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CHAPTER L
AN AIDED ESCAPE.

INDS whistled up the river,
W and winds whistled down
from the hills, and they met

to swirl and gather fury

and rattle the city’s millions of window-
panes. They carried a mixture of sleet
N and fine snow, the first herald of the
E - winter to come In the business dis-
. ~trict, they swung signs madly back and
forth, and roared around the corners of

against struggling trolley cars. They
_ they dashed out the broad

high office buildings, and swept madly

poured through the man-made cafions;
&ulemﬁs._ _to the apartment, nothing wmdmm
—mﬁwﬁmymhﬁeﬁﬁmaﬁ'_
the hour  beck med ﬂut an umﬁer was

7@% for < [ )ay

5. John MacK Stone

and lower the window or take a chance
with the rapidly lowering temperature.

“Beastly night!” Verbeck confided to
himself ; and put his head beneath the
COVErs.

He slept—and suddenly he awak-
ened. A moment before he had been
in the midst of a pleasant dream; now
every sense was alert, and his right
hand, creeping softly imder the covers,
reached the side of the bed and grasped

‘an automatic pistol that hung in d rack

there,

From the adjoining mom——alm 11-7

brary—there came no flash afanelﬁ-
tric torch, no footfall, no sound

the presence of an intruder. Yet Ver-

B
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shivering a bit because of the cold wind, -

put his feet into slippers, and drew on
a dressing gown over his pajamas.
Then, his pistol held ready for use in
case of emergency, he started across
the bedroom, taking short steps and
walking on his toes.

A reflection entered the room from
the arc light on the nearest street cor-
ner. This uncertain light was shut off
for an instant, and Verbeck whirled
quickly, silently, to find another man
slipping up beside him. It was Muggs
—a little, mry man of uncertain age,
who had been in Verbeck’s employ for
several years, valet at times, comrade in
arms at times, willing adventurer al-
ways. Muggs bent forward until his
- lips were close to Verbeck’s ear.

“I heard it, too, boss,” he said.

“Somebody in the library !”.

Vethﬁck nodded ; they crept nearer
r. Inch by mch '\erbex.kpuﬂed

with a snarl that showed two rows of
jagged, uneven, yellow teeth. He took
in the situation at a glance, saw M

at the window, and Verbeck at the door,
and knew he had been caught in a trap.
His eyes narrowed and flashed ; he bent
forward, giving the appearance of a
rat at bay, and his hand dropped slowly
toward his hip.

“Better not!” There was a certain
quality in Verbeck's voice that told the
burglar the man before him was neither.
nervous nor afraid, and would shoot if
necessary. The thief's hands' went
above his head in token of surrender,
and the belligerent hght that had been
in his eves faded. -

“It appears,” sﬂgLVerbﬁk,— “that we
have dlscovered yotf‘ln a ‘"_ i 4_'9051-
tion.” e

“Aw, don’t try mbe clever! T guess
you've got me, all nght!”

“Rather unceremonious, this call,”

Eerbeck went on, “Why didn't you

ywar card fmm thecﬁice"'
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ion after-
- you that you

’Why you should

a bachelor’s apartment, when

are so many pretentious resi-
dences where silver and plate are to be
found, not to speak of women's jewels,
is more than 1 can fathom. You must
be an amateur at this sort of thing.

Um! What is this?”

v I On the desk was a sealed letter ad-
dressed to Mr. Roger Verbeck, the ad-
“dress having been stamped with rubber
type. In one corner of the envelope
had been pasted a tiny black star. On
the polished surface of the desk other
little black stars had been pasted.
There was one, also, on a vase. There
was another on the glass door of a
bookcase. :

“The Black Star!”
claimed.

He turned swiftly to scruhmze his
prisoner, but there was no expression
on the man’s face to denote that he
showed interest, and he was looking at

~  the floor. Muggs was watching the
bound thief closely, but his dancing eyes
and parted lips showed that Verbeck’s
words had mterested him deeply.

“So! We are honored by a visit from
the Black Star, Muggs!” Verbeck said.
“Think of that! The cleverest crook

the town ever had to worry over—the

Verbeck ex-

T

street from police headquarters, who
- has lifted half the silver in town, and
stripped society zomcn of their jewels
—and he has paid us a visit. We must
‘be im mz; M h ™

place!

man,

-Msm;ﬂlyupm& H.tcar- 3

3

in the world can’t catch him! Um!
Suppose we see what is in this letter.”

He grinned at the prisoner and ripped
the envelope open. In it was a single
sheet of paper. The letter, too, was
printed, and its uneven lines showed
that it had been stamped one letter at a
time. It was similar in appearance to
the letters the newspapers declared the
police had received. Verbeck read it
swiftly :

Mr. Rocer Verseck: Last night at a cer-
tain reception people were ftalking of the
Black Star. You made the remark that the
Black Star was not a crook, but a gang—
that the police didn’t catch him because they
had so many cases on which to work that
they couldn't give their undivided attention
to any particular one. You declared- that
any clever man who applied himseli to the
task could capture the Black Star and break’
up his gang. You boasted that you could do
it yourself, and ecasily.

Tao show you how useless it would be for

'you to pit your brains and skill against mine,

I am putting this letter on your desk while
you sleep in an adjoining room, and am leayv-
ing my sign on some of your belongings. T
am even puiting a Black Star on your bed {
within a foot of the spot where you rest
your head while you are sleeping. After
this exhibition, either admit that the Black
Star is clever, or do as you boasted you
could do—catch me.

“Read it, Muggs,” said Verbeck,
guarding the prisoner himself, as
Muggs obeyed. “What do you think of
that, eh? Intended us to wake up and
find these things stuck all over the
Trymg to show us how very
clever he is, this naughty Black Star,
and we catch him at it. There’ll be joy
at police headquarters over this, Now ~
you just keep your eyes on this gentle-
Muggs, while T get into my
clothes, and then we'll cmnueﬁe en-
m l! . "]

Verbeck _hurried to the

ried a t
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The Black Star had done as he had
said. On the head of the bed was one
of the little signs, and whoever had
placed it there had put his hand within
six inches of Verbeck's head. The man
in the other room, Verbeck decided,
had done that first, then gone into the
library to finish his work.

Verbeck hurried back and relieved
Muggs.

“Go and get into your clothes,” he
ordered, “and then hurry back here.
I’ll try to entertain our guest while you
are gone.”

He drew up a chair and sat down,
facing the prisoner, and less than six
feet away. He was humming a tune,
and there was a smile playing about his
lips. Had the prisoner been well ac-
quainted with Roger Verbeck, that
smile would have put him on guard.

Verbeck already had formed a plan.

Heé and Muggs understood each other
well, thanks to sundry adventures in
which they had parhc:pat«ed in the i«;:r

Star sent taunting letters
manded his arrest and 1

from the Black Star bothered him. The
remarks that the Black Star acecused
him of making, he had made. But the
puzzling part of it was that he had
made them to half a dozen friends,
when there was no stranger near, He
had spoken them in a drawing-room, in
the presence of Faustina Wendell, his
fiancée ; Howard Wendell, her brother.
and some others contemmg' whose in-
tegrity there was no question. How,
then, had the Black Star heard of
them? P

The Black Star had terrorized the
city for the past four months. When-
ever a master crime was committed, a
tiny black star had been found pasted
on something at the scene of operations.
The police had been mhie to get a
clew. Each &ﬁﬂ:ﬁ" 'bnlder and
more daring than the one
more highly successful.

papers and police, and t

mth loud voice. - G
- His cnmcs, too, sbowed a deep
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had taken prisoner was the notorious
Black Star, but it pleased him for the
moment to let the prisoner believe he
did.

His first impulse had been to call the
police and hand the man over. But he
guessed that such a course would not
insure the capture of the master croaok,
and that the prisoner would refuse to
talk, take a sentence for burglary, and
thus allow the Black Star and the
others to go free.

It would be clever, Verbeck decided,
to allow this man to escape, to shadow
him, and to learn more. Roger Ver-
beck had adventured with Muggs
scores of times, and he yearned for an
adventure now.- Here was his chance,
Besides, the Black Star had issued the
challenge.

Muggs returned fully dressed. For
an instant the eyes of master and man

3 met, and there flashed between them
" e mmderstandmg
& “Better look at this chap’s bonds,

M"W Vé&e& said. “We don't
‘want &h empmg .&efm the palice
m?f ‘bent behind. the

; prisoner’s
i chaw% fmbwvﬁﬁ!ﬂnmd and

'_whm.he aroun lm em met those of

“Hello! ~ Police headquarters?” he

asked. “This is Roger Verbeck speak-

ing. Hurry up here! I've just caunght
the Black Star trying to loot my rooms.
My old address—yes I” :

And while he spoke he opened the
door, so that his voice would drown any
squeak the hinges might give; and then
he slipped into the hall and hurried
to the front stairs. He dashed down
the three flights four steps at a time.

The prisoner had tugged desperately
at his bonds and had felt them give.
With sudden hope, he had worked furi-
ously to get free. He was through the
window and descending the fire escape
as Verbeck finished the imaginary tele-
phone message to the police, exulting
at what he fondly thought had been
his close escape.

CHAPTER 1II.
THE BLACK STAR.

VERBECK found Muggs at the cor-
ner of the apartment house, stand-
ing in the shadows, and trying to shield
himself from the stinging sleet and
biting cold wind.
“He’s just reaching the ’gmuud
boss,” Muggs said, “See him?

we don’t want to lose him. Thauks for
understandmg and loasenmg ‘his hm&.

“T see him. ~Be careful now, Muggs; -

sy B
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took opposite sides of the walk and
slipped along over the frozen ground,
darting from shadow to shadow, always
watching the elusive shadow ahead. At
the street crossings their quarry walked
across boldly, and they could net fol-
low instantly for fear of being detected,
but they always picked up their man
again, once they were across.

Thus they covered a dozen blocks, and
it appeared that the midnight prowler
considered himseM safe now. He hur-
ried down a cross street, his head bent
forward against the cold wind that
swept up the hill. Block after block,

Muggs trailed him, while Verbeck
shadowed from the other side of the
street, dodging into dark doorways now
and then when he expected his man to
i Theqnarry stopped at a corper,

o

of it before we are done. Have a bit
of patience, Muggs.”

“I've got patience all right, boss—
and I've got a hunch, too.”

“Let’s have it!” At times, Verbeck
had a great deal of respect for Muggs’
hunches.

“I've got a hunch we'd have done
better if we'd handed that gent over to
the police.” e

“I gave you credit for understand-

ing the situation, Muggs.”

“Oh, 1 understand what you want
to do, all right. It'd be great to clean
up this Black Star and his gang single-
handed, hog tie ’em all, then call in the
cops and hand ’'em over—especially
since he sent you that sassy note—but
I've got a hunch we're going up against
a stiff game. This Black Star ain't no




Rogue for a Day T

cant lot and made directly for an old
house far back from the street in the
midst of a grove of trees that now were
swaying and snapping in the storm.

“So that’s where the Black Star
lives I Verbeck said.

He and Muggs had small difficulty
following their man now, for there was
a low hedge behind which, by stooping,
they could make their way unseen.
Their man reached the side of the house
and went along it until he came to a
door. Beside the door there was a box
on the ground. As Verbeck and Muggs

watched, the man they had bean fol-

lowing raised the lid of the box and
-took something out.

“He's putting on dothes,” Muggs
whispered. >

His actions could not be observed
well, but it did appear that he was don-
ning an overcoat or a robe of some
sort.

mmthgdoor and
theyeouldsee put out his hand.
Th:mygh Iqlhgmm&mcame
B erbeck and Muggs the tinkling of
o0y ’-ﬁh@;ﬁ@‘a Sharpchck and the door

Another moment, and Verbeck was
standing inside the house, with Muggs
beside him. They heard no voices.
Step by step they made their way
across the room to the opposite wall,
searching for a deor.

Then they saw a streak of light that
penetrated from an adjoining room,
where a door sagged in its casement,
leaving a crack through which a man
could see. Verbeck kmew this house.
For several years it had been deserted,
not kept in repair, the grounds not kept
up. It belonged to an estate in litiga-
tion, and could not be sold, and the
heirs had refused to build a more
substantial residence for the rental it
might bring in. He was surprised to
find it inhabited, and he imagined that

the Black Star and his band were mak-

ing use of it surreptitiously.

But when he applied his eye to the
crack in the door, expecting to see a
room almost barren, filled with dust and
cobwebs, two or three boxes, some
burning candles—a typical resort of
thugs—he faced a surprise. He was
1otrlcmgmtoaroomﬂmthadbeen

~ decorated and was furnished
1av1 - Expensive rugs were on the
ﬂoor.

pictures adorned the walls.. ’

R TP { pa e - v
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lavishly furnished room was thrown “D'.id you come straight here?”
open, and another man came imnto view. “No. I shook them off first. I got

He, too, was dressed in a long, black away before they raised an uproar.
robe, and had a black mask over his Came on owl car, got off several blocks
face. But he had a mark that distin- back, and cut down the hill.”
guished him from the other, for on the The Black Star motioned for him to
front of his hood was a black star, erase this last, and then walked slowly
formed of jet, that flashed in the light. to the table. There was a pile of letters
on one end of it, and the Black Star
‘ - picked up one and read it, shook his
CHAFTER TH. head, and put the letter in the pocket
of his robe. He pressed against the
NSTINCT and experience told Ver- end of the table, and a drawer shot
beck that this sight might prove too open. Verbeck and Muggs could see
"~ much for Muggs, and he gripped the that the drawer was half filled with
L ~ smaller man by the arm to indicate that money and jewels. g
e he was to maintain guiet. It was well The Black Star took out some money
~ he did so, for subsequent proceedings and threw it on the table. He closed
The Black Star nodded to the other blackboard, and picked v

=

INTO THE PIT.

&

where there was another small black- ~ “You will not be safe here for some
board attached to the wall. When he time. Verbeck or his man might recog-
and the first train for Chicago. Return and
con- report one month from to-night at mid-
s writing ¢ board night.” .
~ and erasing after the other had read. _The other man read and bowed his
vt ' the man wrote. head. There was no hesitancy in his *
: manner ; he acted like a man who had
‘received orders that he knew he had to
Star carry out. -He went and
picked up the Y- =
clutched in one hand, he k B
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to pass—the master criminal did not
remove the mask from his face.

Another adventure appealed to Ver-
beck now. He decided to face the
Black Star in his den. He confided his
ntention to Muggs in whispers and
gave his orders, and, disregarding
Muggs' mouthings concerning . his
“hunch,” slipped across the room to
the window and let himself out.

He found the robe in the box and
quickly put it on, then adjusted the
black mask. Beneath the robe, his hand
clutched the butt of his automatic,
Searching the edge of the casement, he
found a push button and touched it
with his finger. Inside, abcl! tinkled.

A few seconds passed, and then
there was a sharp eclick and the door

 flew open. Verbeck entered and closed
y the door after him. Before him was a
=~ long corridor, musty, the air in it rank,

~ dust on walls and ceiling. It appeared ‘mask and start the blackboard con-

= Mt&eeuhrehousehadwbeeu
i renovated, only the one room.

- Verbeck ﬁawth&amﬂat
' -mwhmastreaknilightmmm-
2 dcm' Ho!ding tﬁe. pm&o:

dicate that the Black Star had allies in
the house.

“Number Four,” Verbeck wrote on
the board.

“Countersign 7

“Florida,” wrote Verbeck.

He turned to find the Black Stdr's
eyes glittering straight into his. The
flaming rubies on the hood seemed to
be dancing in derision. Verbeck won-
dered whether he had made a mistake,
and he soon found out, for the Black
Star turned to the blackboard and wrote
rapidly :

“Number Four is a woman, and
Florida is not her countersign.”

And then he faced Verbeck again.

The crisis had arrived sooner than
Verbeck had expected. The Black Star
knew him for an intruder, and knew,

_aﬁa.rtharfhe must have observed a

great deal to be able to don robe and

ﬁehw&eﬂa&ﬁ&'mmg

move, Verbeck’s robe parted and his

left hand emerged, holding the pistol
ready for instant action. with his

other hand he waved toward the am-k
chair, and then he spoke: .

“Sit down! And put yam- ;ﬁnmh
t on the mbrel” v
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have come. So your man thought he
had escaped. did he? If ever you see
him again, tell him that his bonds were

left loose purposely, so that be'd escape

and could be shadowed here. Allow me,

cir-—‘\ir Roger Verbeck, at jyour
Fvice !

\ erbeck raised 2 hand and tore off
his mask, and bowed low in irony,
meanwhile watching his victim, for he
did not make the mustake of under-
estimating the cleverness of the man
before him, and he was alert for tricks.
*He saw the Black Star’s hands con-
tract and his arms stiffen, and imagined
the master crook calling down curses on
thn,hqaﬂ of the man who had led ene-
mies 1o his stronghold.

Then the Black. Star spoke—in a low,
almost a monotane,

“I@’}.Mmymm -

Detective Story Magazine

“But, when you get right down to
the point,” said the Black Star, “you'll
want ev mc:me of theft and burglary,
you know.'

“I never heard of a gang yet where
some one wouldn't turm State’s evi-
dml!‘

The Black Star chuckled, and
through the slits in his mask, his eyes
seemed to be dancing with delight.

“That s just where my cleverness
comes in,"” he said, *“To show you how
little 1 fear you, Roger Verbeck, I'll
tell you things no man knows except

myself. I can tell you, for instince—
and it is the truth—that the Black Star
does have a band working for him, but
that not ooe of them ever saw his face
or heard his voice.”

“Nonsense I

“}iotnmmnse,hxt&‘m So

__ﬂ-gn&imﬁﬂg lm
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from here and fetched here at night.
When everything was ready, I came.

“My gang? This one man who
knows me, got the gang together.
Every one of them is an expert in his
particular line. Each was eager to
work under me, for I am in a position
to insure success and big profits. My
organization extends farther than you
dream. Each man was fetched here
and faught what to do. Here he comes
to get orders and to report. There is no
conyersation except on the blackboard;
and masks are always worn.

“At the first, these men drew num-
bers out of a box, and in addition I
gave each a countersign. I issue orders
by number, and they report by num-
ber. 1f I was on the witness stand at
this moment and wanted to betray my
men, 1 couldn’t do it. I

- Wepe: l&mdfup befme‘m 1 ~couldn’t

And, naturally, I have arranged it so
that I could harm them, but they never
could harm me. I heard of your fool-
ish boast of last night, didn’t 1?7 How
do you suppose I knew that? And I
can tell you the combination of the safe
in your dressing room, Mr. Verbeck, if
you are skeptical, and tell you also that
there is nothing in it at the present time
that we desire. There is a bundle of
stock certificates and deeds in the
upper right-hand pigeonhole, and a
score or more old coins in a drawer at
the bottom——"

“How do you know that?” Verbeck
demanded.

“I know a multitude of things, Mr.
Verbeck. Get this idea in your head—
I do not know the names or faces of

my real workers, but I do know the

‘only say identities of those who gather my in-
that a certain crime was commu%d by formation.
Number One, for instance—but if all pms&thun—fhﬁthey

I know them. and could
not know
' ﬂ'ﬁhgement? 1 fancy

ym’ﬂ.not find a flaw in it.”

* “You have M-Msd £witos <
thmkmg it is Mﬂ&, v,g;} :
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Believe me when I say everything has
been thought of, and for every attack
there is a defense arranged. Also, to
hand me over to the police would be to
warn all the others, and you'd have a
difficult time convicting me without
their testimony. And there is another
thing

The Black Star hesitated.

“Say it!” said Verbeck.

“I have said that my orgamzat:on is
far-reaching. If vou meddled in my
affairs, the chickens might come home
to roost. You are up against some-
thing regarding the magnitude of which
vou know wvery little, Mr. Verbeck. I
have only just begun my organization
in this eity, but already it is broad
enough to cause you pain and chagrin,
did I put it to work.”

“T suppose,” said Verbeck, “that you
imagine you are going to frighten me
by this lot of peintless talk.”
Yo
- some things, Mr. Verbeck, but m:»'hhls

you are no better than a babe-, 5
take the fancy to do,sa.— I coul
you one of my n,
vou have gone too far
have discovered tm nm';b.’

Ym do not realue, sir,

be a very clever man in
~ beck shot downward, and the butt of his
- automatic had crashed against the Black
Sm’s h;aad mst hehmd the left ear. !

geck;uaa ;m:kei! him up in Ps
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left shoe, Mr. Verbeck, is resting on a
button in the floor—a button that works
a trigger—and you are standing over a
cement-lined pit twelve feet deep. Be-
fore you could shoot, my toe would
press the button—so! And down you
go, Mr. Verbeck, through the floor and
into the pit, and the trapdoor comes up
again—so !—and you are a prisoner in
the darkness—you who tried to match
wits with the Black Star!”

It all had happened in a second of
time. A section of the floor had swung
downward with a crash, and Roger
Verbeck had been dashed to the bettom
of the pit. The one shot he fired went
wild, the bullet burying itself in the
ceiling. The trapdoor closed again—
and the Black Star, standing at the end
of the table now, threw ba&-luhhmd
and laughed upmariouslgr‘- P

“And the laughter died in his throat
as he sank suddenly to the floor! For
Muggs was through the door as Ver-

aris, at a

Star and his - time when Muggs was contemplating

- how V&y thmwing himself into the Seine, for ..,:-: :
‘bmken his spirit and 1 '

misery and crime andlﬁibgim!

L

4
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was sobbing, and calling to Verbeck in
a low voice as he put his foot beneath
the table and felt for the button. He
could not find it at first, for in his eager-
ness he was not methodical. Then he
giveted down, and, getting down on
hands and knees, went over the floor,
inch by inch, until he felt a little knob
through the rug.

His hand went out; he pressed the
knob. At the end of the table appeared
a yawning chasm, as a section of the
flooring fell back. Muggs was at its
side in an instant.

“Bossl Boss!” he called.

“I'm all right, Muggs! Not even
mtcbaﬂ. m:}mt stunned. Hurry up
and get me out of hei'e. Anad wa‘tch
that chap——" 2

Muggs was on his feet, looking

wildly about the room. There was no

ladder, no rope, nothing that could

‘reach to the bottom of that twelve-foot
pit. But there was a couch in the cor-
ner, and Mﬂggs tore off the cover a.nd :

carried it to the pit's edge.

"‘Grahit, while I brace myself, boss,”
'Thm dmb—I mhol&‘ =

said last night at a private reception in
a private residence, eh? I know none
of his crooks was close enough to over-
hear me. And how does he know
what’s in my safe? He says he even
knows the combination of it, and I don’t
doubt him.”

“Then what are we going to do,
boss

Verbeck had slipped off his robe, and
now handed it, together with the mask,
to Muggs.

“Put these outside in the box, then
hurry back,” he directed.

As Muggs rushed away, Verbeck
bent forward and took off the Black
Star’s mask. There was revealed the
not unhandsome face of a man about
forty-five. Verbeck contemplated this

countenance as he started to remove the
Black Star’s robe. It was one he never
~ had seen before. Despite the Black
Star’s words, Verbeck had been half of

a mind that the master crook was some

knuwntathecatymgewalasa'
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little bell jangled again. On the wall
below it was a button, and this button
Verbeck pushed. He could hear the
click as the door was unlocked, and he
slipped through the door by which the
Black Star had made his entrance, and
found himself in another dusty, unfur-
nished room.

In a moment, he heard some one en-
ter the other door. He waited for a

time, as the Black Star had dong, then .

opened the door and walked boldly into
the room, nodding his head to the other
man in robe and mask, and taking his
position at the Black Star’s blackboard.
“No. Eight,” the other wrote.
“Countersign?” ‘ ~

“Harvard.”

Verbeck did not know, of course,
whether it was the proper countersign,
but he had to take the chance.

“Report,” he wrote.

“Have information you desired.”

The man stepped away from the

~blackboard, put one hand beneath his
‘robe, and took out a letter, which he

threw on the tabie. Tﬁm hgtwenf ba
: ‘and

indicated the Black Star contemplated
getting the Greistman jewels, reported
by means of the organization, no doubt,
The note had been written on a type-
writer, and there were no marks on the
envelope. Any active crook might have
been able to discover where the mem-
bers of the Greistman family slept, and
learn where the safe was kept, and how
the doors and windows of the library
were located, but only some one in close
touch with the family could know when
they anticipated taking the jewels from
the safe-deposit box and where they
would be kept the night after the ball.
Verbeck found himself wondering
how this information had been ob-
tained, and whether tlie man who now
stood before him in robe and mask had
obtained it or was merely a messenger
to carry it to the Black Star. He
stepped back to the blackbagrd -and
picked up the chalk again. _
“Where did you get mformamm?"

‘he wrote.

“As you mSFructed 2 cm the wnt—

dealmg with the Black Star,

hagw‘ifh ui!z_t;'tsidgr. And m%c:-

pepiaes o d 4
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evidently, for on each envelope a num-
ber was stamped. He found the one
marked "Eight,” and took out the sheet
of paper it contained., There were the

orders the Black Star had prepared for
this man:

At three o'clock in the afterncon there is
a committee meeting of the Browning Club
in a parlor of the second floor of the Na-
tional Hotel, at which Miss Freda Brake-
land will be present. Manage to be in the
lobby of the hotel after the meeting, and
meet Miss Brakeland as if by accident. Talk
of the Charity Ball, and ascertain whether
she is to wear the famous Brakeland jewels
at that affair. Report in usual manner here
at ten o'clock at night; and remember that
no excuse can be accepted for failure.

| Here was another glimpse of the
] Black Star's work. Verbeck, after a
'- moment’s thought, decided to give the
man his orders and let him go. He

4 *  Black Star, and discover all he muld
~ of the master crook’s plans. Pe

~ sale theft of valuable jewels; for it ap-
mm the Black Star intended a
ses ﬁi-mmes fo!lowmg mmﬂpy

m

would continue to play at being the

© he would be able to prevent theﬁhoxe—f

mind, none of which he could answer.
He decided to refrain from calling in
the police at present, at least until he
discovered more.

And now to Verbeck came another
plan he decided to use. He placed the
orders on the end of the table and mo-
tioned for the other man to pick them
up; then he hurried to his blackboard
and wrote supplementary orders there:

Pass the northwest corner of First Ave-
nue and American Boulevard at exactly two
o'clock in afterncon on your way to the
hotel. Stop on corner, remove hat, and pre-
tend to brush dust from it. 1f there is to be
any change in your orders, an envelope will
be slipped to you at that time; otherwise,
go ahead as you have been directed.

It seemed to Verbeck that the other
man expressed surprise in the way his
shoulders straightened and his head
lifted, and for an instant Verbeck

feared he had attempted too much. But

the other only nodded that he under-

‘stood, then saluted and backed out of

the &ear Two minutes later, Muggs
camemfmmmeothamqmaudm-

:
a
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the rooms and get that bunch of keys in
the right-hand drawer of my desk
“The keys fo the old place?”
“Yes, We'll take the Black Star
there, Muggs. Bring the car to the cor-
ner nearest this house, then hurry in
and help me with him. We've got to
have it done before dawn. Hurry!
That's what we'll do, Muggs! We'll
take the Black Star to the old house,
and there you'll guard him, while I play
master crook in his mask and robe.’

CHAPTER V
MUGGS ON GUARD,

WHEN Muggs had departed, Ver-

beck got up and walked into the
other room, where the Black Star was
on the floor in an uncomfortable posi-
tion. Muggs had left the window open,
and the cold air swept in, bringing sleet
and snow with it. It had been all one
with Muggs whether the Blzck Stnr
froze to death or not. y
Verbeck: closed the M‘Hr
d:dn t want to um:r ‘the man

“for feat some ather

beck to remain away from the house
except at night.

He went back to the furnished room
and conducted an investigation there.
First, he looked at the orders in the en-
velopes. Nine was the highest number
there, but Verbeck did not kndw how
many envelopes had been given out that
night before his arrival. And the or-
ders were astounding,

Only one had to do with gathering
information ; the others concernied pio-
jected crimes. Some of them, Verbeck
could not understand, since they re-
ferred to orders given prckusly ‘But
others indicated not only crimes, but the
manner in which they were-to be com-
mitted. They told what to steal and
just where to steal it, where there was
danger and where there was none.
Verbeck began considering whether he
should give these orders out if any

‘more men called. Taking the ptaee of

the Black Star did not include aiding in
crimes, he told himseli. He would is-

ﬂtetmlersai his own, orders that would

mm‘hmniihebhndimm

=) - 3 m_
and Muggsha& seen earlier in the n

‘there was an abundance

-
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No. 3, due at nine o'clock that might.
And from then until two o'clock the
next morning others were due at stated
mtervals. The entire band, it was evi-
dent, was to appear for orders within a
few hours and comparison of the book
with the printed orders gave Verbeck
an inkling of the scheme.

The Black Star had, indeed, planned
a staggering blow to the city's pride;
his band of crooks was to make a
specialty of stealing jewels taken from
safe-deposit boxes to be worn at the
Charity Ball.
valuable jewels would be protected only
by ordinary safes in residences, and,
during those few hours, the members
of the Black Star’s band would strike.

Verbeck went in to see that the Black
Star was as comfortable as he
be while bound and gagged, mdthaa
walked over to the window. The storm

For a few hours, these

their way slowly up the hill and to a
well-paved street, and there Muggs
turned on the lights and the car rushed
forward through the night. :

The old Verbeck place was one of the
city’s landmarks. It was closed now,
and had been closed for the greater part
of the past five years. It had been be-
queathed Verbeck, the last of his fam-
ily, by his father, and the young man
had had no desire to repair it and live
in it alone, with a staff of servants. He
preferred his apartment, and to live in
it with no servant except Muggs.

But now, betrothed to wed Faustina
Wendell, Verbeck was contemplating
tearmg down the old house and erect-
ing a mansion in its place for his bride.
The present house occupied the center
of the block. It was surrounded by
trees and tangled underbrush. The
walks about it were in poor condition,
and nobody ever approached it. It was
fo this place that he was taking the

It was a long, cold ride. The Black

 Star groaned, and threw his head from
- &m\mmwumm
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“There, Mr. Black Star!” he said.
“It has been an exciting night. You
sent a man to invade my apartment,
and in turn I invaded your place of
business—I suppose that 1s what you'd
call it—and made you prisoner, with
the aid of this very good friend of
mine. And now you are here—and I'm
quite sure you don't know just where.
And here you'll remain for the time be-
ing, until I form some plans and put
them 1in operation. You'll be kept
warm, and you'll have food. Muggs
will guard you. And you'll be unable
to escape.”

“All very clever,” the Black Star re-
torted. “But you are playing with fire,
Mr. Verbeck, and are liable to be badly
scorched.”

“I'll run the risk of that.”

“Remember, I told you my organiza-
tion has a long arm. I'm storing all
this up against you.”

“Very kind of you, I'm sure.” He
turned to Muggs. “How do you want
to work this thing?” he asked.

“Just let him fuss around with his
hands tied, boss,” Muggs said. ~ “I'll
geta strap or some rope from the closet
and tie 'em properly. And if he tries

any funny tricks, I'll either shoot him * :Ch
.Oi‘pomldhmmﬁehead with the butt
‘_nf the gtm—-’tts

mmat_erml You‘ can

. Wﬂ@ﬂ%

evils of a nefarious existence. The
Black Star looked disgusted,

“If you're going to keep me pris-
oner,” he told Verbeck, “I'd be obliged
if you'd give me another jailer.”

“What's the matter with Muggs?”

“Barring the fact that he is insane,
he may be all right. I don’t want to be
talked to death.”

Verbeck gave him a grin, for an-
swer, and unpacked the groceries, He
had small time to spend here, and, tak-
ing Muggs into a corner, he bade him
be sure to guard the pnsoner carefully.

“You may not see me ‘again until to-
morrow morning, Muggs,” he said. “T’ll
be busy this aftermoon, and to-night
I’'m going to that house where the Black
Star has his headquarters, and start
some plans going.’

“You'll be careful, hﬂss?"

“I'll. be careful, Muggs. When it
comes time for sleep, what are you go-
ing to do here?” -

“Stay awake, I guess.”

“There is a vegetable pit in the base-
ment, remember, Get plenty of blankets
from the closet.and put them there, a‘nd
make him climb down and sleep on

‘them. You can bolt the trapdoor and ¢

.

not use it ﬂiat afternoc :
ten minutes aftwo,hewasstan in
~ the corner on which he had dir
th“emokthe'm@t

whbhmhatanﬁumﬁ
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corner now was a jam of human beings.
Verbeck crossed the street and stood
beside a stone pillar in front of a show
window, from where he could watch
easily,

The hour of two arrived, and Ver-
beck scrutinized every man who passed
the corner. Five minutes passed, and
no one had given him the signal. And
then he saw Howard Wendell, the
brother of his fiancée, walking slowly
down the street close to the curbing.

Verbeck drew back quickly behind
the pillar. If Howard Wendell saw
him, he undoubtedly would stop to talk,
and Verbeck did not want to hold a
conversation just then.

Wendell passed, without seeing him.
He stopped for an instant on the cor-
ner; he removed his hat, and he ran
one hand around the brim of it, as if
brushing away dust.

Verbeck's jaw dropped and his eyes
bulged with amazement. The next in-
stant he was chuckling at the coinci-
dence of it. There was no possibility

-of Howard Wendell being a member of
the Black Star’s band, of course. The
boy accidentally had done what Ver-
beck had ordered the crook to do, that
was all—and, when he came to think of
it, Verbeck realized it was a natural

- thing for any man to do, and wished he
LR B P e et S e wighy mlithg_

get into a first-order gang like that of
the Black Star? They'd not have him!
I'm crazy to think of it!"”

He looked at his watch; it was a
quarter of three. He decnded to go to
the hotel where the unknown crook was
to hold conversation with Miss Freda
Brakeland. Perhaps he could decide the
matter there, learn the crook’s identity.

The lobby of the hotel was thronged
when Verbeck entered. He met men
and women he knew, but managed to
keep free from lingering conversation,
He wanted to be at liberty to make a
complete investigation.

Then he met Faustina Wendell face
to face.

“Why, Roger!” she gasped. “Fancy
meeting you here! I've heard you say
you hate hotel lobbies,”

“I came in to take a peek so I'll hate
them more,” Verbeck replied. “And
you?"”

7 “Browning Club meeting, dear.”

“It is over already ?” -

“A quarter of an hour ago. In fact,
we met only to postpone it, for every
one is talking of the Charity Ball to-
morrow night.”

“I see,” said Verbeck. He did see—

that he had missed his chance to learn

the identity of the crook.
“Icamcdownh&ndemic," Emi-
tina continued. “Come % heme




“You don’t seem to be yourself |
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died two years before, leaving an es-
tate-much smaller than was anticipated.
His widow had built a modern apart-
ment house, and from it derived an in-
come, the Wendells living in one of the
apartments on the first floor. Yet they
had enougb to maintain their position
in qocmty. and this was an important
pos:tmn for the Wendells were an old
pioneer family, noted for piety and
pride.

“You are looking tired,” Verbeck ob-
served.

“You're not very complimentary,
Roger. Perhaps I am a bit tired,
though.”

“Too much Charity Ball?" he asked.

“1 am not. worrying much about that.
I intend going, of course.”

“I should hope so,” Verbeck said.

“Would it disappoeint you very much
if 1 said I'd rather not?"

“’\Iothmg you can do will dnsappomt

" he said loyally; “but I cannot im-
agme a Charity Ball without you in at-
tendance. Are you thinking of re-
maining away ?” .

She was looking ahend,. and Vuﬁgdi
imagimd that her lips quivered fo:
instant. _
“Is anything the matter?” he asked.

“I—oh, it is nothing, Roger! P&—
haps aflha-lmnm Letustﬂk

noon, dear? All right—let us leave it
until then. Perhaps I'll be feeling
better.”

“And there is no trouble—nothing I
can do to help?’ he persisted.

“Foolish boy! I'm just—just tired.”

“Then I'm going to run right away
and let you rest. I'd ought to be down-
town, anyway. I'll telephone the garage
for my car.”

He went to the telephone and sent in
his call, then returned to sit beside her.
She was trying hard to smile and act
naturally, but Verbeck knew something
was troubling her. But he imagined it
might be something connected with the
family finance, and so did not press her
for an answer.

The car came from the garage, and
Verbeck left, and drove through the
streets in a way that defied all traffic
ordinances. He had failed to identify
the crook who had received orders to
speak with Miss Freda Brakeland. And
semethmg was ttou‘olmg his &mcée, and

; Izustma had refused to confide in him.

had been an unprofitable afternoon.

¢
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Presently he entered again, to find a
masked and robed figure standing be-
fore the blackboard. Number and
countersign were given, and Verbeck
handed the man his orders and a twen-
ty-dollar bill taken from the drawer in
the table. The man bowed, and went
out.

Nine-thirty brought another man, gd
the same ceremony was observed.
o'clock brought the member of the band
to whom Verbeck had given orders the
night before. After he had written his
number and countersign, Verbeck
whirled to the blackboard.

“Report.,” he wrote,

“Browning Club meeting was post-
poned, and 1 missed the person you

4 mentioned,” the other scribbled on the |

board. “I followed her, and spoke with
her later in a tea room. She will wear
her jewﬁls including the famous ruby
collar.”

= V@rb&knwdediorthemantoerm
 himself
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"_)Ietbednh:ew she was a woman be—
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beck dared do nothing that would
arouse suspicion and endanger the plan
he had formed.

“Very well,” he wrote on the board;
then went to the table and tossed the
proper envelope toward the other.

The man picked it up and read the
orders. It seemed to Verbeck that he
appeared startled. He went to the
blackboard and wrote again :

“Are you sure, sir, that these are my
orders?"”

“Yes,” Verbeck wrote.

“Must I carry them out

“They must be carried out—to the
letter,” wrote Verbeck.

The other hesitated a moment, then
wrote rapidly on the board:

“You are unfair, but I am unable to
help myseli.”

And then, as Verbeck started for-
ward, the other saluted and darted out -
of the door, to hurry down the dusty
hall. er returned to the table. He
half wished he had forced the other
man to remove his mask.

Ten-thirty o'clock brought a woman.




SN T eee N

i

orders for you, and you'll attend to
them first. Do you understand *

“Yes,” she wrote.

He threw her envelope on the table,
and she read the instructions it con-
tained. She, too, scribbled a protest on
the blackboard.

“Tsn't it dangerous?” she wrote.

“Carry out your orders. You do not
know all the scheme, remember.”

“I understand. I'll obey.”

Then she hurried out.

At eleven o'clock, the bell tinkled
again, and Verbeck admitted another
of the band. This one, too, was a
woman. She appeared timid, whereas
the first had given every indication of
being used to this sort of thing. Her
hand trembled as she wrote her number
on the board. Then she gave her coun-

= tersign, and waited.
- Evidently she was not working on a
case, but had reported to get orders.
Verbeck had no orders ready for her,

v for her number had not been on the list

~he had found in the Black Star's book.
~Apparently this was her first -
else the Black Star had not .

plded‘mtkmgmeofbwatthe

ﬁ o e ik m_,;;?
e table, Verbeck
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“Where did you get that ring?” she
wrote rapidly.

Verbeck answered on his board:

“Why? Do you fancy it?"”

“Where did you get it?"

“That is my personal and private
business/” he wrote. The ring was a
pecuhiar signet he had picked up abroad,
and had worn for years.

The woman dropped the chalk to the
floor. She raised one hand, as if to
put it to her face; she dropped it again;
her eyes burned into Verbeck's from
behind her mask; then she gave a cry
that expressed pain and despair, and
hurried through the doer and into the
hall.

“Well, what do you think of that®”
Verbeck mused. “Was she really
frightened, or only playing a part? I
wonder if the Black Star has been treat-
ing her badly, and has made Rer afraid
of him? She seemed awfully mter-
ested in my ring—because she'd never .
noticed it on the Black Star’s hand, I
suppose. If she should be suspmous
- But she couldn’t do anythmg,

Hctnokmdcrsbehdprmd: '




Rogue for a Day

behind a lamp-post a short distance
away.

Verbeck stepped into the vestibule,
waited a moment, then stepped out
again quickly. Again he saw the man
dodge behind the post.

Darting down the steps, Verbeck ran
toward the man. A shadowy form
rushed across the driveway and lost it-
. self in the shadows of the underbrush.
Verbeck stopped and retraced his-steps.
He doubted whether he could catch the

man, and he wasn’t inclined to pursue

him at that hour of the morning. Per-
haps it was not a man watching him, but
a lurking thief, he thought ; and, at the
same time, he felt that he had been un-
der surveillance.

CHAPTER VIII.
THE POLICE Gr.'r A m
VERBECK arose at noun, to face th: ‘

23

“Feich him up,” Verbeck directed,
and began carrying in the food he had
purchased before running out from
town.

It was a surly Black Star who en-
tered the living room, with Muggs at
his heels urging him on. Hé no longer
was handsome, because of a two days’
growth of beard and dark circles un-
der his eyes. He glared at Muggs
malevolently as he crossed the room
and sat down sttﬂiy on a divan,

“How long,” he demanded of Ver-
beck, “are you gomg to keep me pris-
oner, with a2 maniac for jailer?”

“Probably until a late hour to-mght
But you need not be confined in the pit

ain. I'm going to have Muggs keep

ou in this room, where it is warm and
comfortable. 1 want to gwe you a bit
of liberty until to-nig ;

“ﬁnd fheu?' L e
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“Why don’t you call in the police,
boss "’

“And spoil everything? I'm going
through with this now—I'm going to
nab the Black Star and his gang.”

“Then there’s something big com-
ing off, and I'm not to be in on it?”
Muggs demanded.

“Neither am I, Muggs—at the mo-
ment it comes off. But we'll both be in
at the finish—and we’ll be there strong.
Just curb your curiosity, Muggs, until
this evening. I'll explain everything
then. Careful, now, and don’t let the
Black Star escape. I fancy you've been
aggravating him.”

“Aw, boss——"

“He looks it. Haven't you?”

*T was just reciting a list of his sins,
boss."” £

“Well, Muggs, recite less and keep
your eyes open more. Watch every
move he makes. Don't you use that
telephme, and don't let the Black Star
get near it. I had it connected so we
can use it to-night. Now, I'm off!”

He got in the roadster and ss;atted.
back downtown. He stopped before a

suburban drug store and went into a
tele‘phone booth. He had not wanted to.

; Send thas teiephone message from his
ment nor from the old Ver-
’beak place, for it might be traced.

He called police headquarters, and

then Verbeck heard himself commanded
to spealk.

““I have run down and caught the
Black Star,” he said. “I am holding
him prisoner now. I cannot hand him
over to you just yet, for, if T did, and
the least news of it leaked out, you'd
never catch one of his gang, and, with-
out his gang, you never could convict
him. Never mind how I know it—I
am not talking nonsense. You've got
that "

An excited voice told him that the
chief understood.

“Now, listen to this,” Verbeck went
on. I have arranged for all the Black
Star’s band to be at a certain place at
the same time, so you and your men
can take them all. Keep quiet, chief,
and don’t ask questxm 1 want you
to send men enough to arrest them—

eight men and two women are in the

crowd. T

are to be arrested just
when and w

here T say. If you let as

‘much as one of them escape, all my

work and yours probably will have been
for nothing. When you get them, you'll
ﬁnd stolen property on every one. And
as soon as Ile_:am you have all of them

theﬁvk
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drive furiously down the thoroughfare.

No excited chief of police could bully®

him with a lot of mandatory questions,
he told himself. Let them fuss and
fume for a time, then they’d listen when
he telephoned.

His actions had the desired effect.
At police headquarters, there was a
spirited debate for five minutes between
the chief and his secretary as to whether
the telephone communication had come
from some practical joker, The secre-
tary was inclined to believe that it had.
The chief insisted that some member of
the Black Star’s band had turned
against him, and was engineering his
dewnfall. _

Verbeck drove on through the streets
until he reached the Wen ell apartment

house. Faustina was waiting for him,

and again Verbeck noticed that anxiety

~ was stamped on her face, and now he =
thought there was a look of fear, also.

“Well, here we are,” he said. “Am{
what about the ball ?” :

“I—I have decided to go,” she sasd;
leomﬁ him

“There seemed to be something
troubhng you yesterday, and there cer-
tainly i1s to-day,” he said. “Can’t you
confide in me, Faustina? Is there any-
thing wrong—anything T can do to
help P

“Nothing you can do—to help,” she
said.

“Then there is something wrong?”

“Don't ask me, please, Roger. I'm
nervous, worried. Just let me rest un-
til to-night—I'll try to be all right then.
Certainly I'll go to the ball with How-
ard—and expect you later, And now
you'll go, won't you, Roger? 1 must lie
down—and rest.”

The puzzled Verbeck walked slowly
to the door, Faustina following him. He
took her in his arms and kissed her.

‘She did not return the caress, and she
seemed on the veege of tears.

“Don’t worry,” he said softly.
“Y.’mun me. nnt 0 worry "

v,
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questioas?”* he demanded. “This is no
hoax, so you'd better act on my tip.”

Then he told the chief where the
members of the Black Star’s band could
be captured, and when, and how.

CHAPTER IX.
“CHICKENS COME HOME TO RoosT!”

THAT evening, there came the heavy

winds again. They came as night
descended, to howl about buildings and
shriek through the streets, carrying the
merest suggestion of snow. They
swayed the arc lights, rattled signs,
and shook skeletons of trees. And then
they settled down to a steady blow from
the north, and seft snow began to fall

“heavily. ‘And through the steady sheet

of snow gleamed thousands upon thou-

~ sands of incandescent bulbs at the big

hall where the Charity Ball was to be
held.

That hall had been built to hold thou-
sands, and its capacity would be tested
this night. On the dancing floor would

~be women famous in society, stately
~ matrons, pretty girls enjoying their

first social season. Gowns to dazzle

~would be shown by hundreds, and

jewels—precious and famous jewels—

- would flash reflection from myriads of

electric Bﬁ&_-—]ewels taken from safe-

quarters, ascertain that the members of
the Black Star’s band were in jail, and
then turn over the Black Star himself.
He would have a good excuse to escape
the plaudits of the police and reporters
at headquarters—he would have to
hurry to the big hall to dance with his
fiancée and escort her to her home.

The gates were open, and Verbeck
sent the car through and along the
driveway, and brought it to a stop
where it would be shielded by the cor-
ner of the house from the swirling
sSnNow.

When he entered the living room,
the Black Star was sitting on the divan
in the corner, and Muggs was “pacing
back and forth before him, still preach-
ing on the merits of an honest existence
as compared to a life of thievery.

“Everything is lovely, boss,” he re-
ported to Verbeck. “This gent has been
getting restless, but he hasn't made a

“move he shouldn’t. I've been hoping

he would—I haven't taken a pot shot at
a man in ages.”
~—“We'll have “no eamagae, Muggs,
said Verbeck, laughis :
‘hand him over enti

Give me that
genﬂeumn‘
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about this thing Boss, I told you I
had a hunch.”

“I'm afraid your hunch isn't working
well this time, Muggs. The thing has
been accomplished. I'm merely wait-
ing here until the police make a move T
requested them to make, and then we'll
surrender the Black Star. It hasn’t been
so very much of an adventure, after all,
has it, old man? There hasn’'t been
much e)\citemcntv-—-not what we call ex-
citement.”

“I'll not be satisfied until the police
have their hands on him, boss.”

“Neither shall I. But nothing is go-
ing to happen, Muggs, to bother us.
heep that hunch of )ours until another
time."”

Muggs resumed his guard of the pris-
oner, and, though he asked Verbeck
nothing concerning the plans he had

made. there was a question in the ex-

pression of his face. Verbeck lighted a
cigar for himself, and sat down not far
from the Black Star. He Mked at his
watch.

- “It is hali after ten,” he axmwnced
“Mr. Black Star, in exactly an hour and
ahalfth:police will take into custody

moi‘g\upeoplﬁ.e%htm and two

tire gang at one swoop. They'll be kept
separate until I turn you over and tell
all T know. With those facts upon
which to work, the detectives will have
no trouble getting confessions. As for
you—Muggs and I can swear to enough
to convict you, especially after the po-
lice have searched that house where you
had your headquarters.”

There was a look of apprehension in
the Black Star’s face now, but he did
not pretend to Verbeck that he was
alarmed.

“May I ask how you expect to catch
these persons ?” he asked.

“Yes—and I'll tell you. There was
a flaw in your perfect arrangement, Mr.
Black Star. You taught your crooks to
work in the dark, and not ask questions.
They have faith in you; and if you or-
dered one of them to enter the First
National Bank at noon and hold up the

first teller to the right, he'd perhaps do

it, believing that his work was only a

part of a big scheme, and that he'd es-
‘cape consequences because of some plan

said the Black Star. “I

of yours."”

“True,”
have issued orders that seemed danger-
ous,bubmnotsowhenamhqw
all the different angles of my plan.”
“Exactly.
ders that seemed dangerous, scarcely an

- objection was raised You waat fo

And so, when I 'gn:vem -
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put a bit of red ribbon on the lapel of your
coat. If you see others wearing this sign,
do not speak to them or give them any at-
tention. Follow these instructions to the let-
ter, and our great plans will be consum-
mated. It is. to be a big c¢lean-up, and all
arrangements have been made.

Verbeck ceased reading, und looked
across at the Black Star.

“You understand " he asked. “Each
one thinks he does not know all the plan,
but will be safe if he carries out his
instructions. I gave each a bill out of
that drawer in the table, and I teld the

- women to wear the red ribbon on their
shoulders. A seore or more of detec-
tnrea will be in the neighborhood. At

ight, they will take in custody all
vﬂ!ﬁ ‘wear the red ribbon. A quick

“search will disclose stolen property in

their possession. You see? I don't
know whether I'm guilty of a felony or

. net,a:ﬂermgshmtostall*ethat but

Gk I guess I'll be forgiven, since it is in

 sucha good cause.
- . “So there goes your perfect arrange-
M Mr. Black Star. Those crooks

:" whohavebemtrushagyoumubems--

.-knowsmcwﬂ-—:hemd
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“But this is not pointless talk, Roger
Verbeck. It is very miuch to the point,
I told you that I had an erganization
that gathered information, didn't 1?7 I
said it was separate and distinct from
the band that committed the crimes.
You have made the grave wmistake, I
fear, of mixing the two bands together
—and the consequences will nat be to
your liking.”

“Indeed "

“Yes—indeed! How do you suppcse
I heard of your boast at that reception
a few nights ago? How do you sup-
pose I know so much about people's
private affairs? I'll tell you, Roger
Verbeck—I know becanse men and
women of your acquaintance belong to -
my organization. You don’t believe
that, eh? You wilh—sm i

“I scarcely can magme any of my
friends turning croo -

“Not voluntarily, pa!haps. Net be-
cause they need money, either—not
always.”

“Explain,” Verbeck said.

“I've told you I have a wrtuer who
work to-

[ '.,_.u .. ) 3
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my liberty, and you’ll be moving heaven’

and earth, with me beside you, trying to
prevent the capture of those people at
the Charity Ball. You know who told
me of your boast at that reception? He
told me because he admires your na-
tive cleverness—begged me to stop
everything, and leave town, for—he said
—if you started out to get me, you'd do
it.”

“He was a sensible man, and you
should have taken his advice,” said
Verbeck.

“I am telling you the truth, Verbeck.
The man who told me was Howard
Wendell, the brother of the gzrl you
expect to marry

“You lie!” Verbeck cried, springing
from his chair. Muggs snarled, and
stepped forward, ready for a fray, but
Verbeck motioned him back. -
=“I do not lie,” said the Black Star.
“I told you to beware, that the chickens

might come home to roost. Two mﬁsj o

ago, Howard Wendell was in Ch
on some business for bﬂ?ﬂe.,

Verbeck still stood before him, hands
clenched.

“But the next day he was informed
that the check would be presented,
would be returned, and that he would
be arrested for having written jt—in-
less he did as he was ordered. That is
how Howard Wendell became a mem-
ber of our organization.”

“You beat!” Verbeck cried.

“Don’t beat me up yet—please,”
sneered the Black Star. “If you stop
to do that, you'll suffer considerable an-
guish later. I am not done—there are
more chickens coming home to roost.
What numbers did the men have, those
to whom you gave orders?”

Fearing, Verbeck told him.

“So? Howard Wendell is one of

knew him—we wanted him.. Lsﬂaaﬂ-. gather
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had ordered it some days before. She
was brought into the organization
through her love for another, a mem-
ber of her family. So she'll be caught,
too, eh? And do you know her identity,
Roger Verbeck? Do you know the
woman vou are handing over to the po-
lice, through meddling with my affairs?
Il tell you—gladly: She is Miss Faus-
tina Wendell—your fiancée!”

CHAPTER X.
CAUGHT IN A NET.

SILENCE followed the announcement
of the Black Star—silence for a
mometﬂ:, during which Muggs watched
his master, and. waited for the sign that
‘he was to choke the man on the divan
‘into insensibility for daring to say such
a thing. But the sign was not given.
Suddenly Roger Verbeck felt sick at
heart. The Black Star’s tone, his bear=
ing, the expression in his face told that
he spoke the truth. And Verbeck knew
ewugh to confirm it. Faustina had
begn acting in a peculiar manner.  And
‘that second woman who had called on

hmmtht Black Star's headquarters—

~how timid she had appeared, how
afraid! She had reeled when shesmll

writing, for instance, notes giving in-
formation——"

He stopped, at thelook that came into
Verbeck’s face.

“And you think I'll let you go now "
Verbeck demanded. “Why, I'll fight
you more than ever now! You've made
a cat’s-paw of that boy; you've dragged
the sweetest and most innocent girl in
the world into your hlthy scheme——"

“The prosecuting attorney: won't
consider her innocent when he reads
those notes.”

“You'd have me let you go—then
you'd try todragmmﬁothemassto
save my intended wife! And, through
me, others—and so on! It's fight you
- and beat you now, else sarrender to you
like a coward, and let you go ahead with
your uefarious plans. T'll take the
chance, Mr. Black Star!” :

Verbeck looked at his watch; it was
a quarter of eleven. He whirled to
face Muggs.

“Guard this crook !” he cried. “Guard
him well? Shooth:m:fhemﬁto
ml"




perilously
~ most emo'clock hebad,.mpleme'
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perhaps her love and fear for her
brother would lead her to do so. She
might be caught in the act—Faustina
Wendell, proud daughter of one of the
pioneer  families, caught stealing
jewels!

And his ring—she had recognized
that! Great Heaven! Did she think he
was the Black Star? Did she imagine
he had played on her love to make her
a member of a band of thieves? What
might she not suspect, when she had
seen that ring?

She would remember that he h.xd led
a sort of wild life in the ends of the
earth, never showing a tendency to set-
tle down until he had fallen in love with
her. She might pile up the little things
until she had a mound of evidence—
women do such things., She might
doubt his manhood, really believe he
was the master crook, brutal enough to
endanger the girl he professed to love,
and her brother. Had Howard Wen-
dell noticed that ring, too? Haid How-
ard been the midnight prowler waiting
on the boulevard to see what time Ver-
beck reached home?

He was in the car, out of the yard,
rushmg like the wind down the street,
not caring whether the machine skidded

‘through the snow. It was al-

There was more than an hour—he
had ample time. He drove the machine
at a furious pace, disregarding police,
who shrieked at him, barely missing
trolley cars, dodging pedestrians at
crossings. Out along the long boule-
vard it was easier going, for there the
wind had swept the pavement clear of
snow, and there was not so much traffic.
He left the paved street and cut down
the hill toward the old house where the
Black Star had established his head-
quarters. He did not have time to take
precautions ; he trusted to the good for-
tune that always had stood at his side
in emergencies. He turned the machine
to the curb a block away from the
house, sprang out, and rushed across
vacant lots toward his goal.

Through the dusty hall he rushed,
reaching in his coat pocket for matches.
He found a candle in the furnished
room, and lighted it. Then breathlessly.
he began his search. 2

Nothing was in the drawer at the end
of the table except what he had seen
before. There was no furniture in the
room in which letters might bs con-
cealed. He inspected the couch, but
found nothing. He ripped the seat and
back from the armchair, but his search
was not rewarded. In the kitchen, he

.-opened dxawars and bum,' M-fwnd-

' .mfzmm
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reach the big hall where the Charity
Ball was being held, if he drove swiftly,
and so he had time for further search,
but it seemed of no use.

Staggering against the side of the
table, he threw out his hand to grip
the edge—and a drawer shot out!

He forgot the place and danger, and
gave a cry of joy. Accident had ac-
complished what search had failed to
reveal. The drawer was half flled
with papers. He inspected them quickly
—yes, there were several notes in Faus-
tina's handwriting, and a forged check
for three thousand dollars in the bolder
[ scrawl that belonged to Howard Wen-
g dell. The Black Star evidently had had
. that check close at hand to show the boy
} now- and then, in case he thought of
s ~ quitting the organization.

3 ‘There weré¢ other letters, too, the

~ handwriting of which Verbeck seemed
(- “to recognize, but could not quite place

- —letters written by other victims of the
- Black Star, he supposed.
~ He carried” them to the grate, set

=t I ™ W _ W .

‘the edge of it all the way
and immd one other drawer,
: An it, however, and

d all the dangerous papers there.
in the grate died down. Ver-

.-Jnm remained that would give a
'ﬂew out the candle and

' tllm‘-aﬁfe, fed them to the flames one
e. He ran back to table and

Watﬂehadsccuredand'&p

Mt&cm to make certain = e
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CHAPTER: XI.
CLOSE QUARTERS,

UGGS stood in front of the door
for a moment after Verbeck had
dashed from the house, then turned to
face the Black Star again. Muggs’ lower
jaw was shot out, his eyes were nar-
rowed, and, but for Verbeck's orders,
he probably would have launched him-
self at the Black Star and attempted
the old-fashioned retaliation known as
“beating up.”

Muggs was small in size, but he had
great strength in his arms and shoul-
ders, and possessed knowledge of a
multitude of tricks to aid him in the art
of self-defense or aggression. He wor-
shiped Rnger Verbeck, He was ready
at any time to fight for Verbeck, to de-
fend his life and his iness. The
fact that the Black Star hadmﬂhls
master misery was enough to make
Muggs want to throttle the man. But
Verbeck had decreed against that.

Muggs wished he was at his master’s E
ude, helping him in the fight. He im- ’
ﬂgmed Verbeck driving the roadster at
top speed through the streets to the big

ll; he fancied him n :
brilliant scene thmshc , Fu'rm&ed 2
doing at a later getting | auéum :
Wendell ancUn‘:r brother to pla
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The Black Star still was smoking the
cigar Verbeck had given him. He
blinked at Muggs, and puffed at the
cigar furiously, then suddenly bent
forward and bowed his head om his
hanis.

“That's right!” Muggs went on.
“Think of your sins! Do a little wail-
ing yourself. Cause my boss trouble,
will yeu? . You'd better put your head
in your bhands and wish you'd played
straight! Small good it will do you to
repent now, you scum !”

The Black Star’s bead bent lower ; he
was a picture of misery. Muggs looked
at him with scorn, and turned to walk
the Jength of the room. He stopped
his tirade long enough fo pick up a
sandwich from the table and begin eat-
ing it. He imagined the Black Star
about to weep because disaster had
overtaken him—and Muggs always felt
disgusted when he saw a man weep.

But the Black Star was not weeping
—he was endeavoring a subterfuge.
When he bowed his head, the burning
end of his cigar rested against the rope
that bound his wrists together. Now
and then he puffed again, until the rope
was mrche¢ .Estraﬁd after strand was

' hands on your

“Take that, you whelp!” the Black
Star cried. “Try conclusions with me,
will you—you and your precious mas-
ter? You haven’t whipped me yet!
There’s something in that old house I
want—money, and those letters—
money to gef me away to Chicage, and
the letters to send to the prosecuting
attorney with a sarcastic little note. I'll
fix your precious master and his girl.
And while he’s trying to save her, I'll be
taking a train out of town. As for my
crooks—bah! I never saw their faces
—they are no friends of mine. Let 'em
go to prison—there are plenty more
crooks to be had!”

He kicked the prostrate Muggs and
hurried from the house. He did not
know exactly in what part of the city
he found himself, but he made for a
crossing where he had seen a trolley
car flash past, where he could make a
start downtown.

And Muggs, groaning in pain, re-
mained on the floor, but he was not
fully unconscious. He had heard
every word uttered by the Black Star
—they seemed to ring in his brain. He
kept telling himself he wanted to get
up, he wanted to do something—but he
could not. He struggled mertally to
rise, and finally his will was com-

municated to his muscles. He mll,ed :
- over, sat up on the floor. -+ SR
D::zmess overcame. hm,hut

i
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Even in this moment of pain, Muggs,
though claiming no superior power of
reasoning, could not help but think what
a fool the Black Star had been to tell
Verbeck his schemes. That was the
man’s weakness—he had to boast. It
was boasting that had brought him to
the close attention of Roger Verbeck,
and caused all the trouble.

“My hunch—was right,” Muggs mut-
tered. “I told the boss—that I had a
hunch!”

He sat up again; the dizziness had
passed, but his head still pained. He
must act quickly, he kept telling him-
self over and over. Then the plan for
which he had been groping flashed into

| his brain.

1 ' Muggs sprang to the telephone and
‘ called police headqnartcrs He got the
chief on the wire. =

, lmrry He knocked me down ana
s I know where you mn catch
= him—if you're qmckl"

Y '4-.‘.‘

o,
- 1]

~to him from the frenzied chief,
“A  house—in the south end of
“A deserted

-
=
.+
e
=
‘.‘
"
b

town!” Muggs gasped.

gone there to get money, then

i) - ey

. ~hm! . . . What's that? Oh, yes
K —-I d:n&;‘t_gwe you the address!”

“The Black Star -has escapedﬁf hc?f
cried. “You’ll get his gang dowmtzﬂﬁ' =

Shouted queries and commandﬁm
- house—he has his headquarters there!
k‘ﬂgetoutofwwm You can catch

Muggs swayed from the te!ephoﬁe, :
~ moment. “had ga,thexnd his.
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cold air refreshed him. He started
along the driveway.

By the time he reached the boule-
vard, Muggs was himself again, except
that the pain pounded in his head be-
cause of the blows the Black Star had
given him. He hurried along the
street, half running. On the first cor-
ner he waited for a car.

An automobile came along, bound
for town, and Muggs hailed the driver.
He was a private chauffeur going to the
big hall to fetch home from the ball
some of the women of the family for
which he worked. Muggs told him it
was a matter of life and death, and the
chauffeur allowed him to crawl up be-
side him, and put on speed. Five min-
utes later, well down in town, Muggs
got off and hailed the first taxicab he
saw, oﬁermg d&uble paj tf g'ood time.

"‘The wﬁee"hﬁ'aded ‘Ffompﬂy on

~ Muggs’ information, and as the taxi-

‘cab whirled around a comer half a
dozen blocks from the goal, Muggs
could hear, in the distance, the shriek-
ing of a siren on a police automobile.
He urged his chauffeur to greater
~speed. At a corner he stopped the cab,
paid the driver, and the next moment
‘was running duwn thedaﬂ:ssde street
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on the nearest corner, and men piled
out of it and ran forward to surround
the house. Muggs gave them one
glance, then left the window and
stepped softly across the room. Light
was coming through that crack in the
door—the Black Star was there!

Muggs put his eye to the crack. He
did not see the Black Star—he saw
Roger Verbeck just blowing out the
candle and starting to enter the. dusty
hall!

The meaning of the situation flashed
over Muggs in an instant. The Black
Star had not arrived yet. Verbeck had
come here to get those letters before
going to the big hall. And he—Muggs
—had brought the police! They would
capture Roger Verbeck—and there was
nothing to prove that Roger Verbeck
was not the Black Star!

CHAPTER XII.
AT THE CHARITY BALL,

MUGGS jerked open the door,
rushed through the furnished
room, and entered the hall.

“Boss! Boss!" he hissed,

Verbeck was just recoiling from the
outer door. He closed it as noiselessly
as he could and hurried baek

l(m:r) .

lessly—Faunstina Wendell and ' her
brother, under the strain, might give
evidence that would convict him.

“We've got to get away, boss!"”

She had recognized the ring, Ver-
beck was thinking. Perhaps it was
Howard Wendell who had watched as
he went home that night. Yes—he'd
have to escape.

“Oh, boss! I said I had a hunch!”

“Quick " Verbeck whispered. “And
be quiet! My roadster is at the curb a
block away. We must get out and
reach it. How many policemen ?”

“A dozen at least, boss—and there
may be another auto full of 'em
coming.”

“Hush! Some one is trying that door
now. Into the kitchen with you#’

Muggs hurried through the kitchen
door. Verbeck pushed him into a closet
and bade him remain there until he re-
turned. Then he went from the kitchen
to the dining room, and there he lifted
his pistol and sent three shots ringing
into the ceiling.

Another instant and he was back in
the kitchen, in the closet with Muggs.

“Perhaps they’ll think the Black Star
has committed suicide when they hear
those shots and find there isn't a light,”

he whispered, “There is a window be-
hind you, Muggs. Canymopm;t_

guietly and without attracting menﬁﬂﬂ,,
w'm'le those pohce are weedeﬁng
e shots > P

it

¥ Tl it
st -t

s i e e Rt el o o el e



e AT o

36

I can see them in the hall thruugh the
keyhole.”

“This side of the house is dark, boss
shaded by trees. And there is a drift
of snow against it. We might get out
without being heard or seen.™

“Try it!" ordered Verbeck grimly.

Muggs went first, like a shadow, and
soon was standing beneath the window
in the deep darkness close to the wall.
Verbeck followed, almost afraid to
breathe, expecting every second to hear
the challenge of a policeman, and to be
taken. DBut finally he, too, stood in the
shadows against the side of the house.

“One man,” Muggs whispered. “See
him? We've got to burry—those cops
in the house will be through searching
soon. You wait here, boss.”

Muggs slipped away beneath the
trees; Verbeck could scarcely see him.
Nearerandnearerhegutto the unsus-
pecting policeman, who was watching
~ the group in front of the door. Then
‘Muggs sprang. and the policeman went
down. Tt had been done without noise,
with a single blow, but not effectually
mﬂﬁr to- mnder ‘the officer: uncon-

ltm:ﬁad acressandjamed
 Muges; mm;aecpbmm,ma
'-—'MMntbemontheM
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lead. They saw a police auto standing
in the street near them, another at the
other end of the block. And Verbeck’'s
roadster was a block away!

They were in the street now, run-
ning at their uimost speed. Behind
them came the pursuing policemen,
while others rushed toward the aotomo-
biles, intending to take up the pursuit
in that manner if the guarry got away.
Nearer and nearer they came to the
roadster. When they reached it,
Muggs sprang to the wheel. Verbeck
threw himself in beside Muggs.

“Shoot at "em a mp]e of times, boss,
and slow ‘em up,” Muggs said.

“That's going mo far. Get up on the
boulevard I’

The car started. &nnﬂler fusillade
of shots came, none taking effect. The
machine skidded around the corner and

‘dashed at the hill. It lurched and

swayed overthesoft,m&nred
ground. Behind came the two police
-automobiles, their sirens shrieking.
‘Muggs reached the boulevard, and
epemzdherup Hehadno:deaextept
_to shake off pursuit. Verbeck glanced
at his watch as they passed beneath a
light—it was twenty minutes ﬁflier’
~¢leven. Events had been

rapidly in the last half hour. Anﬂhn
waswﬁmgmﬂa-adosemﬁmt,
too. He had 1 the pur

~ he had to reach the big hall before ﬂt&
mwMﬁmuna w@mm 5



auto. larﬂinﬂ and sksdded dangeruusly
= - down a

Rogue for a Day a7

tially, at least, if the officers at the big
hall canght the thieves with stolen
goods in their possession.

They did not seem to be able to gain
on -their pursuers, and the precious
minutes were flying. They took cor-
ners at a reckless pace, zigzagging
through the city in a vain attempt to
outwit those who followed. |\ Now and
then Verbeck waved his hand to indi-
cate a turn, and Muggs obeyed.

They skirted the retail district, and
got to the wholesale district, where
there was scant traffic at this hour of
the night, but always behind them came
the two police automebiles, sirens
shrieking, officers screeching.

“We can't dodge ’em, boss!” Muggs
yelled.

Verbeck looked at his watch agam.
He had only thirty minutes! But an
automobile going at racing pace can
cover a lot of ground in thirty minutes,
even through the streets of a city. On
they dashed, twisting and turning,
never gaining, just holding their own.

Down another hill they raced, and
now they were near the stockyards.
Here there was no pavement ; here the
mud and slush and slime splashed over
the machine and around them, and the

 greater speed.

They made the turning, and Verbeck
dropped off; and then Muggs opened
her up again and dashed on along the
muddy street, and behind him rushed
the determined police in their two auto-
mobiles. They passed within forty feet
of Roger Verbeck, who was inside a
stockade, in close proximity to a hun-
dred startled Texas steers.

Less that thirty minutes—and he was
at the stockyards. There was not a
second to waste. He could not glance
at his watch to get the exact time with-
out striking a match, and he did not
dare do that because some watchman
might see and apprehend him. He got
out of the cattle pen and started run-

ning along the street in the dark, to- -
Slush and |
mud splashed over his trousers, and he

ward the nearest car line.

realized that he would not be the usual

well-groomed Roger Verbeck society ™

knew when he invaded the big hall.

He boarded a car, drew his evercoat
close around him, and crouched in a
corner. It seemed that the car stopped
at every street, that it made wretched
time.
seemed so long Verbeck looked at his
watch again, fearing he would be too
late. He felt on the verge of screech-
ing to the motorman to gnm the car

The blocks never before had
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The cab stopped before ome of the
entrances of the big hall. Verbeck
glanced at his watch again—it was five
minutes of twelve. As he sprang out,
he tossed the chauffeur a bill. He took
a deep breath, threw back his shoul-
ders, handed his ticket to the man at
the door, and stepped into the lobby of
the hall with a smile on his face.

Three men were loitering in the
southwest corner by the drinking foun-
tain. Two more were approaching, and
a woman was walking toward the foun-
tain from the opposite direction. All
the men wore bits of red ribbon on
their coat lapels—the woman on her
right shoulder.

And Verbeck saw samethmg else, too
—men wim were scattered about in

3
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midnight—and from the southwest cor-
ner of the lobby came sounds of a com-
motion as the detectives, obeying their
orders, closed in on the Black Star's
crooks! e

CHAPTER XIII.
MUGGS—GREAT LITTLE MAN!

VERBECK felt Faustina grow limp
in his arms, and he waltzed her to
a position near the wall and the door.
Howard stepped over to thenw.
“You—you—" Faustina was try-
ing to speak. =
“Don’t say a word,” Verbeck whis-
pered. “I understand everything. There
is no danger for you. I have destroyed
all the notes you wrote, and the check
Howard gave
“But——
“Thank Heaven I mn; ﬁme& Ial-
most failed to save ymﬂ" 2 =
“To save me——" 8
“Careful—whisper!  Step closer,

 Howard. 1, too, was almost canght in
ing the Black Star’s trap.

I discovered
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be bothered. I've saved you—but I had
a narrow escape.”

“Oh, Roger!” Faustina whispered.
“And—almost—I thought that you
were the Black Star. I recognized the
ring, and your hand—and Howard
watched that night and saw yeu go
home at four o'clock in the mor %

“1 was afraid of that,” Verbeck said.

“I didn’t—really—mistrust you,” she
said. “But it—it looked so peculiar.
And so we came here to-night—but we
talked it over first, and decided we'd
not steal. I couldn't do it, dear, and
neither could Howard. And you must
not blame Howard too much about that
check. He was young, thoughtless—it
has been a great lesson to him. They
really stole the money from him, and
he got it back from them. We intended

- going to the corner—at midnight—no
matter what happentd. We expected

4 the worst—but we couldn’t steal.”

i “My girl!” Verbeck breathed.

' There was more commotion in the

Iobhy Some of the dancers were walk-

ing in that direction, and Verbeck led

Faustina there, with Howard on her

other side, in a manner as naturalas

Black Sﬁr’s men and the woman
1 Betmea were tak-

“We've got to get out of this quick!”
he said, “That ‘man may have seen
you, may recognize you, [If we get out
now, we are safe, for if he saw you on
the street, afterward, in different
clothes, he'd never recognize you. And
nobody would suspect Faustina Wen-
dell. But right now it “ould be danger—
ous for him to see you.”

“What can we do?” Howard asked,
in sudden alarm.

“Quiet], Act naturally, for Heaven's
sake. Come with me to the door. You
came in the electric?”

“Yes,” Faustina said,

“(et all our things in the check room,
Howard—as naturally as possible, re-
member—and meet us at the door -

Already he was leading Faustina to-
ward the pearest entrance. The cap-
tain of detectives was rushing there to
go on guard immediately,
came from the check roem, and Ver-

beck put Faustina's wrap over her

shoulders:

“Wait a minute there!”
captain of detectives who called to
them. “I want to see you before you
go—— Oh, ’tis you, Mr. Verbeck?
You and your young lady and her
brother? Go right along, sir. We're

trying to catch a crook or tho—we £

waut to watch all wlm Ieave

Howard

It was the
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Waondering, Verbeck excused him-
self and stepped to one side.

“I've got the Black Star in the car
across the street, where it's dark”
Muggs said. “I gave him a crack on
the head and threw him on the floor of
the car and put a robe over him—but
he’s liable to come to, any time.”

“HO\V 39

“For the love of Mike, boss, hand
the devil over to the police and get rid
of him. I've still got that hunch!”

Verbeck hurried back to the others.

“Get in the eleciric and wait for me
at the corner,” he directed. “I'll be
only a minute or so.”

As they started on, Verbeck fol-
lowed Muggs across the street. He
knew exactly what he intended doing;

‘there would not be any waste of time.

“We'll act on that hunch of vours
right now, Muggs,” he said. “Drive to
the entrance of the hall.”

In a moment they were there. Ver-

beck went inside and called the cap-

tain of detectives to him. -

“Bring a couple of your men and

come out here,” he said. “I've got the

Black Star for you. Yes—come along!

I'm the man who caught him, captam
ki

Mum ibr_anmstaht, 3¢

He stepped aside with Verbeck, as
the officers carried the Black Star
around the corner to a patrol wagon—
the Black Star was wearing handcuffs.

“The police followed me back up in
town,” Muggs explained. “I couldn’t
get away by running, so I tricked "em.
I went to the union depot—time for a
bunch of trains to be due, you see, and
a big crowd there. I gota lead on ’em
and whirled around the corner and
stopped my car among a bunch of oth-
ers—got out and was standing on the
walk looking innocent and picking my
teeth when the cops rushed by. They
went on past the depot—supposed I had
gone that way. Easy! Then I started
up again to get back near the hall. Re-
member that dark space near the mid-
dle of the viaduct, where so many hold-
ups come off? Just as I got there, I
saw Mr. Black Star sneaking along with
a suit case in one hand. Stopped the
car and smashed him on the head with
a wrench before he knew it! Threw
him in the car and covered him up—
see? Easy!”

Verbeck’s hand gnpped that of
d then h: EII'--
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Frank Conl>

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

A NEW YOR.K physician, Doctor Thomas Bernard, iz examining the body of a wealthy patient,
Jobn Brittain, who bas just been found dedd, when be strangely encounters Humphrey Steene,
a detective, At Steene's request, Bernard goes the same sfterncon to the detective’s offices. and

learns (hat Steene is at the head of a of detectives who are operating agalnst a secref organ-
fzation thriving on graft and ecrime, b Ivan Ivanovitch. The omnlution is ealled the
Loyal Order of the White Bear. consisting of or probationers, who support the soclety finan-

clally ; members of the lutermedinte Degree, who are the men who commit the deeds of the order
as lald out by a large group known as the Inner Shrine, the third and highest division, Doctor
Bernard tells the detective that Joho Brittaln was murdered. At Steene's offices, from which
Ivan Ivanoviteh's rooms can be watched, they learn that Bernard is consldered n marked man by

the order. The doctor consents to join Steene and ald him to the end. A plun is formed whereby

attention can be turned from the doetor. Upon home, Bernard learns that Mildved Brit
been kldnaped, udthunonsmmm. herm-ln.hgm

tain—In whom the doctor has a personal mtem&—mho!% the reciplent of hor father's wenlth, has -
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But let me say that, despite these
considerations, 1 could not believe him
guilty. Humphrey Steene had sug-
gested a connection between these dra-
matic happenings and the fact that Bob
Brittain was his cousin’s heir. T wished
now that I had forced him to be ex-
plicit. He had bidden me to learn if
Bob Brittain was connected with the
Order of the White Bear. Here he
was, wearing an insignia that pro-
claimed him at least a “Cab” 1 was
tempted there and then to question him
régarding the order, but reframed.

Instead, I feigned astonishment, and
allowed himi to see something of my
very real anxiety.

“Sit down, Bob,” T invited. “T'll mix
you something, for you surely need a
bracer.”

He sank limply into a chair.

“All right, Tom; but tell me what to

dol I can scarcely think.”

1 handed him a stiff brandy and soda.
~ “Drink that,” T said, and he obeyed.
- “Now tell me, what have you done?”
T asked. -

' “l‘vq been to the pohce, and they

Detective Story Magazine

I didn’t show it to the police.
see why if you'll read it."

I took a note from the envelope and
read:

You'll

Oh, Bob, T am in terrible trouble, Had a
raging headache and went walking in the
park. I was about to cross the driveway
when an automobile drew up suddenly in
front of me, and before I could cry out, I
was hustled into it by two men who stepped
out from some bushes. I don't know where
they are going to take me, but 1 am terribly
frightened. From what I have overheard, it
will be useless to go to the police. Take this
to Dector Tom and get his advice. I shall
try to throw it into the street, in the hope
that it may reach you. Good-by. Mmry.

Bob Brittain’s handsome face was
turned eagerly to mine. I recalled that
even as a boy, selfish and headstrong,
he had always looked to me for help and
advice, when he found himself in deep
water. But this time I feﬁ amt as
helpless as he

Instead of running directly across ﬁ:e
city from the vicinity of the East River
to the Hudson, as most of the num-
bered streets do, West Fourth Street

has a way of popping up suddenly at

une:xpected corners. You find one end
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I tried to decide what I would have ad-
vised if I had known nothing of the
Order of the White Bear, and had
never seen Humphrey Steene. Taking
this note to headquarters would have
been the first step. That could be dis-
pensed with, inasmuch as Steene would
certainly consult with the commis-
sioner himself, if he considered it ad-
visable.

I might advise Bob Brittain to secure
the services of the clerk who had re-
ceived the note. In West Fourth Street,
or its jmmediate vicinity, they might
come upon the man who had brought it
to the club. I could see nothing against
this plan, so I suggested it. He clutched
at it eagerly, only asking that I should
go also.

In ordinary circumstances, I would
have gone—nothing could have re-
strained me from going, I would have
thought. But the knowledge that I was
a marked man restrained me . If I was
to be of any use to Humphrey Steene,
I must allay the suspicions of the or-
~der regarding what-1 knew.

"~ “I could do no possible good, Bob,”
I told him. “If you find your man, and
the locality where the note was p!clmd
t—um td@hone me and I shall come.”

d-up, anxious not to lose

CHAPTER X.
A MYSTERIOUS ACCIDENT.

AT eleven next morning, the butler

answered my ring and admitted
me to the Brittain residence on Fifth
Avenue.

“Mister Robert is in the library, sir.
He expects you,” said Fielding.

There was something fascinating
about Fielding; he was so stolid. He
was English, and his late employer had
considered him a treasure. Certainly
he had the busiess of being a butler
reduced to a fine art, but he was alto-
gether too smooth for my liking. 1
found myself" recalling my suspicions,
aroused by Humphrey Steene’s avoid-
ance of the man. But if he knew any-
thing, it was hidden behind an inscra-
table mask of punctilious dignity—the
mask of the perfect Engﬁﬁ man-
servant.

Bob Brittain was unfeignedly g!ad to
see me, but he looked a wreck.

“Any results?” I asked, though I
knew already what the answer would
be. He shook his head despondently,

“Nothing. We kept up the search so
long as there were a dozen people to

saw nothing of the Italian. We're go-

_mgdownﬂmereagamth:tsafm =
as smn;‘.; amhns, the clerk a’Lﬂ."-:" ey

be found on West Fourth Street, but
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there John Brittain had been found
dead, only the day before. My com-
panion’s next speech came as a distinet
shock :

“Tom—don’t tell me I'm  getting
nutty—do you think it possible that my
uncle met with foul play ™

Strange how little control we have
over our own thoughts, Here was I,
prepared with my last breath to de-
fend my old chum against the sugges-
tion from any one else that he might
be an accomplice of his uncle’s mur-
derer. Yet, at these few words, inno-
cently uttered, I caught myself wonder-

- ing if he could be playing a part. Why
} had he asked that question? What had
suggested “foul play” to his mind—un-
- less he knew, and desired to know
e ‘whether 1 suspected?
| His next words relieved me, reveal-
4 ing, as they did, the perfectly lagmal
I working of his thoughts.
== - "I can't help thinking that he must
3 have had some secret enemy. Why has
~ Mildred been kidnaped? Where has
F _;shebeenhkan* Who is responsible?
~“And if we could answer these ques-
umm; ‘might we not find that Uncle
jognb iqzas ﬁlfdéredwby the use of

5 qhggsfxmssawdme

In a few moments, Fielding appeared
from the servants’ staircase. His eye-
brows went up slightly in astonishment.

“This thing fell over of its own ac-
cord. - 1 think I must have bruashed
against the plant on entering the room,
and perhaps moved the whole thing
rather near the edge.”

“It was a trifle large for the pot, sir,”
said the butler. “With your permiis-
sion, gentlemen, 1 shall open the door,
I believe it is Mr. Whiting. I shall
have the wreckage cleaned up immedi-
ately, sir.’

Obeying his gentle hint, we retm-ned
to the library, and waited for him to
announce the lawyer. I thought I had
been most convincing in my pretense at
believing myself responsible for the ac-
cident ; but I would have staked a thou-
sand dollars that that most estimable
butler had had his ear glued to the key-
hole while we were talking,

Something
~ he heard had startled him so violently

that he had forgotien all about the plant

“in the jardiniére, and, stepping back

suddenly, had knocked it over. Was

“it the sound of footsteps on the steps
outside; or had my words appeared

ommoustcaguﬂty cnnsmem:e.‘!wm

~ dered.
“Confounded funny business, that
thmg gmqg‘_ov_gt ice that ] === =

Bob n's nerm were still

ofrer

m&f

Sl s

)
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trust? Not another patient on your
hands, doctor?"”’

“Mildred was kidnaped—yesterday,”
said Bob.

The little lawyer's plump cheeks grew
red.

“Kidnaped! Pre-posterous!”  he
ejaculated, almost angrily.

Bob Brittain put Mildred’s note into
his hand.

His jovial countenance assumed a
worried expression.

“Pre-posterous !” he ejaculated once

more.
He was examining the note and the
envelope that had contained it.
“You are sure this is Miss Brittain’s
writing 7
“Positive !”
together,
“What have you done?

Both of us answered

What are

vou doing here, idle, with danger hang-

ing over that child?”

“I've been to the police,” Bob Brit-
tain told him. “I didn’t show them the
note, so they were -inclined to believe
Mildred had gone to friends on her
own accord, and would communicate in
a day or so.”

He proceeded to recount fhe circum-

- stances under which be had received

thga% xnd lus search the night

back of the house, which I knew to be
the billiard room.

Before Mr., Whiting could reply to
Bob Brittain’s question, I interrupted
them :

“If you will excuse us, Bob, I wish
to consult with Mr. Whiting a few mo-
ments. We'll go to the billiard room—
if you have no objection.”

He stared at me, surprised and hurt,
but quickly recovered his equilibrium.

“Certainly, Tom, go right ahead.”

He drew out a gold-mounted ciga-
rette case, and lighted a cigarette—pos-
sibly to steady his impatience—and
wonderingly the lawyer followed me

from the room. 3

CHAPTER XI.
A JOLT FROM THE LAWYER.

AT next, doc?

Mr. Whiting was almost as im=

patient as Bob Brittain himself. He
shot out the question before I had
closed the door of the billiard room be-
hind us—and locked it. _
Instead of answering, I crossed the
length of the room and opened one of
the rear windows. It was fully eight
feet above the ground, but with that
agility he had already shown me on the

occasion of our journey over roofs and
ill feneesinWestSmteenthSntet,Hm
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£ hand, and he thrust it into that of the
crime destroyer.

“What’s this?  Oh, yes—Miss Brit-
tain left town last night. Doctor Ber-
. nard could have told you that. For the
present, she is safe.”

He was giving me credit for more
: knowledge than I possessed, but I said
nothing. . Thinking of the matter aft-
erward, I decided that I might have
arrived af the conclusion he suggested.
The message Humphrey Steene had
read from the roof had said she was
on the way to a safe place, That must
have been two hours, at least, after
Mildred Brittain had thrown the note
from a window in West Fourth Street
—perhaps much more. If it had been
planned to remove lier to some other
part of New York, the agents of the or-
der responsible would have done so be-
fore reporting to Ivan Ivanovitch. The

Tr—

was that she was being taken some-

ﬁgmt-

‘ sbeptﬁm’} aqnestmn at me :
 “What have you learned, doctor?”

~ “A Cub,” I responded crisply. -
2 “I thought se. Look out for talk of
- promotion.” :

only inference to be drawn, therefore,
2 ~ where a considerable distance out of
e tomn,mﬁ,asthenmagehadsmd, was
‘he able,

A barely perceptible motion of the
- head indicated the general direction of -
~ the library, where Bob Brittain waited.

Hﬂzmwhgd abmptlg to another snh—
' - son for ﬁr&’p@mt, but keep
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The little lawyer sat down suddenly,
bereft of speech. Fortunately thére was
a chair just back of him at the time, or
I am convinced he would have reached
the floor.

“T am telling you, because I want you
to use precaution and reticence.”

Mr. Whiting's lips had gone blue.

*Is it the O——"

Humphrey Steene stopped the gues-
tion with a warning motion of his hand,
but nodded grimly. Then he walked to
the window and peered out cautiously.
With one foot over the sill, he spoke to
me, with a surprising softening in his
tone:

“For the present, Miss Brittain is
safe, doctor. She is protected. This
time 1 am not forgettingg—'-the indi-
vidual.”

He hoisted himself over the mndow
ledge, and was gone.

T turned to Whiting and y!accd a
hand on his shoulder. s :

“Pull yoursélf together,” T recom-
mmded Swe are all in safe hands 2

A hope so, doc, T hope so,” he an-
swered, all the usual buoyancy gone
from him. “Does Bob Brittain know " -3

“No; and we won't tell him—yet.” -

‘We had been no more than seven I
minutes out of the library, when we re-
turned and found Bob Brittain lighting - 5
a third cigarette. He threw it down e
when we entered, and regarded us ex- o
pectantly. R
~“On the whole, we think 1tb_eatthat' ~
yaﬁ:sheuﬁ continue the search i in per-

with



sense of secunty, as I reflected that
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merits for his uncle’s funeral, et cetera,
and when I saw that he was handling
matters in a businesslike way, I pleaded
“my patients,” and left them together.

I did have some calls to make, and
kept my appointments before return-
ing to Park Avenue. There I found a
telegram from Bloom—he could come
a week earlier than we had at first ar-
ranged—and a uniformed messenger
awaiting me.

“From Mr. Bernstein,” he said, as
he handed me a sealed envelope. “He
told me to hand it to yeu, sir, and no
one else.”

I gave him a dollar bill. I was
thinking of a man I had seen on the
sidewalk- outside my house. He had
moved off, while the car was still two
blocks away, but I recognized him—
having seen him acting the part of
sleuth the night before,

“Of course, if you are asked any
questions, you will answer——"

The lad winked profoundly.

“1 never do, doctor,” he said: “least-
wise, not when Mr. Bernstein sends me
O'llt.”

He touched his cap and withdrew.

His answer had given me a complete

I had been considered a neutral—
one to be watched constantly. Why
was my sign now a minus—signifying
death?

Then I recalled the incident of the
fallen jardiniére, and the words I had
uttered immediately before it crashed
to the floor:

“If I didn’t happen to know exactly
what caused your uncle’s death.”

I felt that I needed a bracer just
then—and I took it.

CHAPTER XII.
A MIDNIGHT TRANSFER.

lT was a nightmare week I passed be«

fore the sailing of the Eutopia. 1
went about my business as a physician
to the last, but I took certain obvious
precautions. For instance, I slept—
for the first time in my life—with doer

locked and windows fastened, and kept

a loaded revolver under my pillow.
Three times I received calls in the

night from people unknown to me, and,

while I consider it the first duty of a

_ physician to answer the call of hu-

manity, in each case I advised the caller

to get another doctor, as I could not

come, Doctors are plentiful enough in
New York, and I would take no chances

‘t:llIwasassuredofthepermaumt:_
- safety of Mildred Brittain.
whatldonowuiﬂieméﬂi-

o&oi&e@ﬁaoﬁ&em&aﬂ
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the- steamei was due to sail, and I took
him around to present him to as many
of my patients as possible in the time
at my disposal.

The same evening, I had a second
message from Humphrey Steene, which
brought me considérable ease of mind.
It suggested the points mentioned
above, reading:

Temporarily réprieved. Bon wvoyage!

Apparently, if 1 could new convince
the spies of the order that I really was
going to Europe, my name might be
struck even from their “neutral” list.

Some of my more intimate friends
saw me off; but Bob Brittain was only
among them. He had been keenly dis-
appointed to learn of my proposed trip, _
seeming to think I was deserting him—
f and Mildred—in the hour of greatest
> need. I could not blame him; yet,

g neither could I explain.
I Doubtless I was shadowed right to
s the gangway, Doubtless a watch was

~ kept till the mooring cables were cast”
- and the vessel backed into the Hudson.
"Asiwavadalastfarewelltomy
friends, I fancied 1 re ed
shoulders -

Avenue, loitering before
but I could not be sure.
am inclined to thigk I
ﬁsﬁﬁﬂ%‘f%w&hwmymmn

3 whether.

Humphrey Steene had in all probability
carefully coached them. Anything that
might have attracted notice from other
passengers was to be avoided as pos-
sibly risky and certainly unnecessary.

When I made my way on deck again,
I was wearing a light overcoat with a
wide collar, which 1 raised to cover
the lower part of my features. The
brim of a panama obscured the rest.

The passengers had been requested
to leave the decks at ten, which 1s the
usual rule on shipboard, and there was
no one in sight. Voices aft, however,
warned me that the smoking room was
still occupied by the inyveterate poker
and bridge fiends.

I had_scarcely left the companion
when a tall, middle-aged fnan of strik-
ing appearance loomed up beside me
with an abruptness that was, in the cir-
cumstances, startling: His hlghly or-
nate uniform reassured me.

“That vou, doctor? I am Captain
Matthews.”

We shook hands, and 1 answered in
a low tone, to match his:

"Yes——I was beginning to wonder

“T don’t understand all this busir
bﬂt I have my orders, and Ill see

ice through,” he broke in.

I think the skipper was mdhed t&
bemsf:mﬁxl&imadvenm ;
“What about these fellows back

;:“Fﬁf‘rbey"l wander why‘iﬁe ship

r euthere" :




The Crime Destroyer 49

moon nor stars showed. Here and there
the lights of vessels were in view. He
pointed in the direction of the Massa-
chusetts shore, where a rocket had gone
skyward. Then there came a hail from
over the starboard bow, answered from
the bridge by the officer of the watch.
The engines ceased their throbbing, and
the giant liner slowed down.

“Come along, doctor.”

I followed the captain to the boat
deck, and to the starboard rail.

“Over with you, doctor! Good-by,
and good luck!”

I looked over the side, and perceived
a shadowy object that might have been
a boat riding alongside. My groping
hands found the upper end of a rope
ladder, and, taking my courage between
my teeth, I climbed over the rail. With
a muttered “Good night, captain, and
thanks!” 1 cautiously descended. -

Presently a strong hand grasped my
arm and steadied me while I found a
footing in the crazily bobbing boat.

“Ne'll find a seat in the starn,” a
gruff voice told me, and by good luck I
chose the right dimcnon ﬁ:rst off.

loon. A strongly built man rose from
the table to greet me:

“Well, here you are, doctor! How
did you like your night's adventure "

Coming from the darkness into bril-
liant electric light, I had not immedi-
ately recognized him; but there was no
mistaking his voice, With the feeling
that an immense load of responsibility
had been lifted from my shoulders, I
grasped the outstretched hand of Hum-
phrey Steene.

CHAPTER XIII.
A NEW ALIAS,

| SUPPOSE you feel you have earned
the right to turn in and go to sleep,
doctor,” said Steene. “You have; but
I must get back to New York in the
moming, $o we must discuss yonr ‘
131'!5 "

“I think you should be fairly com-
fortable on board here.”

My eyebrows went up in questioning
surprise.

“There’s no part of these United
States where you are safe from the
spies of the White Bear,” he explained.
“While you have been reprieved, be-
cause your departure for Europe
seemed tosuggestﬁmt,afterall youdo
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everything you are likely to require, As
you have generally favored dark suits,
1 have supplied you with light grays
and greens. 1 advise you to let your
hair grow a trifle long, and to cultivate
a beard and mustache. Your hair is
almost black, so a little peroxide treat-
ment will change it to a briiliant TFitian.
Don't forget that it will keep on grow-
ing, and neglect to treat it near the
roots every two or three days. Your
eyebrows you can leave as they are,
while a beard of mixed shades will ap-
pear most natural.

“Three weeks’ cruising will give you
a healthy tan quite in keeping with a
recent ocean voyage, When your beard
is presentable, you can go ashore for
a time till you hear from me.”

“But why the ocean voyage :

“When you return to New York hav-
ing lost your own identity, you must

- already have provided yourself with

Have you
- any friends abroad that are also friends
of IBp - Brittain?”

%e’alean de Frenu. He was a-

another to take its place.

of ours at Harvard. Now

i'!u is f&gfmersiﬁp with his father ‘the

 art dealer.”

“The very thing!”
Hn:mphrgx Steene’s satisfaction wasr

mdeﬂt

"Ysﬁ wm iet me have a letter “to

~eral authorities.

New York so long. It was no easy
thing for me to remain inactive for

three weeks, or perhaps a month, while

the girl T loved remained in the hands
of enemies whose -intentions I could
only guess at. Only my growing faith
in Humphrey Steene rendered the
course feasible. Without his advice
and help, I should probably have dashed
in blindly, risking my own life, and
probably increasing the danger to her.

The cutter ran close in to the Massa-
chusetts shore, and Humphrey Steene
was landed by one of her boats. Then
we put to sea again.

Steene had introduced me to the cap-
tain and mate—excellent fellows, both,
once you had pierced the outer crust
of reserve—and they contrived to make
me feel that the wvessel w'alfqg’ether
at my service. Here, again, was an
amazing revelation of:Sﬁeenes stand-
ing with the various governing bodies
of the country, not excluding the fed-
It increased my con-
fidence in him, and in the ultimate
safety of Mildred Brittain, even while
it bore witness to the importance of his
worlk and the tremendous power of the
Order of the White Bear. =

Nevertheless, I found the next three : =

weeks a terrible strain on my patience,

_,Badamaﬁfmﬁia&ongﬁmgeaatwe‘.'
~ cruised, only putting m%w&guf :
 was necessary to obtain f; -
r"wm or coal. On these
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My hair is fast growing, and at the
end of three weeks I considered my
beard and mustache sufficiently devel-
oped to pass_for a long-established
adornment, I decided to get my feet
firmly planted on dry land once more,
and told the captain of my decision.

He informed me that he had been
instructed to put me ashore at a cer-
tain small village, which, for obvious
reasons, I shall give the fictitious title
of Bender. The second night after our
conversation, the cutter ran into a tiny
cove under cover of darkness.

“Here you aré, Mr: Small,” said the
captain.

I realized that a second alias would
“be essential, since neither Sanders nor
nw own name would be safe to use.

quiﬁna'ew_m ied a bag ashore.

For a space of seconds, the note puz-
zled me, but a New Yark paper that
had been carelessly thrown on a table
in the window provided—in the ship-
ping column—this clew:

Due Wednesday.
La Parisienne Havre July 10
La Parisienne was the only vessel
due to arrive from beyond the Atlantic
on the day indicated for my return.
My message to the cutter captain was
brief :
“Monday, at midnight.”
I sent it by word of mouth; then re-

tired to my room.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE TRAMP INTERVENES.
WHILE I did not know exactly when

La Parisienne would pass Nan-
I was sure I had left a safe

r
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view led me to the vicinity of the house
on the hill.

My first day in Bender I spent mostly
indoors, on account of a terrific rain-
storm. There were a few visitors from
New York and Boston living at the
hotel, and from them I learned that
there were more popular resorts a few
miles on either side of us. . They—the
visitors—were of those who prefer the
quieter byways, and preferred Bender
on account of the excellent fishing.

1 chatted with them with apparent
frankness; told them that I had been
out with some fishermen farther up the
coast—my well-tanned appearance ren-
dered some such explanation necessary
—and had hoped to spend a week or
two there. Alas for my plans, T had
received on my arrival a letter from
my firm recalling me to New York.

Their commiseration was so genuine
that T was ashamed of the role I was
forced to play. There was a party

- going out fishing next day, if it was not
too stormy, and they invited me to join

them, but I excused myself on the
gm!md that T expected some important

letters in the morning mail wh.tch would

preclude an early start.

gndait_erbreakfast I started out alone,
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been fenced in. Numerous signs
warned the wayfarer that the inclosure
was private property and that trespass-
ers would be rigorously prosecuted ; so
I was forced to go on still farther.

Presently 1 came to a large gateway
and a lodge for its custodian; while
a large sign, with gilt letters on a black
background, told me that the building
I had seen was no hotel. The sign
read:

SANITARIUM.
G. J. Feldspar, M. D.

I had heard of Doctor Feldspar, and
if some of the rumors current in the
medical profession were true, he was
not a man whose acquaintance I de-
sired to make. He conducted a private
institution' for mental patients, and it
was said that some of the inmates were

‘there merely at the will of zeiaiwes who

desired to control their p

I had stopped to look along the drive,
wondering if some of the stories I had
heard of the place could have any
foundation in fact, when a tramp, whom
I had noted some fifty vards ahead

,ﬁgrmmﬁngmamw
: mthegrasgmgsh damp
Monday the sun shone gitmmmlg, ~ —suddenly : me. :
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He made no attempt to detain me,
but when, a couple of bours later, I
returned the same way, he was seated
on another bowlder between me and the
gate of Doctor Feldspar’s sanitarium.

Perhaps the view I had had from the
chiiff had softened me. At any rate, as
I passed him I threw him my tobacco
tin, with what was left of its contents.
It fell just beyond his reach. He
stretched out 2 foot, and after much
effort contrived to draw the tin near
enough to pick it up without changing
his position. I had intended to ex-
change a few words with him, but this
exhibition of laziness disgusted me, and
I strode on. ,

I was once again opposite the gate
to the sanitarium when the honk of an
automobile horn caused me to look
round sharply. The vehicle was coming
at a rapid pace and took the turm in
at the gate almost recklessly, But what
caused my heart to leap and almost
stand still was not that the car had
missed me by inches, but that of its
occupants one was a hard-featured
woman dressed as a nurse, and the
other was a hean;lfnl young girl—I

ildred Drit-

if its custodian tried to stop me it would
go hardly with him.

But it was not the gatekeeper that
stopped me. Before I had reached that
white portal that guarded so muich of
black villainy, T found myself faced by
my friend, the tramp.

“I wouldn’t go in there if I was you,
mister,” he said, and he grinned in my
face.

“What the devil—"

In my frenzy, I had raised my hand
to strike him, when he added:

“I don’t reckon it's what Mr. Bern-
stein would advise.”

Just then the gatekeeper appeared at
the door of his lodge. The tramp hadl
the tobacco tin in his hand. He held
it in front of him in plain view of the
lodge keeper, but without apparent os-
tentation.

“Thank ye _
gent,” he said ; then went shuffling along
the road in the direction from which I
had just come. ; 3

CHAPTER XV.
THE MAN FROM PARIS. q

was patem‘.ly one of

THE mc:deutofthetrmp_whb ‘%
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New York that passed through Bender
at midnight. And not a light showed
in the village when the landlord himself
shouldered my bag and led the way to
the dock. A boat from the cutter
awaited me, and in ten minutes 1 was
once again on board.

It is needless to detail the incidents

that intervened before I was quietly
smuggled onto the La Parisienne. Suf-
ficient to say that it was accomplished
without a hitch. As George Sanders,
I was already on the ship’s list of pas-
sengers. 1 had nothing to do but take
possession of the stateroom that had
been reserved for me, and, while the
steward was curious, even he asked no
questions.

The outfit Humphrey Steene had pro-
vided went on board with me, so that
1 was ready when the vessel docked
in the Hudson at three o'clock on
Wednesday afternoon, to assume a new
individuality—that of George Sanders,
English artist, lately resident in Paris,
come to New York for rest. As I had
always been a dub at drawing, I made

- up my mind that my “rest” would.bef ¥

me feel welcome. He asked me to stay
to lunch, and promised to introduce me
at his club—which was also my own—
that evening.

After that first meeting, I think he
took a genuine liking to Mr. Sanders,
So far as the search for Mildred went,
he had come to the end of his resources,
and without results. I think he wel-
comed having me to entertain. It made
him forget his troubles, or helped to
do so.

My first idea had been to take Bob
Brittain into my confidence, but I found
to my surprise that Fielding had left
the Brittain residence in Fifth Avenue
and entered my chum’s service. The
first time I went to Bob’s apartment,
I thought the butler .regarded me sus-
piciously, as some one whom he surely
had seen before, but could not quite
place, - But when I saw that my dis-
guise,
cent—American vaudeville version—
deceived the man who had been an in-
timate for years, I thought I could keep
Fielding guessing for a time.

For three days 1 allowed myself to
and every day I gained new con-

permitted Bob Brittain to

his social friends,

W———-——w
. - 2 -—l.' ,_,}‘,‘:

coupled with my English ac-

nce in my disguise and histrionic
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phrey Steerte, T called up the number
that Starkey. the chauffeur, had given
me, and asked for R. S, as he had
instructed.

He was in the garage, for which I
was glad, and soon I recognized his
vaice at the other end of the wire.

*“] want you to come at once to the
Giltmere,” T told him.

He hesitated, but presently an-
swered :

“Al right, sir. What name?”
G(Sml]'l!

“Right ye are, sir,” he responded,
with alacrity.

In ten minutes he drove up to the
curb, and, as I had been on the look-
out for him, I lost no time in gefting
into the taxi.

“Drive right on,” I instructed him.

When the vehicle had covered a block
or two, I took up the speaking tube.

“You know me, Starkey? I queried.

“Yep; but I wouldn't have, if I hadn't
bin put hep.”

“] want you to take me to Mr. Bern-
stein. Can you do it?"

“Surest thing.”
thl satxsﬁed. I aetﬂod hack comfort-

“Here ye are, sir. Ring Ralston’s
bell and go right up to the top floor.
I'll wait.”

It was a modest apartment house be-
fore which we had stopped, and I was
more than a little surprised at the idea
that Humphrey Steene might live there.
However; I followed the chauffeur’s
suggestion by ringing the bell under
which, on a soiled piece of cardboard,
appeared the name of Ralston. The
latch clicked energetically, and the deor
yielded to the pressure I put on it,
giving access to a narrow hallway, both
dingy and dark. I climbed five tedious
flights of stairs, mentally classifying the
odors that assailed me, ranging all the
way from boiling cabbage to fried
chicken.

On the top floor—as on all the rest
—there were four doors, One of them
opened as 1 reached the landing, and
a neatly clad woman of middle age—

the housekeeper—asked me my busi-

ness. _
“L want to see Mr. Ralston—my
name is Small."
She stood aside for me to enter.
“Mr. Ralston isn’t home yet, bat he
said for you to wait.”
1 hesitated at the threshold.

"I_have a ta:m, pgﬂups I"d kﬁn 3
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clay—eloquently revealed Humphrey
Steene’s besetting vice,

A large bookcase well filled with
technical books told me I had been
right in my first estimate of Steene as
an engineer, at least in so far as they
indicated that his tastes lay in that
direction. Some of the books treated
of such subjects as the Panama Canal
and Conservation, in popular style; but
the majority were far too abstruse for
my comprehension. Strangely enough,
I missed the most characteristic collec-
tion of objects in the place till I had
been jn that room almost fifteen min-
utes. .Then they forced themselves on
my attemtion. A clock in the center of
~ the mantel chimed the quarter hours in
_ tones supetbly beautiful. T gave it my

whole attention, waiting for it to strike

] .the hour. 1 was not disappointed, for
P its strokes were richly resonant. ]
I had it finished, ho evez, .whe.q
cINk. e&uaﬂr

S ~ behind me. I lo 1
_above the door. :.»-gmv

. mantel struck, and it was a close race
~ between them. Next one struck from
~ a whatnot in the corner by the win-
3 - daw; then two simultaneously from the

‘-topof the bookcase.

mnsie. Imstqnngto countthem

Hardly mother wotﬂdt&n
Fi J:mgvedfm_: to one of the morris

] 'l_tmked as 1 lighted up.

- siattedm‘l&mg asueunddehkmthel-

I kept turning my head as each ac-
X cm‘bie article of furniture yielded its
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He indicated a third clock on the
mantel.

For fully five minutes in all, clocks
chimed or struck; or did both, all about
us. There was not-a jarting note, for
they had been set so that none struck
a note discordant with another per-
forming at the same time, and through
it all, Humphrey Steene maintained a
beatific expression of countenance that
brooked no interruption.

CHAPTER XVI.
MAINLY ABOUT CLOCKS!
H.-\\'E a cigar,” Humphrey Steene
invited, as soon as the clocks—
there were nine of them in all—had

lapsed into silence. I
“Say, that dugu.me of youm is al-
most perfect. I doubt if your own

-.,-.._.

£ tqnlﬂthe other.
seem to be fond of clocks;” I

He was carefully filling a meer-

schaum with an extmordmanly large’

bowl.

“Yes—they represent aq mﬂi&" e
responded reflectively. :

“For instance?”
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credited to man. But how seldom do
we find the same precision applied to
the problems that face us every day?
As near as possible, T am applying it
to the science of crime detection. I
do not jump to conclusions, and call
it deduction. I build up from the
known, and reach the unknown, not by
a process of logic, which depends on
premises as uncertain as the results at-
tained, but by putting every wheel and
cog in place, then reading the figures
on the dial to which the hands unerr-
ingly point.”

But T was becoming impatient.

“Where do we stand now in regard
to the problem that faces us?™ I asked.
“To use your own metaphor, what
o’clock is it?”
He smiled.
“My clock is not yet comp!zted.} But

“Mildred Bﬂttmﬁf ﬁﬂ Sife. The
‘Order does not commit unnec-

watch. "You must gain h
fidence. T hink you had

“Yes, and the penalty of discovery is
certain death,” he grimly rejoined.

“Is there no other way?”

“Listen; the day Bob Brittain be-
comes a member of the Intermediate
Degree of the Order of the White Bear,
the danger to Mildred Brittain will
begin.”

I felt my cheeks blanch as T got to
my feet, but 1 answered sternly and
without hesitation :

“I will join the order. You hint at
things I dare not even think, but I
shall join. T myself will take a hand
in a murder, if it is necessary to save
her. But the hounds responsible for

her father’s death and the ‘outrage to

which she has been subjected will be
my victims. Bob Brittain has been my

best friend, but if I find he has had a

ha-n& in these crimes, I'll—I'Il—"
“""Ensy,,.my-_dmhorn there is no evi-
n,” he interrupted me.

ierhhmm

“Ithnughtyuubadgmspedthew.- "
ation long ago; let me make it clear.

murder Young Brittain has been foolish. He
Bw.hthemw is in debt—heavily in debt. I-Eﬂm; 3
-qﬁhreem- memberoftl?eﬂnderofthe’_



4 -11-‘
TR v

58 Detective Story Magazine

if her body should be found—or if she
should ultimately be legally presumed
to be dead, all his embarrassments will
vanish and he will enter into control
of one of the greatest corporations in
America.”

“You don't know Bob Brittain,” 1
said, weakly trying to support my
friend against Steene’s ruthless logic—
the sort of logic he affected to despise.

“I do know that it is to give time
for these thoughts.to form and grow
that the order has delayed action in
the case of Mildred Brittain. They
hope your friend will prove pliable.
They will lead him a step at a time
into the maze of secrecy that surrounds
each degree attainable. They will test

"him in a hundred different ways be-

fore each succeeding revelation. Crime
will be made to appear like justice in
“his eyes; failing that, it will be shown

- as at least advantageous.

~ “If he should yield his manhood and
- his will, the fate of his cousin is sealed
—unless you and I can intervene,._

When they control him, they will con-

trol the fortune that comes to him.
And. when all is said and done, greed
is the mainspring of the Order of the
Wtute Bear Those of the Inner;

where the housekeeper had served a
substantial cold supper.

During the meal we talked of other
things, and afterward we retumed to
the sitting room and discussed almost
every subject under the sun, except the
Order of the White Bear. But when
it had become almost dark, he opened
a drawer in his writing table and took
out a pair of powerful binoculars.

“Time to go on the roof,” he an-
nounced, and led the way onto the fire
escape.

CHAPTER XVII
ANOTHER ROOF EXCURSION.
TILL Humphrey Steene pointed it

out to me, I had not supposed that
the Alter Tower, one of the tallest
in New York, was visible from so far
uptown.

“The order chose the A&erasa sort

of central exchange, because its
windows are visible for considerable

distances in every direction, over the -

intervening buildings,” he told me.
“That much my investigations since

last T saw you have established. Mes-

s@wqmmman@mmm
ter of the city, for in the guise of a
sucm&&:l adve:tmng concem they oc-
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He indicated a point roughly to the
north of us, then trained the glasses
on the Alter Tower.

“They are on the spot down there
even on Sundays,” he remarked. “Ah,
here comes a message.
likely to stay long, so we don’t want
to miss anything. Take it down as I
read.”

I already had my notebook and pen
ready, and I wrote to his dictation:

. No. 8i4—Report: No. 51 reports No. 3,
aqo0 C. ready for preliminary steps. Shall
proceed at Tuesday’s meeting.

Humphrey Steene turned, and, fol-
lowing his gaze, I perceived that the
phenomenon of the alternately dark-
ened and exposed light was being re-
peated within an upper room of an

~ apartment house perhaps three blocks

uptown—a house that stood all
:atmre the level of the
' Th:s

They are not_

own aceounta”
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“Who but our old acquaintance
Fielding? He used to be butler at the
Brittain mansion. Why should he now
be acting as valet to a young man who
is broke, and, worse than that, heavily
in debt?”

“You've hit it, doctor. 1 wondered
what had become of that fellow. That
links him up definitely with the order
and puts another cog into place. Now
I'm going to bed. I've had no sleep -
for thirty-eight hours.”

Thus dismissed with scant ceremony,
1 took the subway at One Hundred and
Forty-fifth Street and returned to the
Giltmere.

“Hello, Sanders! I wondered what
had become of you, so thought I'd look
you up.” '

Bob DBrittain had been on the point
of leaving the hotel, and he was the
one man | most wanted to see.

“Come up to my rooms,” I invited
heartily. “I thought I'd been taxing

your hospitality rather severe}y, so de-

cided to see a bit of your city on my
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:
! mighty curious little ornament you lines, and all this affected superiority J
! sport there. What does it represent?” of one class over another disgusts me.
' He smiled and good-naturedly took I believe in equal opportunity for all
; out his watch, handing it to me to let —well, I wouldn’t want to bore you
. me examine the thing at the end of a with all my revolutionary principles.
: short length of braided silk. Can a foreigner join this order you
“Why, it's-a wlnte bear cab!” I ex- speak of 7
claimed. “Surest thing—if a member in good
. “Represents my principles,” he re- standing vouches for him. Most of the
~ sponded casually. “It means. I'm a members are of foreign origin, so far as
. democrat—not in the political sense; that goes. It's only recently the regular
|', just a believer in the equality of man, fellows have been taking it up. Sort
and all that sort bf thing, you know. of fad, you know. Doesn’t have to
I'm a Cub, you see.” be taken too seriously.”—
“A cub!” The Order of the White Bear was to
I pretended not to understand. be taken a good deal more seriously
: “Member of a ifraternal order, don’t than Bob Brittain then realized.
b2 you know—the Order of the White “By the way,” he continued, “that
: Bear. I don’t know much about the reminds me, there’s a meeting: Tuesday
: inner circles of the organization. Most night. Some fellow from the Interme-
- of the members are just Cubs. It’s no diate Degree is to be there to install
g end of an honor to be asked to take newly elected officers, Part of the cer-
E—';Z— the higher degrees. emony is open to friends of members,
e “But the Cubs are interesting. so you can come along. Afterward I'll

- e

R et S
i

You've no idea how entertaining your

tailor, for istance, can be if you'll

‘meet him on an equal footing. All sorts

belong, and there are no social distine-

tions inside the lodge room.”

I became enthusiastic.
“Why, that’s just fine!” I exclaimed.

“My own views run along those same

propose you, if you want me to, and you _
can become the possessor of one of
these little trinkets yourself for the
small sum of fifty dollars—and fifty
dollars annual dues, npt to ment:w an
occasional assessment.”

“Good! I'm with you,” I agreed

and weahmkhandsonﬂ;eba@gam.
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Death. in, (ife

From the Archives of
Nicholas Carfer

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS

ON a street in New York's lower Kast Side, Wilbur Leigh, a man of dual persopality, known as
a playwright and suthor of storles dealing with crooks and erime, 18 overtaken by two men of
eriminal bearing, Gus Hoch and Whitey Ward, and is offered valuable material for his work If he
will accompany them to the bedside of a dying companlon. The writer consents to go, and, blind-
folded, he is put into a taxicab with the two men, Leigh suceceds in learning where he is belng
tiken. He is brought to the room of a crook calling himself William Silk Walker, whom Lelgh rec-
ognizes ns Walter Lispenard Whitchend, a former schoolmate, and receives & package of notes. Eilk
is a consumptive, and -Is suffering from a bullet wound in the shonlder. 1a order to try out the
schemes he lnvints for his stories, and to get thrills which he may depict with his pen, Leigh, un-
known to any one, has turped crook. e is to attend a lawn party to be given by Mrs. Winifred
Fuller Templeton, a soclety leader, for the relief of sufferers in Belgium, and decldes to attempt to
gteal the jewelry and whatever else may be contributed. ’

Leigh visits Whitebead, whose bullet wound bag greatly Improved, and succeeds in getting him

to consent to take a haod in the robbery. While plans are being arranged, Gus Hoch énters, mmd

is disabled by a drog administered by Leigh. Nlck Carter, Chick, Ida Jones, and Jack Wise accept
Mrs. Templeton's invitation, and attend the lawn party. During the course of the affair, Mrs.
Templeton recognizes Silk Whitehead, the crook, who was a former sweetheart.  The contributions
to the relief fund are deposited in a miniature ambulance, drawn about by four girls. Intending
to exawine the valuables contributed, Fuller Templeton finds the awbulance empty. Nick is called,
“and, with his assistants, except Chick, who canpot be found, makes an investigation. It is lenvrned
from Ruth Vance, one of the girls drawing the ambulance, that a man, offering to ald with the
load. took the little wagon around a clump of shrubbery near a discarded back-alley doorway,

From three sets of footprints found in the bordering torf, the detective concludes he Las Bit upon

the course taken by the thieves who got away with the loot.

-

tions, but it seemed advisable to satisfy
his influential companions so far as he
could. The trail was already growing

OVERHEARD IN THE THRONG.

T
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CHAPTERXIX thing more important than explana-
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rally, therefore, when I examined this

slit and found neither, there was only
one thing to assume.”

It seemed easy enough now that it
was explained, the loose top being
handed around from man to man mean-
while.

Nick then leaned over the empty re-
ceptacle. Holding down the rear axle
with one hand, he gave a sharp tug at
the body of the ambulance with the
other. The body came away in his left
hand.

It was clear that the vehicle consisted
of three separate pieces, generally
speaking—the wheels and axles with
their skeleton framework, the closed
body of the wagon, and the slotted
top or cover.

" The former had been removed by the
committee before Nick's arrival, and
now the detective had proved that the
rest of the box which made up the

‘body was similarly removable.

“That points the way, I think,” Car-
ter remarked. “It leaves much to be
cleared up, but there can be no doubt

- that somebody had an exact duphcm_
The confederate—the
second man of whom we have as yet

of this body.

q:esst"the' m&mmaecretw

Edmgmthebﬁahaarmed-

fairly done us this time,” ejaculated
Fuller Templeton; “and they must have
made something of a haul, too.”

They closed around the detective,
eying him anxiously.

“Do you think there's any possible
chance of catching the brutes?” some
one asked. :

“There are always as many chances
as a man is able to make,” was Nick's
reply. “Generally, however, we find a
certain number of openings ready made,
and at least one or two such openings
appear to be present in this case.”

“The deuce you say! What are
they " Templeton demanded eagerly.

Nick smiled.

“We had better make haste slowly,”
he said, with a smile. “There’s no
particular reason why I couldn’t share

- everything with you, but I have a gen-

eral rule against it, and I'm afraid I
shall have to adhere to that. Deeds
are better than words, anyway, and
you’ll know as soon as T've really done
anything worth mentioning.”

His hearers were disappointed, but

-not gready sm_-pt:sed All of them had




Death in Life 63

Her face was almost ghastly in its
pallor.

Her husband and the rest of the men
tried to soothe her, and at length she
began, to all appearances, to respond.

It was decided that the facts should
be kept away from the guests, if pos-
sible; for there seemed to be no good
reason for spreading the news broad-
cast, and many objections to such a
course, especially as the program had
continued and the gathering would soon
break up.

In fact, when Nick reached the lawn
once more, he noticed that many of
the guests were already taking their
departure. The detective was quite
ready to go, but as he approached the
front gate which opened on Fifth Ave-
nue, he halted for a few minutes, in
order to allow the crowd about the exit
to thin out somewhat.

In doing so, he found himself close
to a large group of statuary, from the
other side of which came a familiar
voice. The tones were low and
guarded, and although unseen to the
speaker, Nick was near enough to hear
every word distinctly.

: - tge voice said, “that
have been he, Ruth.
‘not say a word
; and t’hﬂ you'll do

4 5 m‘

blance. At least, I haven’t heard any
of them say anything about it as yet.”

Nick was carried on in spite of him-
self then; and n a few moments he
found himself on the sidewalk in front
of the Templetons’ place. He had been
looking for Chick, but had seen nothing
of him. Now, after a final glance
about, the detective dismissed his car
which drew up to the curb in its turn.
He had no use for motors just then,
for he wished to see if he could locate
Ida Jones or Jack Wise. 1f he could
not, he meant to begin inquiries him-
self.

Evidently the trail had led through
the alley, and there the search must
begin.

CHAPTER XX.
THE TRAIL OF THE PUSHCART. :
CHICK’S disappearance was much .
more significant than his chief at

first dreamed of.
" The first link in the chain of cir- -
cumstances which were to bring such ;

strange consequences was forged in a -
wholly accidental manner, the young de- = )
tective’s absent-mindedness being re- o

sponsible for it.

Chick had become greatly mterested
in golf, and happened. to run across a
young man who had been an amateur
ch.nmpuen a year or two' beiwc:. M
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nod to the ex-champion. He, however,
called Chick back, and intrusted his
own contribution to him, with the ex-
cuse that he had just seen somebody
in the crowd to whom he must speak.

Nick’s assistant accepted the commis-
sion, and took to his heels in pursait
of the now vanished ambulance. Luck
was against him, however ; otherwise he
would doubtless have arrived in time to
see the rascals at work.

Another acquaintance hailed him, a
man whose age and prominence made
it necessary for Chick to stop, much
against his will. He excused himself
after a minute or two, but a branch
pathway confused him when he reached
it, and he saw nothing of the ambulance
or of the girls who had been drawing it.

But what he did see caused him to

- forget the rest for the time being. By

that time “the man who had been sent
to help” had parted from the girls, after
turning the substitute ambulance over
to them, and was beating a hasty re-
treat just as Chick happened along.
The fugitive did not pass the detec-
tive. On the contrary, Chick was only
treated to a sight of his back, and even
that was a considerable distance off.
Nevertheless, a certain furtiveness
about the individual's haste riveted
Chzck’s a;tteahon, as such s:gns always

could be added to the other contribu-
tions later on, but here was something
that could not wait.

Paralleling at some distance the route
taken by the man who had absented
himself so unceremoniously, Chick ap-
proached the rear wall and made his
way along in its shadow toward the
door. The latter gave readily when
reached, and, with a cautious move-
ment, Chick thrust his head out.

He was just in time to see a roughly
dressed man wheeling a small pushcart
out of the alley at the next corner, and
as the cart turned into the side street,
it was possible to see that it contained
a squarish object about a foot and a
half or two feet in length, covered with
burlap.

About halfway betmaem the man with
the cart and Chick, and headed toward
the pushcart, paced the tall, immacu-
lately garbed, silk-hatted individual who
had just sneaked out of the grounds.

There was nothing to warrant Chick’s
belief that the two men, so dissimilar
in appearance, had anything in com-
mon. For all the detective’s assistant
knew, the man with the pushcart might

merely have been passing through the

~alley on some errand of his own; nev-

ertheless, the bﬁhef amomeul almost to
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cart turned, his follower went after
him, and after more or less doubling
and twisting, that fact became full of
meaning for the third actor in the shift-
ing scene.

It soon became apparent that the
chase was to prove a long one, and any
hopes Chick might have had of return-
ing before the lawn party broke up
were necessarily dismissed.

The man with the pushcart struck
eastward for two or three blocks, then
turned to the south, continued for
nearly a mile; and then once more
headed for the East River. His pace
was steady and dogged, and there was
plenty of evidence that the man in the
high hat found it difficult to keep the
pace, In fact, there was more than a
suggestion of weakness about his per-
formance.

At length, the three came to an ugly,
down-at-the-heel neighborhood close to
the river, and the pushcart vanished
from Chick’s view down a quiet street,

The young detective quickened his
pace and reached the corner just in
time to see the cart swallowed up in a
dingy al'ley Chick waited where he

-A'-.onepartmputsmtofgmm

shed before sauntering on past the en-
trance of the alley.

There might be another opening to
the place, but Chick was not going to
risk a search just then,

He reached the other end of the
block, and came to a halt. He was
in something of a quandary, but while
his mind was still wrestling with the
problem, it was solved for him by the
reappearance of the two men whom he
had followed.

They came out of the alley and
turned up the street in the opposite
direction..

Chick made himself as inconspicuous
as possible on short notice, but neither
of the men seemed to be afraid of be-
ing seen.

Here was a new question to be an-
swered. Should he continue to trail
the pair or tum his attention to the
shed which they had visited and where
they seemed to have left whatever had
been carried away in the pushcart?

CHAPTER XXL
THE SECRET OF THE BURLAP,

NICK’S assistant longed for the abil-
ity to divide himself up and send
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—was more important than the appre-
hension of the thieves.

Moreover, if they had left anything
of value behind, they would be certain
to return for it sooner or later, and
might then be taken into camp.

So the young detective waited until
the two figures had vanished in the dis-
tance, then he retraced his steps and
turned into the alley. The pushcart
had also disappeared, but Chick’s mem-
ory was a good one. As a matter of
fact, it was not necessary to rely upon
it altogether, for there was a certain
amount of soil between the cobble-
stones of the alley, and he was able to
trace the narrow wheel tracks to the
shed he had identified.

““They've put the pushcart in here as
well,” he decided, approaching the wide
double door. “I must certainly have a
look inside.”

The doors were fastened by a hasp
and padlock, which was a modern, well-
constructed- affair.

“Precious little chance of picking it

‘with a bent nail”* Nick's assistant

thought, as he examined it. “And un-

- fortumtely I didn't start out this after-
‘noon with the anticipation of any such

- job as this, Consequently, my poclwt;
ﬁt bﬂeotsmwhere:tﬂﬂghthw ""

out, he espied a coil of frayed rope
hanging on the wall of another shed.

It was within his reach, and Chick
did not hesitate to put his arm through
the hole and quietly possess himself of
it.

It was more than long enough for
his purpose, and when he had tested its
strength, he hastened back to the shed
which housed the mystery.

All this had taken some time, and
dusk was beginning to manifest itself
when he set o work.

It was the work of only a few sec-
onds to throw one end of the rope over
the horizontal projecting beam, after
which a loop was made a.nd pulled
tight.

A further test of the i’opes strength

followed, and then Chick began to
climb.

He clambered hand over hand,
with his feet hanging Iimply be:neam

him and his eyes peeled for the first
signs of a possible interruption.

In a few minutes he was within
reach of the beam, and in a position

to swmghmlf mtotheaqwaopen-
ing. Before entering, however, he

it best teloosen thempe, wcrk
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himself for the time being, and, there-
fore, no great amount of caution was
required, except to keep from falling
and injuring himself in that unfamiliar
place.

It was almost wholly dark below, and
the young detective was obliged to light
a match in order to see what there was

to see. Unfortunately, his pocket flash ~

light had also been left at home.

The flaring light revealed the fact
that the pushecart stood close inside the
double doors, while on the left there
ran a long bench.

On this bench, some six or eight feet
away from Chick, stood the package
which he had seen in the cart, but it
was still wrapped in burlap, and re-
vealed nothing more of its nature.

Beneath the bench stood several
square red-painted cans of various sizes,
which Chick recognized at once as those
which contain gasoline.

In addition, there was a slight odor
of the volatile stuff in the air. In
fact, Chick had hesitated to light a
match for that reason, but had finally
decided to risk it.

It was evident that the shed was, or
had been used as, a garage, or something
of the sort. It looked inno-

~ cent enough, but in spite of that, Chick

mn;nodytobqﬁmﬂmthem
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The bag was not fastened in any way,
however, and, lighting another match,
Chick found the opening and peeped
inside,

The surprise that followed wrenched
an audible exclamation from his lips.

“Good heavens!” he broke out. “It's
the body of the ambulance!”

CHAPTER XXII
LEIGH STINGS ANOTHER VICTIM.

CHICK was all interest now, as may

well be imagined. The astound-
ing discovery he had stumbled upon
told him that a sensational crime had
been committed, and his first thought
was one of regret that he had not fol-
lowed the rascals when he had the
chance.

He quickly put that from him, how-
ever, for as he touched the odd-shaped
box, upon the sides of which gleamed
the 'familiar emblem of the Red Cross,
he felt its weight, and heard the rattle
of its shifting contents.

_The match burned down untll it
scorched his heedless fingers and was
dropped, after which another was
lighted and held close to the slot at
the top. There could be no doubt of
the nature of that g!memg wa
within..

R N g A R R I T el X T LT T T oy
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“fashmﬁe!‘awnparty Chick was the

. therefore, and as he had
dr the match when he turned
about, it was hopeless for him to fum-
‘ble about in the darkness for a make-
- shift. - _

Tnstead, he quietly stepped aside, and

crouched in readiness to take a hand

when his antagonist should come within
reach. Apparently, however, the new-
comer could see n the dark, or else
his hearing was unusually keen. In
any event, he swerved almost as soon
as Nick’s assistant did, and Chick, in
spite of his precaution, found himself
seized.

It was an unpleasnntexpermtobe
caught napping, but there seemed to be
little to worry about. It was one to
one, and the new arrival, th | some-
what heavier than Chzck, and thor-
oughly trained, did not give evidence
of being particularly dangerous in any
way.

“If I can't handle this fellow before
I get through I ought to join the infant

class,” was Chick’s way of putting the
situation to himself,

He made a slight miscalculation,
however, because in his ignorance he
assumed that it was to be a purely
physical encounter, or that if his an-

'hem dtsmered——evtdenﬂy by one of

Thefacttﬁathehai

gang—while tampering with the
stolen ambulance, did not seem to war-

rant a murderous attack, but Chick’s
sensations were alarmmg enough to
make him fear that the end was near.

What else could it mean—that creep-
ing paralysis that was conquering his
limbs ?

With a last mad eﬁm’t he succeeded
in tearing himself from the other’s
grasp, probably because his conqueror
allowed him to do so. He groped for
support against the long bench, but al-
though he managed to put out his hand,
there was no semsation in it, and it
seemed to be devoid of strmgth

“What have you done to me?™ he
~demanded, only to find that he could
not add a word to that frantic question,
for his tongue and lips in turn refused
to do his will.

“Plenty,” was the triumphant an-
swer.

Chick’s senses were leaving him, and
life itself seemed to be going with them,
but even in that extremity the young
detective’s professional instincts were
still uppermost.

Despite the fact that the door was
open now, the siged was in semidark-
ness and the newcomer’s back was
turned to what light there was. Never-
theless, with his failing sight, Nick'’s
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a crack on the head as he mounted the
ladder.

Seeing this hesitation, and guessing
the cause of it, Leigh clenched his fists
and started for the chauffeur, his body
bent forward suggestively.

“Go, I tell you!” he said, as if he
snarled the words. z

That was enough for Oliver. There
was a certainty of punishment if he
remained below, and only a chance of
it if he obeyed orders. Accordingly,
he reached the foob of the ladder with
a bound, and shinned up it until his
head was above the level of the loft
floor.

“There’s no one here,” he said, after
flashing his light about.

“Are you sure?”

*¥eg: sie?

At that moment a peculiar knock
sounded on one of the double doors

-of the shed, which were still fastened.
The sound brought Leigh round like a

“That ought to be Whitehead,” he
mumbled

——-

own skin, were you, even if somebody
walked off with the proceeds of this
venture

“That's the size of it,” Whitehead
admitted. I didn’t exactly go into this
thing of my own choice, remember, and
I've already done far more this after-
noon than I could reasonably be ex-
pected to do. That lets me——"

He had stepped into the shed and
closed the door behind him. Now, as
the chauffeur’s flash played over the
form on the floor, the latest arrival
saw it for the first time.

“Good heavens!” he gasped. “Wbo s
that 7"

Leigh’s face was a study of remorse-
less anger.

“That is some one who'll have to pay
dearly for his temerity. I’ve never had
any dealings with him or his chief be-
fore, but that doesn’t ‘matter. Once is
enough—too much, in fact. There must
be no second time.” -

Afer that he did not need to ghve
“but T ek mke myﬁm fmﬂedacw:‘?hcethemof :
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ployer agreed. “He must have got in
by way of the loft, for the doors down
here haven't been tampered with. But
how the muschief were his suspicions
roused ?"'

*“1 haven't the shghtest idea,” White-
head replied, glancing down again at
Chick’s pallid: face. “I know him by
sight, of course, but I never'ran up
against him like this before, and I'm
pretty certain he doesn’t know me. It
looks, though, as if he must have wit-
nessed something queer back there on
the avenue and trailed us here.”

“It certainly does, curse you!"” the
playwright retorted hotly. “A man is
an ass to intrust any part of such a
job to another. You and Oliver have
bungled this thing, and 1 do wish T'd
never i

“So do I, with all my heart,” White-
head put in. “Storm away if it will
do any good, Wilbur. I'm not afraid
of you, and I don't much care what
happens. T weakly allowed myself to
be drawn into this affai

was the reply, “but he’s quite safe, and
will remain so until I find a means of
disposing of him.”

“It's safer to handle dynamite, you
know,” the consumptive reminded him,
“than it is to meddle with any of Nick
Carter’s assistants.”

CHAPTER XXIV.
CHICK 1S SENTENCED.

WILBUR LEIGH would have done
well to heed Whitehead's warn-
ing, but he was not in a mood to give
it any consideration. On the contrary,
it caused his rage to flare up anew
“Nonsense!” he cried. “You're wel-
come to your sickly fears, but don’t try
to infect me with them. I wouldn’t
deliberately have crossed Nick Carter's
trail or that of any of his bunch, but
I'm not afraid of them in the least.
They're clever, of course, and there’s
no doubt about their obstinate courage,
but if they force me to it, I think I
can teach them a trick or two. I ac-
cept this as a challenge, and I'm not
going to make the mistake of resorting
to hali measures.”

T aimid youre the one_ﬁm%;”’_""
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fixed upon the speaker, and |his
shrunken form leaned tensely forward,

“Look here!” he said harshly. “I
warn you not to go too far. 1 took
a hand in this dirty scheme of yours
on the assurance that there would be
no blood spilled.”

The sunken face twitched.

“I've fallen low enough, Heaven
knows,” Whitehead went on in a tense,
bitter tone. “Even to the extent of
stealing from the woman I once loved.
I've never been guilty of murder, how-
ever, and have never been associated
with one guilty of it—to the best of
my knowledge, at least.” :

He paused for a moment.

“The only being I've ever killed is—

- Walter Lispenard Whitehead, and that
5 isn’t murder, but suicide.”

He took a step or two forward, and
there could be no doubt of his earnest-
ness, although his emaciated form did
not inspire much physical respect.

“T serve notice on you, therefore,” -
he finished, “that there’s to be nothing
of that sort, no matter what the con- -
~ sequences are to us, and if you fail to

take the warning to heart, or I have
reason to suspect that you've gone

ewrgthmg to you. Your
wliolemvxable

wishes, I'll tell the whole
: it broadcast. Themsﬂat' '
meh_ n} my power, but that is, at

gered back against the bench. A parox-
ysm of coughing racked the consump-
tive; but when he could speak again, it
was evident that his determination was
as strong as ever.

“Don’t—don’t count on that!” he
stammered. “It's my only weapon
against you, and I'll use it if you force
me to, no matter what it costs me."”

Leigh shrugged his shoulders.

“Oh, very well,” he said;, with an air
of mock resignation. “I promise you
that the fellow there on the floor has
nothing to fear from me personally, or
from any of the others. I give you my
word of hemor on it. - Does that satisfy
you?” :

Whitehead  hesitated . while he
searched the other's face, and seemed to
be weighing His words. Finally he
nodded. :

“Yes,” he said, “'that seems to be
enough. If you keep that promise, 1
shall be content ; and if there’s auythmg
I can do to help you guard against the
possible consequences of such leniency,
T’ll willingly do it.”

~At a sign from his employer, Oliver

heidthesenlm

shouldered the stragge: nwaelewhieh
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A heap of old sacking occupied one
corner of the shed, and Whitehead drew
on this to supply materials for a primi-
tive bed, which he made close beside
where Chick lay.

After heaping more of the sacks to
form a pillow, he began laboriously
rolling the victim's body over. Chick
was not a lightweight at any time, and _
now he was a dead weight, which taxed
the consumptive’s small store of
strength to the utmost.

Whitehead did not ask for assistance,
however, and Wilbur Leigh did not
choese to offer, but stood idly by during

‘ the whole proceeding.
“ “Very touching!” he commented, as
' his former friend rose unsteadily to his
feet. “Can you be persuaded to tear
yourself away now?”
Whitehead did not reply, but fol-
As the shed was left behind, the con-

73

Thus far, things had not gone well
with the famous detective. Neither he
ner his assistants who were available
had been able to pick up the trail which
good luck had enabled the missing
Chick to follow. Repeated inquiries of
the most thoroughgoing sort had re-
sulted in mnothing worth mentioning,
and, worse than that, Chick himself was
still among the missing,

Nick had long since come to the con-
clusion that his best-known assistant
had stumbled upon something of pro-
fessional interest, and had left the scene
of the affair to make an investigation.
The chances were, of course, that his
absence was in counection with the dis-
appearance of the ambulance and its
precious contents, and that in itself of-
fered some encouragement. Sy

On the other hand, Chick’s failure to
reappear was decidedly otherwise. To
be sure, there was a possibility that the
trail he had followed had been a long
one, which had led him out of the city,
and perhaps into some other State, but
that gave Nick little comfort. -

He knew the explanation mtnims ' 5;'_
probable one, for, however hurried his



L e T e e ——

74 Detective Story Magazine

face was a trifle pale, and there was a
certain nervous excitement about his
appearance.

“I—1I suppose you haven't found out
anything, Mr. Carter?” was his first
query.

“Nothing of any importance, I'm
sorry to say,” was the answer. “We're
handicapped, you see, by your desire for
secrecy. Your guests in general were
told nothing of what happened yester-
day, and thus far we've been able fo
keep the matter out of the newspapers.
I doubt very much, though, if that state
of affairs can continue much longer.
Too many peeple know of it to make
the keeping of the secret an easy
matter.” '

“It must be kept,” Templeton de-

‘clared tensely.

Nick looked thoughtful.

“I tell you I don’t believe it can be,”
he said. “Besides, I'm beginning to
doubt if it should be. We're losing a
lot of precious time, and the situation

‘might change greatly if you would con-

sent to seck the aid of publicity. If all
the obtainable facts were made kswwn,

- some of those who were present mij
~ be able to give us valuable clews. Be- -
:suies 'Ihma the matter of 1denh¥yg1g~,

wewomehw flfhm- -&M"; #1

make to try. In a great many instances,
people brought friends with them whom
neither Winifred nor I know.”

“But you know those who in all prob-
ability gave most gemerously,” Nick
pointed out,

“Oh, 1 suppose so0,” the millionaire
conceded. “Think what it would mean,
though, to' confess to them that their
self-sacrifice had gone for maught, and
that we had let a pack of rascals wallk
away with everything, under our very
noses! No, thanks, old man, none of
that for me! I'd rather do almost any-
thing than that, and T feel the same
way about giving a tip to the news-
papers. Of course, we couldn’t be rea-
sonably blamed, but it's too hmm']iat—
lﬂ ”

gHe hesitated, then went cm, in a
rather embarrassed fashion:

“As a matter of fact, Carter, Mrs.
Templeton and I have been talking it
over this morning, and we’d much pre-
fer to turn over to the Belgian Relief
Fund a sum equal to the probable value
of the contributions made yesterday.

It wouldn’t exactly beggar-us, I imag-
ine, and it wghe wmsm to this

‘whole business.”
_Nm& Idakeﬁﬁpmﬁ:{y
"ot 5 -;e ﬂmmﬂia
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once before. Why was Mrs. Temple-
ton apparently so anxious to shield the
rascals who had played the trick?

“I'm afraid that would not be wise.
It is unnecessary, for one thing, and it
also practically amounts to compound-
ing a felony, you know. We must not
forget that these men are scoundrels,
and that they have been guilty of a
crime.”

“That’s exactly what I said to my
wife,” Templeton replied. “But you
can't imagine how she feels, Carter.
The whole idea, in the main, was hers,
and she naturally looks upon herself as
responsible for the way in which it was
carried out. The publicity, you——"

Carter leaned forward. _

“T seldom attempt to advise a hus-
band where his wife is concerned,” he
said slowly; “but in this case, I can't
help feeling that such a course would
be very unfortunate in more ways than
one.”

The caller gave a short laugh.

“Of course, I don’t want to throw

‘away any such sum of money,” he ad-

mitted. “And I hope you'll do your

bmmﬁmma&mg. The only thing
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Fuller Templeton excused himself on
the score of excitement.

“Everything has been topsy-turvy,”
he said. “T forget about it for a time,
and then my wife seemed too much
disturbed to put her mind to it. I ean
tell you now, though, that the firm
which supplied us with the little ambu-
lance is that of Ambridge & Schilling,
cabinetmakers on Fourth Avenue, near
Twenty-sixth Street. It's only a small
concern,”

“You haven’t communicated with
them in any way, I hope, since the rob-
ber}' ?!’

“Oh, no! As a matter of fact, I
didn't even know who they were until
I asked my wife this morning.”

“I:see.”

Templeton glanced at the list again.

“You also asked me to find out who
did the covering. It was Luigi’s.”

The detective did not feel it neees—
sary to jot down the names, and a few
moments later, the millionaire rose to
his feet.

A few minutes after Templeton had

left the house, Nick also emerged and

turned in the direction of Fourth Ave-

nue. It was only a short distance he

v had to go, and consequently he did not. .
orderthecar P
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“You're the second person whoe has
asked me about it to-day.”

“Indeed! Who was the other?”

The round face lost a little of its
joviality.

“Dot’s more than I can tell you,
Mr—"

“My name is Carter,” said the detec-
tive—"Nick Carter. I've been employed
by Mr. Fuller Templeton to make cer-
tain inquiries.”

“You mean you are a detect:»e =

Nick bowed. °

“That’s about the size of it,” he ad-
mitted.

The stout man took a step nearer.

“Vaot's it all about?” he asked, with
concern.

- “P'm afraid I can’t explain that to
you just now, Mr. Schilling,” Nick re-
turned guietly. “You can help me very

. much, though, if you will tell me just

exactly what happened in connection
with that ambulance.”
Schilling remained silent for half a

'V'E inute.

“Vell, T don't mind doing dot,” he
said at length. “It has noding to do
the order, and ve dit

ven they do, that's all so far as ve are
~ concerned.”

“Oh, I don’t think you need won:‘y
abuut the pay,” Nick said, with a smile.

: “Is that so?- Vell, I'm not so sure
; ‘, -.-’houtdm. I’uget:tfortheﬁrstm
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questioned the cabinetmaker
closely.

“When was the original ambulance
delivered 7 he asked.

“Monday. Mrs. Templeton asked us
to send it up to her house. She vonted
to show it to the committee, I think.”

“And the second order—when did
you receive that?”

“About two hours after the first one
vas delivered. My clerk took the or-
der and wrote it down on the pad. If
you vill come into the office, I vill show
you the exact vords.”

He bustled into the little office with
Nick at his heels, and removed fromra
file a half sheet of yellow paper which
had evidently been torn from the pad
which hung against the waﬂ

It was dated the prece Monday
afternoon, the exact time bang given,
and read as follows: :

Mrs, Templeton wants exact daphcam
made of the body only of the ambulance
supplied to her to-day. It must be ready by
Friday morning. She will send man for it.

“Dot’s plain enough, ain’t it?” the
cabinetmaker inquired triumphantly.

Nick nodded.

“It seems to be,” he retum‘ad. “Amé
you say that thcmessengermlled on

more
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He paused, and a rather grim smile
played about his lips.
“We've had ample proof of that,” he
added.
“Den vy should Mrs. Templeton
* Schilling began, then stopped ab-
ruptly with a confused look.

“Mrs. Templeton?” Nick echoed.
“Does she know that you supplied two
bodies

The German hesitated.

“She ought to,” he said presently.
“It vos at her orders.”

Carter saw that Schilling was trying
to cover his slip, and it did net seem to
be worth while to attempt to corner the
man just then. The detective had
learned quite enough for his present
purpose, and there would be little trou-
ble in pinning Schilling down later on,
if necessary.

“Mrs. Templeton has either been
there, or has communicated with Schil-
ling,” Carter told himself, after he had
left the place.

There was a ion of a frown
on the detective’s face, for Mrs. Tem-
pleton’s movements were causing hnn
more and more concern.

G gy cae i B g clakng

to shield some one,” ran Nick's
thoughf.sg Wsﬁﬁkmn&-d@nbg
‘that her intentions are good, but
‘dom'fﬁeipmtters’ ]

“It certainly looks as if she were try—‘
ing ‘and I l:maezgteed ‘to donate t

(K

The detective glanced keenly at his
hostess as he approached, and, in spite
of his suspicions, was shocked to see
the change in her. That, and the de-
jected manner in which she greeted him,
indicated that she was afraid of some- .
thing, and it seemed to Carter as though '
her fear had chiefly to do with him. 1!

The younger woman also seemed to |
share her friend’s agitation in a minor (
degree, and Nick felt the quick restraint |
that fell on the two at his advent. =

“We were talking about that unfor- ‘
tunate affair as you came in, Mr. Car-
ter,” Mrs. Templeton said, in a hur-
ried tone. “I suppose my husband
called on you this morninag "

Her eyes were bright and feverish
as they looked up at the detective, and
he heard her catch her breath as she
waited for his reply.

“Yes, he dropped in.”

“And—and did he tell you what
we've decided to do?”

“He - suggested something, but I r ¥y
didn’t understand that you had come - - £
toanyﬁxeddmsmn:’ > : e -

I'IOh Yes. we ' 2 MW » -:-_ .
said positively, “We—we didn’t want
the publicity, Mr. Carter, and Fuller

thmk tha;wxﬂ easily cover the
: Mﬂf it
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with it ?" she echoed. “But T—I intend
to go on with it. I wen't have this
whole humiliating thing dragged into
view, and I'll send a check myself this
afterncon.”

The detective’s face wore a strange
expression. He had been sorry for the
woman—was still; for that matter—but
he realized that he would have to adopt
a stronger attitude than- he had in-
tended.

“You'll be very foolish if you do that,
Mrs. Templeton;” he said gravely. “It
would not only be an incentive to crime,
but something very like crime itself.

- It would necessarily mean that my in-
vestigation would stop, for there would
be no point in hushing the thing up
otherwise. In other words, it would be
shielding the criminals, and in a sense
sharing their guilt.”

~“But if I make the loss mine, isn't
it my privilege to bear without com-
plaint, #specially when any other action

‘will be very obnoxious to me in every

7 . *wﬂy"’ Mrs. Templeton demanded

Nick shook his head.
“It sounds as if it ought to be your

~ own affair,” he answered; “but it isn't.
*¥ﬂll mustn’t forget your duty to so-

. ciety, my dear lady. In the face of
that, your own personal convenience—
the convenience of any of us—becomes
of minor importance. I feel that I've
~ made progress to-day, and naturally I

Mrs. Templeton’s slender fingers
tighteried over her handkerchief.

“And Schilling has told me ail about
the duplicate body,” Nick went on. “He
didn't do it very willingly, but I man-
aged to pump him in spite of his reluc-
tapce, Doubtless you know that I ex-
plained to your husband yesterday the
part which such a body must have
played. Of course, you didn’t order it ;
therefore it proves that whoever sent
the telephone message must bave known
in advance about your plan, and the
place where the work was to be done.
In fact, it seems eclear that this un-
known must have examined the ambu-
lance after its delivery to you, other-
wise he couldn’t be sure that the body
was detachable, and that snothet could
be substituted for it im a very short
time if the dimensions were exactly the
same.”

His words had a peculiar effect, and
the changing expression of Mrs. Tem-
pleton’s face indicated the different
states of mind which resulted.

At first she seemed merely bewil-
dered and astounded; then .a hint of
relief came into her eyee and g

deepened. Tt was apparent that she was

catchmg at a new hope.
who :

M’tmtogweup when I'm sure we 43 abe
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him that by bringing home that aspect
of the matter to her he might throw her
off the track.

In that he seemed about to be suc-
cessful, for it was obvious that she was
beginning to think her fears had been
groundless, and might be expected,
therefore, to take a somewhat different
attitude toward the investigation. She
desired {urther enlightenment, how-
ever.

“I'm afraid I'm very dense, Mr. Car-
ter,” she said, after a marked pause,
while her eyes devoured his facial ex-
pression. “I don’t quite understand.
What is it you really mean?”

“I mean that on Monday, when the
ambulance was inspected by you and
the committee, you must have shown
them the method by which the body of
the little vehicle was held in its place.
Is that so?

“Yes, I did do that. As a matter of
fact, though, it was one of them who at
first suggested that the body be made
detachable.”

That was even more than Nick had
hoped for, and the information brought
a curious glint into his eyes.

“Indeed 7" he asked, with assumed
carelessness. “Do you happen to re-
member who it was?”’

Mrs. Templeton wrinkled her brows

for a moment; then she shook her head-

apologetically.

“T ean’t seem to think now,” she said.
“J—I've had so much to bother me that
my brain seems to be in a whirl. Per-
haps I'll remember later on.”

“Let us hope so,” Nick remarked.
“Doubtless it will come to you soaner
or later. In the meantime, though, you
might tell me who was on the com-
mittee.”

To be continued in the next issue of DETECTIVE STORY MAGAZINE,
out March 20th.




A Chance Cle“)
by Scott Camphell

HE girl halted, as if suddenly
turned to stone. Her color
faded as quickly as if all the
blood in her veins had surged

to her heart. Through the meshes of

her gray veil, her dilating eyes were

-

;: : fixed with sta.rtlcd. staring scrutiny
. upon the man's motionless hand-—-and
= ~ its one adornment.

She lingered only for a moment un-
heard, unnoticed, and then she went to
_ sit at a desk in one corner, still fur-
~ tively watching the man, but with her
- {air face partly averted. ' She had just
- entered the Stability Trust Company, a
. New York banking institution, and ap-
- proached one of the wall desks to write
o slip. ~ Incidentally, when
unﬂy behmd a fashionably clad man,
£ was writing a check, she noticed
is left hand, on the check book.
At the receiving teller’'s window, a

~ she muired carelessly :

~ ha infor
~ little later, while passing in her depamr_, 7
_“Did you see the tall gmﬂm. Ml:‘_;;

“Mr. Fisk lives at the Waldron. He
is one of our depositors.”
“I was merely lmpreasbd wﬁh the re-
semblance mention more.
The last was added wﬂ'.h nobmab!e in-
difference.
. Nevertheless, upon entermg"a, hand-
some Fifth Avenue residence, half an
hour later, this sime young lady has-
tened to call up the police headquarters :
and ask for Detective Glidden. i1 =
“I am Violet van Hook,” she in-
formed him. “You remembér me, no
d.ouht, in connection with the mbb.ery
in our Riverdale home two years ago.”
~ “Yes, indeed " Glidden pricked up
his ears. “Very well, Miss van Hook,
T assure you. Not me
- have you?” .
*“m». I am g:tﬁcﬁn '
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ous, and, after a conventional greeting,
she ‘said gravely:
“My parents are in Washington, Mr.
Glidden, or I would have conferred
with them before sending for you. I
have not forgotien that the robber who
imposed upon wus.so outrageously as
Lord Arkright, presenting forged let-
ters bearing the names of my father’s
London bankers, returned to me a very
valuable and dearly cherished necklace
of sapphires and diamonds. In spite
of my gratitude for that magnanimity
and consideration, my conscience will
not let me hide what T have learned.”
“T see.” Glidden gazed at her in-
quiringly. “What have you learned,
may I ask?
“1 saw sthat man this morning.”
~_ “The robber?”
=3 *Yes.”
- “How long ago, and where?™
= “About an hour ago. I was making
a deposit with the Stability Trust Com-

- “Are you sure of his identity?”
“No, not positively sure,” Violet ad-
mitted. “I would not have recognized
hmatall Mr. Glidden, but for one

“Did he see you?”
g 7 |

“Or know that you saw him?’

“He did not. He cashed his check,
and then left the bank.”

“He must be one of the depositors,
thﬂ,‘ ”

“I know that he is,” said Violet. I
questioned the receiving teller, Mr.
Raymond, who said that the man is a
personal friend of his.” *

“Questioned him, eh? His personal
friend, eh?” Glidden's grizzled brows
fell perceptibly. “It may have been
better if yon had not questioned him.
What did you ask the teller?”

“Only who the man was.”

“Nothing more?”

“That was all. Mr. Raymond said
that his name is Hamilton Fisk, and
that he lives in the Hotel Waldron.
That is all that was said about lim. I
decided that I had better not ask too
many questions before stating the facts
to you.”

“I see.” Glidden chuckled approv-

ingly—a chuckle from Glidden was

most extraordinary. “You did right,
Miss van Hook, perfectly right. You
are wiser than most women. Really, I
am quite proud of you. Not another

: .wordabommm WLMI

have looked into it. thmﬁ
mmmm-’
, and Dx
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dwelling with the select, and posing as
a blueblood. I'll soon find out. TI'll
mighty soon find out.”

Glidden did not, however, let his
eagerness pitch him over the traces.
He hastened in disguise to the® Hotel
Waldron, where he cornered the man-
ager, with whom he was very well ac-
quainted, in his private office.

“I want a little information, Shel-
don,” he said, after revealing his iden-
tity. “But mum’s the word! Don't
you by hint, lobk, or sign reveal what
passes between us. You know what

f‘ - that means. You know what it means,
| - Sheldon, coming from me.”
~Sheldon smiled and bowed.
~ “You have said enough, Glidden,
aieng that line,” he replied. “I'll for-
~ get that you have been here. What do
you want to know ?”
~ “All you can tell me about Hamilton
F_‘lsk &
“That will be all to the good,” said
TR ~ Sheldon. “He has been one of my
S guests for three years. He is a thor-

- oughbred gentleman, a bachelor, a man
. of means, and a mighty fine fellow.”
!;3.. ) “Any business ™’

e *“None, beyond an occasional venture
.’%E‘f‘ - in stocks. Fisk don’t need a business.
u o He has money enough. He employs a
~ valet, and lives like a gentleman. And

that's what he is, too, Glidden, you can
- bank on that.”

L g any more about him?” -

‘._Oﬂyllongthesameknea.”
<, its good ?”

“Do you know where he came from,_

'
¥
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It was not quite all, however, for

Glidden lingered in the hotel office un-
til he got a look at the suspected man.
But he could detect no convincing re-
semblance to the crook he repeatedly
had encountered, yet who had not
looked twice alike ; and he then left the
Hotel Waldron, with his ardor some-
what chilled—while Mz. Richard Ra-
venswood, ertirely unconscious of this
ominous interest in him, was saunter-
ing into the dining room to lunch.

Detective Glidden did not drop the
matter. Not for a moment did he con-
template doing so. He returned to
headquarters, where ‘he cornered and
confided in Jack Amstrdng hm; invari-
able choice as an assmtan‘t m serious
cases. :

“By Jove, the g‘u‘l may be pghtl'” &
said Armstrong hopefully. “She saw
more of that rascal than we ever saw,

all put together. Nevertheless, Joe, it
seems too good to be true. How can :
we cinch it? Would a grilling——"

“Grilling be hanged!” Glidden
blurted. “That gink, if he’s the man,
would end with grilling us. He's much
too slick to have left -
What have we ever fc
serve to 1denti£y “fnm‘?

b L 2
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“Watch him!" snapped Glidden.
“Keep him in the dark, and watch him.
Watch that infernal valet, too, who may
be more a pal than a servant.”

“As like as not, Joe.”

“Here's another point,” Glidden
added. “It's several months since these
red rascals got in their work. They
have been fattening on birds and bot-
tles, no doubt, from the fruits of that
Newport job. Buat that must be nearly
blown in by this time.”

“Surely.”

“It’s money to marbles, then, that
they have another job shaped up by this
time. An espionage will not be of long
duration. Now is the time to get them
red-handed, Armstrong, if Violet van
Hook s right. We then will have got
them, by thunder, only with the help
of a woman, a veritable fluke, as far as
we are concerned.”

Armstrong laughed, but Glidden was
in no laughing mood. Repeated fail-
ures in his relentless pursuit of Ravens-
wood had nettled him to his depths.

“That's what well do,” he said
Iﬂu'ntly “Well begin a systematic es-
‘pwnagve‘ You watch the valet. 111
look after the master, ﬂni: Fisk or

e really is.

TS l"“' '

tiously watched him through the oval
glass in onc of the swinging doors—
Detective Glidden.

“Ah, Fisk, how are you?” Raymond
gazed out and greeted him cordially.
“Glad to see you. You are some
stranger.”

“Ditto.” Ravenswood laughed. - Tt
was their first meeting since Thursday.
“¥ou know where I hang out. Why
haven’t you called 7

"‘Very busy. I may drop round this
evening.’

“Do so. Well knock out a few
games of biliards. I enjoy playing
with you, Raymond. 1 would be a
greater stranger, however, bar calling
to ask a favor of you.”

“Consider it granted,” Raymond said
quickly. “What can I do for you?”

“I have just converted some securi-
ties into Pacific bonds.” Ravenswood
held up the satchel. “There was a de-
lay in delivering them, and I have not

time to go to the deposit vault to put .

them in my drawer before closing.
Short day this, you know. I wish you
would set the satchel in your vault over
Sunday

It will he safer than at the

- cam ba ha Baale
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Raymond hastened to place the satchel
in the vault.

Glidden did not see the transaction.
He was sauntering to and fro in the
corridor. It was indiscreet to peer con-
stantly through the swinging door.

Ravenswood lingered, saw the clerks
and tellers hurriedly place their books
and funds in the vault, saw the massive
doors closed and locked, impregnably
closed until Monday, and then he added
to the conversation he had been carry-
ing on with Raymond :

“How soon will you be at liberty?
Will you go with me to lunch?”

Je ed!” Raymond nodded. “I'll
gh here in about five mmutes.”
Capital! T'll wait for you.”

Oh, by the way!” Raymond, sud-
ly remembering, gazed out, laugh-
- “I' think you might win out,

sk, if so inclined; a very wealthy,
EE e attractive, and des;rable young lady. A
- fine chance for matrimony, Fisk, on the

. level”
 “Excuse me! Ravenswood laughed,
e s and shook his head. “One half of that

word is enough for me.
‘matrimony.”

~ “You ought to be taxed, and may be,
~if the present administration s con-
tinued.”

Money, not

it.”

“Let it come. Bachelorhood i worfh-
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tary chill ran down his spine, however,
and his nerves began to tingle.

“Van Hook—I do not place her,” he
said calmly. “Nor can I conceive why
she felt an interest in me.”

“She said you reminded her of a
friend who lives in Denver.”

“H'm, is that so?™ Ravenswood
knew it to have been an equivocation,
and that he must have been recognized.
“Thursday morning, eh? Two days
ago. You told Miss van Hook all about
me, of courser”

“No, indeed!” Raymond shook his
head. * “She ended I'm' inyuiries very
abruptly.” .

“Ah! Very 3bmpt1y, eh? The sig-
nificance of it was doubly convincing.

“I told her ouly your name and where
you reside

“That was quite enough to tell her.”

" Ravenswood laughed lightly, but his

voice was tinged with subtle irony.
“All ready, Raymond, are yauf‘?’
“Yes. Il be with you in half a
minute.” :
Ravenswood sauntered toward the
corridor door. ;
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Presently, replacing the receiver, he
tore a leaf from his notebook and wrote
on it with a lead pencil. He then
folded the leaf and placed it, with ob-
vious care, in the middle of the tele-
phone book, leaving it there.

Ghdden saw him do it, furtively
watching him through one of the win-
dows, but he quickly moved away
when his quarry tumied to leave the
booth.

“He’s up to something, the rat!” he
snarled, under his breath. “Why did
he telephone, and to whom? Has Ray-
mond told him about the girl?> That's
not likely, or he would have betrayed
it. What did he write and leave in that
book? T have it, by thunder! He has
planned with some one, probably one
of his rascally red-bird confederates,
to go there for written instructions, or
a communication of some kind. I can
nail it, by Jove! and pick him up again
before he turns the corner.”

Ravenswood then was sauntermg
slowly up the street.

Glidden entered the drug store, and
hurried into the telephone booth. Seiz-
ing the exchange book, he rapidly

‘turned the leaves, and found the folded
-:ﬁpepret ﬂewmm&md_

e
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that the girl wonld inform me, that she
must already have done so, and the
fact that I have not approached him
and openly called him down led him to
suspect that he was being shadowed.
He clinched it in the telephone booth.

“l know, now, c¢urse him! The
nickel ring around the mouthpiece re-
flected the store door and windows.
Though his back was turned that way,
it enabled him to see me looking in,
and my disguise did not fool him. He
left that scurvy scrap of paper, know-
ing I would rush in to get it, enabling
him to bolt and vanish. Vanish be
hanged! TI'll not sleep nights till 1 get
him 1"

“Have you been to the Waldron—

“Waldron—why go there?’ Glidden
ground his teeth disgustedly. “He'll
never set foot in the Waldron again.
Let him alone to be too wise for that.
But I'll find him, Armsirong, if he
stays ound. I'll get him, and
bury him, blast him! I'll can him for
keeps! What about the valet, Nolan?
We might nail him.”

Armstrong shrugged his shoﬂders

expressively
“Too hte"’ahemdterse!y

.

ft"’

~_“What do yau ma?" mmu!
Glidden. 5
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that Nolan went in there, and I entered
scarce ten seconds after him, thinking
I might overhear something, and would
make a few inquiries to cover my intru-
sion.”
Tisee”
“There is a front office, a space
partly filled with barrels and casks, and
a back room, the door of which was
open. But there is no rear door, nor
any stairway to the second floor. That
is reached by a door outside, and Haw-
ley lives up there. He’s the only ten-
ant in the building.”
T get you,” Glidden growled.
- what about Nolan?”
e “Nolan wasn’t there.”
e e =" Not fharey .

A . “Not hide nor hair of him.”
o o “Huwmph I Glidden’s furrowed
~ brows contracted until they mingled.

1 wandered around and looked
‘everywhere, while talking about the
price of molasses with Hawley—but
thm was no Nolan.”

“He may have gone down cellar.”

hBut

~_ecllar”
~ “He could not have evaporated!”
suapped Glidden. “He must have been

are rapidly being torn down for larger

s dm:cﬂy back of the Stability Trust
1 __VIt 1s—--——- What now??
face had changed like

“I could see no door leading to a

- somewhere in the place. Where is this
building ? What part of Z—— Street T
“That section in which old buildings

ones. This one, now that I think of it,

ﬁsa ban@d a Eblé

§ .
i g
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“I mean that we've got them.” Glid-
den rose up with a terrible laugh. “We
have them nipped, Jack, every dammed
thieving Red Raven. TI'll clip their
wings this time, by thunder! Get a
bunch of the boys together. Make it a
score, with a gun in every pocket.
We've got them. By Heaven, I'll not
leave a live red bird among them!”

II1.

They had gathered like blackbirds,
singly and from divers directions, un-
til the flock was complete. They had
come at intervals during the day, from
various quarters and with unostenta-
tious stealth, seeking cover through dif-
ferent avenues, an aﬂey and an outer
bulkhead door, a trap in the back room, ~
witness Nolan, and some like moles in
the earth, through tunnels secretly con-
structed during months of labor, while
the refuse of dirt and stones was re- _
moved in casks and barrels marked— E
molasses and sugar.

Ravenswood looked strangely seri-
ous while he viewed them at close upon
nine o'clock that evening, his brood of
Red Ravens, gathered in an under-
ground room between the lmr hrﬁ
building mentioned by Armst
the rear foundation w

| K gt N
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intent upon the near culmination of the
most elaborate and laborious crime they
had ever undertaken.

Ravenswood checked their conversa-
tion, and addressed them more seri-
ously than usual, and not without a
tinge of affection in his low, sonorous
voice,

“Attention, Red Ravens!” he began.
“I have important disclosures to make,
and little time in which to make them.
It is twenty minutes to nine, when we
shall learn with what success we have
labored. We have met here many times
in the past six months, and this is to
be the last time here—and perhaps our
last meeting as an organized band of
underworld workers.”

“Last meeting?” Nolan stared at
him amazedly, while the jaws of others
fell. “Our last meeting, Dickie?”

Ravenswood bowed.

“It’s a long lane, lads, that has no
turning,” said he. “Sooner or later,
despite the utmost precautions that can
be taken, the pitcher that goes to the
well may be broken. After to-night,

Red Ravens, we shall disband tempo-
rar:ly. at least and whether a subse-
ion _wm be ieas’bie

demanded apprehensively.
has Glidden known this ?”
- “Since Thursday moming.”

“The devil you say!”

“Oh, don't be alarmed,” Ravenswood
said assuringly. “He has been looking
me up and making inquiries, no doubt,
but he has not approached me openly.”

“You may have been shadowed.”

“T know that I have been watched.
Fortunately, however, this is my first
visit here since Wednesday. 1 discov-
ered this afternoon that Glidden was
trailing me, but I shook him off by—
well, I'll take time to tell you all about
#

“Thundering guns!

“How long

This is awiul,

Dickie,” Nolan said, with a groan, after .
- Ravenswood had concluded.

“If we
could only silence the infernal——"

Ravenswood checked him with a ges-
ture.

“It is too late for anything of that
kind,” he said more brusquely. “The
milk is spilled and the pitcher broken.
Our enly wise course is to disband tem-

porarily, as T have said, with a possi-

bility of subsequent reorganization. I
must have time in which to consider it,

in which to plan to meetthepewmdr-
: tions, if it smm M:mm.- -

;m




growls and threats against Glidden
came from several, however, which
Ravenswood immediately checked.

“There is nothing in that,” he said
curtly. “We have held the pole for a
long time, and later may regain it. Let’s
take things as they come. Fortunately,
these discoveries were not made until
nearly the very moment when our big-
gest job was done. That now must en-
gage us. That moment is close at hand.
We have only six minutes to wait.
Secreen that opening under the  wvault,
some of you, lest the débris is scattered
by the explosion.”

Three of the men sprang up and
placed a broad wooden screen across
the opening, bracing it in place with a
strip of joist. All were alert, then, and
eager for the end of their knavish un-

T | dertaking.

e “You got the satchel into the vault,

, all right, Dickie?” Nolan questioned.
s “Easily,”  Ravenswood  nodded.
355 “Raymond complied w:thouban ﬁbi&-

: L-‘ = hm e E : &=

B T eehad for Rayond?” &b

one way,” Lacy ventured. b
“In what way, Lacy?” =
“In setting the machine that i ;

PR the losive so early as nmancbck
et 5 Wmﬂdn’t m:dmght have been betteﬂ‘”

‘ﬁﬁfaﬁﬂiers ware nervous and apprehen-

- “It strikes me that we mm 7
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know that the time-lock doors cannot

_be opened, and even if the watchman

in the building were to hear the muffled
sound; before he can locate it and make
an investigation, we'll have looted the
vault and be making a get-away.”

“That’s how we've figured it, sure,”
Galen nodded.

“By the way, Dickie.”

“Well, Paddy?”

“Is there any possibility that Glidden

picked you up again and shadowed you
here?”

“Not the shghtest,. Paddy,” Ravens-
wood said confidently—but he over-
looked that a spy might have been
watching the movements of his sup-
posed valet.

“There would be the devil to pay,
Dickie, in that case,” Nolan vouchsafed
grimly.

“Very true—in that case,” Ravens-

' '_fwmd allowed, glancing at his watch.

 He appeared perfectly calm and cool,

, Wﬁed Ravenemremotdyﬁ e

For Joe Glidden, n

hnrné#s_ thlrty ymrs

-



~ head, the fall ‘of a trap, the furious
- rush of feetduwnmrxva}‘ﬂ]
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_hard bemuse of it, came the crash of
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escape within half a block, while oth-
ers were watching the bank in front
and invading the building with a trusty
janitor.

Nine o'clock.

Ravenswood had not stirred.

Ten seconds passed.

“Suppose the machine fails, Dickie?”
Nolan’s eyes were bright and dilated,
but he was very pale.

Ravenswood gazed at him a bit

fondly.
“It will not fail, Paddy,” he said
calmly, “Tt will—"

No, it did not fail. The expected
explosion drowned the words on the
lips of the Red Raven chief.

The muffled thunder of it shook the-

earth and walls around them. The
wooden screen was blown half across
the underground room. Great slabs of
stone and cement fell to the floor of
the circular chamber. A vast volume
of smoke poured downward, filling
every opening and corner. Through
the blackness of it, the lights glowed
wan and yellow, and the moving figures
of the excited men were like appari-
tions seen in a mist.

Mingled with the terrific noise, un-

‘doors, the smash of a bulk-

sending a bullet through Glidden’s arm,
and then came the volley.

Lacy, Galen, and Midget Mahoney
went down, all badly wounded. Haw-
ley, Drogan, and Finley were beaten off

their feet before they could draw a

weapon. Overwhelming numbers were
overcoming the Red Ravens.

The feet of two, however, were mov-
ing like those of frightened hares.
They sped through the tunnel, emerged
from the back door of a lodging house
within thirty seconds, saw that the way
around a stable was open—and then
they were off and away through the
misty night.

“Cripes!” gasped Nolan.
slip-up, Dickie.”

“Never mind the slip-up, Paddy.”
Ravenswood’s voice was calm, but
through the black smoke that seared his
face his features were painfully drawn
and ghastly white.
the boys, Paddy!
Some are down and out—down and out

“True, Dickie, too true! Glidden,
curse the dick has made good this time.
‘What

“Our first

~ forever!”

“Come on, and don't qucstion, Ra-
venswood interrupted. “We an&ﬁmm -

to doubles and cases, Paddy.

e, Paddy, wﬁ and{ I, for ﬁ@pﬁ.@-

“It’s the boys—
Heaven help them! -

Jail
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WIIIIam F! Vassall

HE final strains of the enchant-

ing waltz died away, and Rich-

3 . & ard de Launcey led out upon

o L1 s the white deck of the liner his
- “partner of the last dance.

- = “Isn't it lovely?” she asked, her en-
tire soul bubbling over with the ex-
hilaration of 3outh of happiness, of

~ life itself.
- “Eatrancing,” he ed, with a
broad a. “The mus:c.rtel;?dancmg the
n:ght It’s worth living for.”

- She hardly heard him. Her eyes

-~ were lost, away in the dim distance,

o whe:rc the cold moonlight fell on the

'—_*f_ gy water, calm as a mill pond,
23 == y where the sharp prow of the
Mcﬁaﬁﬂ! ltasshedmestmd;-

."Wﬁs ever happen # he
Wsnu!ﬁﬂly “Slﬂlrweage\a:g;,meet

dream,” he said slowly.

_derstand.”

For one instant, their eyes met; and
it was not the girl’s that wilted under
the emotion of contact.

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“It all comes like a great, grand
“It cannot last.
I know I shall soon wake up.”

“You needn’t, J.Eyw don’t want to,”
she replied. “The climate, they teil
me, is the same all the year round; and
the great ballroom at the Constant
Spring rivals the Ritz or the Cecil.”

“1 know,” he replied. “I have ex-
perienced the delights of both. But
you—you will not always be there.”

“Oh,” she said coldly, “I did not un-

i and tbe

A deep silence follo
aﬁipas-

water lapped the ani: ef
she slowed down, }
zling for five seconﬁs,thaxiu@tforﬁva 3
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feel that T ought not—at least, not now.
It would not be fair to you, or—aw—
to me. But there is one thing I should
tell you about myself, and, by Jove, I
will, though T had resolved to keep it a
secret.”

She stirred uneasily.

“Don’t feel vourself constrained to
do anything of the sort, Mr. de Laun-
cey; I never try to learn my friends’
secrets, and, what is more, I never
promise to keep them.” .

“I shall not ask you to,” De Laun-
cey answered. ‘“‘And it shan’t be any-
thing so very horrid, either; you
needn’t look quite so alarmed. I am
not going to tell you that I am an
escaped convict, or a bank robber,
partly because you mightn’t believe me,
and—aw—partly because you might.”

The girl laughed sweetly.

“Are you looking for some excuse,

- Mr. de Launcey, to tell me that you are

a Russian grand duke or an Austrian
count? 1 assure you, I shall not stand
for it, unless it is some name that I can
pronounce without sneezing.”

It was his turn to laugh now.

“By Jove, you are not so far wrong,
either,” he said, “though the sneeze

churlish of me,” she continued, with
mock humility, vet with a winning hu-
mor that robbed her sarcasm of any
bitterness. “I ought to have replied,
‘Honored by your condescension, my
lord; I am just plain Mabel Ransome,
daughter. of Thomas Ransome, of
Cleveland, Ohio, tobacco merchant.’
And then I should have curtsied, I
suppose ; though, somehow, my knees
could never learn that supple bow of
your English aristocracy.”

De Launcey howled with laughter.

“I'll have to correct you on three
points,” he said. “The first is that
queens don’t have to bow to their sub-
jects, and you look every inch a queen
—or ought to be. The second——"

Mabel cut him off, and there was a
mischievous twinkle in her eyes as she
said

“Your lordship is exceedingly kind.
Couldn’t you drop a hint to that effect
the next time you and Georgie turn into
that little saloon on the Strand for a
mug of ale and a social l:hat? It might
help me along.”

Lord Bralcy—we will sﬁll call hm
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you were entirely unfair to your
mirror.’

“Your lordship,* Mabcl replied, *
either overkind or oversentimental.
But why must I regard all this as a
secret ?”’

“1 am traveling incognito, you see.
Viscount Braley is supposed to be in
Egypt.  Even for the few months I re-
mained in England, I was unknown to
-any but my nearest friends. This kind

~“of thing, don't yer know, gives a chap

a chawnce to get a seat in the gallery

_ and see the show, so to speak, instead

of bemg always on the stage, where he
‘can’t see anything. And, in Jamaica
especially, where one of my ancestors
nearly three hundred years ago was

- governor, and where the family still

owns large estates, I should be sub-
_jected to such a publicity that I should
—a.w-—-—really try to hide myself, don’t
yer know.”

Mabel nodded.
' “I understand,” she said simply, and

~ glanced at her watch.

- “T know it,” said De Launcey hastily ;
1 know that I have kept you out too

3 late. But I had to tell you this, and to-

mg*ht is my last chawnce. WEe shall be
in the harbor before dayhght and after
that——"

There was a question in hxs voice, but

he did not finish the sentence.
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“Then it is not improbable that we
shall meet,” De Launcey answered. “I
shall be at the Myrtle Bank Hotel for
a fortnight at least; that is only thirty
minutes from you on the trolley car,
Would it be asking too much—aw—for
me to call and take vou to see some of
the sights and things, don't you know ?”

“I shall be really delighted, Mr. de
Launcey, that is, provided mother keeps
well enough to trave! Did you bring
your car?™

“I did not, Miss Ransome. But good
automobiles and reliable chauffeurs can
be hired here for little more than the
cost of gasoline. Tf you need any as-
sistance in that direction, 1 shall be—
zw——d;awmed to aid you; don't yer
know.”

'Thalitmwéymrwmr,” she said,
and held out her hand 1o him. He took
it, bﬂbeimhmlﬁsadﬁatthe door
of her stateroom, he raised it gently to
his lips. And Mabel Ransome cmly
smiled.

~ 1T.

Kingston, Jamaica, at seven o'clock
on a lovely morning in early Novem-
ber; quaintness, beauty, animation,
vfgnr—ﬂlat was what lay before Ma-
bel Ranscmn, as, w:th hzr mmher on

Mabe] remained sﬂm&vfw mcmmt. ;




& In&be

The Sultana Crescent 93

A taxicab sent from the hotel was
awaiting them, and De Launcey saw
them into it.

“Nine o'clock to-morrow morning,”
he reminded them, shook hands, turned
on his heels, and was away.

Next morning, the Englishman called
ap a well-known garage, and hired a
touring car and chauffeur for the day,
and, when he reached the Constant
Spring, Mabel, dressed in summer mus-
lins, her golden hair floating wavily in

the soft morning air, stood waiting in

the bright sunlight, at the end of a
magnificent arbor of bouganvillze, which
stretched from the side entrance al-
most to the great door of the hotel it-
self.

After that, De Launcey was a reg--

ular visitor at the Constant Spring Ho-
tel, and daily the little party went pic-
nicking. One day, it was to the Cane
River Falls, another day to the match-
less Gardens at Castleton, or to the
great dam and massive culverts at Bog
Walk.

One day, they went slumming, and
ended up with a visit to police head-
quarters, where they were shown most
everything that could interest them, and
obtained a lot u£ mm B

“Too bad,” sighed De Launcey.
“What's his failing? Rum?”

“Rum started him,” replied the of-
ficer, “but now he doesn’t stop at no-
wheres. He's broke half a dozen heads
in this here town in one night, but his
own is never scratched. That's why
his pals say he is wooden-headed. His
last visit here was when he was sus-
pected of burglary less than a month
ago. He was held for a few days, but
there was no evidence against him, and
the judge discharged him. For my
part, I say, lock him up, evidence or
no evidence. If he was not guilty, it
was through no fault of his. I wouldn't
give him no chance.”

“Don’t you think his surroundings
might have something to do with it7”
said De Launcey, with a smile. “I see,

-he lives at 821 Rum Lane.”

“That’s nothing whatever to do with

it, sir, nothing at all,” answered the po-

liceman warmly. “I've known some
perfectly honest people to live on Rum
Lane; some total abstainers even. And
you don’t expect a man to be the devil
because he lives near Hell Gate, New

York; or to be a thoroughly bad fish

bemselns address is Rotten wa‘

h@ w Lane,
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ship, at Sabina Park, and thnugh they
did not understand the intricacies of
the play, they, nevertheless, caught the
enthusiasm of the erowd, so that when,
with one run to tie, and three men to
play, Barton had taken the ball and
hammered down those three wickets
without alloqug his opponents that
one run, they cheered themselves hoarse
in the general upmar that followed.
They dléna?kﬂéw what had happened,
but they knew that the great left-
hander had achieved the improbable,

e

andﬂmmm enough.
b Tk Jiihey drove back to their hotel
.SH pare for the great ball that was

L

e

[abel’s experiences that night were
irely new, and harsh with that
p ncy that intoxicates. Dressed in a
Tight, clinging creation of sky-blue silk
‘that threw out boldly the soit, creamy
alabaster of her throat and shoulders,
she wore on her breast a single crescent
clasp, consisting of one large diamond,
surrounded by an almost priceless clus-
ter of the finest pearls. Yet these
: adornments were unnecessary, for the
- tender freshness of Mabel Ransome,

- the rosy lips, and ruddier cheeks, and
the bewitching, artless/smile in her big,
~  brown eyes, drew gallants to her as

- moth.s are drawn to a candle.

s -
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before De Launcey and Mabel found
themselves together once more. This
time, it was in a wild, maddening
galop, that sent the blood in a rush to
their heads and faces, and intoxicated
them with their own delirious exhilara-
tion. They could not speak, save only
with their eyes; they could hardiy
breathe; yet the gentle touch of the
man on the slender form of the girl he
held, was the self-confident dominance
of possession, and the sensitive intui-
tion of the maiden telegraphed back a
messageaf sabmission.

As the music ended, and De Laun-
cey conducted her to her seat, he
found time to whisper:

“Won’t you be sitting out a single
dance? T had so wanted to have you
to myself for a little while.”

“I am so happy, Mr. de Launcey,”
she pleaded, “and my program is quite
full. I could reserve only the last dance -
for you. May I not——"

“I must leave Kingston to-morrow
for Westmoreland, at the other end of
the island,” he replied. “I waited only
for this.” _ :

“T will see you after the last dance,”
shemdhmnedly,fﬁrh&nextpm-
it a bar-

- But Mabel w&lihww' e mconve:ii-- “ylelded:
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away out on the lawn, where a small
rural seat, entwined with creepers,
stood beside a towering black thatch.
The crisp, dew-laden Bahama grass
crunched musically beneath their feet,
and the fragrance of jasmine filled the
air they breathed, and added its intox-
icating stimulus to their already over-
flowing hearts.

The most serious moments are the
moments when men find it hardest to
put their thoughts into words. And
so it was that these tweo young lovers—
lovers of nature, lovers of life, lovers
of each othér—with their bubbling
hearts, had to fence for an opening.

“I hope you had a lovely time,” was
the inane remark he first made.

“Delightful,” she replied,
- is altogether different from the old ball
days. Is it something in the climate or
in the place, or the strangeness of it all,
that makes the difference?”

“For you, it may be all that,” he an-
swered sentimentally, “but for me it is
something in here”—he laid his hand
upon his bosom—"that causes the
change. Can you guess what it is?”’

She looked up to him, and a fire of
comprehension lighted her eves.
"Nn,nn, sﬁecrxed, “donottﬁngt
me, it is not &n:l" 2

“Why. it-
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radiant, enchanted being, as she turned
the tender young face up to his, as she
laid one arm on his shoulder, and whis-
pered in the pure innocence of her no-
ble young soul:

“No, it is not fair; it is not manly;
because—Dbecause, you know, Richard,
that I love you; because you know I
have fought against this for all these
days; because you saw that the music
to-night maddened me, and 1 had to fll
up my program, had to give myself up
to the wild abandon of recklessness, in
the hope of mastering myself. There,”
she added vehemently, “you have
tempted me, and I have fallen. You
have allowed me to say what no self-
respecting woman should ever say; you
have made me ashamed of myself. 1
wish I were dead.”

De Launcey raised the delicate,
shapely head that sobbed on his bosom,
and kissed the drawn lips lightly.

“My darling,” he said, “you have
only said the words that any noble
woman should say who desires to make
a man happy.”

“But 1 have said them before I am
asked,” she said, with a sigh.




~ he said.
‘or will you go for it?
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“As you will, dearest: There is an
old legend, that maidens love to dream
by moonlight at the spot where first
they gave their heart, and that it is
lucky. Don’t you believe it?”

“I never heard that before,” she an-
swered. “Do you believe in luck ?”

“In the concrete,” replied De Laun-
cey enigmatically, “net in the abstract.
Still, some remarkable things do hap-
pen. But I must get that next car.”

“I will see you to the car,” she mur-
mured, “then [ will go up.”

‘A short turn through the fields
brought them to the street, where the

s TIORE. Smpped De Launcey wrung her
_-jhand and approached the waiting car,
f,hen he stopped abruptly and turned to

: “"You left your shawl where you sat,”

“Shall T run to get it for you,
Luck, it seems,
has decreed that you should return to

- the happy spot.”

~ The conductor watched the dialogue,
then rang his bell. Trolley cars could

~ not be kept waiting while young lovers
- made their lengthy adieus.

“Catch your car,” Mabel answered.
“I will get my shawl”
De Launcey sprang to ‘the foothoard

~of the slowly moving vehicle, and

waved her a parting good-by. Then
she turned back toward the little rustic

~ seat that had such tender memories for
2 Mﬂbellooked arounéﬁﬁ-.mshehad .
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held her face away. A great faintness
overcame her, her struggles grew
feebler, her eyes clouded, her senses
grew confused, and she fell in a heap
to the ground.~ And Mabel never knew
more ; never knew how, when all signs
of life seemed gone, the cruel, steely '
grasp had passed from her throat, and
lifted her delicate body for one great
final heave to the ‘earth, where it had
fallen, disheveled and broken.

For Mabel Ransome was gone; gone
from the happiness she had anticipated,
gone from the life she had but begun,
gone from the pleasure she enjoyed,

gone from the mother she idolized, gone
from the world that had been all sun-
shine mhmhgnncl :

> w.

Tl';e excitement in Kingston was of
the most intense kind when, next mom-
ing, the papers made the startling an-
nouncement that the body of lovely Ma-
bel Ransome, a guest at the Constant
Spring Hotel, had early that morning
been discovered on the gmunds hy
watchman,

Owing to its dakghfﬁﬂ chma%e one
of the chief assets of the island is its
tourist trade, and fmm a ‘business as
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Ransome leave the building with De
Launcey immediately after, but did not
see them return.

De Launcey was found in his rooms
at the Myrtle Bank. He was horror-
stricken at the news. Yes, he had

« taken Miss Ransome for a moonlight
ramble across the grounds after the
ball, and had left her about two-twenty,
when she had accompanied him to the
car. He did not mention her senti-
mental reason for returning; he would
spare that much of the memory of the
girl he had loved.

Through the office of the traction
company, Cameron was at length able
to discover the car that had gone by the
hotel at that time, and the conductor

bered and identified De Laun-

remem . . .
cey and the little girl in blue that had
accompaniéd him when he boarded the

Thebodyof&:deadgxﬂwnclowly
nd :
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other places, where such an article
could be taken for dispossession.

Nothing, however, was discovered.
The quest struck a snag, and was at a
standstill. De Launcey postponed his
Western trip, and, with several other
indefatigable amateurs, was giving all
his time to the solution of th: mystery.
Yet no solution seemed in sight. Three
whole days had passed, and nothing
had been achieved; and the public was
clamoring for results.

In this dilemma, Cameron had to fall
back upon his last resort. Detective
Sutherland was the one big gun of the
bureau. At the present time, he was
engaged on an important case at Port
Antonio, but his chief telegraphed him
to drop everything else, and report at
once at headquarters.

Before the great detective could ar-
rive, however, a red-hot clew was in
the hands of the detectives at Sutton
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“Excuse me,” he said, tapping her
lightly en the arm, “you got to go with
me up to Sutton Street.”

“What for?" cried the girl, startled,
“I haven’'t done nothing.”

“No questions asked and none an-
swered,” replied the limb of the law
promptly ; then, remembering the rule
book, added: “And I have to warn you
that any statement you make will be
used against you in evidence.”

“Well, but what I got to go for?”
asked the puzzled girl.

“’Cause I toN you to,” replied Arm-
strong, stretching out his great bulk,
“and I'm an officer of the law. Will
you go quietly now, or shall 1 arrest
you "

The girl considered the situation for
a moment, and then moved on beside
her burly escort.

“T will go.” she atghed “but I haven’t
done nothing.”

And at her throat the while, there
sparkled a great crescent clasp, consist-
ing of a single large diamond, sur-
rounded by a collection of the rarest,
richest pearls.

At the station, Armstrong did not
need to say a word.. Ea.lfa dozen po-
licemen sprang to w s ‘

]

“This? Why, I bought it with my
own money,”

Armstrong, who was still standing
beside the girl, tittered audibly.

“Thank you, Armstrong,” said the
lieutenant. “I forgot to thank and com-
pliment you. You may return to your
post. I will see that this thing gets
into my report.”

He turned again to the girl.

“Will you tell me how much you paid
for it?” he asked.

“Five shillings,” she replied proudly.
“Why? Did he rob me?”

“From whom did you buy it?” the
lieutenant asked.

“From a man I met in the street yes-
terday morning. He said he had picked
it up, and when I paid him for it, he
turned into the saloon at the corner of
Charles and Duke Streets.”

“Would you know that man if you

saw_him again? Can you describe

him #*

“I sure would. I paid him five shil-
lings. He was about as tall as—as that
man over there, but not so stout. He
had a red face, and a lm!e mustmdne
here, just a little. His face was wrin-

. Kled—oh,- 0. weinkled, and when he -\
,gmﬂﬂaﬂ,_lﬂﬂhﬁaahehadlostmwﬁh




The Sultana Crescent

habitual criminal was led into head-
quarters. Mary Berger identified him
at once as the man who had sold her
the clasp, and he did not deny it. Then
the girl was allowed to go, and Inspec-
tor Cameron himself questioned the
suspect.

Jimmy admitted he had sold the girl
the jewel, but said he had picked it up.
When pressure had been brought to
bear upon him, however, he said that
he had not picked it up, but that a mes-
senger boy whom he did not know had
brought it to him in a small box a few
days hbefore; he could not remember
what day it was. It was addressed to
him, and inside was a paper with the

words: “From a pal” He did not
know who had sent it.

And from this statement, no fnrce
could turn Jimmy.

But a2 man who has semdmgzht dif-
i'erent sentenm in pmsan is hi'ﬂﬂy he~

\ J'inuny‘!l
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it by a mere greenhorn, who has been
in the service three weeks, and who
cannot find his way, unaided, through
the streets of Kingston.

“Who's the new marvel?” asked

Sutherland. Loaded with honors him-
self, he could afford to welcome a rising
star.

“Young Armstrong. But ‘there was
no sleuthing ; just plain luck.”

“And the culprit?” Sutherland asked.
Wooden-head

“Your old friend,

The detective rolled his eyes about
the room, and finally fixed them on the
inspector once more.

“Believe me, chief, I did not give
Jimmy that much credit.”

Then he continued :

“But since that is over, and I am not

~ wanted, perhaps I could have the next

few hours to do a little mrknumyﬂm: _ ‘
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that, he visited or telephoned his pros-
pective guests, and everything was
settled. ]

Anthony Sutherland deserves more
than a passing mention. He was a
great, big negro, with a visage so round
and regular that it was hard to perceive
where his forehead ended, and his
short, close-cropped hair began.

His eyes were sleepy-looking, and his
face wore an imbecile, idiotic ex-
pression. Looking at him, one won-
dered whether he could count ten.

Minus a neck, his head sat awk-
wardly on one edge of his great, cir-
cular body; at the opposite edge were
two short, small legs that seemed

- wholly unequal to the sixteen stone
- of meat and fat which Sutherland took

~with him wherever he went. It did
not seem as if he could walk five yards

in an hour, though there were many
~ who would swear that they had seen

him do a quarter mile, flat, behind a
fleeting burglar, in considerably less
than two minutes. Buf, then, Suther-
land was the kind of man of whom
nothing should be expected, yet of
whom anything might be expected.
And, at Sutton Street, he was in-
valuable. g

The luncheon at Myrtle Bank was a

-merry one. Inspector Cameron sat at

the head of the table; at his right, De

~ Launcey, and at his left Sutherland,
~ faced each other. Below were half a
“dozen other _guests, wlm de mtetested

“It puzzled me too, at first,” admit-
ted the manager, “but now I seem to
understand.. Mr. Sutherland selected
his own waxters and I see the idea is
to give us an extravagant burlesque
though he seems to be overdoing it.”

“We excuse him,” said Cameron,
with a laugh. “Nobody could expect
better of Sutherland, anyhow.”

After the laugh had subsided, De
Launcey raised his glass, and drank to
the Jamaica police,

Cameron rose to reply, but Suther-
land pulled him back by the tail of his
coat, and rose in his stead.

“Gentlemen,” he said; “Inspector
Cameron has permitted me to reply for
him to the toast just proposed; and I
beg to thank our distinguished visitor
for his appreciation, as well as for as-
sistance he voluntarily offered, when
we seemed confronted with a great
mystery. I trust that before he leaves
our shores, he may have further oppor-
tunity of seeing the ins and outs of our
police system.”

“Sit down now, Sutherland,” said
one of the guests, in a loud whisper.
“You made a good start; if you go on,
you will get your foot in your mouth.”

“l arranged for this party,” con-

tinued Sutherland. “bmuse - wanted
to tell you something about the gem
that has just wwmwm
because, like valuable stones, it,
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the intrinsic worth of the jewel, but
that he fully appreciated its value may
be gathered from the fact that befere
he would let it leave his safe, he had it
insured for seventy-five thousand dol-
lars.

“Before the exposition had been half
through, the insurance company wrote
to cancel the policy, and the directors
were in a quandary, for the colonel
would net let it remain uninsured, and
the directors knew that it was the cen-
tral attraction of the show. At length,
they struck upon the happy expedient
of baving it duplicated in paste. The
job was done by a master of his pro-
fession, and none but an expert could
tell the difference. I, however, as I

say, had an apportunity of comparing
the two, and of having the difference
pointed out to me.

“For two days more, the crowds paid
to see the imitation, not knowing that
it was not the real Crescent. And then
' somtthmg happened.

_proval.

B
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Mike Swanley, had escaped with his
booty—a jewel of paste, worth a few
shillings !

“As I have said, I had a good peek
at the rascal who escaped, and | had
little difficulty in identifying him in the
rogues’ gallery, at police headquarters,
New York. He was an old jailbird,
originally from Atlanta, Georgia, and
was registered as Billie Binks.

“The search for Binks throughout
the United States was vigorous and per-
sistent, but nothing more of him, nor
of the paste crescent, was ever heard,
and often since I have consoled my-
self with the belief that he might have
retired to his hole, and died of seme
wound he received in that night's com-
bat. And I was satisfied to think that
the death of faithful Mike Swanley had
been avenged either by my hand or h:s
own.’

Sutherland paused. and, raising the
glass to his lips, slowly sipped a mouth-
ful of wine. The little audience
breathed, and uttemd amurmuro! ap-
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little signal a minute ago, and if you
will look closely at them, you will see
that four of them are covering you with
pistols, though the weapons are covered
with napkins. And they are good shots,
Viscount Braley; remarkably good
shots. Better not try it.

“Yes, Billy Binks,” Sutherland
ground out between his teeth, while fire
flashed from his eyes, “we meet to-day
under circumstances entirely different
from those in New York that last time,
when you murdeted poor Mike Swan-
ley, and nearly did for me. But when
you distinctly drew attention to your-
self and Miss Ransome before you en-
tered the car that night, to get off at
the next corner, then hurry back to

- murder her; when you sent the paste

crescent by a hired boy to O’Reary,
where you knew it would be traced, but

~whose explanations, as a habitual crim-

inal, you knew would not be accepted,
you laughed up your sleeves at the
island police. Yet, it was a defiance,
Mr. Binks, that I, swomn to avenge
Mike Swanley, could never pass.

“And, lastly, gentlemen,” added
Sutherland, pulling a package from his
pocket, and turning again to his little
audience, while two of the waiters
safely manacled De Launcey, “take a
look at the two Sultana Crescents, the
genuine and the false. This is the
duplicate. It was taken from Mary
Berger, and is probably worth five shil-
lings. And this is the genuine crescent.
It was taken from Mr., de Launcey’s
rooms upstairs while we sat at Tuncheon
here, and brought me by a waiter.
Colonel Ransome valued it at seventy-
five thousand dollars, and the best
‘judges consider his estimate extremely
conservative.”

SHOT AT RAT—KILLS MAN

THE bullet which killed a rat the other day in the restaurant at 239 Cedar

Avenue, Minneapolis, Minnesota, claimed its human victim when Daniel

Golden died at the City Hospital.

Thomas Christo, employed in the restaurant, took a shot at a big gray rat.
The bullet killed the rat, glanced, and struck Golden in the stomach.
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9’ Frank Farks

was the talk of town and coun-

a GNES MILLER'’S good fortune

try when it was announced .

that she was to marry Norton
Torrey. He was worth half a million
dollars, which amounts (o wealth, out-
side the big cities. He had lived for
thirty years in Holliston, a pretty lit-
tle town on the Delaw. re River, not far
from the famous Water Gap, and al-
ways had enjoyed the distinction of
being the richest man in the place.
At the time of his engagement to
Miss Miller, he was fifty-four years old,

—and had been a widower for a decade.
S&M‘umkmwnmﬂoﬂistmpm-. brilliant.

ﬁk.hehaﬂ’uw
son, fmm whniﬁ

however, when she attracted the atten-
tion of Norton Torrey. It was a fore-
gone conclusion that she would accept
him, for, aside from his money, he was
2 man to win a woman. He was ad-
mitted to be by all odds the handsomest
man, young or old, who ever had
stepped inside the limits of that town-
ship. Holliston had two principal
“sights” with which to delight visitors.
One of them was Mr. Torrey’s house,
and the other was Mr. Terrey. He

had a comr.na.ndm  figure; he always
wdr,hlsm.

dressed exc
maﬁﬂqmm@mm
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health failed most alarmingly. No one
had ever known him to be ill. *“A con-
stitution like Norton Torrey,” had come
to be an ordinary form of expression
in the town.

He was a sad wreck when the iron
strength that had sustained him through
so many years failed at last. No one
knew what was the matter with him. A
distinguished expert in nervous diseases
—summoned at great expense from
Philadelphia—supplied the gossips with
ponderous scientific names, which be-

‘came even more incomprehensible after

a few attempts at repetition.

The patient rallied, and soon was able
to go out-of-doors; but it was evident
to all who met him that he had failed
in mind as well as in body, and that he

~ never would be the same man again.
He was eccentric and despondent, and

as irritable as if he had been an invalid
all his days.

Of course, the sad change in him ex-
cited no end of talk; but the gossips

‘soon had a better subject in the-wife,
~whose friendship with George Harley,
‘a young lawyer, was said to have be-

come closer than propriety permitted.
‘Harley was a fine-looking fellow, just
out of a law school. He was the son
of a well-to-do resident of Holliston,
which accounts for his beginning prac-
tice in so small a field. For a year or

~ more, he had a little legal work to do

~ for N‘oﬁnn Torrey, but uther clients

Torrey, rapidly crossing the hall in her
magnificent home, met Doctor Frazer,
the old village physician. He was sur-
prised to see her—much more surprised
than she, apparently.

“Where have you been?’ he cried.
“We have searched for you everywhere,
We have been looking for you since one
o'clock.”

“Is it possible?” asked Mrs. Torrey
calmly. “What is the matter?”

The physician did not mark, at the
time, that she had not answered his
question, but he remembered it after-
ward. :

“Your hushand is very ill.,” he said.

“Indeed " replied the lady, without
seeming to note the physician’s excited,
almost frightened, demeanor. “He
seemed no worse than usual when I saw
him thxsmormng Imilgeuptolus
room at once.’ SCRES

She ascended ﬁt‘ S'tzn's and the old
doctor followed her. His hand, upon
the banister rail, trembled.

They found Norton Torrey in his
bed. An elderly woman, Mrs. Eliza
Ward, who had long been the principal
servant in the house, was bending over
him. It seemed that she was trying to
make him swallow a potion, and that
‘he was unable to do so. His teeth were

‘clenched tightly ; his face was pale, and
showed the lmes of reee:?m& mi_ '_
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frame. Then he turned his face to the
wall.

The physician leaned far over him,
his knee upon the bed. With a strong
effort, he turned the patient upon his
back, and gazed intently into his face
Then be got down from the bed, and
stood beside it with uplifted hand.

“Dead!" screamed the wife, and she
fell upon the floor, fainting.

When they raised her up, there
seemed to be as little life in her as in
the form upon the bed; but when they
hadcamzdhermtoanothermom the
physician restored her to consciousness
without much trouble. She speedily
recovered full control of her faculties,
so that she was able to ask calmly
enough for the details of the sudden
illness which had terminated fatally in
her presence.

“1 was sent for about’ one o’clock,”
said the doctor. “Your husband was
thmveq ﬂ. and I soon became alarmed
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great excitement. As he stood before
the lady, who sat with her arms rest-
ing upon a small table, his fingers
played nervously with a fold of the
tablecloth.

Mrs. Torrey looked up at him with
an intense expression, which deepened
into horror. She rose slowly, and
leaned over the table, so that her face
was near his.

“Do you mean to tell me,” she de-
manded in a whisper, “that my hus-
band was poisoned 7"

The physician was silent for a full
minute, during which time he eyed the
woman's face with professional atten-
tion. What he saw there seemed to em-
bolden him.

“Mrs. Torrey,” he said, with a sud-
den access of firmness, “it is my duty
to tell you that your husband exhibited
all the symptoms of poisoning with ar-
senic. Deeply as I regret the necessity
ofaédmghmhﬂémnth
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broth remained there. Any one in the
house might have gone to the spot, and
poured the poison into the bawl.”

“But you are not sure that the broth
was poisoned,” cried the woman. “My
husband has been ill a long time. Nat-
ural causes might have——"

The physician checked her with a
wave of the hand.

“In the bottom of the bowl,” he said,
“I found a white powder. Of course,
I have had no time to analyze it chem-
ically, even if T felt competent to un-
dertake so serious an examination. Yet
I have not a shadow of doubt that the
powder is ordinary white arsenic.”

The woman sank back into her chair.

“I am 11, she said, with a shudder.
“Will you call my maid ?”

The doctor touched a bell upon the
table, and presently Mrs. Ward opened
the door between the widow’s room and
that in which the master of the house
lay dead.

“Mrs. Torrey wants her maid,” said

the doctor.

“Alice has gone,” replied the house-

keeper. “She left, this morning, for
good. Didn’t y',' know it, Mrs.
Torrey "

SWer. -

“1 knew nothmg of xt, was the an-

shun the error of concealment in that
hour of peril; but she would not heed
his words. With a heart that was heavy
with black doubts and fears, he left her
to herself,

415

“Mr. Sharpe,” said George Harley,
“I have sought your assistance in this
case from peculiar motives. In the first
place, let me say that I have unlimited
faith in your power. I believe that you
can establish Mrs, Torrey’s innocence,
no matter what may be the evidence
against her.”

The great detective was standing by
the window of the young lawyer's
office, looking out upon the familiar
beauties of the Delaware.

“Do you mean,” he said, “that you
think I can establish her innocence,
even if she is guilty? Do not harbor
such a thought. You are her legal
counsel. It is your duty—or, at least,
it is your privilege—to free her by any
legal means in your power. My case is
different. I shall regard only the facts;
and, by the way, the sooner I learn
whatever may be known to you the
better.” ;

“Thenletussaehowthzm_"

stands,” said Hanlex
mflﬂtm%: '
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rect life, i now known to bhave been
that most deplorable of wretches—a se-
cret tippler, a2 home drunkard.

“Incredible, isnt t7 Yet it is true.
That was what broke his first wife’s
heart. That wes the horror which
Agnes discovered within a month after
she married that man.

“Almost every evening, in the seclu-
sion of his room, whose privacy neo
servant dared to violate, Norton Torry
drugged himself with liquor. His in-
dulgence was snci that it would have
sent almost any other man to the grave.
Yet so miruﬂm was the strength of
his constitution, that he would awake,
after a secret debauch, with scarcely a
trace of it about him. A half hoar’s
vigorous exercise, a plunge into cold
water, a careful tnilct-—-and the beast
of a few hours before would be trans-

formed into the gentleman that poor
Agnes Miller had loved.
“And this wretched farce had been
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rejoined Harley; “and they will also
make some references to myself, if they

. dare; but I warn them that the man

who ventures to intimate that my rela-
tions with Agnes were more than
friendly, may expect to join the saints
in paradise or the fiends in perdition,
mrding. o his deserts, and that

He spoke with the tone of a man who
meant what he said. The detective re-
garded him curiously, remembering that
he, also, had a motive for desiring Nor-
ton Torrey’s death.

will ” continued Har-
ley, *“that Torrey dncd of arsenical poi-
soning. I shall not be able to contest
that Chemical analysis has shown the
preseace of arsemic in the body.

“A part of the powder found in the
bowlfrmwhuh'l'onqh&dlzﬁmﬂn
beef broth has been analyzed. It s
white arsenmic,

“Albert Dunning, amm

ﬂlﬁrmaﬁyms. Talk ~ who recently

of a great city! Go

on the corner below here

uh'ﬁyﬂmmmmm that Alice
usmhkdeeephons '
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Mrs. Torrey’s room. She doesn't know
how it came there, and I don’t pretend
to understand that feature of the case.”

“Where is Alice Holden?” asked
Sharpe.

“*She has not been found,” was the
reply. “Of course, it is natural to sus-
pect her, but that theory will not work.
It is positively proved that she left this
town early in the morning. She has
been traced to New York. It is utterly
impossible that she could have put the
poison into that broth, for she was a
hundred miles away when it was done.

“To proceed, every servant in the
house has bheen examined, and every
one can clear himself or herself, as the
case may be.
ever that the poison was put into the

" broth while it was on the litile stand
outside the door of Torrey’s room.

During that time, not oneé of the serv- ;
In short, though -

- ants was alone.
naturaﬂy want to take a contrary view,
I am forced to admit that they are all

~ innocent.”

“How about Mrs. Ward, the house-

- keeper ?” asked Sharpe. “I understand
- that she made the broth and carried it

upstairs.”
“She had no motive,” was the reply ;
“and her character will clear her. She
xsnngofthebestof women, and every-
~ body in this town knows it. I haven’t

There is no doubt what-

W
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summoned when her husband was taken
il1?” demanded the detective.

“The servants did not find her,” re-
plied Harley. “She was in an unused
room, which is always locked. No one
thought of going there.”

*“Was she alone?”

Again Harley hesitated.

“No,” he said finally; “I was with
her.” :

“Then, why do you not come for-
ward and clear her?”

“For several reasons,” was the an-
swer. “First, it would damage her rep-
utation.”

Smrcely so much as an accusation
of murder,” suggested Sharpe.

“A woman has strange preferences,”
said Harley, *“Agnes commands me to
be silent. - Aa a matter of fact, I ought

ptivity.
“An elopemem: " suggested Sharpe.
“Heaven knows!” cried Harley. “It
might have come to that. I urged it,
for I was mad with Afor her. She
refused, though she admitted her love

ior me. Ah her behawor was mhh! 5

1"'.
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“Why did not Mrs. Torrey get it?”

“Because she did not know exactly
where it was.”

“Did you not take a risk in passing
through the halls at that time?” asked
Sharpe. “You did not wish any one to
know that you were in the house.”

“That was not important,” answered
Harley. “If I had been seen, I should
simply have gone to Torrey’s door and
rapped. We quarreled once, you know,
but of late our relations had been more
cordial., I had to take care when it
came to the matter of a long, private
conversation with Agnes.”

“What time was it when you left that
room 7"’

“About hali past twelve.”

“Do you suppose that broth was
standing outside Torrey’s door at that
time ?”

“I know it was,” said Harley, “for 1
saw it.”

“Well, upon my wwd."umd Sharpe

door was open, and I could see the bowl
of broth standing outside the door.”

This concluded Sharpe’s talk with
Harley. From his office, the detective
went to the drug store of Doctor Sea-
brook. The old druggist had assisted
in some of the analyses that had been
made, and had seen all the chemists’
reports, so that Sharpe expected to get
accurate data from him. In this he
was mnot disappointed. Doctor Sea-
brook made it clear to the detective that
the case was a genuine one of arsenical
poisoning, and that it must be futile to
attempt to shake the chemical expert
testimony.

The veteran druggist was very bitter
against his young rival in business for
having sold pmson so recklessly. As'to
the actual crime, he stoutly defended
Mrs. Torrey, and asserted his belief
that the case was one of accident, or
that the missing maid had done the
deed.

d&l'f_. wasmuchperplexed_' It was i
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when the representative of the district
attorney produced two samples of poi-
son, one of which had been obtained by

drying the powder found in the bowl

which had held the beef broth, while
the other was taken from the little pack-
age found in Mrs. Torrey’s room.

“These two are identical,” he said.
“They are both white arsenic, a well-
known deadly poison, unfortunately too
common, and too easily obtained.”

At this point, Carson Sharpe, who
occupied a seat beside the coroner on
the bench, desired to know whether the
package found in Mrs. Torrey’s room
could be praven to be that which the
maid had bought. He was informed
that the wrapper bore the druggist’s
stamp. Druggist Dunning, crestfallen,
nodded despondently on the witness’
bench. Druggist Seabrook scowled tri-

- umphantly.

“Will you permit me to make a brief
experiment 7’ asked Sharpe; and no-

* body objected, for they all stood in con-

siderable awe of the detective.
Therenpon, Sharpe took the two

- packages of poison and poured a small
~quantity of powder from one of them
~ into a glass tube, and an equal amount

from the other package into another

.m_l‘hmwpmdmngamﬁﬂivﬁlﬁ
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but I perceive that it is 1mportant It
seems to show that the poison found in
the broth is not the same as that found
in Mrs. Torrey’s room.”

“On the contrary,” said Sharpe; “the
poison is exactly the same. Yet [ tell
you that I have proved that the drug
bought by Mrs. Torrey’s maid was not
used to poison Mr. Torrey.

“Let me explain: White arsenic, in
the form of powder, as it is sold in drug
stores, is rarely pure. It is adulterated
with various cheap substances similar
in appearance.

“As I have said, the poison which the
maid bought is the same as that found
in the broth, but the substance used in
adulterating the two was not the same.

“That bought by the maid was adul-
terated with sulphate of calcium; that
which killed Mr. Torrey was m:xed
with carbonate of calcium—in other
words, with chalk dust, -~

“I prove this by adding acid to both
powders. It produces no effect upon
the sulphate of calcium, but it breaks
up the chalk, setting free carbonic acid

gas—the ordinary soda-water gas.

“The chemists who have analyéeel
these two samples, paid no attention to
t.he adultgmh They took it for
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The druggist came up, flushed and
trembling,

“Question him, Mr. Sharpe,” said the
coroner, and the district attorney acqui-
esced.

Little guestioning was necessary.
The old druggist saw himself detected,
and he confessed. He had sold the
white arsenic which had proved fatal in
this case, and the person who had
bought it was Norton Torrey !

The druggist had known how crim-
inal an act it was to sell poison to such
a half-mad creature, but he had not
dared to offend Torrey, who for many
years had secretly bought his liquors
through Doctor Seabrook. Not daring
to disclose his error, the druggist had
taken the risk of sending Mrs. Torrey
to the scaffold by his silence.

It became evident that the case was
one of suicide, and when that view was
presented, no one was surprised. Tor-
rey's suicide had been predicted since
his mental failing had been noticed.

After m had left the stand,

'Shatﬁemﬂmmai&e

vinced that the maid had not con-
tributed in any way to the death of
Torrey, had sought for a motive for
buying the poison.

Searching the house and surround-
ings, he had come upon the dead body
of a pet dog that had been owned by
Mrs, Torrey. The dog had died of
arsenic. In the excitement of the trag-
edy in the house, the loss of the dog had
not been noticed.

It was evident that the maid had poi-
soned the dog in revenge for the quar-
rel she had had with the mistress, who
had prized the animal highly, Having
done this cruel and brutal act, the maid
had fled. *

- This discovery cleared the case up
thoroughly. It had ended in a manner
most satisfactory to Harley and Mrs.
Torrey, for Sharpe’s disclosure had
come in time to shield them.

It was the detective’s opinion that the

wife's conduct had not been so blama- -

ble as it had at first appeared, so far
asHaf

was concerned. He was not
sorry shewouldmhmt@e!whm
pmsonbythemd.andtheimttbutaf of
considerable
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thing in the world!”

J radical flieary

Jl(eene Tbom/uon

ERTAINLY, I mean it!” Chad-
wick Wade smiled with his cus-
tomary geod nature round the
table at’ his three {riends.

“What you declare to be next door
to impossible—is really the easiest

“Oh, come now!" protested Percy
van Druyp.

“You're talking through your hat,
old fellow—absolutely !" earnestly in-
terjected Algernon de Wetter, third.

“Of courth, he is!” chimed in Ber-
tie Cole. ““He knoths it, too. Chaddie’s

-only stringing uth; ’fess up now, deah

old boy, ithn't that tho?”

Chadwick Wade, who was the eld-
est, by a half dozen years, of the
quartet seated round the table, con-

~ tinved to smile. To all outward ap-
. pearances, he was the same “silly-ass”

sort of a young man as his fellows. He,

34 m,wmamssthmh. ‘He carried
' efuph:ssleeveméins-

Stoneyman, the noted collector of fac-
simile engravings of the Presidents of
the United States on five, ten, and
twenty-dollar bills, and their ilk? Percy
van Druyp, Algernon de Wetter, third,
and Bertie Cole, were youthful inter-
lopers, put up with merely out of re-
gard for their sires, who had willed
them, in accordance with the by-laws
of the club, a life membership in that
oldest and most ultra-exclusive of the
city's social mstlﬁxtlons.

Chadwick Wade had entered the
Crop and Stirrup's sacrosanct precincts
with a two weeks" guest card, signed
by James D. Donaldson, the railroad
president, on the day after Mr. Don-
aldson bad left for a protracted trip
through the West.

Itwasconceded,atméontset to be

a shame that Mr. Donaldson was not
there to take care of his

After-
ward, when &e gembers‘bf the C’:up 3
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- up, to his continuing to receive the hos-

pitality of the Crop and Stirrip—least
of all, J. D. Murchison, the club’s gov-
ernor, himself.

Chadwick Wade, by correcting a
fault of “emglishing” his ball on the
wrong side, which the great man pos-
sessed, to the detriment of his billiard
game by at least twenty points in a
hundred, had made the grizzled head
of the banking trust his stanch friend.
He had ingratiated himself with oth-
ers among the older members of the
club, in various ways. But it was with
the “younger set,” as represented by
Percy van Druyp, et al., that the cheery

‘ade had scored his most emphatic
hit.

He was a “live wire,” as Algernon

de Wetter, third, horsily put it, wha

had seemingly been sent to them from
héaven in answer to their prayer for
something or some one to shatter the
bomdom which the aristocratic, and

the reader knows. Whereat, the storm
of protest against the truth of the
theory he advanced had arisen irom
the three other young gentlemen seated
with him at the table.

“No, I'm not ‘stringin’ you, as you
put it,” Wade turmed to answeér Bertie
Cole’s question. “And I mean exactly
what I say. Men who make their liv-
ing by outwitting other people, as our
Murchisons and our Campbells and
Stoneymans do, are the easiest kind of
p:cl-.mg for other confidence men’s skin
games. The records all go to prove it
How many gamblers did you ever hear
of dying rich? All the recognized

Yet, nearly all of them wind up broke.
Vhere does the money they make go
to, then? Il tell you. The faro dealer
gives it to the owner of the roulette
wheel. He passes it over to the book-
maker at the race track. And he in

——'-——-ﬁ
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be worked,” mwrmured Algernon de
Wetter, third, eagerly, “with that one!”
They all looked, Chadwick Wade in-
cluded, across the smoking room, at
the stern figure in its doorway upon
which young De Wetter's eyes were
fixed. It was J. D. Murchison, him-
self. Stepping, with the firm tread of
the conqueror which he was, into the
room, the man whose word was law
to all who dwelt from nine to four
each day in Wall Street and its immedi-
ate environs, selected one of the deep
leather armchairs in which to deposit
his commanding bulk, next a cigar
from the case in his pocket, and then
spread open his evening newspaper to
give his attention to the stock columns.
“I'd like to thee the man who could
thwindle him!” breathed Bertie Cole, in
awed agreement with the other’s state-
ment concerning the master financiet’s
mvulnerability to the attack of any get-
nch-qmck schemer whatsoever. “It'th
just one of thothe things that can’t be

~ done!”
A crook might as well try to break
into the subtreasury with a toothpick,”

grimly commented Percy van Druyp,
“as to get into Murchison’s pocketbook

with any sort of a skin game under the
m !l.l

.__w

Detective Story Magazine

“As you can do what?”’ blurted out
Algernon de Wetter, third.

“Now, look here, old man.
gone crumbly on the tea bun.”

“You're talking abtholute rot,
know——"

“Listen!” Wade, no longer smiling,
held up one hand for silence. “Just
for the fun of the thing, I'll tell you
fellows what I'll do. I'll make a test,
to show you that what I say is true. I'll
wager that I, myself, can shake down
Murchison for any amount in reason.
Say, twenty-five thousand dollars.”

“You couldn’t do that in a million
years!” stated Percy van Druyp posi-
tively.

“T can do u:, contradicted Chadwick
Wade, with equal positiveness, “inside
of twenty-four hours. I'll not only
take that amount of money away from
him in that short space of time; but, to
show you how easy I think it 4s, T'll
further agree to do it by the oldest
game you can think of. What do you
say that is?”

“The _ gold-brick _thwindle!” ex-

You've

you

claimed Bertie Cole, his eyes shining

with excitement over the prospect of a
battle of wits between his new friend

‘across the table from him, and the ac- _-_'

od lqadﬂ_oi'the-mft}r wofi
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you'll hold bim up with a plea to con-

tribute that much to some charity
you're interested in?”
“No,” the other, still smiling, con=

tinued to shake his head. “T mean that
I'll walk in and literally hold him up.
At the pomt of a gun, with which I'll
threaten to blow his head off if he
doesn’t come across with the sum I
demand. That kind of a held-up, my
children!”

In silence, the three young men,
whose inherited wealth totaled between
twenty and thirty millions, sat staring
at him for a full minute.

“You hewve gone crazy!” declared
Percy van Druyp, with simple convic-
tion, at length.-

“I mean it!" insisted Wade, leaning
forward and smiling round at them.
“If you chaps will agree to help me,
m slwwyuuthatlmtendtotrythe
thing out by going over and arranging
with Murchison for an interview to-
morrow at ha.s office—now."”
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“T'm a blunt man, Mr. Wade,” the
capitalist snapped, “and so I'll tell you
plainly that, if you're counting on the
personal acquaintance you've scraped
with me in this club to get you an in-
side tip on the stock market, or a fancy-
salaried position in somie one of the
banks I control, you're going to be dis-
appointed, for I .can do nothing for
you.,”

“It hasa’t anything to do with either
of those things,” Wade announced, his
manner guite unruffled by the other’s
self-confessed bluntmess of
“You can take my word for that. But
I prefer not to tell you beforehand
what T want to come to see you about.
You'll be pleasantly surprised When
you find out—l can promise you that,
also. How would two o'clock to-mer-
row afternoon do? I won't detain you
more than five minutes, at the most.”

Murchison -silently regarded him

frumunderhlsshamn‘m—gﬁy

brows, that were s&ﬂ
ered
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I mean! And if you do intend to go
ahead with it, why, you can count me
out, that's all! I'm not lunatic enough
to be a party to an attempted hold-up,
carried out in broad daylight, and
against one of the richest men in the
country 2

“Right-0!” broke in Algernon de
Wetter, third. “I, too, refuse to have
anything to do with it. That is—if
you really mean to do what you've
threatened, Wade. But you don’t, of
course. You've too much horse sense
to attempt anything of the sort——"

“I'm going to prove my theory to
you,” Chadwick Wade slowly and em-
phatically interrupted, still smiling his
quiet, confident smile, “by holding up
J. D. Murchison in his own office to-
morrow afternoon for twenty-five
thousand dollars—and I expect to get
away with it, too, as I remarked before.
That is, with your help.”

It was Bertie Cole who spoke up,
his eyes glowing with the fervor of a
true sportsman. S

- “I'll help you, Chaddie, old topper!”
he announced. “I want to prove to
you that you're wrong—juth as
thay you want to prove t
to uth. You've offered t
testh with Murchison, |

~ my end of m
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more than either of you will in help-
g me. I promise you i

“But we're not going to help you!”
broke in Van Druyp decisively.

“We certainly are mof!” no less
firmly echoed the third of the line of
De Wetters to bear the name of Al-
gernon.

“Lithen, you chaps!” urged Bertie
Cole. “You know he can't get away
with thith, as he.thays. Why don’t
you thee it the way I do, then? That
it’th up to uth to show him how bally
wrong hith thilly old theory ith, by
agreeing to help him. Ath long ath we
don’t run any danger ourthelves——"

“You don't!” Wade picked up the
thread of his argument. “I can as-
sure you of that, to your own satis-
faction, by telling you exactly how far
away you'll be from the actual scene
of the crime when it's carried out. You
all know where Murchison’s office is.
On the eighteenth floor of the Murchi-
son Building, at the corner of Wall and
Broad Streets. Well, all you three
have got to do is to stand on the side-
walk below. If I don’t get away with
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in the wide, wide world of carrying
this thing out?™

“Tt’s his funeral,” Mgnmon agreed,
mrh a shrug, after a moment’s thought.

“If he wants to get himself arrested,
and sent away to the observation ward
of some hospital, as the very mildest
thing that will happen to him as a re-
sult of trying on anything so wild as
this, we should fret, as he suggests! As
long as we don’t run any risk our-
selves of being connected in any way
with the crazy stunt, that is.” He
turned to Chadwick Wade. “Tell us
what it is you want us to do.”

Whereupon he told them.

Slowly the expression of commisera-
tion over the sudden fit of lunacy that
had attacked him with which Percy
van Druyp and Algernon de Wetter,
third, if not Bertie Cole, had been re-
garding him, was replaced on their
faces by a look of grudging admira-
tion.

It was ridiculously simple, the tbug
hehliaskuithtmt;odo. And yet, its
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And so, gayly assuring him that they
would follow the instructions he had
given them to the letter on the morrow,
but that he was going to fail, neverthe-
less, Percy wvan Druyp, Algernon de
Weiter, third, and Bertie Cole, the
three youngest members of the ex-
clusive Crop and Stirrup Ciub, took
their leave of Chadwick Wade.

“Mr. Murchison, I want twenty-five
thousand dollars!”

Wade, the customary smile of good
nature gone from his lips, which were
pressed together in a firm line, sat be-
side J. D. Murchison’s desk, in the lat-
ter's private office, at three minutes
past two on the next afternoon.

In one hand, he held the back of the
banker’s chair, as he ‘leaned earnestly
toward him, while in the other was an
automatic revolver of the latest make,
the short, dull-black muzzle of which
was pressed between the third and
fourth buttons of Murchison’s vest.

“At this moment, you are as far from

being able to summon human help to -

. get you out of the comner I've backed

i
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he continued to look into the cold gray
eves of Chadwick Wade, which held his
own as in a vise.

“I am a desperate man, Mr. Murchi-
son,” the young man went on. “The
statement which I have just made of my
intention of killing you if you attempt
to call for help, is no idle threat. I
mean to shoot you dead, if you do not
yield to my demand. ILook at the mat-
ter from my standpoint—which, I am
sure, would be yours, if our positions
were reversed—and you will see that
that must be so: Tf I fail to carry out
this daylight robbery of you which I
have attempted, you are powerful
enough to have me sentenced to the
State’s penitentiary for twenty years.
And probably sent back for twenty more
on one trumped-up charge or another,
out of sheer spite against me, after that.
I have no desire to spend the rest of
my life rotting in a prison cell. I'd

- prefer to go to the electric chair and

have it over with quickly, by killing
you—if my p}an falls through. But I

~ know you’re going to be sensible, and
not let it. Eand ‘over thg twen&yeﬁve
g Rl £

“The ﬁmmer‘nnﬁstmﬁ_&@&gy li
“But—but why do ;iﬁam
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you? Don’t go over the list—I haven’t
time to listen to the lengthy confession
that would make. Come, Murchison!
Don’t play the injured-innocence rale
with me. You're getting no more than
what’s coming to you—exactly what
you've given to others—as everybody
will say. If they don’t, they ought to.
You're a crook, caught by another’s
game. Don’'t do what the meanest
trickster is above when he’s been taken
in by a fellow artist, which is to squeal
—but pay aup”

Wade pressed the pistol more firmly
against the banker’s vest.

“Give me twenty-five thousand dol-
lars before I count five,” he presented
his ultimatum, “or you're a dead man.”

“I—I haven’t got it!” gasped Mur-
chison. “That amount upon me in
cash, I mean. You—you know that
must be the truth. No man carries
such a sumn e

“You've got a check book, though,
hzven’t you?” sharply put in Chadwick

The financier stifled a gasp. He re-

garded the other with incredulity strug-

‘hope in his eyes.
1 check?” he asked
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Drawing out his handkerchief, Chad-
wick Wade airily firted it open and
touched it to his brow.

Then, coming back from the win-
dow, he stood looking down at the
financier beside his desk, with the pis-
tol in his half-lowered hand trained
unwaveringly upon the middle button
of his vest.

“Now, I am about to leave you,” the
young man kghtly informed him.
“Swing round in your chair to face
the door. That’s it. Now, as I back
out, I can keep the maost vulnerable
part of your body directly under the
muzzle of this gun, you see., I'll fire
at the first move you make toward
these push buttons before I've passed
ﬂ\mﬁ door. After that, you may
ring for your secretary whenever you
please. Before he can cross the outer
office to come in here, I'll have crossed
it to the elevators in the hall—and be

He pecled off his overcoat, turning
it inside out, and getting into it again,
ity fur lining making it look like an
automobile coat of that sort. As he
ran toward the stairway, he removed
his derby. He dropped-it down the
stair well. " A motorist's cap, with gog-
gles attached, which he pulled out of
his pocket and clapped on his head, fin-
ished the complete alteration in his outs
ward appearance, which he had made
in the few seconds that had elapsed
since he had stepped out of the capital-
ist’s suite of offices.

“Down, seventeen !” he called, reach-
ing the floor below just in time to See
the red light above one of the elevator
doors which indicated the approach of
a descending car.

One minute and thirty seconds after-
ward, as though he had just stepped out
of his motor car at the curb, Chadwick
Wade was approaching the paying
teller’s window in the bank

ground floor of the building, where 1.
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go400 Broad!

ll’

quick!

Get me that number,

At ten o’clock that evening, a servant
in the Crop and Stirrup Club informed
Percy van Druyp that some one in Bal-
timore wished to talk with him over
the long-distance phone. Excusing
himself to his two companions, Alger-
non de Wetter, third, and Bertie Cole,
in the smoking room, Van Druyp de-
parted in the servant’s wake.

“Good evening, Percy, old dear!” a
faint voice cante to his ear over the
wire. “Do you know who this is speak-
ing? None other than | old chum,
Chadwick Wade!”

“Oh, hello!” exclaimed the heir to
the Van Druyp millions, in a tone in
which relief and anxiety were mingled
in equal parts. “We've been worrying
all the aftermoon, and most of this
evening, over you. The thought never
occurred to  any of us before—but what
are you going to do with Murchison’s
twenty-five thousand, now that you

‘have succeeded in getting it?"

“I’'m going to Palm Beach wﬂh_i‘

“I'm on my way there now.
you something else thztmand.&‘%?
and Bertie, your cute little playr
never thought of, either. Thatm—;
wick Wade” might only have been one

-oftheahasesofadewnmcln M
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That’s all right, then. T dida’t know
but what the shock might have knocked
the pins from under you. Yes, Percy,
you and Algy and Bertie have been run-
ning about with a bold, bad thief, all
this fo:tmght past. You've been his
accomplices in a crime, too—but don't
let your consciences bother you about
that. Murchison deserved to be shaken
down. And, thanks to the three of you,
I’ve been able to do it quite satisfac-
torily—for enough to pay all my ex-
penses for some time.

“You don’t need to send detectives
out to hunt for me,” the speaker added,
in conclusion. “They’d never recog-
nize me from any description you could
give them. TFor I don’t really look a
bit like the young man you’ve known as
‘Chadwick Wade’ for the past two
weeks, How’s that? Yes, I was in
one of my many disguises. Now, I'm
going to say ‘nighty-night' to you,
Percy—first. thanking you and Algy and
Bertie again for calling up the bank
and keeping all three of the lines there

bmf,,ﬁ'&t M@mhm muldn’t phone

’mt 1 was rig
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of that which had caused it. She and

last note of the baritone’s im-
passioned song had died away.
Almost before Mrs, Reynolds
had finished the closing bars of

the accompaniment, she turned from
the piano to the singer.

“You are in fine voice to-night,
Charles,” she said, “but something has
given me a headache this evening, and
it has been steadily getting worse.
You will excuse me, I know,” she con-
tinued, as she arose.
u:ill mh me all right,”

‘sorry, Certainly T'll excuse
you. W didn’t s you tell me sooner?”

sa:d Charl& Hardmg as_they waﬂned__

“A night's rest was absurd!
parently almost ready to forbid Charles
‘the house. The man was jealous—
her lusband actually jealous! She

could hugh even mw for the

Charles were to appear on the program
of a musicale on the following Friday
evening, and had been having frequent
rehearsals. This, it seemed at dinner
that evening, was the cause of her
husband’s recent fits of sulkiness and
of ill humor. Not that he had been
a cheerful companion at any time dur-
ing the past year, but, of late, he was
even worse, and this evening—why, it

Her husband was ap-
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more loudly, “John, oh, John!” and

- gnded with a sob.

“What if—my God, what if he did!”
she moaned, and ran to the open door-
way of her husband's den.

A piteous, heart-invading scream
came from her lips. Not Charles, but
John, lay sprawled upon the floor, now
stained with blood.

Staggering, and clutching the ban-
isters, she half ran, half fell, down
the stairway and out through the door
to the sidewalk.

“Help, oh, help!” she screamed.
“Won't some one help?” she moaned.

*“What's the matter?"” came from the
corner across the street, as the speaker
started toward her.

“My husband—oh, help mel" she
continued to moan.

The man who had responded to her

call had almost to carry her, half

fainting as she was, as he accompanied
_:hﬁhackmtothem There he man-

to get her up the stairs and to
hBi'h@*&he%ad!e&msngzﬁt

“I must go to him,” she eried.

“Wait,” he said kindly. “If there is
anything you can do, I will tell you.”

But, unheedingly, she followed him
into the room, and stood, pale and open-
mouthed, wringing her hands and star-
ing at the form upon the floor over
which Wynn was now stooping.

“We must wait for the doctor,” he
said gently. “He will be here soon.”

As he finished speaking, Doctor Mor-
ris entered.

“Do something, doctor, quick!” cried
the frantic woman to the ph)'sman al-
ready making his examination deftly
and silently.

After a brief mten‘aL Doctor Mor-
ris arose slowly.

“He is past my help, Mrs. Reynolds,”
he said. “You must lie down and let
me do something for you.”

Two men, one a polieeman, who had
come up the 'stairs while Doctor Mor-
ris was helping Mrs. Reynolds to her
room, entered the room of tragedy, ex-
champd ‘words - of recognition with
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the heart, and, judging by the distance
to which the blood has spurted, has sev-
ered an artery—probably- the aorta.
The autopsy will determine the matter.
One of you had better notify the coro-
ner at once.”

“You do that, Dan,” requested John-
son, turning to the policeman; then he
again bent over the body.

“H'm!" came from him, in thought-
ful surprise, as he picked up a hali-
smoked and broken cigar which had
been lying under the edge of the dead
man’s coat.

“Portina,” he said, reading the name
of the brand upon the cigar band. “I
just wonder:

Stepping over to a rather large hu-
midor at one side of the room, and
opening it, he examined the contents.

“Three different brands, but no Por-
tinas,” he informed Wynn. 5 must
question Mrs. Rcynolds -

- “She is very nervous,” objected Doc-
tm'lf[mus. “Isnnecessas:ymtaikm

” said Johnson,

“st.R"

The doctor had gone. Johnson, hav-
ing completed his inspection, asked the
policeman to await the coroner, and
went to headquarters.

Wynn remained and made an exam-
ination on his own account. He in-
spected all parts of the room, peering
into places which seemed very unprom-
ising. From under the couch, he
picked up a small brass plumb bob at-
tached to a string, regarded it thought-
fully, and put it into his pocket. Qui-
etly, he left the house.

The next morning, as he was about
to leave his apartments, Wynn re-
ceived a call from h:s friend, Charles
Harding.

“Have you seen the morning pa-
pers?” the latter asked excitedly.

“No, why " was the reply.

“Mr. Reynolds has been murdered,
and—and I was with him last night!”
exclaimed Harding. “I’m sure I was
_followed on my way over here. What
shall 1 do?”
 *“What kind of cigar do you smoke,
Charkg'-‘"
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maid, as he presented his card, “that it
is absolately necessary for me to see
her for a few moments.”

As Mrs. Reynolds entered, pale and
grief-stricken, Wynn arose,

“I am very sorry to disturb you just
at this time, Mrs. Reynolds, but, in the
interest of our common friend, Charley
Harding, it is necessary for me to learn

_everything I can from you which may

have a bearing upon your husband’s
death.”

“Charles couldn’t have done such a
thing, Mr. Wynn. He is incapable of
e

“I agree with you,” said Wynn, “but
if T am to clear him before others, I
must learn all the facts possible, even
those which look damaging. Had you
been asleep just before you ran out of
the house last night 7’

“Yes, I had gone to bed with a head-
ache, after rehearsing some music
with Cha-rles, and he had gone to John's
room.”

“You heard no quarrelmg or nmgg

Detective Story Magazine

servant for drunkenness. The man be-

came very angry and abusive when he
left.”

“What was his n g

“Carl Hansen.” B

“Do you know his address?”

“No, Mr. Reynolds secured him .
through an employment agency.”

“Is anything missing—money—jew-
elry ?”

“Idon’t think so.”

“Did you find the front door locked
when you started out for help last
night ?”

“Not with the key or with the bolt.
I turned only the knob to open the door.
The inside knob works the spring lock;
so the door must have been locked.”

“And the outside knob?”

“It takes a key to open | the door from
the outside.”

“’Ie‘t&en how cotild any one have
gained entrance last ht, Mrs. R
Siias e Sl whide- daoes and
the windows db vnstais
locked.”

M;rs- Reynﬁlds becarie even more
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Doctor Morris, and that the bullet had
been found—one of thirty-two caliber.
He was also informed that his pres-
ence as a witness would be required at
the coronmer's investigation the next
morning.

At this investigation, the testimony
brought out the fact that Mr. Reynolds
had died from the effects of a bullet
wound ; that the condition of his clothes
indicated a struggle with some one;
that no weapon had been found; that
the windows of Mr. Reynolds’ room
were found to be locked when exam-
ined by the officers: that all windows
downstairs, and the outside doors, ex-
cept the front door opened by Mrs.
Reynolds, were found to be locked
when examined immediately after the
tragedy ; that this front door was also
locked against any outsider just be-
fore it was opened by Mrs. Reynolds;
that the stub of a cigar, of the kind
smoked by Mr., Harding, had been
found broken and under Mr. Reynb

 olds’ body; that this brand of cigar
- was ﬁﬁr‘ﬁ be found in Mr. Reynolds’

mkoiugmrahﬂ.mhd;mmm

“T made a further inspection of the
room where the body was found.

“Under the couch, I found this,” he
continued, - holding up the object. “It
is, as you see, a small plumb bob, such
as is used by masons and carpenters.
What, in particular, aroused my inter-
est, however, was the fact that the
stout cord attached to the bob had 4
short piece of thread tied to it at the
loose end, and the fact that the plumb
bob was found under the davenport,
and on a floor which, the maid
informed me, had been swept on the
day that Mr. Reynolds met his death.
The maid further informed me that
she was positive that the plumb bob
was not on the floor at the time when
the floor was swept, and that she had
never seen it before.

“Although I was unable to see any
connection between this plumb bob and
the death of Mr. Reynolds, I had the
feeling that there was a connection,
and returned to the Reynolds house
the next morning wﬁh the hope of
being able to find it. - _
“*“From what,’ 1 asked myself, ‘had

S the plumb bob been suspended? Why

'ltbeen fasteﬂed. as, apparently, it
by a thread tied to the cord,
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—sonie time after the flooring had been
laid. This I removed, and, under it,
I saw the end of a rifle which had been
thrust down into the tube of the chan-
delier below.”

Harding sank back into his chair
and relaxed with a sigh of relief, but
the coroner and the others present con-
tinwed in their positions of rigid at-
tention. E

“The stock of the rifle,” continued
Wynn, “had been cut off in order to
make concealment under the floor pos-
sible. . The trigger was connected to
an electromagnetic device, also con-
cealed under the floor. In the floor of
Mr. Reynolds’ room is a push button,
supposed to be no longer in use, but
that it is connected with the electromag-
net above, I proved when, by pressing
this push button, I was able to release
the previously raised gun hammer.

“Gentlemen, in that rifle T found
this,” said Wynn impressively, as he
held up another small object. “Tt is
the empty shell of a thirty-two-caliber
cartridge,

“Your imagination can tell yon the
rest. Shortly after Charles Harding

‘had left the house, Mr. Reynolds t‘»&d;
A ta‘thedtheplm'nbhebteﬁmchandﬁﬁﬂ'

- couch,

position on the floor, pressed the push
button with an outstretched arm.

“That any living man is responsible -
for his death, I canniot beliey €, nor can
you, I think, in the face of these facts.

“It may be more charitable for us teo
believe that Mt. Reynolds, mentally un-
balanced by worry over his 1mpendmg
financial difficulties, known to a few of
his friends, sought nothing but relief in
death while trying, at the same time, to
avoid the stigma of the suicide; but it
is difficult not to entertain the idea that
Mr. Reynolds, actuated by jealousy,
purposely removed Charles Harding’s
cigar stub from the ash tray to the
floor, purposely disarranged his own
clothing, and purposely chose that time
for pressing the push button, when the
bullet which was discharged into his
own body should also serve as a Par-
thian shot at the man who had been in
his room but a few minutes before.”

Wymn's evidence led to an immediate
verdict of suicide, and every one
hastened to shake Harding’s hand.

Alth,m@ Harding held no one's

ln;\dh,as-hlg‘am_aahehﬂdr




Grilled

By Burns

OU hie!”™ The, words were
snapped out hke the spiteful
crack of a revolver by Captain
McCarthy, whose great hulking

form towered over the cowering figure
of Wellington van Sandt.

“You murdered your father!”
shouted McCarthy, as his eyes, with a
baleful glare, held the red-rimmed orbs

thnsacmduimder themnmwas

Parterson

impact of flesh against flesh, as the
heavy open hand of MeCarthy fell full
on the white cheek of the alleged mur-
derer. Van Sandt’s head went back
with a joli.

“You've told me that before. You
know you are !v.'mg You've done noth-
ing but lie ever since you have been
in this room. You're guilty of the
murder of your father!"

“Oh, Lord, stop i, will you?
pleaded Van Sandt, with tears in his
eyes. “Stop it! 1 tell you I dida%
kill my father. The gun was stolen
from my roombydnmnwhomra
dered dad, I tell you."

~ a rat, he shook his prisoner.

_ For a moment b gazed into the
'&-&. Mmﬁ

Grasping tbevumgmbyather‘
shoulder, McCarthy jerked him to his
feet. Then, much like a terrier shakes
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i ERHAPS the cases that are handled by the missing-persons departments at

l the police headquarters throughout the country interest the news- reading
public most, and hold their attention the longest.

A person of regular habits—be it man, woman, or child—who lives
a well ordered life, abruptly drops out of sight, vanishing as completely as a
drop of water on a stone will evaporate in the summer sun.

At first the family of the missing one searehes frantically, and then, in a
pamc over their failure, if they have ample means, private detectives are called
in, and, if they fail, the pohce who soon get the ready aid of the newspapers.

For a while the case is in the thoughts and on the tongues of every one.
Reasons are advanced, clews suggested, and, simultaneously, from a dozen dif-

: _ferent sections of the country come reports that the missing one has been found.
And then more often than not the search ends successfully with the tmdmg of
the person—or the body.

But in many, many instances the mystery is never solved, and the case fades

4 into oblivion, save for those vitally concerned, and the dusty records at police
. -~ headquarters.
Sidney Lang leaves his frlcnd Burr Esmond, waiting at the corner of a
busy thoroughfare, and steps into a theater to get two tickets for the evening
Py performance. He does not come back within a reasonable period, and Esmond
R investigates, to find that Lang had bought the tickets some little time before.~
Thfimght two men fill the seats for which Lang’s ﬁckefs call, ’bul‘. nelther of them
' is Lang
So opens the best novelette that Amolﬂ Dunm has wfm It xs entitled

A wmsm comspmm |

B and it mmgles. in a ﬁneiy woven plat ‘mystery, intrigue, romance, and advmtm : i
- xgﬁy that we feel conﬁﬂ%fhatynu w:ﬂ agree wnh us in maﬁm;
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