her; perhaps exceeded it. The word
pretty was inappropriate. She was whole-
some, interesting, and lovable—particu-
larly Iovable, he realized that wnthout

and with a pr d quick-
ening of his pulse.

Miss Sutton glanced speculatively into
the faces of the men, her eyes plainly re-
sentful at sight of Lasky, who contem-
plated her coldly with a cigarette between
his lips. Her eyes swept to Randal and
on to Kenyon himself. There they rested.

She could not have recognized him—
no more than he would have recognized
her; yet somehow it flashed to him that
the girl had probed his thoughts and felt
comforted at his presence in the room.
He smiled in open friendlness, and in re-
turn, he saw her lips unbend as if she
understood and was grateful.

CHAPTER VIIL
FACING FACTS.

LASKY opened the session, and his

abrupt tone disturbed Kenyon’s busy
line of thought. “Well, Miss Sutton,”
he said, “it seems that you’ve led me into
a complication of mysteries. Sorry I've
had to detain you; but I guess when

you've heard a few of the facts, you'll be
mighty glad I didn’t let you fade out of
the picture.”

The girl, apparently uninterested,
waited for the detective to continue; but
watching her narrowly, Kenyon felt that
she was mentally on the alert; that she
suspected a trap had been laid and was
prepared to avoid it. Perhaps in no other
way could she account for her return to
the Riverside address.

“I haven’t anything definite against
you,” Lasky went on; “and I don’t count
on holding you much longer. All P’'m
waiting for is that you give me some idea
why you visited this house earlier to-
i,

“My visit here could be of no interest
to you,” the girl replied. “There was
nothing wrong in it; nothing to be
ashamed of; nothing that the police
should misinterpret. It was a matter that
concerned only Mr. Kenyon and myself.”

Kenyon found himself listening to the
voice itself—the same unmistakable voice
that had appealed to him so strongly be-
fore—rather than the significance of the
words the girl spoke.

“Yes; you said all that a while ago,”
Lasky returned. “And on the strength of
it I decided to see what Kenyon himself
had to say. I thought he might be more
considerate; but unfortunately, it seems,
he is as much in the dark as T am.”

The girl seemed puzzled at what the
detective had to say and regarded him
with @ dubious glance. “You saw Mr.
Kenyon?” she asked at length.

Lasky nodded, apparently enjoying the
situation he had created and hesitating to
bring it to a climax. “Yes. I saw Mr.
Kenyon; talked with him. That’s more
than you’ve done.”

Miss Sutton continued to survey the
speaker with an unwavering glance.
“What are you trying to tell me?”

“I'm trying to tell you that although
this is Kenyon’s residence, and you may
have visited here a couple of hours ago,
you didn’t see Vincent Kenyon. If any
one introduced himself by that name, he
was an impostor. Isn’t that clear
enough?”

Involuntarily, the girl started and the
color seemed to desert her cheeks; then
just as quickly the color returned’and
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she favored Lasky with a skeptical smile.

“I'm telling you straight,” the detec-
tive declared, as if he had read what
passed through her mind. “There’s no
ruse about it. Here’s Mr. Kenyon—Vin-
cent Kenyon!”

The girl turned to survey Kenyon;
searched his face narrowly, almost ap-
pealingly, he thought.

“Lasky is right, Miss Sutton,” he said.
“I am Vincent Kenyon, and this is my
house. T came here an hour ago, to find
the lights on and my caretaker missing.
You have been the victim of a plot. Iam
unable to account for your visit or the
bit of p]ay acting that must have taken
place.”

“I—I don’t understand,” the girl fal-
tered.

“Well, it’s plain enough!” Lasky
snapped impatiently. “You're not a
dumb-bell. This is Kenyon. If we had

time to waste probably he could identify,
himself. Do that to-morrow, if you in-
sist. But right now we want to nab the
conspirators that set this trap; and we
can’t make much headway unless you
tell us what it’s all about.”

“Why—1 phoned; it seemed——"

“Never mind the preliminaries!” the
detective cut in. “We know what hap-
pened; the thing we don’t know is why.”

“Just a minute, please,” Kenyon put
in, resentful of Lasky’s tactics. “This
is a shock to Miss Sutton. I’m mostly to
blame for it, and it’s only fair that I ex-
plain.”

Clearly, but briefly, Kenyon reviewed
what had gone before. He identified
himself as the girl’s taxicab companion;
and with that beginning made, he related
in sequence all that had befallen him
afterward.

Lasky scowled and several times inter-
rupted; but Kenyon went on heedlessly,
his sole desire being to convince Miss
Sutton that he was speaking the truth.

The girl’s leveled eyes never swerved
from Kenyon’s countenance as he re-
vealed, step by step, his part in the night’s
affair; and as he went on unhesitatingly,
he felt that she believed in what he said,
where @ moment before she had doubted
Lasky.

The flush that had touched her cheeks
vanished, and a look of abject fear crept

TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE

into her eyes; but when the girl strug-
gled to speak, a sound at the door inter-
rupted.

Instinctively the men in the room
turned. It was apparent that Kenyon
had neglected to close the door after the
arrival of Miss Sutton and her escort,
for as he stepped forward to account for
the disturbance, the door was thrown
open and two men broke in.

In the lead was a burly police officer,
flourishing a revolver; back of him was a
slighter figure, coatless and bareheaded.
The officer, quick to recognize Turner,
stopped abruptly and lowered his weapon.
The man behind him, pushing forward
and recognizing at least one of those who
confronted him, uttered a cry:

“Mr. Kenyon! If it ain’t you, sir!”

“Good Lord!” Kenyon exclaimed,
startled at the sight of his dazed and
bedraggled caretaker. “Andrew! Where
have you been?”

“Where ’aven’t 1 been,” Mr. Kenyon!”
the man cried. “I'm ’ardly alive, sir.
’As anything ’appened around ere?
didn’t expect to see you, sir.”

“Whom did you expect to see, Andrew?”
Kenyon asked, concerned at the plight
and distress of his cockney servant.

“T ’ad thought to encounter a pack of
scoundrels,” the other returned. “I
brought along the officer ’ere to ’elp me,
I did. We rushed up the steps when we
seen the ’ouse all alight, never thinking
to find you, sir.”

“Where’d you pick up this chap?”
Lasky demanded of the officer, who
seemed bewildered at his reception.

“I come upon him down in the park
above the river,” the officer reported.
“Heard him groaning at first and found
him crawling along on all fours. When
T got him out and into the light he tells
me about being slugged and carted off.
Said he was a caretaker at this address
and insists upon me coming along. That’s
all I know, sir.”

“That’s enough,” said Turner. “Better
get back on your job. We've had some
trouble here to-night. If you run across
any of the viaduct gang, bring them in
to the station.”

The officer departed, closing the door
behind him.

“What’s ’appened, sir?” pleaded An-
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drew when the officer had gone out. “’As
there been a robbery? ’Oo are these
people?” he asked, staring at the others
in the room, none of whom, except Ran-
dal and his employer, were familiar to
him.

“Never mind asking questions, An-
drew,” Kenyon returned. “I’ll do that.
Just tell us what happened to you?”

“I can’t make it out,” the caretaker

began, touching a bruise that showed
about his eye. “I'm still a bit ’azy in the
‘ead.”

rapped out sharply.
u feel. We want
to know just where you've been all the
evening.”

Andrew cast an indignant look at the
detective. “I'll ’ave you know I'm ad-
dressing Mr. Kenyon and——"

“That’s all right,” Kenyon put in
quickly. “Mr. Lasky is a police detec-
tive.  Go on with your story.”

“It was about eight o’clock,”
resumed, eying Lasky furtively, *
I ‘eard a knock on my door. When I
opened it a man asks me does Mr."Vin-
cent Kenyon reside ‘ere, and I says as 'ow
‘e does when ’e’s at 'ome. The man
wants to know when ’‘e’s expected in
town, and I says maybe a month, ’aving
no idea Mr. Kenyon was ‘ere now. With
that the man gives a laugh, and before I
‘ad time to think ’e ’ands me a belt on
the jaw.

“I started to mix with ’im, for I ain’t
the sort to run aw. when another
bounder looms up and ‘its me alongside
the ear, and I drops to the floor, cold.”

“Didn’t get a good look at either as-
sailant?” asked Lasky.

“No, sir; you s

“All right! Then what?”

“Next thing T knew I was being "ustled
into a cab; but T was too groggy to fight.
Seems like I was carried around for an
hour or more, and wondering what it was
all about, when the cab stopped and the
chap ‘o0 was driving the cab jumps out
and ’oists me over a wall. That’s all I
remember until——"

“Until the officer appeared?” Lasky in-
tercepted, attempting to speed up the nar-
rative.

“Yes, sir; ’e showed up, and T told
’im what 'ad ’appened and ordered ’im
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’E didn’t want to believe
»

to make 'aste.
me at first, and I ’ad a ’ard time—
“And that’s all you have to tell, is it?”
the detective broke in, visibly disap-
pointed.
“Yes, &ir; it is.”
Lasky bestowed a searching glance
upon the caretaker, but it was evident
that he accepted what he had heard as
the truth. Andrew’s condition, together
with what little the officer had said rela-
tive to finding the cockney, seemed to im-
press the detective—to refute his earlier
suspicions.
Kenyon had divided his attention be-
tween what Andrew related and Miss
Sutton. The girl had been a most eager
listener. What she heard seemed to de-
cide the question that racked her mind.
The caretaker’s story was a convincing
bit of testimony that contributed to, and
fitted in with, all that Kenyon had re-
lated shortly before.
She leaned back against the wall with
stricken countenance and tightly
clenched fingers. “Oh, what have I
done?” she faltered. “What have I done?
I—I never suspected—"

“Well, what have you done?” Lasky
demanded irritably. “‘Come, out with it,
Miss Sutton! We're waiting.”

The girl faced him almost pathetically,
her lips tremulous. “Oh, don’t you un-
derstand? 1 came here to-night to return
the diamond!”

Lasky scowled.
inquired.

“Mr.
mond.”

The detective bent forward with a sud-
den exclamation. “You had it -with you
to-night?” he cried.

“Yes.”

“You mean the diamond that was
stolen from my father?” Kenyon broke
out incredulously.

The girl nodded.
it,” she said.

Kenyon seemed too stunned for words.
One bit of mystery had been revealed;
another had taken its place. The Desert
Diamond heard from again! Not irre-
trievably lost after all! The girl who had
come to him out of the night had pos-
sessed it! More than that; she had ap-
parently given the jewel to an impostor.

a

“What diamond?” he

Kenyon’s. The Desert Dia-

“I came to return
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CHAPTER VIIL
HOW THE TRAP WAS SPRUNG.

’[‘HE amazing statement made by Miss
Sutton heightened rather than re-
lieved the tension of the moment. The
men in the room gazed blankly at the
girl; and in the silence that followed her
astounding confession, she spoke again.

“Don’t you believe me?” she cried.
“Don’t you understand now why it was
difficult for me to explain my visit here?”

Lasky came out of his apparent daze.
“I'm beginning to understand a whole
lot,” he returned. “You had that stone
all day! And all the time I was trailing
you, wondering what had brought Phil
Sutton’s daughter into New York!”

“But we can recover it!” the girl cried.
“Surely you can do that much, Mr.
Lasky.”

“No doubt,” the detective agreed.
“Just as soon as I get my bearings. I re-
member when the Desert Diamond was
stolen,” he went on, turning toward Ken-
yon. “Didn’t work on the case myself.
Sick. Followed it, though. Why—the
authorities ran down a suspect. Saw him
with the stone; but he got away—on a
liner. Was halfway across before the po-
lice got wind of it.”

“And he jumped overboard when the
ship’s officers attempted to arrest him,”
Kenyon added. “The diamond wasn’t
found among his belongings, so we had
to believe it went with him.”

Lasky nodded. “And now we learn
that Phil Sutton’s daughter’s been carry-
ing it around New York! Wouldn’t that
floor you? Never connected the Parson
with the job, because he was supposed to
have been a thousand miles away.”

“Oh, why will you waste time?” the
girl protested. “The stone must be found.
T've told you everything.”

“Have you?” Lasky shrugged. “Not
quite. Perhaps yowll tell us how the
diamond came to be in your hands and
how you knew it belonged to Kenyon?”

The girl flushed. “What good would
it do now? You wouldn’t believe me.”

“T’d like to hear your story just the
same.”

“Why do you insist upon it? I had
the diamond. I wanted to return it to its
owner. Isn’t that sufficient?”

“Hardly! It happens to be stolen prop-
erty, to begin with. The fact that it has
again been stolen does not change mat-
ters. I want to find out who turned the
trick in the first place.”

“It wasn’t Phil Sutton!” the girl de-
clared. “My father had nothing to do
with the theft.”

“Oh, hadn’t he?
then?” Lasky went on.

What must I think,
“That you took

it?”

“I'm willing that you should,” she re-
turned.

The detective Taughed derisively.

“Noble girl! Want to shoulder some of
your old man’s burden, eh? You stole
the diamond from Mr. Kenyon and, after
a year, touched by remorse, you decided
to return it. Splendid! A nice little
story for the newspapers! Pretty girl
crook, after baffling the police of the con-
tinent, becomes the penitent sister, turns
from the wayward path, and comes back
to the scenes of her crime to make
amends. Returns to her victims .the
spoils of her career. To-morrow she will
join the Salvation Army. Sweet, isn’t
I

The girl’s voice quivered indignantly.
“I knew—knew you wouldn’t believe
me,” she protested.

“Believe you?  Rubbish!” Lasky
scoffed. “Your story’s too thin. The
Parson did the job, of course. And to

think we never suspected him!”

“Why in thunder would he want to
return the stone?” Sergeant Turner
asked. “What was the idea?”

“Ask me something easy,” replied
Lasky. “I'm not so sure yet the stone
was returned. But we'll find out soon
enough. I'll have the authorities up-State
corral him. If we can’t get the truth out
of one member of the family, we will
another. There’s something queer about
this—blamed queer!”

“Hold on, Lasky!” Kenyon put in, de-
ciding it was time to make himself heard.
“Why stir up trouble now? It’ll profit
no one and get us nowhere. Let’s deal
with the thing at hand. If I hadn’t tried
for a coup this disaster wouldn’t have be-
fallen us. I'm responsible. I've bungled
things and—"

“And T'm trying to straighten them
out,” the detective broke in,
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“You won’t make much progress un-
less you deal with what we already know,
instead of what you surmise. What dif-
ference, now, who took the stone in the
beginning? - Suppose it was Phil Sutton?
He evidently hasnt it now. It’s imma-
terial to me——"

“It isn’t to the police,”
him curtly.

“But I'm the victim, not the police,”
Kenyon came back. “What if you do
prove who purloined the diamond from
my father a year ago? What good will
it do me?”

“It'll give us a lot of satisfaction to
hang something on old Parson Phil,”
Lasky replied. “Been waiting for the
opportunity more than five years. A
dozen clever jobs pulled off to my knowl-
edge, and Sutton responsible for the ma-
jority of them. We know that. Still we
can’t dig up enough evidence to convict
him.”

Lasky reminded

“Then why exert yourself now? For-
get past history. Devote ‘yourself to
clearing up this present mystery.”

“The past and present may be hooked
up together,” suggested the detective. “It
don’t sound right to me, when a crook
gets converted and begins to hand back
his spoils. Why, that Navajo sparkler
was worth thirty or forty thousand,
wasn’t it?”

“All of that; yes. And I don’t mind
saying that the cash it might bring in the
market would be highly acceptable to me
at the present moment,” Kenyon an-
swered, recalling his depleted resources.

“No doubt! That sum isn’t to be
sneered at. And that’s just what I can’t
get through my head. Why would Sut-
ton, or any one of his breed for that mat-
ter, be so ready and willing to separate
himself from that size bank roll?”

Kenyon had no argument to account
for it. “Why fish for motives? It's re-
sults that count,” he rejoined. “When
the culprits who staged their performance
in this house to-night have been rounded
up and questioned, we may be in pos-
session of all the necessary information.”

After a moment spent in profound con-
templation, during which time he seemed
totally oblivious to the others in the
room, a smile touched the detective’s lips.

“Very well,” he said. “We’ll see. In

the meantime we’ll accept things as we
find them and get at reasons afterward.
It may get us results just as quickly.”

‘Whatever theory had come to him, or
on what grounds he had figured out a
plausible explanation for the singular
affair of the night, Lasky did not choose
to reveal. It was obvious, however, that
the conclusions he had made were pleas-
ing and that he intended to let future de-
velopments verify them.

“Now, Miss Sutton,” he went on
briskly and in a far more amiable manner
than he had formerly shown, “let’s get
down to brass tacks. You came to re-
turn the Desert Diamond, arrived at this
address shortly before eleven o’clock, and
delivered the stone to a man you took to
be Mr. Kenyon, who presumably intro-
duced himself as such. Prior to that you
had phoned for an appointment, and this
alleged Kenyon held a conversation over
the wire with you. Is that correct?”

“Yes, sir,” the girl responded.

“I see; and naturally you did not sus-
pect a trap. Since you phoned the Ken-
yon residence and spoke to a man who
introduced himself as Vincent Kenyon,
you were satisfied that things were as
they should be. Now tell me, please, who
besides yourself knew of your errand here

to-day? Speak frankly, Miss Sutton.”
“My father.”
“Oh, he knew, did he?” Lasky
smiled. “No one else?”

“Not to my knowledge.”

“Some one else must have known, of
course. Otherwise the trap could not
have been laid. Some one knew exactly
what was coming off and prepared for it.
Suppose you tell us just what happened
when you arrived here?”

“The ‘man who introduced himself as
Vincent Kenyon met me at the door and
brought me into the room—this room,”
the girl answered. “He was very courte-
ous; and when I explained the nature of

my errand—"

“You hadn’t explained it over the
phone?”

“No, sir; not fully. I didn’t think it

proper. I merely said I had some prop-
erty that belonged to him and wished to
return it.”

“And what happened when you re-
turned the diamond?”
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“The man was overjoyed.”

“I'll gamble on that,” said Lasky.
“Didn’t he question you regarding it?”

“It was understood between us—in the
beginning—that no questions were to be
asked,” Miss Sutton answered.

The detective pursed his lips. “I must
say you were running big chances,” he
remarked. “Can you describe the man
you met?”’

“He was tall, good-looking, dark-com-
plexioned,” the girl replied after a mo-
ment of reflection. “He spoke in a deep,
pleasant voice and——"

“You would recognize him again?”

“At once.”

“Was he alone here?”

“There was another man whom I took
to be a servant. An older man—bald-
headed—who walked with a limp.”

Lasky nodded as if the description tal-
lied with some one he had in mind. “Is
that all? No woman?”

“I saw none.”

“Huh, probably kept out of sight. The
Kenyon premises were not supposed to
contain one of the feminine variety. The
conspirators must have known as much.
Well, what then?”

“A cab was called for me, and the man
I accepted as Mr. Kenyon took me as far
as the curb under an umbrella. He in-
sisted upon paying the driver in ad-
vance.”

“That was extremely gracious of him,
wasn’t it?” Lasky remarked. “A couple
of dollars in return for a fifty-thousand-
dollar prize. Somewhat of a bargain,
eh? You took the cab, and I spotted you
soon afterward. That is all, is it?”

S¥es; sir.?

CHAPTER IX.
WITH GREAT EXPECTATIONS.

ASKY fell into a meditative silence,
apparently reviewing all that Miss
Sutton had to divulge, analyzing the sa-
lient points of her narrative and endeav-
oring to reconstruct, from the details
given him, the whole of the daring drama
in which she had played so significant a
rt.
The girl had spoken frankly and with
pathetic eagerness. She had answered
his questions without hesitation; and out-

wardly, at least, without seeking to con-
ceal the facts.

“Thank you, Miss Sutton,” he re-
marked at length. “We are making
headway at last. You saw two men
here. Kenyon and Randal claim to have
rendered first aid to a stricken girl up-
stairs. From the description given me,
I judge it was Rosie Watson. That makes
a trio. It gives us something definite to
work on.”

“’0Ow about the two scoundrels oo
jumped me?” Andrew cried.

“Probably the same two who met, Miss
Sutton later,” the detective answered.
“Not likely they’d hired outsiders. Who
does Rosie chase around with now,
Turner?” he asked, turning to the ser-
geant.

“No one chap in particular,” Turner
replied. “I see her with a new compan-
ion every time she bobs up.”

“Who was she with when you saw her
to-night?”

“She was alone in a restaurant.”

“Was she wearing a blue dress with
white cuffs and collar?” Kenyon inquired.

“She was,” said Turner; “along with a
blue turban.”

“And a whole jewelry store on her fin-
gers?” put in Randal.

“Decidedly!”

“Then it was the same girl,” declared
Kenyon.

“No-doubt of it,” Lasky said. “Rosie
Watson, of course. She’s been the doll-
face come-on in many a queer game, al-
though she’s always managed to keep out
of trouble on a show-down. Can’t see
where she fits into this thing, though.”

“Or how she got laid out,” Turner sup-
plemented.

“Huh, that’s so, too. Bumped cold
and left on the scene. That’s a puzzler,
isn't it? Well, we've labeled one of the
trio. The baldheaded chap with a limp
sounds like ‘Baldy’ Snyder to me. There’s
two we want. n't place the ringleader
yet—the supposed Kenyon.”

“Your father have any visitors re-
cently, Miss \‘um)xﬁ" Turner asked, ad-
dressing the girl. y one who might
answer the d('strlp(u)n of Rosie or
Baldy?”"'

The girl shook her head.

“How about the chap that phoned

>
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here?” queried Kenyon. “He must have
known what was coming off—and evi-
dently he knew you, Lasky.”

“We’ll probably get a line on him at
Ollinger’s.”

“Rosie will squeal soon enough if she
thinks it'll save her face,” remarked
Turner. “She’s that kind.”

“Then the quicker we round her up, the
better,” said Lasky.

“I hope you don’t spill this to the
newspapers,” Kenyon put in. “There’s
been entirely too much rot about the dia-
mond as it is; and with this new develop-
ment—-—""

“Not a whisper if I can prevent it,” the
detective answered. “I'm not after pub-
licity—yet. 1 want to have all the dope
on hand when the explosion comes off.
There’ll be an eruption at headquarters
when it’s known that the Desert Diamond
has reappeared—and disappeared all in
one night.”

Lasky favored his audience with a
smile that to Kenyon seemed far from
convincing. “Miss Sutton,” he resumed as
his glance lingered upon the girl, “I'm
not going to molest you in any way. You
are free to come and go as you choose;
but I shall count upon your remaining in
town until you have my permission to
leave.”

“You may depend upon that,” the girl
responded unhesitatingly. “And my
father?” she asked.

“He won’t be annoyed so long as you
keep in touch with me,” the detective
promised. “You keep your bargain, and
T'll keep mine. Ts that perfectly clear?”

“Yes,” she answered; “and thank you.”

Lasky turned to Kenyon. “Where'll
you be from now on? Here, or at Ran-
dal’s?”

“If I'm not at one place I'll be at the
other,” Kenyon said.

“All right! I’ll probably want you to
identify Rosie to-morrow. Don’t do any
talking; and if anything new turns up,
phone me at police headquarters.”

With a brief nod, and followed closely
by Turner, Lasky departed. From the
open door, Kenyon watched the men en-
ter the waiting cab and speed away.

“What do you suppose Lasky’s got up
his sleeve now?” queried Randal, when
Kenyon came back to the room.

“Changed his tactics mighty suddenly,
didn’t he?”

“Changed them because he had to,” re-
turned Kenyon. “Not so difficult to
fathom him out,” he added. “He'd like
to arrest Miss Sutton and her father as
well; but as the situation stands he hasn’t
a bit of evidence to back up his charges.
Miss Sutton’s word that she was in pos-
session of the Desert Diamond isn’t sub-
stantial enough to suit him. Besides, if
the arrests were made now, the facts
would get out; and without anything
tangible to support him, the department
and the newspapers would——"

“Then you mean he can’t act until the
Desert Diamond is found?” Randal broke

in.

“That’s it, precisely,” answered Ken-
yon. “Well, so much for one night. It’s
been rather large and eventful, hasn’t
it?’” he went on with a smile for the girl.

Miss Sutton made a brave attempt at
returning the smile. “I'm afraid it’s been
disastrous as well,” she said.

“That depends entirely upon how you
look at it,” Kenyon declared. “Why, the
fact is, I'm a lot better off right now
than I was two hours ago. At that time
I never expected the Desert Diamond to
show up again; now it is practically in
my hands.”

The girl regarded him through eyes
that were suspiciously moist; and quick
to surmise what must have been in her
thoughts, Kenyon spoke.

“Let us understand one another, Miss
Sutton,” he said earnestly. “You have
acted in good faith, irrespective of the
result. I shall do the same. Had you
returned the diamond to me, I assure
you no questions would have been asked.
That bargain was made between you and
the man you were led to accept as Ken-
yon. Therefore I shall be bound by it.”

“Thank you,” she said. “I—I do not
know what opinion you may hold of me.
Perhaps what you have heard——"

“I am not influenced in the least by
the remarks that Lasky felt called upon
to pass,” Kenyon assured her with a
positiveness that left no room for doubt.
“T am grateful that no harm has come to
you to-night, for I feel in a great measure
responsible for our unpleasant predica-
ment; but whatever the outcome, nothing
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that has been said, or may be said, will
change the opinion I already have
formed.”

“You can put me down for the same
speech, Miss Sutton,” Randal chimed in.
“What Kenyon’s said goes double.”

The girl flushed. “You are both very
kind,” she acknowledged. “You cannot
know how much it means to me—just
now.”

“Let’s call a truce for to-night and
forget what’s happened,” Kenyon spoke
up quickly. “It’s after two now,” he
went on with a glance at his watch.

“Suits me,” declared Randal.

“All right! Suppose you trot down to
the corner and see if our taxi is still wait-
ing? Bring it around here.”

Randal opened the door and went
down the steps. ‘‘Stopped raining,” he
called back.

“I’ll be fair weather from now on,”
predicted Kenyon, stealing a glance at
the girl. “Better get into dry clothes,
Andrew,” he ordered, addressing the
caretaker. “Lock up the house after
we’re gone. Not afraid to remain here
alone, are you?”

“Not a bit of it, Mr. Kenyon,” Andrew
responded. “I ’ardly think we’ll ’ave
other visitors to-night. Will you be com-
ing back ’ere soon—to stay?” he in-
quired.

“I doubt it,” Kenyon answered. “In
case you want to get in touch with me,
T'll be at Randal’s.”

When Andrew had left the room, Ken-
yon turned to find the girl’s eyes fixed
intently upon him. “Tell me,” she
began, “why was it you gave me Mr.
Randal’s card to-night?”

“It was the only one I had with me,”
he returned; “and T hoped—in some way
—if the plans I had in mind miscarried,
the card might bring us together again.”

“Even though you hadn’t seen me?

Although you knew Lasky was trailing
me?”
“Kenyon’s smile was reassuring. “I've
nothing to regret,” he answered in a tone
that brought a deeper color to the girl’s
cheeks.

An instant later a horn blared outside.
“There’s Randal now,” Kenyon said.
“Perhaps we had better start.”

The three rode downtown with few

words. Miss Sutton had taken quarters
at a little hotel in a quiet side street, not
far from where Randal lived. There the
men said good night and left her, Ken-
yon promising to call in the morning.
They dismissed the cab and walked up
Sixth Avenue.

An elevated train rumbled overhead
and stopped. As the men passed the foot
of the stairs that led down from the sta-
tion platform, Kenyon put out an arm
and drew Randal into the shadows.

A girl came down the stairs, turned
and started briskly across the street. The
blue dress and turban and golden hair
were unmistakable.

“Great  Scott!”
softly. “It’s—"

“Nobody else!” Kenyon broke in.
“Of all the luck!”

“Let’s grab her and phone Lasky!”

Kenyon shook his head. “Not yet.
She may blaze a trail to the lair of her
fellow conspirators. I'll tag along

Randal exclaimed

“I'm with you,” Randal declared ex-
citedly.

“No; you’re not with me,” Kenyon
said. “This is strictly my affair, Ranny.
You toddle off to bed, and I'll do the
pussy-footing. If I should need you, I'll
phone.”

With that, leaving his disgruntled com-
panion behind, Kenyon crossed to the op-
posite side of the street and followed the
alleged Miss Hollister toward Fifth
Avenue.

CHAPTER X.
COMPARING NOTES.

OMETHING over an hour after he
had telephoned the Kenyon house
and scurried from the pay booth in the
drug store upon realizing the blunder he
had made, Baldy Snyder let himself
into a dingy flat that occupied the top-
floor rear of a walk-up apartment build-
ing, the windows of which looked out
upon an unlovely vista of roofs, water
tanks, and the elevated railroad.

His street was one of the lower, grimy
East Thirties; his block was bounded by
Lexington Avenue and the Third Avenue
elevated; his neighbors were neither
troublesome nor curious.

Snyder was well past middle age, bald,
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with thick lips and dull, heavy-lidded
eyes. An accident in his youth had left
him with a twisted knee, a most lament-
able handicap to one of his shining pro-
fession. It branded him unmistakably.
A limp was a hardship visited upon him
in more ways than one; it was an ob-
stacle where speed was essential, and it
frustrated any attempt at disguise.

Having been denied those highly de-
sired qualities, Snyder was forced to rely
upon a cunning and resourceful brain.
What he could not execute in a physical
way, he could plan in advance; and there
were always nimble fingers and normal
legs to carry out his bidding.

Upon entering his quarters, Snyder
turned on the lights, glanced at the clock,
and began to pace nervously across the
floor. Tt was not until he had rolled him-
self a second cigarette that a knock
sounded at the door. He opened it
quickly to admit a tall, well-groomed in-
dividual who greeted him with a smile.

“Where’'ve you been all this time,
Vance?” Snyder complained when his
visitor entered and sprawled into a chair,

“Why?” Vance inquired indifferently.
“Think I wouldn’t show up again?”

Judged from appearances, which in
this case were not wholly deceiving,
Vance belonged to the dashing, debonair,
dinner-coat school of crookdom. His
wardrobe was immaculate and his con-
duct and speech—upon the proper occa-
sion—beyond reproach. He could adjust
himself equally well to the drawing-room
or pool hall and win respect in both
places.

While practically a newcomer to the
territory east of the Hudson, Vance had
won the admiration—and envy—of his
few business associates, and so far had
been fortunate enough to avoid a clash
with those of Lasky’s calling, although
some of the latter thought they recog-
nized his trade-mark on a number of
commendable jobs.

“I looked for you at Ollinger’s,” Vance

went on. “Thought you were to meet
me there. Ollinger said you'd left half
an hour ago, so I figured you’d come
home.”

“I waited long enough,” Snyder re-
turned irritably. “Then I spotted Lasky
and decided to move on.”

“Lasky?” Vance echoed, a frown
clouding his not unhandsome counte-
nance. “Was he around that section?
Thought his beat was Times Square.”

“It is, usually; but he was uptown to-
night.”

“Funny!
wind?”

Snyder shook his head. “I don’t
know,” he answered, ‘“unless Rosie’s
gone and talked.”

Vance laughed.
It wouldn’t pay—now.
was one of the party.”

“Don’t like a woman mixing in,” said
Snyder, plainly outspoken. “What did
you bring her along for? She wasn’t
needed.”

“Couldn’t  help  myself.” Vance
shrugged. “She did her own inviting.
Didn’t want to have an argument and
1t]hought it would be just as well to humor

o>

Snyder decided that there was more
back of the business than Vance cared
to reveal. “Where’d you leave her?”

“She left me. Ollinger said she hadn’t
been around his place, although I ex-
pected to find her there.” Vance leaned
back in his chair with a meditative smile.
“Guess she’s sore at me,” he added.

“Why?”

“What are you so curious about? In-
terested in Rosie, are you?”

“I'm interested in what came ofi to-
night,” Snyder returned. “It ain’t pri-
vate, is it? How long did you stay at
the house after I left?”

“Not long. Five or ten minutes
maybe. We browsed through the house
looking for pick-ups. Found nothing
worth lifting, so we started off. And we’d
no sooner got out of the door than Rosie
discovered she’d lost her purse.”

“In the house?” Snyder asked.

“Yes; figured she’d dropped it upstairs
where she was hiding while we were doing
the entertaining. Insisted upon going
back to look for it, although it didn’t
contain anything much of value. I ob-
jected. Told her it was a risky thing to
do, for the caretaker would likely be
coming back with a couple of cops at his
heels. We had a little argument, and
when T tried to get her away, she put up
a fight. Like a cat, she was. T didn’t

Wonder what’s in the

“She wouldn’t do that.
Not when she
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want to make a scene or raise the neigh-
borhood, so I had to get a bit rough.”
“Rough? What do you mean?”
“What do you suppose?” retorted
Vance. “Slap her on the wrist? Huh,
not that dame! She’d have been holler-
ing her head off in another minute if T
hadn’t shut her mouth. Oh, I didn’t hit
hard; but she flopped. And when I got
her up she was too groggy to stage a
come-back. I walked her up to the cor-
ner, thinking everything was fixed, when
she jerked away from me and ran into
the park. I was too mad to tear after
her; besides, I didn’t want to get mixed
up in any trouble with the cops—not
while I was packing spoils. So I let her
»

“Do you suppose she went back to the
house again?” Snyder asked.

“Don’t think so; not if she had any
sense.”

Snyder seemed on the point of making
a statement, but hesitated, his heavy-
lidded eyes fixed upon Vance. The latter
leaned back in his chair and stretched
himself, as one at peace with the world.

“Easy pickings, eh?” Vance smiled.
“Told you so! Like taking a fly from a
blind spider.”

Snyder looked glum. “Don’t like that
Rosie proposition,” he said. “Bound to
be trouble.”

“Aw, forget it! This is no time to be
hanging crape. You got nothing to fret
about.”

“P’Il feel more comfortable if I can get
out of town for a couple of weeks,” said
Snyder.

“Well, what's to stop you?” Vance
came back tartly.

“Nothing but my split.”

“Where’d you get the split idea? This
wasn’t no fifty-fifty deal. A thousand’s
what you draw.”

Snyder’s eyes narrowed
“Say, you’re liberal!”

“I’m paying you big enough for a half
hour’s time.* All you did was to furnish
a little background. A super!”

“T took the same risk as you,” Snyder
flung back. “If we’d been caught I'd
had to stand the same sentence.”

‘Risk? How’d you' get that way?
Where was it? Most any ten-year-old
could have turned the trick. After we

resentfully.

got the bleating caretaker out of the way,
the rest was candy. The girl walked in
like a lamb and handed over the sparkler;
then she turned around and walked out
again. She don’t know what happened,
and she won’t do any talking. She’ll be
pulling out of town first thing in the
morning. She’s the only one who could
identify us in a pinch. So where’s all the
risk you're croaking about?”

Still Snyder did not speak what was
running through his mind. “How soon
do T get the thousand?”” he asked, appar-
ently resigned to accept the meager com-
pensation offered him.

“To-morrow or next day,” replied
Vance. “What’s the matter? Afraid you
won't get it?”

“No; it isn’t that.
traveling.”

“You'll be safer right here. We've
left no trail behind us. The caretaker’ll
never know what it was all about, and
that Sutton girl will never suspect she
was trapped. Even if she did she
couldn’t squawk—not without queering
herself and the old man. And she’s the
only one who could identify us. Don’t
you see how pretty we're setting?”

“Suppose Rosie didn’t get her purse?”
Snyder asked.

“All right; suppose. It isn’t likely she
carried any visiting cards or her photo
in it!”

“But what if she went back and was
caught in the house?”

“That’s her lookout!” Vance returned.
“She won’t connect us with the affair.”

“Why won’t she?” Snyder came back.
“After you laid her out? She isn’t the
forgetting kind.”

T'd just like to be

“Aw, for the love of Lizzie!” cried
Vance. “Lay off the calamity stuff, won’t
you? What’s got into you, Baldy?

You're worse than some old woman.”

Snyder at last spoke what was on his
mind: “Did you leave the lights burn-
ing when you left the house?”

“No; of-course not. Why?”

“Because they were on less than half
an hour ago,” Snyder answered.

“How do you know?” Vance got out
of his chair and walked toward his com-
panion. “Did you go back?”

“Yes; T did. I got worried when you
didn’t show up. I went down the Drive,
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and when I saw the lights were burning
T thought you were still in the house.
And as I was heading for a phone I saw
»

“Phone?” Vance repeated. “Who to?”

“The house.”

“You mean Kenyon’s?”

Snyder nodded. “I phoned there,
thinking I'd reach you; and some one
answered me.”

CHAPTER XI.
LIGHTS OUT!

ASTOUNDED by what Snyder had im-

parted, Vance broke into an amazed
exclamation. “What’s that? You phoned
the Kenyon house and some one an-
swered you?”

“That’s what I said. It wasn’t Rosie,
either. It was a man’s voice. I thought
it was you, of course.”

“And then what?” Vance demanded
swiftly, glaring at his companion. “Did
you use my name? Did you let anything
out?”

“No; of course not,” Snyder lied
readily. “Soon’s the man answered me
1 rung off and beat it.” He did not pro-
pose to incur Vance’s wrath by revealing
what had actually passed over the wire.

Vance scowled as he digested what
little had been told him. “Some one in
the house, eh?” he remarked at length.
“And soon after we left. Think it could
have been the caretaker?”

“No. . He was a Britisher. I'd recog-
nize his voice.” Snyder gazed appre-
hensively at his companion. “See what’s

been worrying me, don’t you? Wouldn’t
have thought so much about it if you
hadn’t mentioned the trouble with Rosie.
If she went back looking for her purse
and some one caught her in the
house——"

“Who’d be coming there but the care-
taker?” Vance broke in. “The house has
been closed six months. Kenyon’s in
Arizona. There wouldn’t be any visitors.”

“But somebody answered the phone,”
Snyder insisted, unmoved by the other’s
argument.

Vance pondered the matter
knitted brows and troubled eyes.
well!” he returned, shrugging.
out of it, whatever’s happened.

with

Tl trust

Rosie to take care of herself. Don’t let
it disturb you, Baldy. It isn’t likely the
chap who spoke over the phone could
ever identify you by your voice.”

“I’'d just as soon fade out of the pic-
ture,” Snyder remarked. “I’'m not so
young as you and some of the others.
I'm not hankering to spend the last of
my years up the river.”

“All right; I won’t stop you.” Vance
gave a grunt of disgust as he surveyed
his companion. “You're getting old, sure
enough. Be a good thing if you moved

to the country and stayed there. Teach
Sunday school or raise chickens. You'll
be safe at that.”

Snyder overlooked the sarcasm. ‘“How

soon’ll you get rid of the diamond?” he
asked.

“T’ll carry the stone over to Horblitz
to-morrow. He’ll buy it quick enough.
T can imagine the look on his face when
I flash the glassware in his eyes! He
told me the Desert Diamond was on the
bottom of the Atlantic. The police think
the same; and so does Kenyon. Old
Horblitz won’t be taking any risk in buy-
ing it. But more than likely he’ll have
it cut up. No chance of a come-back
then.”

“Cut it up?” repeated Snyder. “That’ll
be a shame. A fine big stone like that!”

“Fasier to dispose of,” said Vance;
“and almost as much profit in it. Just
as soon as I get my money, you'll get
yours, Baldy. Then you can go into the
country and raise cabbages.”

“Where’s the stone now?” queried
Snyder. “I haven’t got a flash at it yet.”

Vance chuckled. “Haven’t you? It’s
a pretty piece of glass.” He reached
into a bulging waistcoat pocket and drew
forth a small leather case. “Not the
biggest I've seen, but——"

A low hiss of warning came from
Snyder. “Watch out!” he whispered.
“Hide that stone!”

Instantly alert, Vance obeyed. “What’s
the matter?” he asked in an undertone.

Snyder looked toward the door. “I
heard some one in the hall,” he answered.

The men stood rigid and silent—
listening. Snyder tiptoed across the floor
and snapped out the lights; then, reach-
ing out, hé jerked open the door.

The dimly lighted hall was untenanted.
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Snyder peered over the railing into the
hall below.

“You must have been dreaming,”
scoffed Vance, but there was a note of
anxiety in his voice.

Snyder came into the room again,
closed the door and bolted it, but he did
not switch on the lights.

“What’s the big idea?” Vance spoke
irritably out of the darkness.

“No use taking chances,” Snyder cau-
tioned him. “Some one’s been listening
at the door, I tell you.”

“They’d better not fool with me,”
Vance growled softly. “I’ll shoot first
and ask questions afterward.”

A sound drifted up from the floor
below, too vague to be identified, never-
theless it put the men on guard.

“No gun play, Vance!” Snyder cau-
tioned, stepping close to the younger man.
“You don’t want to start any excitement
~—mot now. Not with that stone on you!”

Vance was breathing hard. “Maybe
you're right,” he said. “Don’t want to
be picked up and searched.”

“There’s no telling. You may have
been trailed here.”

“But who'd ever suspect? Lasky?”

“It’s possible. Don’t you know what
would bring him into this neighborhood?
More than likely,” Snyder went on, “it
would be Rosie’s doings. You're trusting
her too far.”

“Rosie? Aw, she——" Vance began.

“Why take chances?” Snyder broke
in. “You can't afford to. Rosie knows
what you're packing. Losing her purse
may have been a stall to shake you. She
may have picked up a friend. They may
be laying for you outside.”

Vance seemed impressed. “Well, what
are we to do? I’m not camping here all
night. TIsn’t there any other way out of
this place besides the front door?”

“The fire escape,” Snyder answered.
“It’ll take you down-to the court. From
there you can get through to the other
street. I’ve used it myself.”

“All right! Show me where it is.”

Snyder moved softly across the floor
with Vance at his heels. They passed
through another room into the kitchen.
There Snyder guardedly raised a window.

The court below was in darkness, but
a light from the street beyond sent a
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faint streak of yellow along a narrow
areaway.

“Take that route,” Snyder directed,
when the men leaned from the window
to peer below. “It'll bring you out below
the corner.”

Vance went over the sill to the narrow
platform of the fire escape and, descend-
ing the iron ladder, was lost to view.
Snyder leaned far out and listened to the
faint sounds that marked the man’s cau-
tious descent. Presently he heard Vance
drop to the paved court and an instant
later saw him enter the areaway and
disappear.

Snyder closed the window, pulled down
the curtain and, making his way into the
front room, switched on the lights. His
face was flushed, and his eyes glistened.
When he opened his clenched fingers he
disclosed a small leather case. He held
it on his palm and surveyed it with a
chuckle of expectancy.

As he worked to loosen the cover, his
tremulous, eager fingers fumbling at the
catch, footsteps sounded along the hall,
and a knock came at the door.

The smile vanished swiftly from
Snyder’s countenance, and panic surged
through his mind. The thought that
Vance might have discovered his loss at
once, and had returned, was far from
pleasant. .

At all events, Snyder reasoned, the
diamond must not be found on his per-
son. An inspiration reached him as his
roving eyes alighted upon a partly filled
muslin tobacco sack. He snatched it up,
rammed, the leather case into it, drew
tight the strings, and tossed the sack
carelessly upon the table amid a litter of
pipes, cigarette papers, and spilled to-
bacco. The most obvious hiding place
was often the safest.

‘That done, he reached under a pile of
newspapers for a revolver, backed against
the wall, and switched off the lights.
Armed and befriended by darkness,
Snyder moved stealthily toward the door,
his heart beating thickly, and his hand
far from steady.

“Who’s there?” he demanded when the
knocking was repeated.

“It’s me, Baldy.”

At the sound of Rosie’s voice, Snyder
relaxed and breathed easier. An instant

Ti
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later, no longer hesitant, he shot back
the bolt and opened the door to admit
the girl.
CHAPTER XII.
SURPRISING REVELATIONS.

LOOKING a bit bedraggled, Rosie
Watson stood on the threshold of
Snyder’s apartment and peered into the
dark room. “What’s coming off, Baldy?”
she asked. “Did I get you out of bed?”

“I didn’t expect you,” he replied with
a glance up and down the hall. “Come
in and shut the door.”

As Snyder turned on the lights again,
the girl’s eyes followed him curiously.

“Who were you expecting?” she de-
manded, noticing the revolver in her
host’s fingers.

“I wasn’t sure,” Snyder answered
evasively, pocketing the weapon and bolt-
ing the door.

“Looks as if you intended to give 'em
a warm reception,” the girl suggested.
“Waiting in the dark with a gun! Call-
ing out before opening the door! What’s
the trouble anyhow?”

“Where you been?”” Snyder came back,
ignoring the query. “Where’d you leave
Vance?”

The girl made a grimace, and without
answering she stepped to a mirror and
surveyed herself. “I’'m a sweet-looking
child, ain’t I, now? Look like the cat’s
convulsions. Who wouldn’t, after all T
been dragged through to-night!”

Snyder watched her speculatively as
she opened a vanity case and began a
hurried restoration of a damaged make-
up.

“Vance was just here,” he remarked at
length.

“Vance?” The girl swung around to
level a pair of blazing eyes upon the

speaker. “Here? Well, what did he
have to say?”
Snyder preferred to ask questions

rather than answer them. “Did you go

back after your purse to-night, Rosie?”
“Oh, so that was troubling him, was

it? Did he say anything about this?”

she demanded fiercely, pushing back her

hair to display an ugly bruise. “Did he?”
“He mentioned it,” Snyder admitted.
“And nothing else?”

“Nothing in particular, Why?”
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The girl broke into a hard laugh.
“He’ll wake up pretty soon.”

“What are you raving about? Did you
go back to the house after you broke
away from Vance?”

“Sure I did!” the girl responded. “And
say, Baldy! I wriggled out of it by the
skin of my finger nails. When it comes
to acting there’s none of these Broadway
queens got anything on me! What do
you know about me being taken for the
simple sister that Vance grabbed the
stone off of, eh? And what do you also
know about the real, honest-to-goodness
Kenyon being on the scene? And with
Lasky himself in on the game!”

Snyder fell back with a choked ex-
clamation,  “Say, what in thunder
you: ” he began, unable to grasp the
amazing statements that the girl hurled
upon him.

“It makes me laugh now to think
about the narrow squeak,” the girl con-
tinued, “but it wasn’t so funny at the
time. If I hadn’t done a lot of quick
thinking I wouldn’t be here chinning
with you, Baldy.

“I went back to the house and lit
things up on the first floor,” she ran on
excitedly; “but I .hadn’t done much else
before I heard some one in the house.
1 beat it upstairs and hid. Stayed there
a long time—so long I began to think I’d
been mistaken; and then all at once the
phone began ringing.”

“That must have been me,” Snyder
declared.

“You? How'd that come?”

“I was trying to get hold of Vance.
Saw the lights in the house and figured
he was still there,” Snyder explained
briefly, adding a few other details that
had been withheld from Vance.

“Well, I heard the man talking,” con-
tinued the girl, “and pretty soon he went
to the door and called. Another chap
showed up. They kept on talking, but [
didn’t pay so much attention to what
they said, for just then I was wondering
how I was going to make my get-away.
Next thing they started upstairs. I was
so rattled I ducked back into the room
where I'd been before, instead of making
for the rear stairs; and when they got
into the upper hall and turned on the
lights, I saw I was trapped. I knew they
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were searching the house and would be
coming in where I was, so the only thing
for me to do was to flop and do some
play acting.”

“Two men?” exclaimed Snyder.
“Wh »
“Just wait! I'm coming to that.

When they turned on the light in the
room and saw me they were excited.
They put me on a sofa and began to do
the first-aid stuff. You see the trade-
mark Vance put on me helped things
along. They figured I had been laid out
—right where they’d found me; and I let
‘em think so, too.

“I kept my eyes shut and my ears open
and listened in on all their chatter.
Then, when I begun to get a slant on
the situation, I pretended to come to.
One of the men—it was Kenyon himself
—done most of the talking. He seemed
to be in a hurry to explain things. And
can you beat it, Baldy! Kenyon him-
self had met this Sutton girl in a cab
downtown, had found out she was bound
for his house, and he’d let her come on
without spilling the beans!”

“Suffering snakes!” gasped Snyder.
“He knew what was up, and he let the
girl come on?”

Rosie nodded. “What I make out of
it was that Kenyon expected to tag along
and make a killing. Gather all of us in;
but he was delayed and by the time he
showed up the trick was turned. And he
took me to be the Sutton girl who’d been
left behind.”

“How was that?”

“Why, he’d done his talking with the
girl in a dark taxi; hadn’t got a good
slant at her face. And I suppose he was
looking for some dirty work, and when
he spied me on the floor he naturally
supposed I was the dame.”

“Luck was with you, all right enough,
Rosie,” Snyder acknowledged; “but I'd
of thought when you talked- 2

“I didn’t,” the girl broke in. “No
more than I could help. I just let him
go on explaining and apologizing, while
I nodded and looked blank. And when
1 did have to talk, I done it in a whisper.”

“The man I phoned to must have been
Kenyon himself.”

“Sure it was!”

“Where’d he drop from?”

“Search me! Vance said he was out

“Well, what happened?
get away from the house?”

“Kenyon didn’t know what it was all
about. I got that right off; so I took a
chance and give my name as Hollister,
not caring to bring the Sutton girl into
it. That didn’t mean nothing to him, of
course; and all at once, wanting to get
down to facts, I guess, he came out
point-blank and asked what brought me
to the house to-night.

“I was up against it there,” the girl
resumed. “Knew I had to frame up
some yarn. Couldn’t think of anything
to save my life. I was just about decid-
ing to fake a relapse, which wouldn’t
have been so hard to do, either, when
the doorbell rang. That saved me, for
the men ran off to answer the ring. And
who do you suppose it was? Lasky!”

“Lasky?” Snyder repeated. “At Ken-
yon’s place?”

“Nobody else. I crept out into the hall
to listen. It was Lasky all right. And
here’s a new shocker for you, Baldy!
Lasky had been trailing this Sutton girl
all day, wondering what had brought her
to New York.”

“Trailed her—to Kenyon’s?” Snyder
gasped.

“No. She gave him the slip .just be-
fore she reached the house. I’ll have to
hand it to her for that. If she hadn’t,
we'd be done for. But he picked her up
on Broadway later; nabbed her that time.
And when it got to Kenyon that Lasky
had caught the girl he’d mistaken me for
—well, the bomb went off, and so did I.
I heard ’em racing up the front stairs as
I went down the back ones. I got out
of the house so fast it’s a wonder I didn’t
scorch my feet. And here I am!”

How’d you

CHAPTER XIIIL
DESPERATE MEASURES.

SNYDER slumped back into a chair

while he mopped at an exceedingly
damp brow. The series of shocks his
visitor had released left him a bit groggy
and uncertain. It required an unusually
alert mind to absorb the details and an
interval in which to grasp their signifi-
cance.
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“Great guns, Rosie!” he ventured at
length, once the situation was clear.
thought all along Vance’s proposition
looked too simple to be true. We got
through with it just because we had our
fingers crossed.  Fool's luck!  After
what you've told me I guess the job’s
right in the spotlight. Itll be all over
town as soon as the newspapers come
out.”

“I’ll say so!” the girl returned. “That
simple Sutton dame will spill all the par-
ticulars now that she knows she’s been
jobbed. She’ll have to. It’s a show-
down for her. She’ll be Johnny on the
spot to identify you and Vance, too, if
you're caught. And Kenyon and his
friend will paint a sketch of me that
Lasky’ll recognize in a flash. Tl say
we’re in tight quarters, Baldy.”

Snyder nodded. “It means a fade-
away for us. When Lasky learns that
one of the pair he wants has a hairless
dome and a limp, every cop and plain-
clothes bird in town will get orders to
pick me up on sight. I could wear a
wig, maybe,” he added morosely, run-
ning a speculative hand over his glisten-
ing head; “but I can’t straighten out a
crooked knee.”

“I'm in the same fix, Baldy,” Rosie
acknowledged with a grimace. “It’s the
price you have to pay for fatal beauty.
A wig might cover my golden tresses, or
I could dye ’em; but these winsome blue
eyes of mine would give me away. I
guess we're branded.”

“Vance may get by. He'll be safe as
long as the Sutton girl don’t glimpse
him.” Snyder scowled darkly. “I don’t
exactly want to see him tumble into
trouble; but I ain’t proposing to tire
myself by waving a red light.”

“You and me both,” Rosie declared

with  unexpected vehemence. “I'm
through with him. He’s a last year’s
bird’s nest so far’s I'm concerned.

That’s how Vance stands with me.”
“Know what he expects to slip me for
my share to-night? A measly thousand!
That’s all. And with him figuring to
collect thirty, forty times that much.”
“Sure! That’s him all over!” Rosie’s
sapphire eyes became as frigid as a winter
sun on a glacier. “I could have told you
so before. I been waiting to get square

with Vance, only he didn’t know it.
That’s why I butted in to-night and
made him invite me along. Made him
sore, didn’t it? But you notice he didn’t
turn me down. Figured he rather have
me in the party than out of it, so’s I
wouldn’t be in a position to blab.”

Snyder failed to grasp all that the girl
implied, but as he was grappling with a
problem of his own at the moment, he
did not take the trouble to ask questions.

“Yes; Vance told me as much,” he ad-
mitted; “told me you’d horned in without
an invite, and he figured it was safer to
have you trail along.”

“Didn’t have anything else to say
about me?” Rosie asked.

Snyder shook his head. “Nothing ex-
cept that he knew you wouldn’t queer
the game. Why?”

The girl laughed. “Maybe Tl tell
you later, Baldy. It's almost too good
to keep. Now that I get how you stack
up with Vance, you ought to appreciate
the joke.”

“It’s past the joking stage—I mean be-
tween me and Vance,” Snyder declared.
His enmity toward the man had reached
a point where he relished having an
equally bitter partisan in the girl.
“When Vance learns what’s happened
he’ll likely blame you.”

“He’s got a lot to learn yet,” the girl
returned.

“And you know what he'll do, don’t

ou?”

“Sure! Cut loose and let us sink.”

Snyder broke into a throaty chuckle,
his eyes straying toward the tobacco sack
on the table. “We got to fade, Rosie.
The quicker the better. How you fixed
for coin?”

“It’s been a long, cold winter, Baldy,”
the girl replied.

“Listen!” Snyder bent forward, his
eyes glistening. “I got folks out West—
Arizona.  Jo Snyder—everybody out
there knows him. He and his wife and
kids got a ranch—near Sunrise. Great
place! I was there a coupla years ago.
They think I'm in business here—decent
business. You understand?”

The girl nodded sympathetically. “I
gelt you, Baldy. Used to have folks my-
self.”

“T hear from 'em often. They're al
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ways wanting me to come back—and
stay.”

“You're lucky.
Rosie began.

“I was thinking maybe you'd like to
head that way yourself.”

“Me? With your folks?”
claimed incredulously.

“Yes. Tl stand the cost. The woman
out there is a good sort. She’ll treat you

If T was you—"

she ex-

fine and—and you’ll like her, Rosie. And
you'll like the country, too. All clean
and fresh—and—wholesome. It’ll make

you feel different. Oh, I ain’t trying to
preach,” Snyder went on; “but you know
there’s just one finish for the likes of us
unless we quit in time. And you're just
a kld yet, with all the years ahead of
you.

The girl stared at her compamon with
eyes that suddenly misted. “Say, you—
you’re a decent sort, Baldy,” she wavered.
“Honest you are!”

“Maybe I'm starting late; but I mean
what T say.”

“Stop! You'll have me sentimental in
a minute!” Rosie cried. “Quit it, Baldy!
It ain’t natural. Where’d you get the
money? You told me the other day——"

“But that was the other day,” Snyder
interrupted. “A lot can happen in a few
hours. Do you know who I thought it
was when you knocked at the door a
while ago? Know why I had the light
out and the gun handy?”

A flash of understanding seemed to
illumine the girl’s mind. “Was it
Vance?” she asked.

“Nobody else! Vance! T thought he’d
be coming back and—and he wasn’t
going to catch me napping.”

“Well?” she queried expectantly, her
eyes fixed upon the other’s flushed coun-
tenance. “What was the sense of the
gun play? You and Vance had a mis-
understanding?”’

Almost exultantly Snyder blurted out
the truth. “I got the diamond, Rosie!
The Desert Diamond! I picked it off
him to-night.”

The girl sprang from her chair with a
low exclamation, her eyes wide with min-
gled surprise and uncertainty; but before
she could frame a reply, a step sounded
behind her. As she whirled instinctively,
with Snyder following her example, the

pair found themselves staring at the
rage-distorted countenance of Vance.

At sight of the intruder, Snyder flung
an arm toward the table, on the edge of
which lay his revolver.

“Cut that!” Vance cried menacingly, a
weapon shining in his own fingers. “Back
up! Against the wall! Both of you!”

As the pair obeyed, Vance strode for-
ward, possessed himself of Snyder’s re-
volver, and stared at its owner.

“Had the door bolted, didn’t you?” he
flung out. “Figured I'd be coming back,
didn’t you? Well, I'm here. Came in
the way I got out. Forgot about the fire
escape and the kitchen window, didn’t
you? I hardly expected to find you in,
Baldy!”

“Well, 'm here!” Snyder retorted,
making a brave attempt to keep his voice
normal and fighting down the panic that
surged through his mind. “What do you
want of me?”

“Want? Why, you miserable, sneak-
ing, double-crossing hound, you know
what I want. Come across now! T'll
give you one minute to fork over that
stone you stole from me.”

The girl found her tongue and rallied
to Snyder’s defense. “Aw, forget it,
Vance! Baldy wouldn’t hook the dia-
mond.”

“You keep out of this!” Vance
snapped. “You've bothered me enough
for one night.”

Rosie laughed, undismayed at the
man’s threatening attitude. “Bothering
you?” she jeered. “Huh, I haven’t
started yet.”

Vance ignored the girl and confined his
attention to Snyder.

“Come across now!
stone?”

“You're talking foolishness!” Snyder
exclaimed. “I never had a chance to see
the stone.”

“Don’t start that stuff with me!”
Vance cried. “You can’t get away with
it now. You turned a pretty slick trick,
Baldy; and I never tumbled until I was
half a mile from the house. Making be-
lieve some one was outside the door and
giving you an excuse to turn off the
lights! ~ Crowding against me in the
dark, after you saw where I put the
stone! Pretty smooth!”

Where'’s the
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Snyder wavered, fully realizing his
peril; but he did not give up. “You—
you got me wrong, Vance,” he protested.

“I might have thought so if I hadn’t
heard you boast to Rosie that youwd
lifted the diamond,” returned Vance. “I
J\.lit heard you, Baldy. You can’t deny
it
“I—I was just kidding,” Snyder
faltered.

Vance coolly pocketed his revolver;
then swiftly his hands leaped out and his
fingers clamped themselves in the soft
flesh of Snyder’s throat. “I’'m done talk-
ing!” he snarled.

Snyder writhed and choked under the
pressure of Vance’s relentless fingers; his
face purpled, and his eyes bulged glassily.

Rosie sprang forward to wrench at
Vance’s arm and to beat her fists upon
his unprotected face. “Lay off the rough
stuff!” she panted fiercely. “Lay off, T
tell you!”

With an imprecation, Vance whirled,
released one hand and shot a doubled
fist against the girl’s chin. She crumpled
to the floor without a sound.

At the same instant, quick to seize his
chance, Snyder hurled himself at Vance
and grappled despairingly.  Together
they crashed against the table, overturn-
ing it; tripped and fell sprawling. On
the floor they thrashed about like infuri-
ated animals.

The end, however, was inevitable, for
Snyder was mo match for the younger
man. Vance’s fingers again found and
dug into Snyder’s throat; pressed deeply,
grimly.

“Where is it, Baldy?” Vance cried at
length, releasing his fingers. “Tell me!
Come across! I'll choke the life out of

ou!”

Snyder lay still, his ghastly face up-
turned, his mouth open.

Vance glared at the man; came to real-
ize that he had gone too far. Snyder
was unconscious and beyond speech. He
might remain so for a long time.

The abrupt termination of the unequal
contest maddened him. He did not pro-
pose to wait. Swiftly he tore at Snyder’s
clothes, ripped open the pockets, and
scattered their contents broadcast. Dis-
appointed, he got upon his feet and began
to ransack the room with wild and frantic

haste. Despairingly he labored, kicking
up the rugs, emptying drawers, exploring
every nook and cranny like a man pos-
sessed.

At the end, baffled, he stopped, breath-
less, wet with perspiration, to gaze at the
havoc he had created. Presently he knelt
beside the quiet form of Snyder; then
he lurched to his feet with a frightened
look upon his face.

With barely a glance at the girl hud-
dled on the floor, and giving no thought
to what she might have to face, Vance
unbolted the door and started into the
hall. Abruptly he changed his mind,
turned and stumbled into the kitchen
where he crept out of the window and
down the fire-escape ladder.

On the floor, almost within reach of
Snyder’s clenched fingers, hurled there
when the table was overturned, lay the
muslin tobacco sack and its contents.
Baldy had reasoned well, for the most
obvious hiding place had been the safest.

CHAPTER XIV.
AN ASTONISHING BARGAIN,

ENYON trailed his blue-clad, golden-
haired quarry across town to mid-
way in the block east of Lexington Ave-
nue, keeping on the opposite side of the
street and a proper distance behind.
However, the girl did not seem to fear
being shadowed. - Never once did she
look behind; and when at length she
entered one of the many drab, ill-kept
apartments, Kenyon quickened his pace.
He waited some time before crossing
the street and strolling past the house in
which the girl had disappeared. The
hall door was open, and a dim light
burned within, over the stairs that led
to the upper floors. When at last Ken-
yon ventured inside, it was to glance in-
quiringly at the cluster of mail boxes;
but the majority of them were without
names.

No sound reached his ears. Appar-
ently the tenants had long since retired.
After waiting some time he risked ascend-
ing the creaking, carpeted stairs, treading
them cautiously; and upon reaching the
upper halls, he moved past the many
doors, listening for voices.

Unrewarded, he descended to the
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ground floor and walked across the street,
reasoning that if his quarry did not show
up again within the next hour, the house
was doubtless her residence and she had
retired. That much at least would be
gained.

With the passing of a half hour, Ken-
yon began to stir restlessly. Not since
he had taken up his post, concealed in a
dark areaway, had any one entered or
left the premises on the opposite side of
the street. His lonely vigil grew tire-
some.

At last, when an officer appeared at
the far end of the street and began to
stroll his way, Kenyon decided, to avoid
questioning and perhaps a deserved sus-
picion, to make a second tour of investi-
gation. He walked boldly into the hall
and up the stairs.

On the top floor he noticed a partly
opened door. He was certain it had been
closed at the time of his former visit.
Still, he heard no voices. After a mo-
ment of debate, he moved forward, un-
certain as to what he would do or say in
case some one appeared suddenly and de-
manded to know his business.

As he passed the door he glanced in
and hesitated involuntarily, for the girl
he sought was standing beside an over-
turned table, her back toward him, gaz-
ing down at something on the floor. If
there were others in the room they were
unseen and silent.

As Kenyon watched and waited, the
girl moved slightly. He caught a glimpse
of her unmistakable profile. It spurred
him to a greater risk. He had found
what he had sought; and whatever danger
lay ahead it was his to accept, unfalter-
ingly.

Grasping the revolver in his pocket and
prepared for any unseen emergency, Ken-
yon moved forward, put his toe against
the door, and swung it wide open.

At the slight squeak of the hinges, the
girl whirled. Kenyon was struck by the
pallor of her face and the frightened look
in her eyes. They stared mutely, ques-
tioningly, at one another. As Kenyon
advanced into the room, closing the door
behind him, his glance swept the place;
rested suddenly upon the quiet form on
the floor beside the overturned table.

Once again he shot a questioning look

at the girl. She continued to survey him,
and for the first time, he thought, with a
startled look of recognition.

“Where—where did you come from?”
she blurted out presently.

“I followed you from the elevated sta-
tion,” Kenyon answered. “Just luck.
You left my house so hurriedly to-night
that——" He stopped and shifted his
eyes to the man on the floor. ‘Who is
this?”

“Friend of mine.”

“What has happened?””

“It—it’s murder!” the girl answered,
her voice choking. “I tried to stop it;
but I couldn’t. Just now I came back to
my senses again. The beast!”

Kenyon’s mind worked rapidly. “Who
did this?”

“What difference does
you?”

“Perhaps a great deal. I might call an
officer. There was one in front of the
house as I came upstairs.”

“But—but the skunk that done this
got away!” the girl cried. “He got away.
You don’t think I did it, do you?” Al-
most pathetically she held up her slim,
beringed fingers. “I couldn’t strangle a
man—a man like him—with these.
Please—please, don’t call a cop!”

“You're Rosie Watson, aren’t you?”
Kenyon asked.

“I won’t deny it. T got nothing to
conceal. You're Kenyon. You told me
so. I haven’t harmed you any,” the girl
ran on appealingly.

“I don’t intend that you should,” he
returned.

It began to dawn upon Kenyon that
he had stumbled upon a big and vital
situation. The girl’s presence, the mur-
dered man who resembled one whom Miss
Sutton had described, and the condition
of the premises, all contributed to the
support of a theory that reared itself in
his alert mind.

“We’d both better get away from here
before—before this is discovered,” the
girl spoke up apprehensively.

“We're not likely to be disturbed for a
while,” Kenyon said. “Now that we
know one another better, perhaps you'll
answer a few questions, Rosie. You say
you haven’t harmed me. Perhaps not;
but you're in a position to help me. This

it make to
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man”—he nodded toward Vance’s victim
—*was with you at my house to-night.
His name was Snyder—Baldy Snyder.
Isn’t that correct?”
“Who told you that?
“The name—yes,”

Lasky?”
Kenyon was frank
enough to admit. “His description was
furnished by the girl I first took you to
be—Miss Sutton—the pawn in the game
you and your fellow conspirators played
to-night.”

“There’s no use in my denying it,” the
girl returned; “but I wasn’t a conspir-
ator. I had nothing to do—"

“And the other man?” Kenyon broke
in. “The man who impersonated me.
He is responsible for this crime?”

The girl nodded, her eyes filled with
loathing and unspeakable hatred.

“What was the motive?” Kenyon de-
manded.

“What'll you do with the information
you're trying to get out of me?” the girl
came back mistrustfully.

“I'll keep it smctly to myself—so far

And how far’s that?” Rosie’s early
fright had passed. She was more herself

again now. “Whatll you do if I keep
my mouth shut? Turn me over to
Lasky?”

“I'm not going to threaten you, Rosie,”
Kenyon assured her. “We know what
took place to-night. I’'m no more inter-
ested in Lasky’s activities than you are;
perhaps far less. I merely want to re-
gain my property; that’s all.”

“Do you think I have it?” she flared
resentfully.

“No; I don’t. But I think you know
where I could find it. That’s what I'm
after, and that’s what I'm going to get
if it takes from now till Christmas. More
than that,” he added candidly, “I’d much
prefer to find it myself—without police
assistance.”

Speculatively the girl eyed him, as if,
in something he had let drop, she had
discerned an entirely new angle on the
affair. “Well, you've got eyes, haven’t
you?” she replied. “You can put two
and two together, can’t you?”

“I believe I can,” Kenyon declared,
not at all puzzled at her singular remark,
for it echoed a suspicion that already had
found lodging in his mind. “Snyder had
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the diamond, and the other man came
after it.”

“You're not far off,” she acknowledged.

“You saw the diamond, did you?” he
queried.

The girl shook her head. “No; I didn’t
see it. But Baldy told me he had the
stone—picked it from the other man’s
pocket earlier this evening. Why? Be-
cause this other man was low-down and
vellow and didn’t aim to play fair with
him,” she finished contemptuously.

“And this man returned here when he
discovered his loss,” supplemented Ken-
yon. “I see now.”

“Baldy was a decent sort. I liked him,
and he must have liked me, for he was
going to help me get away.” The girl’s
voice and manner changed suddenly. She
bit at her lips as if to hold back the tears.
“I tried to help him; but it was no go.
I was laid out cold. When I come to my
senses again—Baldy was just as you see
him now and the dirty hound who done
the job was gone.”

“But I followed you here,” said Ken-
yon; “waited outside. No one has come
in or gone out of the building since you
went in.”

“Oh, he probably went out the way he
came in—through the kitchen and down
the fire escape.”

“You don’t know where Baldy hid the
stone?”

“Had it on him, I suspect.”

“The condition of the room seems to
disprove that,” asserted Kenyon. “If the
man had found the diamond on his vic-
tim, he’d hardly take the trouble to ran-
sack the premises.”

The argument did not seem to impress

the girl. “Oh, he got it all right. Trust
him for that. He knew it was here some-
where. He wouldn’t have gone away

without it.”

“Who is he? What’s his name?”

“Would it make any difference—now?”
she asked.

“If he’s the man I'm after, it makes all
the difference in the world,” Kenyon re-
plied. “He has my property, and I'm
gomg to get it back.”

“He’s a murderer besides,” the girl
said, as if to remind Kenyon of the
greater charge. “Dont forget tha!'
He’s got to answer for it.
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“All the more reason I should find
him.”

“I'll do that!” Rosie cried suddenly,
fiercely. “I'll do that if you’ll only let
me alone.”

“But I want to have a part in it my-
self,” Kenyon reminded her.

“What can you do?” she demanded
scornfully. “You’'ll never find the man
—mnor Lasky, nor all the police force; but
I can. You want back your diamond,
and I want to square accounts for Baldy’s
death. If you’ll give me a chance I'll do
both. I promise you that.”

Kenyon hesitated, rather skeptical of
the uncertain proposition. “Just what do
you mean by—a chance?”” he asked.

“Don’t turn me over to Lasky. Give
me twenty-four hours. I won’t disappear.
I give you my word for that, if it means
anything to you. If the police get me
Tll be locked up—helpless. T'll never
give ’em a whisper of what I know. But
if I'm free to work, I'll get the man. Tl
get him—diamond and all. Please be-
lieve me.”

There was a pathetic eagerness in her
hard voice, aside from the logic of her
argument, that seemed to impress Ken-

yon.

“T've been telling you the truth,” she
went on before he had an opportunity
to commit himself. “I’ve answered all
your questions but one. I wasn’t in on
the game to-night. You know there
wasn’t a part for a woman to play. The
Sutton girl didn’t see me, did she? No.
Because 1 was upstairs. I made ’em
take me along to-night because I had a
score to settle. I've a bigger one now.”

“Why didn’t you leave the house with
your companions?”

“I did; but I went back again alone—
to get my purse.”

“How about that bruise——" Kenyon
began.

“The man hit me—the same man that
struck me down here when I went to
protect Baldy—the man I mean to get,”
she answered. “It happened outside the
house. He didn’t want me to risk going
back, and we fought. But I had to get
the purse. It was a gold-mesh one with
fifty smackers in it,” she added. “I
couldn’t afford to lose it.”

Eagerly, graphically, she repeated the

major part of what she had told Snyder
an hour before, sparing none of the de-
tails. Kenyon listened in frank amaze-
ment.

“Then you were shamming when we
discovered you!” he exclaimed.

“Of course! You couldn’t blame me
for protecting myself. I had to do some-
thing—in a hurry.”

“And it was Snyder who phoned the
house?”

“Yes. He thought the other man was
still there. T'm telling you the truth,
Kenyon! Don’t you see I am? I had to
use my wits to get away from Lasky.”

“Then you recovered your purse?”

“Yes; and I ran down the rear stairs
when you and the others came up the
front.”

Kenyon, reviewing all that had been
told him, began to feel that the girl was
telling the truth. At any rate her story
was convincing, and it supplied logical
solutions for questions that had come up
during the evening; questions that neither
he nor Lasky had been able to answer.

Apparently, Kenyon found himself in
possession of many details and edifying
facts relevant to the night’s drama—a
drama that had been turned into a
tragedy. Rosie’s confession fitted in per-
feotly with what few clews and bits of
ev1dence he and Randal had stumbled
upoi

Rosxe, watching him hopefully in the
silence, suddenly reached out and touched
his arm. “What good’ll it do you to
show me up? I've told you everything
I know—more than I’d ever tell the
police. I don’t think you care for ’em
any more than I do,” she remarked
shrewdly. “Why should they meddle in
the affair? Baldy’s gone. I'm the only
one who can help you now. Tl get the
man. He’s got to pay for this. Look
there!”

The girl pointed to a bit of cloth that
was locked in the rigid fingers of the dead
man. “See that? Baldy must have died
hard—fighting for his life. He’s torn a
button off the other man’s coat and took
some of the cloth with it. The police’ll
find that evidence; and I'll find the man
with the torn coat. That'll be all the
dope we need to convict him.”

“It'll be enough,” conceded Kenyon.



MANHATTAN MAGIC 41

“Then give me the chance, won’t you?
Gamble on me just this once. Give me
till to-morrow night. By that time I'll
have the man and your stone. Well
both win.”

Kenyon’s response was instant. “I’ll
give you the chance,” he said quietly, as
if the matter had required very little de-
bate, “provided you meet me again to-
morrow night, successful or not.”

*“Say, you're the right sort, you are,”
Rosie cried in a choked voice. “T’ll never
fail you, Kenyon. I'll meet you again
to-morrow night—at your house—some-
time before twelve.”

“My house? You mean uptown?”

“Of course! Safer than this district,”
the girl responded. “Besides, Lasky
would never be looking for me in your
neighborhood.”

Kenyon pondered over the matter.
“Very well. At my house some time be-
fore midnight.”

Rosie turned for a last glance at
Snyder, her eyes filmy. “Good-by,
Baldy,” she wavered. “We're going to
square accounts; square 'em good and
plenty.”

She walked to the door, opened it, and
peered along the hall. “T'll get started
now,” she said. “There’ll be a lot to do
before I see you again. Good night!”

As she closed the door and slipped
down the stairs, Rosie wiped away the
tears that threatened to damage her
make-up and drew a long quivering
breath of relief. Her second miraculous
escape of the night! She certainly had
to congratulate herself!

“Say,” she murmured to herself as she
reached the street and turned toward
Third Avenue, “I ought to get me a
swell job in the movies!”

And upstairs, prepared to leave the
quiet, disordered room on the top floor,
Kenyon, a bit more nervous than he
would have admitted, reached into his
pocket for something to smoke.

CHAPTER XV.
THINGS SAID AND UNSAID.
THE morning brought several interest-
ing developments, at least one of
which Kenyon anticipated. The news-
papers contained a brief account of the

finding of Snyder’s body by the police,
who had been led to the flat in the lower
East Thirties through an anonymous
telephone message. The body had been
identified as that of Baldy Snyder, a
crook well known to the local authorities.
Evidence proved that he had been stran-
gled and that robbery undoubtedly had

been the motive for the crime. So far,
the police were without clews.
In the police department, probably

only Lasky and Turner were seriously in-
terested in the tragedy.

The other item, given considerably
more space, revealed the crash of a big
irrigation project in Arizona. It men-
tioned that the late John Kenyon had
been at the head of the otganization, and
at his death, less than a year before, his
son had become active in the company’s
affairs. Now the officials, with the ex-
ception of young Kenyon, had disap-
peared, leaving the ranchers of the dis-
trict, who had believed and invested in
the project, to hold an empty bag.

The article went-on to say, however,
that Vincent Kenyon announced his in-
tention of reimbursing the stockholders,
had done so in part, and was expected in
New York at an early date on a cash-
raising mission. It was thought that the
government would investigate the affair.

The distorted and garbled near-facts
that went to dress up the story for metro-
politan consumption stung Kenyon, and
he expressed his displeasure in no uncer-
tain terms at the breakfast table.

“What do you expect from the sensa-
tion mongers?” Randal inquired. “Glory!
What if they knew about last night’s
affair?  In hooking up one with the
other, they’d have enough material to last
a year! You're getting off light at that,
Kenyon.”

“I suppose I am,” Kenyon was forced
to admit. “There’s always something to
be thankful for. If a newspaper hound
doesn’t get on the trail of the Desert
Diamond——"

“He’d have a hard time getting much
out of you,” Randal cut in pointedly.
“I haven’t heard more than a peep about
your doings last night; but this Snyder
murder that was pulled off in the section
you were last headed for gives me a
couple of hunches.”
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Kenyon had said very little to Randal
upon his return to the apartment the
night before, but it was sufficient to
arouse Randal’s highly developed curi-
osity.

“Where did Rosie lead you?” Randal
insisted.

“To Snyder’s flat,” Kenyon told him.

“Thought so. Before or after the
choking bee?”

S Adfter.”

“All right! Then what? Don’t be a

clam!” Randal implored. “You wouldn’t
take me along, but surely you can’t re-
fuse to tell me what I’ve missed. I'm
entitled to some consolation.”

Kenyon smiled. “Well, I trailed Rosie
to a flat east of Lexington,” he began,
“and some surprising things happened
there.”

After that start, and while Randal
listened wide-eyed, Kenyon sketched in
the dramatic action that followed, end-
ing with Rosie’s departure. Several de-
tails were omitted; but they in no way
impaired the story.

“And you let Rosie walk away?” Ran-
dal remonstrated. “The only clew we
had! You fell for her line of sob stuff?
Ten to one she finished off Baldy herself
and had the diamond on her right at the
time.”

“T’ll just cover that bet,” said Kenyon.
“How much are you putting up?”

Randal backed down. “Well, it was a
fool thing to do at any rate,” he admon-
ished. “You're no better off new than
you were before we ran across the girl
last night.”

“Oh, yes; I am, Ranny. Considerably
better off! I've a theory all my own
that’s looking brighter every minute. I
may be wrong; but it's worth following
up. Rosie never could have throttled
the life out of Baldy Snyder, to begin
with; and she’s mighty upset because it
happened. Of that I'm certain.”

“You are? Why? = Because she
squeezed out a few crocodile tears? Do
you actually believe she’ll trail this other
chap, if there was one, and head him into
the police net?”

“It’s worth gambling on.”

“And you think she’ll keep her prom-
ise to meet you at your house to-night?”
Randal continued.

“If my theory’s at all correct; yes.”

“And hand over the Desert Diamond
in the bargain?”

“I'm not banking so strongly on that,”
Kenyon admitted.

Randal indulged in a
“You're a fall-guy for
That’s all I have to say.
girl’s a successful crook.
tims are as susceptible
itls——"

“Wait till to-morrow at this hour,
Ranny!” Kenyon broke in. “Then you
can hand me a brickbat or a bouquet,
and I'll dodge neither.”

“You may have a whale of a theory,”
said Randal; “but it’s the same as har-
pooned right now if you’re counting on
that blue-eyed siren to make good.”

“Perhaps she’s more interested in keep-
ing her word than you suspect. Perhaps
she’s only afraid I won’t keep mine and
meet her on schedule time,” Kenyon in-
timated.

“T’ll be hanged if I know what you're
driving at,” Randal returned. “But if
T'd been in your shoes last night, I'd
have got the story and gently urged her
toward police headquarters. With Baldy
dead and Rosie locked up, two thirds of
your troubles would have been over.”

“You're forgetting, Ranny, that I don’t
want the police in on this any more than
1 can help. And if I had escorted Rosie
to the nearest station last night, T would
have let myself in for embarrassing ques-
tions.”

“Yes; that’s right,” Randal reluctantly
conceded. “Glory! What a fit Lasky
would throw if he knew half as much as
you've told me! See here!” he charged
suddenly, as if the thing had just oc-
curred to him. “What about the phone
call that tipped off the police? Was that
your doing?”

“I won’t deny it,” replied Kenyon.

“Holy mackerel! You'll have- the
authorities on a wild-goose chase trying
to run it down. Of course they’ll figure
the criminal himself turned the trick.”

“Just so long as they don’t connect
Baldy with the affair at my house I'm
not worrying,” remarked Kenyon. “If
Lasky gets hold of the diamond it’ll mean
trouble for Miss Sutton, I mean to pre-
vent that at any cost. And that reminds

sarcastic laugh.
sure, Kenyon!
No wonder the
If all her vic-
as you've been
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me I promised to see the young lady this
morning.”

“As if you'd forgotten it!”
voice was satirical.

Kenyon laughed. “Sour grapes, eh?
Told you, didn’t I, that when you saw
the lady of the taxi you'd be the most
jealous chap on this island?”

“Did you? I fail to recall any such
prediction.”

Interrupting any further exchange of
pleasantries, the telephone rang, and Ran-
dal went into the hall to answer it. He
returned a moment later with a grin.

“From Lasky. He’s over on Broad-
way. When he learned you were here he
said he’d drop in.”

Kenyon shared his companion’s smile.
“Well, we'll listen to his theorizing. See
how close to the truth he’ll get.”

In less than five minutes Lasky was
at the door.

“Morning,” the detective greeted
shortly, nodding to the men as he entered
the room. “Heard about Baldy Snyder,
have you?” he inquired at once.

“Just been reading the newspaper ac-
count of it,” answered Kenyon.

““And discussing it,” supplemented Ran-
dal. “What do you make of the murder,
Lasky?”

“Simplest thing in the world,” the de-
tective responded. “Baldy had your dia-
mond, Kenyon; and the man that croaked
him evidently got away with the stone.”

“I figured something like that myself,”
said Kenyon, “after I'd learned the mur-
dered man was Baldy Snyder and that
robbery was thought to have been the
motive for the crime.”

“I been over the premises,” Lasky went
on. “You never saw such a mess. Baldy’s
pockets ripped open and the room turned
into a wreck. Must have been some
battle staged there, although none of the
occupants of the building will admit hear-
ing a disturbance. Birds of a feather
they are, in that section. You’ll never
get one of ’em to admit anything the po-
lice want to know.”

“Any clews yet?” Randal asked.

“Yes; a mighty good one. Found a
button and a piece of cloth in Baldy’s
fingers. Must have torn ’em from his
companion’s coat. It’s just the same old
story of crooks falling out and fighting

Randal’s

over the spoils,” the detective went on as-
suredly. “We found the kitchen window
open, so evidently the victor made a get-
away by means of the fire escape. I'm

- satisfied he was the third member of the

trio that visited your house last night,
Kenyon—the chap who impersonated
you. Of course I haven’t been able to
air my suspicions yet,” he added. “If I
did it would bring the Desert Diamond
into the affair, and the time isn’t ripe for
that.”

“Then you think you know this third
member of the trio?”” Kenyon asked, re-
calling that Rosie stubbornly had re-
fused to divulge any information relative
to her associate.

Lasky shook his head. “Can’t place
him. Rosie and Baldy were easy enough
to identify by descriptions alone; but not
this other bird. Any number I know of
who'll answer fairly well to the descrip-
tion Miss Sutton gave us. However, the
net’s out, and we’ll drag in a few sus-
pects to-day for Miss Sutton’s inspec-
tion.”

“Do you think it possible the man
didn’t find what he was looking for?”
ventured Kenyon. “You say Baldy’s
pockets were ripped open and the prem-
ises ransacked; but that isn’t conclusive
evidence the criminal found the dia-
mond.”

“No; not conclusive, perhaps, but a
pretty safe bet,” the detective contended.
“At any rate it gives us a good line on the
man we want.”

“Do you think he was thg chap that
phoned police headquarters?”” Randal in-
quired innocently, flashing a glance at
Kenyon.

“Of course!”

“But why would he take all that
trouble?”

“Just for the privilege of handing us
the laugh,” responded Lasky. “I’ve run
across his breed before—the kind that
enjoy crowing over a job. We traced the
call to a pay station over on Lexington
Avenue; but nothing came of it. By the
way, where did you leave Miss Sutton
last night?” the detective asked, turning
to Kenyon.

“Don’t you know?” Kenyon flung back.

The detective shrugged. “Perhaps,”
he answered evasively. »
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“T thought so. I was just starting over
to see her.”

“All right; come along,” Lasky in-
vited, unabashed. “I want her to take a
look at Baldy’s photo—want to be ab-
solutely certain he was one of the men
she met last night.”

CHAPTER XVL
ECHOES FROM THE WEST.

ER face bearing traces of a wakeful
night, Miss Sutton greeted her visi-
tors expectantly in the shabby reception
room of the little, side-street hotel. Day-
light had not robbed her of wholesome
attractiveness; and the infinite charm of
her voice remained to play havoc in
Kenyon'’s heart.

Gazing at her with open admiration as
he took her hand, Kenyon found diffi-
culty in associating the girl with the sor-
did things Lasky had mentioned. The
underworld with all its depravity and vi-
ciousness had left no mark upon her.
Kenyon could not reconcile himself to the
thought that she had been of that world
at all and resolutely banished it from his
mind.

From the photograph that Lasky
showed her, Miss Sutton unhesitatingly
identified Baldy Snyder as the counter-
feit servant in the Kenyon house the
night before. She listened without com-
ment to the news of the man’s violent
death, but seemed disturbed at the theory
the detective advanced to account for the
ragedy.

“And you've found no trace of this
other man?” she inquired anxiously.

“Not so far,” Lasky answered. “There’s
nothing unusual or outstanding in the
description you've given of him. That’s
the trouble. It fits any number of men
I have in mind. All we can do now is
round them up for you to look over.”

“Just hurry,” she pleaded.

“We'll do that. I want you to remain
within phone call, so we can get hold of
you when we've made our round-up, Miss
Sutton.”

“But I feel so—so helpless! Just sit-
ting here idle when so much is at stake!
Where would this man likely be found?”
she went on quickly, before the detective
had an opportunity of speaking. “Why

couldn’t I spend the day in the section?
I might run across him. I'd know him
again. Let me do something, please.”

“I'm afraid you couldn’t do much
alone,” Lasky returned. “Better remain
here so that I can get in touch with you.
T’ll phone or see you again before night.”

Lasky started from the room without
further parley, with Kenyon at his heels;
but a readily interpreted look from the
girl arrested him.

“Tll be back,” he told her, and has-
tened to follow the detective into the
lobby.
“I’Il be hanged if I can make her out,”
Lasky declared, turning to Kenyon.
“Somehow I felt she’d vanish before
morning.”

“Vanish?” repeated Kenyon. “When
you've doubtless had the girl under sur-
veillance since she left my house last
night? If I were you,” he went on, while
the detective eyed him resentfully, “I'd
call off your watchdogs. Miss Sutton isn’t
going to run away.”

Obviously Lasky did not relish the
other’s interference in what seemed to
be a police matter. “You seem to be
taking a lot of interest in the young
lady,” he retorted.

“What’s to prevent it? At any rate T
trust her; and that’s more than you are
doing.” 2

“Well, as things stand——" the de-
tective began.

“As things stand,” Kenyon took up,
“you can’t do much against Miss Sut-
ton—not openly. You have to mark
time until the Desert Diamond puts in
an appearance; and when that time
comes you'll pounce upon her. Fact,
isn’t it?”

“I'm capable of running this to suit
myself,” Lasky returned. “If you hope
to get back your property, I'd advise you
to mind your own business.”

“The return of my property has no
bearing whatever on the subject we were
discussing.”

“Hasn’t it? Wait and see!” And with
that, Lasky turned upon his heel and
strode away.

With kindled eyes and a rebellious
mind, Kenyon went back to where he
had leit Miss Sutton. He was not in
sympathy with Lasky’s tactics and felt.
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privileged to say so; and if the detec-
tive did not approve of the stand he took
in the matter, then the man could chase
himself around the block. Those, at the
moment, were precisely Kenyon’s
thoughts.

He did not class himself with those
who considered the police bunglers, al-
ways in the wrong and always to be used
as a target for ridicule; but he did ob-
ject to Lasky’s present methods in re-
spect to Miss Sutton. There was a great
deal he did not understand and perhaps
never would; at the same time that did
not prevent him from exercising ordinary
courtesy in his treatment of the girl.

Kenyon did not stop to consider that
perhaps he was viewing the young woman
through totally different eyes from
Lasky’s; that where she was purely im-
personal to the detective—one of the
many factors by which he sought to
achieve an end—she was distinctly other-
wise to the present heir of the Kenyon
misfortunes.

In the girl’s company once more, and
questioning her, he learned that she had
not been annoyed in any way and was
ignorant of Lasky’s actions, However,
she did not seem perturbed at the in-
formation Kenyon divulged.

“I wouldn’t be surprised at anything
he would do,” she responded.

“I hope we can recover the stone with-
out Lasky’s figuring in the matter at all,”
Kenyon remarked. “It isn’t so remote a
possibility as you might think,” he added.

“And what would that mean?” she in-
quired.

“Upsetting Lasky’s program and pro-
tecting you, Miss Sutton.”

The girl fell silent a moment, as if
wondering by what miracle the man
hoped to achieve such a goal; yet she
did not question him.

Kenyon’s eyes rested upon her gravely,
intently. His glance traveled from the
soft oval of her cheek tothe slim, white
fingers that lay in her lap. Somehow the
cares and worries of the past slipped from
his shoulders, and he felt at peace. The
room was quiet and filled with sunlight
that streamed from the big window over-
looking the street.

Unbidden and vaguely, his thoughts
drifted back to the open, sun-drenched

spaces of the Southwest, the painted des-
erts, the turquoise skies, and the air that
was wine. Poignantly he yearned for
those blessings again—his wiry pony, the
sight of sand and sage and cactus, the
far horizon shimmering under the heat
waves, the mysterious, age-old mesa with
its glaring pink and vermilion and ocher-
splotched sides that towered above his
camp. And perhaps his thoughts em-
braced a girl, slim and eager and bronzed
as the Navajo guides, who might be rid-
ing beside him into a glorious morning.

“Mr. Kenyon,” the girl beside him
spoke softly, shattering his daydreams,
“I read of the—the disaster that threat-
ens you. Is it as bad as the paper
states?”

“Not nearly,” he returned. “I had
hoped the news wouldn’t creep this far
East.”

“Would you tell me something of it

Kenyon wondered that she should in-
terest herself in the affair—a matter
seemingly so remote and unrelated to the
present contingency. He wondered, too,
that her thoughts should have been of
the land where he had daydreamed all so
briefly. But in a few, simple statements
he revealed the situation that had come
to pass and the duty that was his to dis-
charge.

“Is it fair that you should assume all
the blame? Make these sacrifices?” she
protested.

“Fair to the poor trusting devils who
believed in my father,” Kenyon responded
quietly. “He was sincere. I know that.
He loved the country and the people in
it. He had vision. Water was what the
land needed, and water he was deter-
mined to obtain. Had he lived, he would
have succeeded. It was the other men,
after the spoils, who brought about this
disaster.”

“And they left you to pay the pen-
alty?”

“If I saw fit to; yes. And I do,” he
added simply.

Again a silence fell between the two,
and again it was the girl who disturbed
his roving thoughts.

“Do you remember a Walter Graham?”
she inquired. “A friend of your father’s?”

“Graham?  Yes; I remember the
name,” he answered after a moment .of
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retrospection. “I never saw him; but my
father often spoke of the man.”

“They met in the Southwest—out on
the desert,” the girl said, her voice low-
pitched. “Your father saved his life
there.”

Kenyon turned to survey the girl with
a puzzled, inquisitive glance. Strange
that she should have recalled that affair,
he meditated. “Yes; I remember that,
too,” he told her. “A number of years
ago, wasn’t it? Did you know Graham?”

Miss Sutton smiled. “He is my
father.”

Incredulously, Kenyon stared at her;
he was too amazed at the moment to
make reply.

“Walter Graham and Phil Sutton—
Parson Phil—are the same,” she went
on. “Mr. Kenyon never knew, of course;
but the man he saved from the desert was
a fugitive, with a price on his head.”

“Your father!” Kenyon exclaimed
softly.

“T want you to know everything,” the
girl broke out fervently. “It is no more
than right, after what has happened. I
wanted to tell you last night, but we
weren't alone.”

“T respect your confidence,” Kenyon
assured her.

“I—I'm not defending my father’s
past,” the girl went on. “Perhaps it was
as unpleasant as Lasky must have told
you; but he kept it from me, and I know
he was accused of many things in which
he had no part. When the police charged
him with a murder, he fled West. He
was innocent of the crime, but circum-
stances——"  She hesitated and passed
on, as if the details were immaterial.
“There your father met and saved him;
came to know him as Graham.

“A warm friendship sprang up between
the men. Of that you know. My father
returned East after another had con-
fessed to the crime of which I have
spoken. And from that time on, Phil
Sutton became a changed man. Perhaps
you will doubt me; perhaps you think, as
do the police, that once a wrongdoer, al-
ways one; that those who have once
broken the law never do reform. But I
assure you my father has done this.
Whatever wrong he may have done in
the past has been paid for in full; and

perhaps his record was not so black as
the police would have you believe.”

“I'm quite sure it wasn’t,” Kenyon
said confidently, his mind still in the
grip of the amazing revelations.

“The old life was put behind him; bur-
ied and forgotten; seldom referred to.”
The girl hurried on in quick sentences as
if in fear of interruption. “When I came
back from school, we lived together
simply, happily, asking only to be let
alone. Often he spoke of your father; of
his great debt to him. A few letters were
exchanged between them; but, with one
exception, he never set foot in New York.
It was not so much that he feared the
police, but he knew that they would trail
him to Mr. Kenyon’s home and, later,
question your father, and perhaps reveal
the identity of his visitor. That was
what deterred him—the fear that Mr.
Kenyon would learn of a past he was
trying so hard to live down.”

A host of questions rushed to Ken-
yon’s lips; but he crowded them back,
content to wait until the girl saw fit to
enlighten him.

“Then came the theft of the Desert
Diamond,” Miss Sutton resumed. “My
father had little faith in the ability of
the police; and when it was reported that
the thief had jumped overboard in mid-
ocean, carrying the stone with him, he
refused to credit it.

“For the first time he braved a trip
to New York; and in disguise, alone and
unaided, he set about to ferret out the
guilty man. When I pleaded against it
and warned him of the danger, he told
me that no sacrifice was too great where
Mr. Kenyon was concerned.

“He was gone a long time, and T heard
from him in Chicago and in Canada. I
do not know the details, save that one
day he returned and showed me the dia-
mond. That was months after Mr. Ken-
yon had died. It was a blow to my
father.”

The girl stopped when some one came
into the room; but, after a glance at
the occupants, the man departed, and
Miss Sutton resumed her story.

“It was about that time Lasky, passing
through the little town in which we lived,
recognized my father and followed him
home. He made a report to the local
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authorities, and from then on we knew
our movements were being watched.
That upset my father’s plans, for he
dared not leave town and dared not take
a chance of having the diamond found
in his possession; so at length I volun-
teered to act in his stead and deliver the
stone to you, at your home.”

“And Lasky picked you up the minute
you stepped from the train!” exclaimed
Kenyon. “He told me he had a report
you had left your home up-State. Seems
they were watching you as closely as your
father.”

The girl nodded. “Yes. I realized I
was being shadowed; but I managed to
phone your address and, as I thought,
speak to you. I was too disturbed over
Lasky’s presence to suspect a trap had
been laid for me. I gave him the slip at
the time I delivered the stone, so I was
not alarmed when he picked me up later.”

Kenyon drew in a long breath and
faced the girl with shining eyes. “What
an adventure! Everything is clear to me
now except how these wily i

“Ill lay a little bet that’s one of
Lasky’s watchdogs trying to get an ear-
ful,” he declared. “Perhaps we had bet-
ter close shop for a while. Keep smil-
ing!” he admonished cheerfully, as the
two walked into the lobby. “We’ll have
our inning before the game’s muckr older.
Tl see or call you up later in the day.”

With a comforting smile and a firm,
reassuring pressure of the hand that was
held out to him, Kenyon left the hotel.

CHAPTER XVIL
CONFLICTING OPINIONS.

HEN he left Miss Sutton, Kenyon
went on about other business, al-
though he found it difficult to keep his
thoughts from straying. The prosaic de-
tails connected with matters of real estate
failed to interest him; but they were
essential. He could not neglect them.
The girl’s revelations, amazing as they
had been, served to place her higher in
his estimation. He realized, now, the des-
perate predi that must have con-

knew what was coming off and planned
your reception.”

“I can’t account for it,” she returned.

“Deon’t you suppose some one knew all
along your father had the diamond and,
when you set off, suspected what was in
your mind?”

“Something like that must have hap-
pened.” The girl’s voice wavered. “Oh,
D've blundered! Lasky knows the truth.
1 had to tell what brought me here after
I learned of the trap and the counterfeit
Kenyon. Now they’ll drag my father
into trouble. They’ll laugh at him if he
tells the facts.”

“They’ll never get a chance to laugh
at anything if T can prevent it,” Kenyon
came back spiritedly. “I’d almost as
soon say good-by to the Desert Diamond
forever as to have harm befall you or
yours. Fortunately, Lasky is out to make
a big killing on this, and it’s a safe bet he
won’t make a move until he has the evi-
dence he needs.”

Once again a man strolled into the
reception room—the same man who had
intruded before—to interrupt the conver-
sation; and on this occasion, when he had
again departed after a glance at the occu-
pants, Kenyon voiced a decided opinion.

fronted her the night before; what a
struggle it must have been to disclose
the facts; to confess, before strangers and
in the presence of Lasky, that the Desert
Diamond had been in her possession.

He imagined with what scorn and de-
rision Lasky would have greeted the
girl’s story, had she seen fit to divulge
the whole truth.

Kenyon saw that the task confronting
him was one requiring patience and in-
genuity. He must prevent a Lasky tri-
umph, even though it imperiled the safety
of his property. The restoration of the
Desert Diamond, with the detective’s
knowledge, would mean the immediate
arrest of Miss Sutton and her father. Vet
to regain the stone without Lasky’s
knowledge, which was the thing Kenyon
hoped to bring about, looked to be a re-
mote possibility.

Only the verification of the theory he
had in mind—a theory that alternately
cheered and depressed him according to
the trend of evidence that presented itself
like pictures upon a silver screen—re-
mained as a buoy to his hopes.

Demon Luck had been battering him
for a long time. Surely, he reasoned, it
was time for a let-up. The Desert Dia-
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mond had been called a charmed amulet.
It had failed to live up to that reputa-
tion so far. Perhaps it would make good
in the end.

It was late afternoon, when he had
discharged the last of his business obliga-
tions and telephoned certain instructions
to Andrew at the Riverside address, that
Kenyon turned his steps toward the Ran-
dal apartment. Randal was plainly ex-
ercised over his companion’s prolonged
absence and greeted him with a lively
bombardment of questions the moment he
opened the door.

“Nothing much to report, Ranny,” he
replied; “except that I've disposed of the
old homestead, possession to be given the
first of the month, at which time the last
of the Kenyons will set his smiling face
toward the wide and untamed West.”

“Didn’t you learn anything from Miss
Sutton?” Randal inquired.

“Oh, yes; many things. She identi-
fied the photo of Baldy Snyder, and she
told me about an old friend of my father’s
—Walter Graham.”

“Well, what’s the old friend have to do
with the Desert Diamond?” queried Ran-
dal.

“That's a story in itself,” responded
Kenyon. “Perhaps, if you’l] keep your
fingers crossed, you'll hear it.”

“Really? How interesting!” Randal’s
tone was satirical. ‘“Seems to me that’s
all I've done recently—keep my fingers
‘trossed.”

“Tut, tut, Ranny! Don’t be resentful.
Why, you're as crusty as Lasky. Ihada
few words with him this morning, after
he’d exposed some of his activities, and
he reminded me that I was hardly in
a position to dictate to the police de-

Snyder hid the stone so well that his .as-

sailant failed to find it?”
Kenyon shook his head.

think that, either.”
“There’s no one left to suspect—ex-

“No; I don’t

cept Rosie.”
“Rosie hasn’t it,” Kenyon replied.
“Well, great Scott!” cried Randal,

thoroughly disgusted at his failure to ex-
tract any information from the other.
“Do you know where the stone is at all?”

Kenyon shook his head once more. “I
do not, Ranny,” he admitted. “If I
knew, I wouldn’t be keeping you in sus-
pense.”

Randal shot a skeptical glance at his
companion. “I don’t know what you've
up your sleeve, Kenyon,” he remarked at
length; “but whatever it is I wish you
luck. Going uptown to-night, are you?”

“I believe you'll recall that I made
an appointment.”

“You'll pardon my smiling, Kenyon.
Can’t help it. You're the most trustful
boob in Manhattan. Why, by this time
Rosie’s put a couple of hundred miles be-
hind her.”

“I sincerely hope not, Ranny,” Kenyon
returned.

“Don’t suppose you'll invite me along
to-night,” Randal ventured.

“Your suppositions are correct,” Ken-
yon replied.

‘When it was apparent that his compan-
ion was proof against ridicule, determined
to carry out the plans he had formed and
reticent about explaining many things
that needed it, Randal gave up.

The men dined that night at a chop-
house in Thirty-sixth Street and browsed
through the evening papers that con-
tained a brief item relative to Snyder’s
death. An account of Kenyon’s Arizona
fiasco, as the editor chose to head it,

partment.”
“Well, you seem to have more inside
dope than any one d with the

d a more ‘| space; but

“case,” remarked Randal. “What are you
doing with it? What about that theory
you mentioned?”

“It’s still with me,” Kenyon answered.

“Then you think this third party—the
one Rosie promised to dig up—has the
Desert Diamond?”

“No; I don’t think so.”

Randal seemed baffled. “Why, I
thought that was the dope! Have you
switched around to suspect that Baldy

fortunately the two were in no way con-
nected.

The meal over, Kenyon hopped a bus,
promising to communicate with Randal
at a later period, provided he had any-
thing of interest to reveal, and announc-
ing his intention of remaining uptown for
the night, no matter what the outcome
of his prospective engagement. More-
over, he warned Randal against divulg-
ing any information to Lasky, should the
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detective call up. Kenyon did not relish
the thought of Lasky’s appearing at the
Riverside address that evening.

Arrived at his house, Kenyon spent an
hour in conversation with Andrew, who
was still distressed over what had taken
place. The caretaker became more dis-
turbed when Kenyon found it necessary
to acquaint the man with the news of the
day’s realty transaction.

Andrew, who had spent so many of his
years in the Kenyon family, was broken-
hearted at the thought of leaving. “I
‘ardly know what’ll become of me now,
sir,” he wavered. “This ’as been the
only ’ome I've ’ad for twelve years.”

“That’s all right, Andrew,” Kenyon re-
turned comfortingly. “I’'m going to look
after you. Just as soon as matters are
adjusted here, you're going West with
e,

“Out West?” the old man repeated,
brightening. “That’ll be fine. I've al-
ways wanted to ’ave a look at the coun-
try across the 'Udson.”

“It’s a long, long way beyond the Hud-
son, Andrew,” Kenyon told him; “but
you're going to like it.”

Kenyon did not see fit to enlighten the
man as to the identity of the anticipated
visitor, cautioned him that he was to re-
main below stairs upon the girl’s arrival,
and in no circumstances to show himself
unless called.

Afterward, alone, Kenyon went through
the house again, subjecting the premises
to a deliberate and systematic inspection.
Later he telephoned to Miss Sutton at
her hotel, only to learn from the operator
that she was out.

“She left a few minutes ago,” the
operator replied in answer to Kenyon’s
query. “It was in response to a phone
call, T believe. 1 saw her go out. She
seemed to be excited and left here in a
hurry.”

Kenyon puzzled over what had been
told him, but was unable to account for
the situation. So far as he knew, no one
but Lasky would have telephoned to the
girl.  What new development had arisen?
Had the police picked up a suspect and
called for Miss Sutton to identify him?
That seemed to be the one plausible an-
swer.

Before making himself comfortable for

the evening, Kenyon switched off all the
lights in the house, with the exception of
those in the parlor and front hall, ad-
justed the curtains and rearranged some
of the furniture in a manner suggestive
of a critical stage director on a set just
before the ringing up of his curtain.

Presently, satisfied, having established
himself in an easy-chair with a pipe for
consolation, Kenyon gave himself up to
sober retrospection. The minutes ticked
away swiftly, the sounds from the street
outside lessened, and the house itself
grew still.

The discordant whir of the telephone bell
aroused him, and he hastened to answer
its imperative summons. Randal’s voice
came over the wire.

“Hello! Kenyon? Say, Lasky just
called up asking for you. I told him you
had stepped out for a few minutes.”

“Much obliged!” returned Kenyon.
“What did he want?”

“Listen!” Randal’s voice assumed a
different tone. “No use of your staying
uptown now. They've caught Rosie!”

“Caught her!” Kenyon repeated, his
heart sinking.

“Yes; an hour or so ago. Plain-clothes
man nabbed her at Grand Central. She
must have been preparing to skip out of
town. Lasky wants us at headquarters
to identify her.”

“All right,” Kenyon said.
along presently.”

He hung up the receiver and stood for
a moment in the hall, chagrined and dis-
comfited. Rosie Watson apprehended!
That had been an unforeseen disaster—-
a calamity that had not entered into his
scheme of things. It ended his prospects;
entirely upset the program that he had
outlined.

The fact that -the girl had been ar-
rested at the Grand Central Station
looked ominous and seemed to corrobo-
rate Randal’s statement.  Apparently
she meant to leave town; she had no in-
tention of finding her companion or of
appearing at the Riverside address be-
fore midnight. Her proposal had been
merely a ruse to effect an escape from the
Snyder tragedy. She had been actuated
by no desire to bring an alleged murderer
to justice, All of it had been a bit of
play acting, the second of her attempts;

“I'll be
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and both of them unquestionably suc-
cessful.

Yet with all the evidence confronting
him, a doubt reared itself in Kenyon’s
thoughts. When he weighed the matter
deliberately against certain suspicions
that remained unshaken in his mind, he
found himself sailing along a new track.
He must not be too hasty in his judg-
ment; nor too quick at jumping at con-
clusions,

In the first place, had flight been im-
perative, why had Rosie waited fully
eighteen hours? She must have known
delay was dangerous and that she risked
capture at any moment. Yet instead of

<At once leaving town, following her de-
parture from Snyder’s, she had waited
until an hour ago. And after all, he
reasoned, the fact that she had been
picked up at the railroad station did not
necessarily mean the frustrating of a get-
away.

The girl had still three hours in which
to fulfill her promise. Had she not been
caught in the police net, how was he to
know but that she intended to keep her
promise? It was no more than fair to
grant her the benefit of the doubt.

Indisputably it dawned upon Kenyon
that in Rosie Watson rested the success
or failure of his undertaking; and, along
with that knowledge, an inspiration
gripped him. The girl could not be held
prisoner unless he and Randal identified
her as the alleged Miss Hollister of the
night before. What if they failed to
identify her? Would it bring about the
girl’s release?

The thing might be worth the effort.
Randal would not balk—not for long.
Whatever deception was involved would
entail no hardship or discomfort save to
Lasky, and surely the motive that
prompted it was justifiable.

Moving across the floor toward the
telephone, eager to discuss the matter
with Randal, Kenyon was brought to a
sudden halt by the ringing of. the door-

ell

Startled and not a little displeased at
the thought of an intruder at that hour,
he opened the door and fell back with a
quick  exclamation. Rosie  Watson,
flushed and breathless, had arrived to
keep her appointment.

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE FINAL EPISODE.

WIFTLY, intuitively, Kenyon closed

the door behind his visitor; and when

he turned to confront the girl, he found

that she had dropped into a chair, breath-
ing heavily.

“Say,” Rosie gasped, “I've done some
running! Winded! I'm not much on
footwork. What’s the hour? I managed
to show up before closing time, didn’t I?”

Kenyon glanced at his watch. “You've
an hour to soare,” he answered. “It’s
just eleven. I didn’t expect you to-night.
How did you escape?”

“Oh, you know, do you?”

“Yes; through Randal. Lasky phoned
him—not ten minutes ago.”

The girl broke into a low, contemptu-
ous laugh. “He crowed too soon, didn’t
he? There’s been many a slip between
me and police headquarters—many of
’em since last night. I had to break
away to keep this engagement. Maybe
you thought I wouldn’t show up.”

“Come inside,” said Kenyon, leading
the way into the parlor. “What’s the
news?” he asked when the girl had seated
herself. “I was told you had been picked
up in the Grand Central Station.”

“Looked like I was trying for a get-
away, didn’t it? Wrong!” She smiled
at Kenyon.. “I've done what I promised
to do. Found my man—and trapped
him, too. He walked into the trap like
a hungry rabbit. I let the Sutton girl
do the honors. She had it coming to
her.”

“Trap? Miss Sutton?” Kenyon echoed,
unable to connect the two.

“Sure!” Rosie glanced about
room “We alone?”

“Positively,” Kenyon assured her.

“I'll take your word for it. Don’t
think you'd trap me. Not after all I've
done.”

the

“Please explain
urged impatiently.

“Well, I picked up Vance this after-
noon. Easy enough if you knew where
to look. He was hiding and scared stiff.
He got the diamond all right enough, al-
though I couldn’t get him to admit it.
I kidded him along and told him he
wasn’t in any danger and that there .

yourself,” Kenyon
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wasn’t anything to connect him with
Baldy’s murder. He was just a little
afraid of me. You know why. But
when he saw I was friendly, he thawed
out.”

“Vance?” Kenyon repeated. “So that’s
his name, is it?”

Rosie nodded. “Yes. No use keeping
it from you now. He’s being sweated by
Lasky and his bunch right now.” She
added vindictively, her eyes flashing.
“He’s getting what he deserves. It’s the
chair for him.”

She was silent a moment, her thin lips
twisted into a hard smile as if gloating
over what had been achieved.

“I got Vance out after dark—about
eight o’clock. Steered him into a lunch
room over on Sixth Avenue not so far
from where Miss Sutton was staying. He
never tumbled to what was coming off.”

“How did you know where Miss Sut-
ton was staying?” Kenyon asked.

“Oh, Vance knew. The girl told him
when she phoned last night, and I re-
membered the name of the hotel. I took
a chance she was still there. While Vance
was eating, I made an excuse to get out
for a minute, telling him I had to buy
something up the street. He never sus-
pected anything. Then I phoned Miss
Sutton; told her where to come and what
she’d find. You see my game, don’t you?
I wanted to give her the satisfaction of
grabbing him.”

Kenyon nodded. The telephone call
had been explained. It had been Rosie,
not Lasky. He readily understood, now,
the reason for Miss Sutton’s excitement
and hurried departure.

“I waited around until the girl showed
up,” Rosie went on; “then I stepped to
the window and looked in. Say, it was
immense! She spotted Vance and jumped
for him. He never had a chance. A
couple of men helped her hold him. There
was plenty of excitement, and I stuck
around until I saw a cop run into the
place. Then I ducked.

“Lasky’s probably got him by now.
They’ll have Vance cold. He was wear-
ing the same suit he had on last night.
I saw where a button was torn from the
coat and some of the cloth had gone
with it. They must have found that evi-
dence in Baldy’s fingers.”

“They did,” acknowledged Kenyon, re-

calling Lasky’s statement to that effect.
“It’ll convict Vance,” he added emphati-
cally.
“I left to come up here,” the girl con-
tinued; “but a plain-clothes duck gave
me a hard look as I headed for a bus,
and I had to fade, cutting across town
and figuring to grab the subway at Grand
Central. Soon’s I stepped into the sta-
tion, another bird nails me; but while he
was phoning headquarters for some one
to come and get me, I spots a friend of
mine, who saw the fix I was in and came
to the rescue.

“He let out a yell, rushed up to the
detective, and claimed he’d been robbed.
In a minute there was a hundred people
jammed about us; and in the excitement
I broke loose and lost myself in the
crowd. Then I started running, hopped
a bus on the Avenue, and—and I'm still
out of breath.”

“It seems to me, Rosie,” Kenyon re-
marked, after reviewing all that had been
told him, “you’ve had your share of hair-
breadth escapes. Your adventures out-
class the thrill-packed movie serial.
Vance’s career is finished, and Snyder is
avenged; but we haven’t reached our
climax yet,” he added. “The Desert Dia-
mond has yet to be recovered.”

“Vance has it!” the girl exclaimed.
“Lasky’s probably found it on him by
this time.”

“I wonder,” Kenyon said meditatively,
almost to himself.

“You can gamble on it!” Rosie de-
clared. “He wouldn’t admit having the
stone, of course; but I could read him.
I couldn’t get it away from him. I've
done all I could, and I guess it’s up to me
to fade out of the picture,” she went on
with a resigned shrug. “Well, so much
for that. I'm dying for a drink of water,
Kenyon. Then I'll be traveling.”

“Just a minute,” Kenyon said oblig-
ingly. “I’ll bring you a glass.”

He turned and walked briskly through
the dimly lighted dining room, the swing-
ing doors into the butler’s pantry closing
behind him.

Rosie watched him narrowly; and
when he had disappeared, she darted
from her chair, crossed the floor into the
dining room, reached a big Chinese vase
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that stood near the buffet, and thrust her
hand into its mouth.

The lights blazed on suddenly, as if
the girl’s groping fingers had come in con-
tact with a hidden switch, and she whirled
to confront Kenyon.

“Thank you, Rosie,” he said, smiling.
“I’'ve been waiting for this move—the
final episode in our little serial. It's an
admirable climax.”

The girl shrank back against the wall,
dumbly, her face robbed of color, her eyes
wide with despair.

“You see,” Kenyon explained quietly,
“after making certain discoveries and
checking over bits of evidence that drifted
my way later, I reached the conclusion
that the Desert Diamond had been cached
somewhere on the premises. Moreover, I
realized that you were responsible; and
I had to be real patient until you saw fit
to point out where you had hidden the
stone.”

Still smiling and with a heart that beat
exultantly, Kenyon crossed to the vase,
dipped his hand into its mouth and, a
moment later, brought up in his fingers
the great Desent Diamond that blazed in
radiant splendor under the lights.

“Welcome, little wanderer!” he mur-
mured, holding out the shimmering stone
on his palm. “Welcome home!”

CHAPTER XIX.
THE BEST WAY OUT.

WITH baffled, apprehensive eyes the

girl watched Kenyon. His gaze
lingered upon the shimmering diamond,
and for a moment he seemed oblivious of
his companion’s presence. Then slowly
his fingers closed over the stone, and the
words he spoke contained an unmistak-
able note of triumph:

“The final episode, Rosie! Our little
serial has run its course; and we two
are left on the scene at the finish.”

The girl continued to survey him and
without comment.

“Curious, aren’t you?” Kenyon re-
marked, when he had placed the diamond
into his waistcoat pocket. “Well, you've
yourself to blame. You revealed a little
too much all along—just enough to keep
my theory alive. The second visit you
paid to this house last night! That

started it. You wanted to find your
purse. You told me you had found it,
had taken it away with you. Not true,
was it? No. You did leave your purse
behind; but you had an object in doing
so. Tt was not a gold-mesh affair, as you
wanted me to believe; and, judging from
its weight, I doubt if it contains the fifty
smackers you referred to.”

Kenyon produced the purse from his
coat pocket—a shabby, beaded thing. “I
found it to-night wedged back of the
cushions 6n the divan in the library.”

Rosie accepted it in sullen silence.

“Last night,” Kenyon went on, “when
I accepted your proposal, you insisted
upon meeting me here. The argument
you offered didn’t ring true; but I didn’t
object. I figured there was something
back of it. Your motive is perfectly
clear now. You had a reason—a very
good reason, for wanting to visit my house
to-night; and I would have been the most
disappointed man in New York had you
failed to show up.”

The girl sneered. “It was a trap after
all, wasn’t it?” she flung out.

“Perhaps,” admitted Kenyon; “but I
was justified in setting it. You intended
to cheat me, Rosie, and I saw fit to turn
the tables on you.

“Baldy Snyder never had the Desert
Diamond at any time,” he went on
quietly. “You knew he didn’t. You tried
to convince me that Vance had taken it
from him last night. Baldy may have
thought he had the stone; but the truth
is, when he picked Vance’s pocket, he
simply lifted an empty case. The dia-
mond had been taken from it long before.
Evidently before he was given a chance
to investigate, some danger threatened.
He was compelled to hide the case.”

Curiosity seemed to master Rosie’s
fear. “How do you know that—that
Baldy merely got an empty case?”

“Because I found it,” Kenyon replied.

“Where?”

“After you left me alone last night,”
he explained, “I felt the need of a smoke.
I had nothing with me. But I saw plenty
of cigarette papers scattered over the
floor, and a sack of tobacco lay in plain
sight. I picked it up, intending to help
myself to the tobacco. When I opened
the sack I found the leather case inside.”
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The girl broke into an amazed ex-
clamation. “Inside! And the thing was
on the floor—in plain sight—all the
time?”

“Kenyon nodded. “Snyder must have
thrust the case there when danger threat-
ened him, never suspecting the case was
empty. And because the hiding place
was so obvious, Vance overlooked it.

“When Ifound the case, it did not take
me long to figure out what had happened.
Baldy never would have troubled to cache
the thing had he suspected the truth.
Also Vance must have thought the stone
was in the case, otherwise he wouldn’t
have returned to demand it. So we must
conclude that while Vance had seen the
diamond at the time Miss Sutton pre-
sented it to him, he never suspected it
had been removed from the case.

“I reasoned that Vance had been
tricked prior to the time of his first visit
to Snyder’s flat,” Kenyon went on, sum-
ming, up the evidence. “And quite nat-
urally, my suspicions rested upon you,
Rosie. You had the first shot at it. You
and Vance roamed through the house;
and during that time, you must have
taken the case from his pocket, extracted
the diamond and, to protect yourself, re-
turned the empty case. You took a
chance that he would not again investi-
gate its contents while you were with
him.”

To Kenyon’s surprise, the girl put back
her head and laughed boldly, contemptu-
ously. “You’re some detective! You got
Lasky trimmed. It would be a shame
not to congratulate you, Kenyon. Go
on; what else did you figure out?”

“You took the diamond,” he contin-
ued, “but you were still afraid, for all
your cunning, that Vance might discover
his loss and suspect you. He would
have, of course. So to rid yourself of the
evidence, you managed to drop the stone
into this Chinese vase. Also, you left
your purse behind, for an excuse to re-
enter the house. You told me how Vance
objected and how you broke away from
him and how you returned here.

“Unfortunately, I arrived on the scene
practically on your heels. You heard the
door slam and were forced to conceal
yourself. You were unable to get into
the dining room again, first, because we

trapped you in the library, and second,
when Lasky showed up, because we were
here on the parlor floor, and you were
forced to escape by way of the rear stairs.
So the diamond remained in the vase.”

“No use of my denying it,” Rosie de-
clared with a toss of her head.

“You offered to turn up Vance last
night provided I allowed you to remain
at liberty.”

“T'd of turned him up anyhow!” she
cried. “I mean that. I can stand for
crooked work; but I draw the line at
murder.”

“That’s a great deal in your favor,”
Kenyon replied. “At the same time you
wanted me to think well of you; so the
bargain was made. You had to invent
some excuse to get back to my house
again. T saw that. You insisted upon
meeting me here to-night, planned to get
me out of the room for a moment and
recover what you had cached.”

“Well, T outguessed you a couple of
times,” the girl returned. “I couldn’t ex-
pect to keep it up. But you can’t say I
didn’t try. Dve played a fast game, and
T've lost. I'd rather lose to you, Ken-
yon, than to Lasky. T’ll show you I'm a
good loser. I’m not whining.”

“I see youre not,” Kenyon answered.
“Who engineered this deal, to begin
with?” he asked presently.

“Vance. He knew Phil Sutton had the
diamond; and a pal of his, who got in as
a servant in Sutton’s house, overheard
the dope about returning the stone to
Kenyon. Vance figured Sutton didn’t
know you were out of town; so he and
Baldy planned the job. I got wind of it
and hooked up with ’em. T had an old
debt to settle with Vance. I didn’t know
just how I would settle it; but I watched
my chance.”

A hard smile touched the girl’s lips.
“Vance was easy. Funny; but most
crooks are. It isnt the first trick I've
turned with these,” she added, holding
out her thin fingers.

“Nor the last?” Kenyon inquired.

Rosie shrugged. “Who can tell?”

Kenyon studied the girl through delib-
erate and calculating eyes. “You're a
queer mixture of good and bad, Rosie,”
he said at length. “I shouldn’t wonder,
if in a new environment——" %



54 TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE

“Don’t start preaching!” she broke in.
“I don’t want your sympathy. I didn’t
have much for you. I know what I'm up
against when I play my sort of game;
and when I lose, I grin. I wanted that
diamond—wanted it just as badly as you
did. But you outguessed me. That’s all
there is to it. Go ahead! Break the glad
news to Lasky. He’'ll be sore because you
put something over on him; but you
should worry.”

“T don’t intend to give Lasky that satis-
faction,” Kenyon returned.

“You don’t?” she came back, gazing
fixedly at him.

“No. T have the Desert Diamond.
That’s all that matters.” Kenyon smiled.
“This is just a little affair between our-
selves, Rosie. It’s going no further.”

The girl continued to eye him nar-
rowly, as if seeking to interpret his
friendly smile.

“Get away, Rosie,” he urged. “This
town isn’t healthy for you. T don’t want
to be called upon to identify you as the
alleged Miss Hollister.”

“You—you mean that?” Her voice
wavered.
“Absolutely! ~ Got enough money?”

Without waiting for an answer, Kenyon
brought out a thin roll of bank notes
and thrust part of them into the girl’s
limp fingers. “Get away—at once. Don’t
wait!” he urged.

Rosie’s eyes glistened, and the color
that swept into her cheeks was not un-
becoming. “Say, you—you're white, you
—you are,” she faltered. “I'll get away
right now. It just come to me—where
to go. Baldy wanted me to visit his
folks—on a ranch in Arizona. Near Sun-
rise, He said they’d be glad to have
~ ¥

“Sunrise?”
“Yes; I know where it is.
that way myself—shortly.”

The girl moved toward the hall door;

Kenyon nodded and smiled.
I'm going out

achieved. Lasky was to learn nothing of
this final episode. So far as the police
were concerned, the Desert Diamond was
lost forever. And the little girl down-
town would never again be imperiled.
That, above all, comforted him; justified
what he had done.

The diamond could be disposed of
secretly. Its disposal would mean the
squaring of debts, the clearing of his
father’s name, and the beginning of a new
life for himself—and others.

With a light heart he turned to the
telephone and spoke a number. He
thrilled at the sound of Miss Sutton’s
eager voice. She had been waiting anx-
jously. She had so much to tell him.
He must come at once.

Kenyon laughed softly and promised.
He had even more to tell her; and per-
haps all of it did not concern the Navajo
amulet.
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Aid Requested
A MAN complained bitterly of the con-
duct of his son. He related at
length to an old friend all the young
man’s escapades.

“You should speak to him with firm-
ness and recall him to his duty,” said the
friend.

“But he pays not the least attention to
what I say. He listens only to the ad-
vice of fools. I wish you would talk to
him,”

Painful Pity
N old man went to the dentist to
have an achmg molar removed. The
1 ; and the patient

then turned to look back. “Good night,
Kenyon!” she called.

“Good night, Rosie!” he ded
“Good luck!”

Swiftly she was gone.

Kenyon stood alone in the hall, his
eyes fixed upon the closed door, but his
thoughts far astray. All he had hoped
for and schemed to bring about had been

then mstructed the tooth drawer to re-
move the next one.
“It isn