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the wall, holding a big sun hat by its band
of ribbon. On her face an enchanting
smile which not only exceeded his fondest
expectations, but resolved all of his previ-
ous doubts.

For an instant he could do nothing but
ook at her.

She had the wonderful complexion of the
Irish race, and a mouth that to Arthur
seemed carved from a celestial strawberry.
The arching brows and eyelashes drooped
over eyes of an incredibly deep pansy pur-
ple—eyes into which he had first looked
the night of that immortal prom. Merely
to look into such eyes was equivalent to
always afterward loving them,

The sunlight, filtering through the lat-
tice behind her, sent a shimmering aureole
through the golden brown meshes of her
hair, abundant but so soft and fine that he
longed to crush the wisps of it to his lips.

In lieu of this, Arthur Tower flicked off
his hat, tossing it behind him, flicked open
the camera case, popping up the focal
plane device and then and there registered
her on the ground glass, in his impulse to
perpetuate the ravishing vision by means
of something more permanent than a mere
human memory.

From the arch of her instep to the co-
quettish curve of the sun hat, whose side
was caught up and held against the crown
with a bow, Felice Moran was scarcely less
alluring on the ground glass than on the
wall—although much more diminutive.

Arthur Tower permitted his gaze to lin-
ger for another instant, wholly oblivious
that other eyes were gleaming from the
shrubbery behind him—eyes whose malig-
nant tenseness transferred themselves next
. instant from his back to something else,
with an alteration of expression indicating
a rather ominous satisfaction.

CHAPTER 1L
THE TOP OF THE MORNING.

p AZING thus at the image on the
ground glass, the girl seemed to her
visitor the incarnation of that love-

liness which always entices yet always

eludes.
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Just as he was about to press the bulb,
Felice moved, and her whole head went
out of the range of the camera.

“Not that way—as you were, please,”
said he, without removing his eyes from the
opening. “Thanks. Now, hold it!”

The camera clicked. He folded it, thrust
it into the case, and ran over toward the
wall.

“ Consider yourself shot, Felice,” said
Arthur. “ Now, shall I help you down or
come around to some gate?”

Ardently he looked up at her, totally un-
aware that in that brief but lingering look
into the camera’s orifice he had shunted
events to come as a dexterous prestidigita-
tor shuffles a deck of cards; still oblivious
of the fact that the gleaming eyes peering
furtively from the shrubs behind him had
faded out, with a farewell glint more feral
than before.

No hint or surmise of anything unusual
or vengeful came to him—nothing but a
breath of sea breeze that crept up from
stretches of wind burnished sands on the
beach beyond, stretches yet damp and
tawny and smooth from the reluctant ebb
of slow surges of hammered silver. He
could see the beach through the trees.

Felice swung down. Arthur caught her
as she came.

“I'm so glad to see you,” said she.

Arthur Tower had no words. Manlike, he
only gulped. The shy sweet look she
vouchsafed him atoned for all the inter-
vening months of lonely drudgery. The
ornate mansion behind, with its elaborate
grounds, faded out.

“ Wait until I get my hat,” quoth Ar-
thur, suiting the action to the word. He
clapped it on his wavy thatch and ran
back to her, asking: “ How far is it down
to the beach?”

“ Not far.” She smiled up at him again.
It was so long since he had actually seen
that smile that he grew almost dizzy.

Followed a short babel of conversation
confusing to the visitor, owing to his state
of mind. Suddenly he remembered that he
was humanly hungry, in spite of it all, and
he was a little more a normal human being
when he found himself halfway -to the
beach.
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He came cut of what had been a most
delicious trance, during which his unicorn
had not the slightest chance to intrude.
Besides, it wasn't that sort ¢f unicorn any-
way. It never intruded. It always ex-
hibited an attitude of calm poise, despite
its perpetual roar.

It hadn’t occurred to Arthur to ask
Felice why she hadn’t suggested going
around to the front of the house with her
to make his visit assume some semblance
of the normal call, until they were some
distance away. Then he stopped suddenly.

“ I'm afraid—" he hegan lamely.

“ Of what?”” challenged Felice.

‘“ —that I've forgotten something,” he
continued. I ought. of course, to pay

my respects to your parents. It isn't ac-
tually conventional—"
“You can’t—this morning,” she inter-

posed. ““ Papa is in the city cn business.
Mother was called away last night by a
phone message from a sick friend. Went
down in a machine. That leaves me—wwell,
what do vou call it when the sailors put the
captain in a boat, row him to a desert island
and then sail away again, leaving him there
alone?”

* They maroon him, I believe.”

Felice laughed. ¢ Isn’t that queer!
Maroon is the color of the car that mother
drove to town. By the way. what on earth
brings vou down this way? It's the oddest
thing, isn’t it>”’

“ It certainly is,” agreed Arthur. as he
noted the pretty white mull dress she was
wearing, with its dainty blue figure that
somehow seemed to match the color of her
eyes. They were cornflower blue out here
in the glowing sun. “ But, then. the world
is full of all sorts of odd things. Finding
them out is what gives my work a zest that
it would otherwise lack. 1Iost pecple never
guess what a lot of interesting things hide
behind mathematics or science.”

* I never did,” said Felice candicdly. 1
always bated the mathematics. All sorts
of poky letters, figures, lines and angles—
but that doesn’t explain how you came o
pop in on me this way. Why didn’t vou
write or wire?”’

“No time,” said Arthur. “7T answered
an advertisement in a Boston newspaper. I
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received a reply from New York late yes-
terday afternoon, and a draft to cover my
expenses, asking me to come on for a per-
sonal interview at two o’clock this after-
noon.”

He explained how his discovery of the
time-table’s * stop to discharge passengers ”
led to his impulse to get off and pay her
the call, also that numerous other local
trains from the same station made a con-
tinuation of his journey entirely practicable,
provided he reached it around noon.

“ 1t was very thoughtful of you,” said
Felice shyly. “ But you can’t have had
breakfast, have you?”

“ Not yet.”

“ There’s the cunningest little restan-
rant down here,” she went on, “and the
fish is excellent. Broiled flounder is one of
their specialties and they. serve excellent
coffee and real cream. On the way, I can
show you our pier. Father sometimes takes
a motorboat up to town, when the weather
permits.”

“ Are you sure it’s all right to go along
with me?” he asked.

* Oh, yes. There’s no one at the house
but the servants. There’s our pier.”

She waved toward it. Arthur saw a leng,
spidery steel structure running out some
distance and terminating in a very sub-
stantial boathouse. A sudden diffidence
descended upon him. TUntil this morning
he had never an inkling of the fact that
Felice Moran was the only daughter of par-
ents exceptionally well-to-do. It gave him
a somber instant for reflection upon the
disparity of their conditions.

“ Of what are you thinking?” said she.

“ Of the night of the prom, when I first
met you.”

“So was 1.” Her smile was enchanting.
“ Do you know, Arthur, when mother want-
ed me to go to visit Professor Evans and
his wife, I hadn’t the least idea of how
things would turn out. Mother and Mrs.
Evans, you see, went to school together.
Well, T simply must tell you about it. At
dinner in their house, the professor spoke
of you and praised your work in mathemat-
ics. Imagine!”

I can’t!” he admitted.

* Of course you can't,” she agreed, tak-
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ing his'arm with such friendly camaraderie
that he thrilled again. “1I listened, of
course. And I tried to think what you
would look like. It was awfully funny!
You were in my mind as a long, bony young
chap, with hollow cheeks, big spectacles,
and all that—can you see what I mean?”

Arthur threw back his head and laughed
uproariously.

“ Then,” confided Felice, “ when I did
meet you at the prom and you asked me to
dance, I could hardly believe that any one
who could waltz the way you could ever
messed up with all those poky old lines and
angles.”

He laughed again as they reached the
boardwalk.

“1f you say so,” said he, “ I'll do my
best to have all the books of that kind de-
stroyed—they seem: to annoy you.”

“You dear boy—you look as if you
mean it. But that would be silly, wouldn’t
it? Isn’t it something about them that
brings you down this way this morning?”

‘“ Something, I fancy. But the letter was
rather mysterious.”

“What kind of a position is it?”

“ 1 haven’t the least idea,” said Arthur.
“YIm to call at a certain office and ask
to see a certain gentleman. I don’t like to
hold back any information, but the fact is,
I was enjoined to strict secrecy.”

Her eyes widened. ¢ How romantic!”

“ Meeting you—ves. By the way, what
made you pull your head over to one side
just as I was all ready to snap your picture?
One moment I saw you clearly, the next
your head wasn’t in the picture at all.”

“1 thought I heard something, but it
must have been my imagination. Some-
thing like the snap of a thumb and finger—
only more metallic—although it wasn’t the
camera, was it?”

“ No, I hadn't tripped the shutter then.
Which way did it come from?”

“ From nowhere, I guess,” said Felice.
“ Anyway, it’s of no consequence, is it?”

“ 1 don’t remember hearing it at all.”

“ It may have been one of the men in
the garden, pruning a vine. Here’s the
restaurant. You must be quite hungry.”

Arthur was. That sort of hunger he ap-
peased, presently, by the appetizing bit of
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broiled fish that followed a flaky breakfast
food, with clotted cream and coffee whose
aroma was perfectly in keeping with every-
thing else this divine morning, He de-
voured things to the last crumb.

Then he walked back with Felice to the
side gate in the wall, noted the number of
her private wire, and promised to call her
up from New York that day or the next,
and, in any event, to write to her.

He found himself wondering where the
forenoon could have vanished as he trudged
briskly back to the station and caught a
local train after a brief sprint. He paid
a cash fare and thrust the rebate slip into
his pocket.

New York loomed in his mind like a
formidable barrier. Enormous obstacles
rose between him and the state of affluence
that he felt he must attain—especially since
his last meeting with Felice Moran.

His thoughts engrossed him until he sud-
denly discovered the train was in the ter-
minal. Presently, by following the stream
of other passengers, Arthur Tower emerged
on the street.

There a gust of air smote him full in
the face before he could conjecture that
the tall building directly opposite him had
magnified a zephyr into a whirlwind. His
hat went skittering away toward the center
of the broad thoroughfare on which he
found himself.

He pursued it frantically. It was a per-
fectly good hat and he could not very well
keep his business appointment hatless. The
hat, however, seemed endowed with a cer-
tain malice.

It persisted in spinning on one edge just
out of reach, but described the circumfer-
ence of a huge circle, around which he
raced, to the amusement if not the edifica-
tion of all those present,.

His innate fondness for mathematics—
instead of the very real danger of being
struck by a speeding taxicab—impelied him
to pull up short and escape the vehicle. But
Arthur Tower hadn’t seen the taxi, its driver
or its occupant. He merely saw that his
spinning hat would presently overtake him,
instead of his overtaking it—which it did
—whereupon he stooped down and recov-
ered it with absurd ease.
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" Beyond reiterating to himself that he had
been “ right all along,” he was sure of little,
save that he was still alive and in appar-
ently his normal senses.

CHAPTER 1V.
A WEIRD INTERVIEW.

HEN Arthur Tower confided his bag
and trunk check to the baggage
transfer agent on the limited, pre-

paratory to his descent from the train at
Bonicrest, and receiving in return a num-
bered check which would allow him to claim
those articles on arrival at the hotel the
agent had suggested, he had fully intended
to register at the same hostelry before keep-
ing his appointment down town.

His meeting with Felice and its conse-
quent delay, which had entailed his hurried
sprint to catch the local, complicated by the
absurd incident in the street which led to his
encounter with the policeman, made it in-
cumbent on him to forego that arrangement
and go directly to the office named in the
letter. :

There was a curious look on his face,
half exaltation, half uncertainty, as he de-
liberately left the officer standing where
they had been talking and hurried around
the corner.

He drew out the letter and noted the
address again.

The subway was the shortest route.
There was a stairway so convenient that
it seemed made to order for his fervent
wish. He hurried down and boarded the
express, debouching at Fulton Street and
walking briskly up to the first policeman.

That gentleman directed him tc the
building he sought, and at ten minutes to
two he found himself speeding with the
celerity common to New York express ele-
vators up to the twentieth floor. Room
2025 was easily found. He walked in.

A prim young lady looked up from a
desk. Arthur presented the special delivery
letter in reply to her: “ Whom do you wish
to see?”

She took it, walked into another office
and was gone some little time. When she
emerged she did not invite him in, as he

169

had expected, but, instead, beckoned, and
he followed her out into the hall and around
the angle past the same elevator up which
he had come, to an office that seemed to be
located at the farthest point possible from
Room 2025. The door was ajar and she
waved him in, without returning the letter
—a circumstance which he quite overlooked
in his expectancy. '

From force of habit Arthur closed the
door behind him and then found himself
facing a man at a desk.

He was a slender and elderly man, with
enormous tufts of reddish gray hair that
bristled up in the space above his ears—
and contrasting absurdly with the bald
shiny dome. His nose was huge and flat
at the point, as if some one had jabbed it
with a forefinger which had left a perma-
nent print. The face was dominated by a
high forehead, which seemed higher because
of the baldness. His eyes were apparently
set very obliquely, but this was due to the
pronounced droop of the upper lids at the .
outer corners. They were the eyes of a
man apparently very much on guard.

His rather long upper lip was covered
with the same sort of reddish gray stubble
that protruded above his ears. It gave
his mouth a grim, inflexible look, especially
as his chin was wide and square.

“Sit down,” said he to the visitor.
“You're the young man that wrote me
from Boston?”

His voice rasped but was not unkindly.

“Yes, sir,” said Arthur Tower, as he
complied.

“ You understand the kind of a young
man I’'m looking for?”

“Only to the extent of the advertise-
ment.”’

The man behind the desk nodded jerkily,
as if he approved the limitation implied by
the answer, while his wary eyes kept ap-
praising the caller. '

“Well,” said he, “ I want a young man
well up in modern science.” Then he
paused. i

Arthur interpreted the pause as calling
for a reply. “ So I understood from the
advertisement,” he answered.

“ And,” went on the other, “a young
man with a lotta zecutive ability.” He
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ton,” jeered the other. Arthur didn’t mind
the quip just then, for the words could not
veil the admiration glinting in the eyes of
the man watching him.

There was a period of silence so pro-
longed that it irked Arthur Tower. DBut
in science one learns the virtue of patience,
A grain of corn will not grow faster than
normally, no matter how impatient the
farmer may be.

There is something of the same sort in
events. They refuse to be hurried. So,
Arthur bided the pleasure of the other man,

Then, without any further questioning,
the interviewer drew from his pocket a
bunch of keys as queer looking as himself,
He solemnly laid them on the table and
then fished from another pocket a fat bunch
of bills that were very yellow and crisp and
new, and held in place by a rubber band.
These he laid alongside the keys and looked
at Arthur Tower as if he were a pane of
glass and perfectly transparent—and had
been, all along.

“ How much?” he asked.

CHAPTER VI,
HIRED!

RTHUR looked at the two objects.
“1 don't understand you. Do
you mean how much you owe mep”’

“ How much money will it take to find
out how that ghost got in front of that
camera?”

“ 1 cannot say, offhand. I can only go
to work on what I think may be scientific
lines. By the way, it may not be worth
any money at all.”

The man stared. No New Yorker, to
judge by his stare, would have made such
an extremely unprofitable remark, But
this time he merely said: “ Why?"

“ The photograph may have been made
by a trick. There are such things, I un-
derstand. If vou wanted to employ me to
discover how it had bheen made, I should
certainly begin and analyze the facts that
led up to making the picture, so as not
to be led astray by false clews. If it is a
trick photograph, it is bad enough to have
you deceived by it, without having the de-
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ception carried further to your financial
detriment.”

The other indulged in the luxury of a
long, slow, sardonic smile.

“ I can see where I missed some things
by not growing up in or near Boston,” he
rejoined. “ But don’t worry about that
part of it, young man. If anybody can
throw the big hyp—"

“ 1 beg your pardon, sir, the big what?”

“ The big hypodermic—I call it the big
hyp—and I was saying if anybody can
throw the big hyp into George Black, In-
corporated, why, they’re welcome. I've
been meeting all sorts of folks for a few
years, and some of those years weren’t
strictly scientific. And I'm here and you'’re
here.”

“ Yes, Mr. Black,” said Arthur contrite-
ly, “we are. Now, just what is it you
want from my abilities—assuming I've dem-
onstrated any?”

“ 1 expected to give you the gate in two
minutes,” said the other, with brutal can-
dor, ©“ when you come in. But you nailed
me to the chair with that ‘ minus one’ re-
mark., I'm minus one good ghost that
didn’t get on that photograph by a trick. I
know.”

“Would you care to tell me how it was
made? There may have been nothing there
—apparently—when it was made. Or,
again, the outline of a hand and a pistol
may have been printed in on the photo-
graph from another negative—lightly ex-
posed, and then your negative laid over it
and given a longer exposure, or your nega-
tive may have heen exposed twice.”

“ Maybes don't iy in my business.
Here's my negative. The ghost is on that,
young man!”

It was. But Arthur merely opined,
again, that negatives are not always infalli-
ble and can he tampered with.

“ This one wasn’t tampered with,” said
the other, more grimly than ever, ¢ for 1
bought a box of ’em, myself, in a place
where they never saw or heard of me be-
fore. I used all of them bhefore I used
this last one. They were never out of my
possession. None of these plates, except
this one, had a trace of a ghost hand on it.”

“ 1t may have been partially exposed at
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the factory,” suggested Arthur, with a can-
dor quite commendable, especially as he
would lose the expected employment if he
sclved the secret, offhand.

The other man shock hLis head. “I in-
vestigated that, too. It wasn’t done at the
factory. Besides, look how clear and
sharp my picture is. even to the saw-tooth
edge of the leaves on the tree behind me!
If a negative had been partially exposed,
wouldn’t that ruin it for the exposure after-
ward?”

“ Apparently, it would,” admitted Ar-
thur.

“ Look at the extent of the ghost hand,”
continued the other man, “ and yvou will
see that it would have ruined the plate to
do it.”

*“Who was present when the exposure
was made?”

“ Myself and the party holding the
camera. And it was developed the same
night: in fact, I developed it myself.”

“It's a pretty little problem,” said Ar-
thur, frowning down at the negative and
then at the print.

** The problem of a man that’s minus one
ghost,” returned his vis-¢-vis, with grim fa-
cetiousness.

Arthur looked him straight in the eye.
This was an extraordinary situation, viewed
from any angle. ** May I ask you a ques-
tion?” said he.

* Certainly.”

“ Did you ever know any man with a
bullet in his wrist, such as this ghost pho-
tograph apparently shows?”

“ Yes.”

The laconic reply was matched only by
the grimness of the lines of the mouth.
That mouth again dominated the whole
expression of the face in which it was set.

“ May T ask another question?”

“ All that you like.”

“ Thank you, sir. 1 have no wish to
intrude, unduly, but would this man point
a pistol at another, with the intention of
shooting, if he had provocation?”’

“ He certainly would.”

“ Did he ever point one at you?”

“ He never did.”

“ Have you any reason to think he
might?”
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The other leaned forward and there was
a sincerity in his reply that forbade doubt.
*“ He never would point a pistol at me, no
matter if he would at any one else. 1
know him well. I think I get what’s in
your mind. You think this chap with the
bullet in his wrist might be able to solve
this riddle—is that it?”

“ Something of the sort. This photo-
graph is an effect. It must have been made
by some cause. A cause implies a motive.
But, the pistol wasn’t pointed ¢t you, but at
right angles, apparently, to the line of the
focus of the lens.” '

The other man made an impatient ges-
ture.

“ Forget it. That man is more puzzled
than you are, right now, as to how that
picture came to be on that plate.”

* Then,” rejoined Arthur, with a bold-
ness that suggested he was fast losing his
sense of self-consciousness, “ you want me
to find out Zow that image came to be on
that plate.” ‘

" Bless my soul,” jeered the other,
“youre a mind reader. Do they grow
many of them in Boston? That’s exactly
what T want to find out. And, I'm willing
to pay for it. Now, how much?”

*“ The expenses will be the first item. I
will leave the question of the remuneration
entirely with you. I take it this is a sort of
a test. I amiooking for permanent employ-
ment. If I make good do I—"

“That’s a bet. Put that wad in your
pocket and count it afterward. I give you
carte blanche on the expenses. Do what
you think has to be done.”

* I am very grateful for your confidence
and shall try to merit the trust,” said
Arthur, But the words seemed weak and
flabby, compared to the feel of the bills in
his pocket. The word * wad ” while rather
inelegant was also very expressive. “ I shall
need a laboratory in which to work, per-
haps.” he amended. “ Have you one that I
can use?”’

¢ Take them keys.”

Despite the faulty grammar Arthur did as
bidden. They were odd looking keys and
he regarded them gingerly. The man be-
hind the desk caught his furtive air and
smiled, rather sardonically.
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Reaching the hotel he registered and was
assigned to a room with his baggage. Here
he locked the door, changed his clothing,
and removed the stains of travel.

Then he sat down and studied the photo-
graph and negative. Until now he had not
examined the money he had been given.
It was his habit to attack problems to the
exclusion of everything else. This one was
a poser.

There seemed, too, to be about it an at-
mosphere of unreality that was very weird.
The laconic air of his employer, his ret-
icence, his curious air of holding back
something which might have solved every-
thing, and the inflexible tightening of his
lips as if he found it hard to refrain from
speaking further, all came back to mystify
young Tower.

Then he shook it all off.

The reasons that actuated Mr. Black’s
behavior did not in the least concern the
yvoung man whom he had hired. His job
was to do what that rather eccentric gen-
tleman demanded, do it as soon as he could,
and thereby command his future confidence.

Yet, with nothing but the negative and
the print, Arthur had not the slightest idea
how to begin or continue. Trailing a ghost
is not especially scientific. Trailing the pho-
tographic image of a ghost is rather less so.

“ A ghost is an unknown quantity,” he
told himself with a faint smile, “ in that it
is an intangible entity. This ghost had a
pistol in its hand. That gives the unknown
equation two properties. T'll call them x
and y. The equation then reads: x plus y
equals a good job. I guess I'll let the solu-
tion wait until I've had some dinner. This
is paramount for the time being.”

He wrapped the negative and plate in
separate papers and put them into his trav-
eling bag, From his trunk he took a small
leather case which contained an assortment
of chemicals, among them a developer solu-
tion for his own photographic experiments.

The trunk itself, a small, cheap steamer
affair, held nothing but his wearing apparel
and a few books, one of which was a work
on mathematics which he was still engaged
in studying.

It was a volume of lectures. Arthur found
them exceedingly fascinating and, on occa-
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sions, positively inspirational. It was still
broad day and he concluded that he would
run down to the neighborhood of the build-
ing where the laboratory would be located
and look it over.

From Mzr, Black’s manner and his furtive
way of referring to the locality, he judged
it was also untenanted. He put the keys
in the bag, too, all but numbers one and
two, which he placed in his vest pocket
after detaching them from the ring.

They were not heavy keys, but they
bulked a bit too large in his pockets. Car-
ryving the bag, he went back to the office,
sought out a directory, and in the privacy
of the reading room made sure of his streets,
The building was on the west side, well
up town and could be reached handily on
foot from Forty-Second Street and Broad-
way.

Arthur called a taxi and drove to the lo-
cality, paid it off and went the rest of the
way on foot,

The two keys afforded him an entrance to
the building, He relocked the outer door
as he had been admonished to do, taking
the padlock inside with him.

He was in what he judged had once been
an office of some sort. There was a wire
grating over a long counter and through the
accumulated dust, the word * Cashier?”
loomed with a gilt mistiness.

He opened the bag and took out the keys.
In sequence he went through the various
rooms. They occupied three floors and
numbered exactly twelve. None of them
contained much of anything, except a few
chairs which seemed decrepit from extreme
age, although in the room unlocked by key
number three were also several windows that
gave ample light, a long table and a few
shelves.

It was on the ground floor quite conveni-
ent, and he found two spigots marked
“hot ”” and “ cold ” over a sink in the rear.
The “cold ” spigot furnished water when
turned, but the “ hot ” did not. There was
another door leading into the cellar, He
ventured down the cr.aking stairs and found
a furnace, with a hot water boiler piped to
it, and some coal in a bin, thickly covered
with dust.

That was absolutely all,



A HATFUL OF TROUBLE.

He would have to rely on certain make-
shifts if he was to do any laboratory work
here—or go through the motions of labora-
tory work—for, as yet, he hadn’t the faint-
est idea where he should begin or to what
lengths he should go.

He went back to room 3, put all the keys
in his bag, except the two for the outer
door locks, and left the bag there. Then
he went out and relocked the building
securely.

Here he noted that it was about a block
from another street which paralleled the
Hudson River. This street teemed with
traffic, and Arthur walked in that direction,
orientating himself carefully as he went.

He found the water front street was one
which continued southerly indefinitely; that
it was lined with piers, and numerous rough
looking fellows, longshoremen and team-
sters, he judged.

He made his way back to Forty-Second
Street and again took a taxi and drove
eastward. In this vehicle, and for the first
time, he removed the roll of money from
his trousers and counted it. He leaned
back in the taxi and tock a long breath.

The thing was incredible.

it couldn’t be true. The possession of
such a sum in cash was more incredible
. than the problem which had been given
him to solve—more bewildering than the
loss of the unicorn.

In a vexed sort of way. Arthur took off
his hat and gazed at the place where his
unicorn should have been. Then he re-
membered the semifacetious instructions of
his employer: “ The world is mine! Paste
that in the top of your hat and when in
doubt, read it.”

Arthur could read it without pasting it
there at all.

“ But, of course,” he told himself, * there
has been a big mistake made. Mr. Black
had two ¢ wads —that was what he called
them, ¢ wads’—and in his anxiety to get
some one he deemed qualified to do the
work he wanted done, he gave me the one he
intended to reserve for himself. T must
call him up forthwith and inform him of
that error.”

He left the taxi at Times Square and
soon found a telephone booth. He asked

2 A

177

for the number, inserted a coin, and present-
ly a bland voice on the other end of the wire
inquired who was speaking.

“Mr. Jones wishes to speak to Mr.
Black.”

“He isn't in, Any message?”

*“ Say to him that I will call later. When
de you think he will be in?”

*1 cannot say. He may be in later to-
night. Is it important, Mr. Jones?”

‘“ Mr, Black is the best judge of that,”
said Arthur stiffly, for he did not altogether
fancy the note of curiosity in the other’s
inquiry., “ It goes without saying that if I
did not think it was important, I would
not have called him.”

* Where are you now?”

Arthur hung up. The fellow was imperti-
nent. The circumstances of his employment
did not allow anyv intrusion, even so slight
a one as this, Secrecy was paramount—in
fact, secrecy and mystery seemed to be
about the only things he had been able to
discern thus far,

He walked out and tock his way to a
near-by hotel. whose appointments were far
superior to those of the Romaine. It oc-
curred to him that he would change hotels.
The Romaine wasn't altogether as cleanly
as he would like, anyway.

Dinner over, he thought of Felice, and
walked to another hooth and called her
number. Felice answered in person. In a
guarded way Arthur conveved the glad tid-
ings that he had *“ landed the job.”

* Lovely!” exclaimed Felice.
kind of a job was it?”

“Well, it’s one that looks difficult
enough—but I've got to make good on it,”
he equivocated. “ I can’t very well go into
details at this distance. But some day I
hope to tell you more.”

“Can you come down and spend the
week-end with us?” she asked.

* What day is to-day?”

* Silly!* she laughed. ¢ Why, it’s Thurs-
day. Didn’t yvou know it?"

* How can one remember the days of the
week when one is privileged to meet you?”
bantered Arthur. “1I should call it a day
of felicity—or Felice’s day!”

‘“ As bad as that?”

It certainly has been a most notable

“What
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day,” said Arthur warmly.
at home to-morrow?”

“ Unless mother sends for me to come to
the city.”

“ Well, I've got to get busy on my job,
and—"

“ Do you work nights?”

“ It was not so nominated in the bond,
but I'm to do something as soon as I can,
so I may work this evening. What I in-
tended to say was this: I'll call you to-
morrow, and let you know if I can run
down over the week-end. Will your father
be home?”

“ Oh, yes, he is generally home over the
week-end. I want you to meet him.”

“ Thank you. Awu revoir, then, until to-
morrow.”

“ Good night,” said Felice, “ and I wish

“ Will you be

you all the luck in the world in this new .

work.”

Arthur glowed. “If I can’t succeed with
that kind of backing I don’t deserve the
chance,” said he. “ Good night.”

Whatever of doubt had seemed to invest
his new and peculiar task seemed material-
Iy less as he left the booth and stepped
again into the street. He squared his shoul-
ders and moved through the throngs that
began to fill the theatrical and restaurant
section with the first pulses of the tide of
Gotham night life. He was among them,
yet not exactly of them.

He smiled as he walked down Broadway.
How their eyes would pop out, Arthur
Tower thought, if any of these people could
look through the frail web of his clothing
and discern the wad which Mr. Black had
mistakenly given him! None of them, he
was sure, carried such a sum of money in
so careless a fashion.

This thought led to another. Was it al-
together prudent of him to be wandering
aimlessly, with a large sum of money be-
longing to an employer as eccentric, yet so
painfully in earnest, as Mr. Black? Arthur
was new to New York., The city was a
synonym for pitfalls for the unwary, es-
pecially for any out of town individual who
would be such rich ¢ picking " as he,

An ingratiating taxi driver looked him
over tentatively.

Arthur decided that it would be the part
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of prudence to take a taxi back to the
Romaine or at least to the corner nearest
it. He stepped inside the vehicle, and told
the driver to proceed to the intersection of
the streets nearest it.

Then he lighted a post-prandial cigar,
leaned back in the vehicle and smoked.
The paramount idea in his mind now was
the work which he must do. He simply
must go about locating the ghost which
clutched a pistol at right angles to a picture
—he must learn how and why that image
got on that plate. The quicker he did that,
the more his chances for permanent work
were increased; for while Mr. Black might
be both eccentric and laconic, he would
not be ungrateful for a speedy solution.
The thing troubled him, of that Arthur was
sure.

The new problem engrossed him to the
extent that he quite forgot the incident of
his missing unicorn; and also the fact that
missing his unicorn had brought him, im-
mediately upon arrival in New York, in
collision with police authority.

But whiie he had forgotten Officer Mc-
Guire, that police officer had not forgotten
him. The same policeman was on duty as
the taxi in which Arthur was speeding south
came abreast of the railway terminal. The
taxi top was down, for it was a warm night.

Handling traffic and standing directly in
the center of the street, Officer McGuire
was in the act of beckoning the driver of
Arthur’s vehicle to proceed, when Officer
McGuire caught sight of a frowning face,
glowering at the end of a glowing cigar.

The face had a cleft in the chin that
narrowed to a scar.

He recognized Arthur Tower the same
instant that young man recognized him. In
fact, the recognition was mutual, and while
the policeman waved the other traffic to
proceed, he checked Arthur’'s vehicle as he
came over to it.

Then and there Arthur Tower again be-
thought himself of his missing unicorn. It
was a mathematical sort, being now a factor
of his first equation. In fact, x represented
the missing unicorn, no less than the
“ minus-one ghost ” which Mr. Black had so
facetiously referred to at the time of engag-
ing him.
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through it, and the driver, who cocked one
eye up to observe the shimmering golden
sickle hanging against the almost indigo
sky, next winked to his fare,

“You're wearing the same bat—a hat
wit’ no initials in it,” announced McGuire
with a crafty smile, “I mind it well. You
was standing in th’ middle of the avenue,
a-lookin’ into it this afternoon. That hat
has had the cr-rown of the lining cut out,
belike this wan, You are th’ same man.”

Tower replaced his cigar and puffed it
nonchalantly.

¢ Driver, please listen. I am charged with
being—somebody—and with wearing a
straw hat with a crown, or lining, in it like
this person you mentioned wore—is that
it?”

The driver chortled in glee.

This was as good as a play. The dis-
passionate tone of his fare impressed him
with its evenness, and the clicking taximeter
was adding up the charges.

“You're under arrest,” triumphantly an-
nounced McGuire, handing back the hat,
“ for escaping from an officer about to arrest

“Let me understand you,” said he. you.”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK
U U : U
LONG ISLAND PEBBLES

COLD, crystalline, pure from the parent stone—

Wave-worn, and molded by the shining sands,
They gleam along the foam’s marmorean zone—
Drawn by the glacier from the northern lands,

And some are kindred to the lucid rain—
Sister to snow, or fountains in the night;
And some seem children of the rainbow’s stain,
Or amber pearls and orbs of malachite.

Virginal and translucent, pure as dew—
Pellucid, and with moonlight for a soul,
Jewels like these the naiad’s hand might strew
On wintry beach or lonely Arctic shoal.

Such globes the vine of sorcery might bear,
Crushed not to wine, but in a cairn of ice
Hidden for sirens of the north to wear
On paler breasts that have no mortal price.

Or polar witches, palaced on the floe,

Might pave their silvern grot with such as these,
Gathered in ghostly twilights of the snow,

Along the margin of the glacial seas.

Some glow like frozen honey on the sight,
And some like topaz of a sunset shower—
Agate and onyx hollow in the light,
Jasper and jacinth of a tawny flower.

But chill and chaste and crystalline each one,
Music of stone, a god’s eternal tears,
Fallen from oriels of moon or sun,
And changing not their beauty with the years.
George Sterling.
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Now a couple of things ought to be
cleared up preliminary to my getting settled
into my stride and telling you about
our Great Adventure over at the Daytona
Beach carnival, among them being Jerry
himself, Vingo itself, the spunky little
Chicago stenographer who was doing her
Irish best to beat a five year old orange
grove at its own game, and the deupty sher-
iff, game warden, postmaster and notary
public of Vingo, the latter four of which is
me myself.

To begin with Jerry. Jerry lived in the
bush over near De Leon Springs, which is
one of Florida’s three or four hundred guar-
anteed and -verified fountains of youth and
sulphur water. He was in the cattle rais-
ing business. Now the cattle raising busi-
ness down here is at about the same stage
as it was out West in the palmy eighties
or nineties, when there was plenty of good
range and not many rustlers and you didn't
have to fence your stock in. Florida is a
no fence, free range State, and there aren’t
any rustlers for a reason which I won’t
elaborate on too freely, it being a custom
with a certain night riding group in these
parts which wears flowing white robes to
deal right frankly with people who get too
lippy. I knew a cracker once who used
his mouth too fluently for talking purposes
around election time, and one morning I
took my putty knife and helped him remove
himself from a thick, shiny black covering
which adhered lovingly to his hide and pro-
vided a rich soil for a fine crop of pin
feathers to grow in. And that’s that.

Jerry Beamway was a Georgia boy of a
fine old family. The boll weevil and the
blue bug had about ruined his daddy, and
Jerry came down here with a little money
to participate in the cattle raising business
with a fellow named Voosner. Voosner
owned around three thousand head, and
when Jerry went partners with him, Flor-
ida meat was selling at pretty fancy prices.
They grew ¢ frames ” mostly; that is, they
let their runty stock range and grow into
gaunt, skinny animals, then shipped to
Cuba, where the grazing was good and the
frames could put on weight.

Jerry and this side kick of his lived in
a rebuilt Spanish farmhouse three or four
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hundred years old, miles away from no-
where and about seventeen miles due south
through cypress swamps and hammocks, of
Vingo, where I run this commissary. The
difference between a grocery store and a
commissary is that a commissary is never
open when you want to get in and do some
trading. At least, Jerry, who used to drop
in about twice a month at three or four
A.M., for a can of pork and beans for him-
self and a peck of oats for his pony, said so.

Well, T run this commissary and preserve
the law and order in my twin official capa-
cities of deputy sheriff and game warden. I
also raise yams, sugar cane, and a little
garden truck on the side.

Vingo itself is strictly a law abiding com-
munity, We have a railroad station large
enough for you to stand up in if you kind
of duck your head, and this canary colored
depot is the hub of a sort of invisible wheel
with spokes shooting out in all directions.
Vingo is booming. The population still con-
sists of one white man, being me, but all
around Vingo there is all kinds of activity.

About a mile to the east are a couple
coquina rock quarries. TFour miles west is
a turpentine still which runs almost one
solid week out of every month now. There
are half a dozen tie camps scattered through
the pines to the south, also a shingle mill,
and to the north, about five miles by a road
that is generally passable in dry weather,
is a five year old orange grove, run by the
Chicago girl with the Irish spunk, of which
much more later. I want to give you a
picture first of all of Vingo.

Vingo is in a clearing about four miles
in from the Dixie Highway and about seven
miles north of the nearest town, which is
Ormond, where John D. Rockefeller spends
his winters. Aside from me there are about
ten colored families living across the tracks.
The rest of the population is made up of
alligators, blacksnakes, water moccasins,
and an occasional rattler,

And all around Vingo is this humming
activity. Going through on one of the fast
Key West trains you would never suspect
it. As you whiz through, lolling in your
Pullman and gently cussing the never end-
ing monotony of, first, a cypress swamp,
then a ragged black wall of scrawny pines,









AIN'T WOMEN PECULIAH?

into town! He just sat there beside me like
a bump on a log, with his jaw hard and
white, looking straight ahead and, as far
as I could judge, getting madder and mad-
der at whatever had started him off. Dan-
gerous? I’ll say so. When we crossed the
toll bridge at Daytona over the Halifax,
he opened his mouth and said something for
the first time. It was when the toll man
collected a dollar and gave us an orange
ticket with half the holes punched out in
exchange.

“ You ought to be hung fo’ this,” Jerry
said in a cold, deadly voice to that aston-
ished toll man. ‘ And any town that has
toll bridges in this day ought to be burned
to the ground.”

Say! I let in the clutch and we
must have jumped twenty feet.

“ We're goin’ to have one grand little
holiday if you're goin’ to keep this up,”
I told him. “ Won’t we have fun! Say,
what’s bitin’ you, anyway?”

Not a word! Not even a glance. The
big dumb-bell just sat there wiggling that
left eyebrow.

Well, we rolled down Main Street to the
concrete incline, and down onto the beach.
The tide was out, and the beach was a
vellow boulevard and it looked a mile wide!
1 guess I've been over on the beach a couple
thousand times, but I never yet have failed
to get a real punch out of seeing those
breakers come tumbling in.

There was a regular mob on the beach
to-day; thousands of cars lined up, and
thousands of people in bathing. And this
was the middle of August! Daytona Beach
is supposed to be a winter resort only,
but that ain’t half of it. I've seen bigger
crowds over there in July, August and Sep-
tember than in December, January and
February, when the winter crowds are
down.

In the summer, people from the interior,
places like Deland, Sanford and Orlando,
come over for their vacations. In the win-
ter the Northern tourists use the beach, and
in the summer the watermelon tourists.
Nobody seems to know why the summer
crowds from the orange groves, the potato
farms, the hog ranches, the sawmills and
the turpentine stills are called watermelon
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tourists, but they are, and to be called one
gives you about the same rating as “ sout-
dough ” does up in Alaska. It means you
belong; you ain’t a tin-canner or a green-
horn any longer.

In the summer the groves, farms, ranches,
mills and stills aren’t very active, so we
all go swimming over to the beaches. And
there were thousands of these watermelon
tourists swarming over the beach when
Jerry and I got there.

The carnival was in full swing—a merry-
go-round, fortune telling booths, stalls where
you could buy chances or throw rings for
a box of candy or a doll or a box of nickel
cigars; an airplane taking up long whiskered
potato kings for five dollars a throw; and a
free-for-all auto race just starting down the
beach. The brass band from Orlando was
playing in front of the Seaside, and the air
was plumb full of holiday spirit. Girls and
boys in bathing suits that would petrify
a Northern censor were romping down the
sidewalks, or jazzing around in shiny new
cars. Everybody happy but Jerry, and even
I was beginning to work up a grouch over
the way he was acting when everybody else
was feeling so peppy.

We parked the bus in the line-up south
of the pier, and that row of cars side by
side was all of half a mile long. Then we
came back to the pier with an idea of rent-
ing a couple bathing suits. And on a
bench in the shade under the pier I spotted
Nora Bantry and a Daytona girl who gives
vocal lessons—Nelly Witherel, and both in
bathing suits. Moreover, they were all
alone and hadn’t been in. And right away
I saw a chance to percolate a little sun-
shine through Jerry’s gloom.

Nora hadn’t seen us. She was gazing out
over the ocean with her lips parted a little,
and I never saw her looking sweeter and
prettier. She was one of these rare Irish
combinations, anyway, with skin as white
and pure as milk, violet blue eyes and won-
derful curly blue black hair. Her friend,
Nellie, wasn’t so much, You may . have
observed in your travels that the good ones
don’t travel in pairs very often. Nellie
was a blonde and kind of chunky.

Anyhow, there sat Nora in a cunning little
emerald green silk bathing suit that just
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loved her, gazing dreamily off to sea: and
if a good look at her in that bathing suit
couldn’t cheer Jerry up, then brass bands
or nothing else could.

Without saying what was up my sleeve,
1 urged him over toward the bench. There
were so many strangers around that he and
Nora didn't see each other until we were
almost near enough to touch her. But when
they did!

Nora drew her big violet blue eyes away
from the violet blue ocean just when Jerry
stopped in his tracks beside me and started
to tremble. He trembled, actually, like a
blade of St. Augustine grass in a gale of
wind! Nora’s face and neck and shoulders
were all of a sudden as red as fire. I didn’t
have a chance to get in a solitary word!
Nora was up and halfway across the beach
to the water before I could open my mouth,
with her little chin up and her fists gripping
at her sides. and Nellie tagging after her.
You could have knocked me over with a fly
swatter!

I looked at Jerry. That left evebrow of
his was. honestly, threatening to dislocate
itself and disappear up under his hair, and
his face was whiter than Nora's was red.
The minute she hit the water he let cut his
breath with a hiss like an alligator’s,

“ What's been goin’ on between vou and
Nora Bantry?* I cracked at him.

No answer., He was locking down the
beach to one of the carnival stands. A man
was standing there throwing baseballs at
something, and a crowd was gathering to
watch him. The man threw a ball: there
was a crash, and evervbody roared.

Jerry elbowed his way up to the counter.
Well. if there was ever a novelty in the way
of a ball pitching stand, this was it. The
fellow who was running it had hit upon or
borrowed one whale of an idea. About
thirty feet back of the counter was a heavy
canvas curtain, and in front of the curtain
there was a big kitchen table with a wooden
backstop nailed on the back of it. There
were a lot of little brass hooks screwed into
this backstop, and on each hook there was
wired some article of dining room china—
cups, saucers, butter plates, soup plates,
and so on.

The big idea was that for the small sum
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of a quarter you were allowed to throw
three baseballs at the chinaware exhibit.
There weren’t any prizes. All you got for
your quarter was the satisfaction, if you
pitched straight, of smashing some good
chinaware. And right away I saw that this
fellow had an idea that ought to be a gold
mine. Here for the small sum of two bits
you could, if you were a peeved and sup-
pressed husband, vent your stored-up
wrath; you could bust up all the chinaware
you had ever, in your wildest dreams,
wanted to.

Now Jerry wasn’t anybody’s peeved or
cdowntrodden husband, but the idea ap-
pealed to him like water to an alligator
that's been scorched in a swamp fire. He
was actually licking his lips, and he was
so taken over by this heaven-sent oppor-
tunity to smash something that he didn’t
notice several men in the crowd who said
howdy to him. One of them was Fred
Niver, who handles the loans over at the
Daytona bank, and if Fred had a nickel’s
worth of Jerry's paper he had twelve hun-
dred dollars’ worth! But Jerrv wasn't no-
ticing anybody.

He stepped up, crowding the others aside,
and bought a dollar’s worth of balls to be-
gin with., Jerry used to play baseball on a
high school team up in Georgia, and his aim
was still pretty good.

Well, he started right in to burn up those
balls. First he smashed a soup plate. Then
he ruined a dainty white teacup. Next he
obliterated a butter plate. He was in fine
form. Somebody piped up that he ought
to be over in the ball grounds this afternoon
pitching against St. Augustine, but Jerry
wasn’t paying attention to anybody or any-
thing but that chinaware.

When the twelve balls were used up he
bought another dollar’s worth. The crowd,
except for the usual one or two brainless
professional kidders. had sense enough to
know that Jerrv bad a mad on. After the
first few pitchest there: wasn’t a laugh
cracked during the entire ordeal. It was |
serious business. Here was a man getting
rid of a magnificent grouch at three for a
quarter, and they stood back and let him
wreck chinaware until there wasn’t any left
to wreck.
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*“They tell me, Buck,” he said in his
clear, pleasant drawl, ‘ that Chicowgo
stenographers are gettin’ so’s they won't
take dictation from anybody.” This, I
thought, was almost clever, and not atall
dangerous. Then he added sadly: *“ And
they tell me that none of them has got
brains enough to bell a buzzard!”

I said, growling: “ For Heaven’s sake,
can it!” And I saw Nellie making frantic
efforts at heading off Nora, but we were
both wasting our time. They kept up this
exchange of pretties for a good half hour,
but I refuse to dignify any more of the re-
marks they made by repeating them. There
was just about as much harmony in our
little corner of the Jap restaurant as there is
at eight o'clock at night in the air, when
four or five tenors all begin reading off
crop reports, telling bedtime stories. deliv-
ering lectures on how to eliminate rats from
your garret, and forecasting to-morrow’s
weather, all on the same wave length. I
was honestly ashamed for both of them—
the finest fellow I might say I ever knew
and one of the gamest, nicest, sweetest girls
in the world going at each other like a pair
of strange cats.

Nora and Nellie were the first to leave
with nobody winner or loser, and we fol-
lowed them out a few minutes later. It
was dark by then, but there were still big
gay crowds in bathing suits going to and
from the ocean; and the Orlando band was
playing a lively fox-trot in the dancing
pavilion.

The minute we hit the sidewalk I knew
something was going on that oughin't to
be going on. The street as well as both
sidewalks were jammed with people. but
mostly men and boyvs, and there was some-
thing peculiar in the way theyv were all act-
ing. Then I saw what the trouble was.
The St. Augustine ball team had been play-
ing Daytona that afternoon, and the visi-
tors had been unmercifully trimmed. The
visitors were now over here at the beach
looking for blood.

It isn’t that way any more. There never
was a game in those days that didn’t end
somewhere in a grand {ree-for-all. Nowa-
days when Daytona plays St. Augustine the
two teams almost kiss when they meet.
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Anyhow, this fight was starting, and in 2
minute I knew where we were standing
wouldn’t be a safe place for any peace lov-
ing neutral. Then several things happened
at once. Nora and Nellie were trying to
squeeze through the sidewalk mob about a
dozen feet ahead of us, and 1 saw a big,
beefy blond reach out and grab Nora by
the arm and try to kiss her on general prin-
ciples; then somebody threw something. At
least, I am fairly certain that somebody
threw something. By the feel of it, it must
have been at least a four story apartment
building, and it landed fair and square on
the left side of my straw hat, knocking me
clean off my feet.

When I picked myself up, the scrap was
merrily under way, Bricks, clubs and fists
were flying, and about nine hundred people
were Vvelling police and blue murder. And
there was Jerry in the thick of it doing a
neat little job of first degree mayhem on the
big stiff who had grabbed Nora. Nora
was standing behind him, and Nellie was
nowhere in sight. Jerry was knocking this
big bozo down, then picking him up and
pasting him again. This must have hap-
pened three, four times before the big fellow
crawled between somebody’s legs and made
his get-away. Then one of the beach motor
cops rode hell bent into the midst of things,
and the scrappers scattered.

I staggered over to Jerry and Nora just
in time to hear her crack out at him: ** Let
go my arm, vou dirty Georgia cracker!”

Jerry did not let go her arm. He gave
it a little twist. and she bit her lip with
pain.

~Let me tell vou somethin’. ma'am,”
Jerry drawled with that tight, cruel little
smile of his, ** this street ain’t safe for a lady
right now, not even a rarin’, rip-snortin’
Chicowgo stenographuh! Ef yvou'll jes' tell
me whut hotel vou’re stoppin’ at, I'll take
yvou theh, ma’am.”

Nora clutched at me with her other hand.

“ Buck. will.you kindly call your dog
off?” e

Jerry let her go then and bowed to me
with all the courtliness of your true South-
ern gentleman. *I'll wait fo’ you right
heah, Buck,” he said. Then, phHosophi-
cally: “ Shoo! Ain’t women peculiah?”
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one o come up. He came up clawing that
water the way a cat does when she sur-
prises herself by falling into the washtub—
you know, trying to climb right up on the
surface. Then XNora bobbed up about
twenty feet away, all tangled up in skirts
and raincoat. There was a grand rush for
the shore end of the pier: and it was from
the beach that I saw the rest of it.

Jerry clawed over the top of a wave,
dived deep under another that was just
caving, and grabbed a handful of Nora’s
beautiful black hair. Luck and nothing but
luck saved them. The blow was from the
south, and Nora had fallen off on the north
side of the pier, so the drift carried both
of them away from those hellish piles.

Not more than a hundred of us waded
out and helped them out onto the beach.
Jerry wasn’t even out of breath, only he
was laughing kind of wildly; but Nora was
so weak she could hardly stand up. Her
left arm hung down limp, and her head
sagged on Jerry’s shoulder and the other
arm was around his neck as if she was
scared to death. Then she came out of her
daze and saw who she was hanging onto,
and she said something as she sprang back.
The wind blew the words away, but if it
wasn't *“Let me go, vou dirty cracker!”
I'll eat an alligator raw.

Well, Jerrv had let her go, and Doc
Davis’s wife hustled Nora into her house.
T went over to the hotel and got Nora's suit
case, and in a half hour she came out on
the porch as dry and sweet and collected
as ever. Only her left arm was still hang-
ing down and brown with iodine. She had,
somehow or other, sprained it pretty badly.

Then I noticed that Jerry had driven up
in front of the house in Nora's little dis-
reputable gray roadster. He got out and
came up the steps. She looked at him a
minute kind of funny, then—* iWhat are
vou doing with my car?” she snapped at
him.

“7J reckon I'm goin’ to drive you home,
ma’am,” said Jerry in that pleasant, de-
eeptive drawl of his. * Seems lak to me
vou've had enough vacation: and vou cain’t
drive that cah home with vo’ ahm that-a-
way.”

*“ TN drive my car home with one arm,
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and I'll go home when I am ready,” Nora
told him, speaking sharper than before.

Jerry looked kind of vexed a moment,
as if she was trying his patience sorely,
Then he said in a voice that even his dumb
cattle jump when they hear, ““ Get into that
cah, Miss Nora; I'm drivin’ you home, and
T'm drivin’ you home now!” :

And without a ves, no, or good-by-all,
Nora picked up her suit case, climbed into
the old gray ratiletrap beside him, and away
they went! And it wasn't until that mo-
ment that certain things dawned on me
that ought to have been as clear as Qctober
sunlight hours and hours before.

What interested me most of all was, how
was this pretty little boy-and-girl feud going
to end? Did these two hissing voung wild
cats really love each other, or what was the
answer?

I went back to Vingo and the commis-
sarv and minded my own business, which
consisted during the next week of girding
on my deputy sheriff’s badge and an old
six shooter and hiking off through the bush
on my charger after a colored lady who had,
in a burst of hurt pride, thrown a pan of
lve water into her husband’s face. When I
had got her and locked her up in the hoose-
gow at Ormend and settled down to the
grocery business once more, certain wildly
unbelievable things had come to pass over
at Nora’s.

The rumors came trickling in all one day
from all points of the compass, as rumors
always do in my commissary, until no room
for doubt remained. In the big towns it’s
the doctors and after them the lawyers who
know all the neighborhood secrets and fam-
ily scandals, but in a place like Vingo, the
man who runs the commissary is the fellow
evervbody comes running to first with the
latest.

At first T refused to believe these rumors,
but still they kept pouring in with every
new flock of customers, from the quarries,
from the tie camps, from the turpentine

" camp, all going to prove that you don’t need

a radio to pick up the local news in this
neck of the woods!

Jerry and Nora had got married! They
were married by the J. P. at Ormond the
next day after the near drowning episode,
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smooth for a spell, then you find yourself
spang up against the need of making a lot
of adjustments. Then things go all right
for another spell, and bang—vou're up
against another lot of adjustments you’ve
got to make. Am I right?

Well, Nora and Jerry came to the com-
missary in the same disreputable little gray
roadster about a week ago, for the purpose
of showing off as usual the finest crop their
orange grove has grown yet. Jerry was
carrying it—or him—in the hollow of one
arm as if the kid was a stick of dynamite
with the percussion cap on—the cutest lit-
tle scamp you ever saw; his mother all
over, but with his dad’s rock-crusher jaw
and that trick evebrow. He was the fun-
niest rascal that day. He wanted some
candy—and he ain’t but a little over a year
old! And daddv wouldn't let him have
some; and vou ought to see that little
scoundrel’s left evebrow wiggle, I thought
it was going to pop right off on the counter!

“ 1 don’t think we should let Juniah have
any mo’ candy, do you, honey?” Jerry said
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to Nora.  Especially after the way he
had the colic night befo’ last?”

Nora gave him a lock that would have
macle almost any man think he was arriving
in heaven. * Why, darling,” she cooed, * 1
really don’t approve of it, but if you want
to, of course—"

Oh, horrors! The very idea of doing any-
thing, or thinking of dreaming of consider-
ing of doing anything that Nora honey
disapproved of in the slightest, was almost
enough to make Jerry darling faint dead
away right there on the floor.

Somehow or other, when they went out
with their packages, Jerry managed to carry
every parcel, can, and bag. He wouldn t
even let Nora itote the tube of toothpaste
He helped her into the car as if she was ¢
basket of fresh laid eggs. Devotion? You
never saw anything like it!

Well, some deliriously happy marriages
are made in heaven, as the experts say, but
we know of one anvhow that was made by
fourteen head of dumb cattle full of buck-
shot,

THE END,

U

U U

ENSLAVED

ER eyes are wells of limpid blue
In which the violet might dip.
Her mouth’s a poem, rare and true,
That rimes, lip perfectly with lip.
Her cheek reflect the rose’s blush;:
Her hair is soft as night’s own bush.

All these are but external charms
That thrill my heart appealingly.
Her inner self, like outstretched arms,
More luring still keeps beck’ning me.
Throughout life’s garden, as she goes,
Some act of loveliness she sows.

Her grace, her tenderness, her wit,
Soft tendrils round my heart entwine,
And I most willingly submit
To serve forever at her shrine.
1 much prefer her slave to be
Uhan live without her and be free,

Percy Waxsen.
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A crash, and the panel splintered under
the merciless blows.

“ Just enough for me to get my hand
through,” warned Nancy.

The panel rattled and shivered and the
hatchet head smashed through the last oh-
struction.

Almost pushing the negro aside, Nancy
fell to her knees. As though galvanized by
some hypnotic influence I sank beside her
and peered through. There was room
enough beside Nancy’s entering hand.

I imagined I saw a sprigged lavender
gown, but that was all. A little click an-
nounced that Nancy had turned the lock
from the inside.

She arose and faced us, not even turning
the knob. There was a rigid, stern expres-
sion to her set face and her eyes glowed.

“ You must not under any circumstances
cross this threshold,” she commanded. ¢ If
your mistress is more than ill, it is doubly
necessary. You must do as I tell you for
Miss Loring’s sake. Will you promise?”

Awed by the expression of her face and
voice they nodded. Blanche Pembroke ap-
peared hastening up the stairs. Her face
showed that she had heard Nancy’s words.

Slowly Nancy turned the knob, just as
the blond woman augmented the circle
waiting so fearfully for—they knew not
what. The door of room No. 13 opened
as it had not done during all the years to
flaunt so rudely what its mistress had chosen
to conceal.

The sight was inescapable. The green
light still burned in the room. making the
scene all the more ghastly. For the mistress
of Voodoo Manor half leaned, half lay with
her arms stretched over the black casket.
T couldn’t even see her face, just the limp,
terrible abandon of those two arms. She
lay between the black box and the window,
so only the top of her head showed, bowed
as it was against the long sable case.

I knew that something was very ill with
the silent figure so screened. The twitter
of a robin sounded outside. Its gay note
- was in pitiless contrast to the somber scene.

Quickly we shut the door behind us,
Nancy locking it.

“Stand before the hole in the door,
Drusilla,” she whispered.
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I was glad indeed to shut out the hard
blue eves of Blanche Pembroke and the
baffled rage on her face. She appeared very
anxious, very curious.

With scarcely a sound Nancy crossed
over to the limp form. If possible, her face
turned a shade whiter and her lips quivered.
She stood quietly staring down, so motion-
less that 1 was amazed. With a quick
movement of her shoulders and a clenching
of her hands, her body seemed to grow taut
like a bow suddenly strung for action.

Very slowly she knelt beside the sinister
figure. After a moment she arose and
stepped to the window from which the
screen had been taken and which now rested
on the floor beyond the window. She leaned
out, her head twisting like that of a quiver-
ing bird.

Then she approached me and barely whis-
pered what I already knew from her face.

¢ Was it suicide?” My lips just formed
the words.

A look in which intense indignation and
pity were curiously blended passed over her
face. “ No. She has been brutally stabbed,
and she has been dead for hours.”

CHAPTER VIIIL.
THE KNIFE WITH THE OPAL EYE,

Y eyes never left Nancy’s stern face.
I fancied I heard the soft brushing
of long hair outside.

After a moment Nancy unlocked the door
and we stepped out hurriedly, reverently
closing it behind us. T blocked the telltale
panel precipitately.

“ Well?”" questioned Blanche Pembroke.

The others just stared at Nancy’s white
face. The poise of Blanche Pembroke en-
raged me, although I knew that it was the
time for coolness. I couldn’t help but feel
that she knew perfectly well what Nancy
was about to say.

¢ She has been brutally murdered.”

There was steel in Nancy’s tone. The
colored men gazed at her stupidly, and a~
little sound on the stairs told of the presence
of the other two servants.

“ But how?” asked the niece.

“ That is not the question now,” snapped
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Nancy. © Miss Deming, please stand on
guard before the door. Thomas, station
vourself at one corner of the houze. and let
no one pass to the grounds between 1Miss
Loring’s windows and the wall. I chall have
to call the police.”

** Please, miss,” interposed Julius, ¢ I—
I happen to know that Mr. Downing should
be called.”

“Who i3 he?”

“Aliss Loring's lawyer, miss. He told
me if anything ever happened to my mis-
tress to tell him instantly.”

“ Very well. Suppose you inform him at
once?” '

When they were all out of sight Blanche
Pembroke asked me: “ How was she killed
when she was locked in her room?”

“1 don't know,” I replied, truthfully
enough,

“ But her window—t/hat window,” per-
sisted the woman, “is well above the
ground. There isn’t the sign of a rail or a
post near it. Even the first tree is many
feet away.”

I was surprised at this itemized informa-
tion relative to the secret room in Voodoo
Manor. It rather insidiously suggested
that the location of its window had been
most carefully studied by the woman be-
fore me. Why? Again I recalled the infor-
mation which Nancy’s bird study had
elicited.

1 wondered more than ever about the
headache wanderings of the dead woman's
niece. Had she experienced another last
night perchance? What a fiendishly perfect
night it had been for any fell deed!

Nancy's voice thought: “It's a perfect
setting!” returned to me with redoubled po-
tency. And the mistress of Voodoo Manor
had died—had been murdered—in that
room where she had sneered at all the ill
omens which had so long made stout hearts
quail. The irony of it was overwhelming.

When Nancy returned Blanche Pembroke
inquired almost timidly: “ Can’t I go in,
please?”

Nancy looked away abstractedly. ¢ You
see,”” she explained in a monotonous voice.
“ nothing must be touched until the coroner
arrives.”

“I wouldn’t touch anything.”
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Naricy conceded: “If vou will give me
time enough to examine everyvthing in the
room carefully before the police come and
bungle things. of course there is no reason
why you shouldn’t enter.”

“ Knock on my door when you are ready
for me,” the woman agreed. Then she
stepped down the corridor to her rooms.

In a second I had followed Nancy inside,
lecking the door and hanging one of those
banshee pictures around the knob until it
concealed the hole in the panel.

“ How I dread having the police here!”

Nancy lowered her voice instinctively.
Then as she flitted about, making a hur-
ried examination everywhere, I was impelled
to see the figure which lay hidden. Dread-
ing, vet powerless to resist, I approached it.

At first I couldn’t quite understand what
caused the significant brown stain on the
waist. Then as I stepped to the left I saw
that a knife handle showed in the soft lace
fichu. The lace was dyed stiff and made a
ghastly contrast to the white contorted face.

Hypnotized, I stooped as Nancy had
done. I felt sick and dizzy as though I
were in the midst of some horrible night-
mare. My hair seemed to stiffen, for as I
looked, I saw what had taken the life of
the mistress of Voodoo Manor, It was the
dagger whose foreign, dark handle showed a
pale, single gleam. And that spot of light
was the opal eve of Felicia Loring’s weirdest
curio,

I uttered a little gasping exclamation.
“ Horrible! Horrible!”

Nancy was too absorbed to hear me.
Only the pale gleam of the opal eve an-
swered me.

“ Nancy.” 1 whispered, “why, Nancy,
she kept it on the table over there. And—
and, here she is—and—it—"

Nancy nodded. evidently understanding
the gibberish.

“ But how?" I breathed.

She only shook her head, and stooped by
the fireplace, forgetting me. I turned and
leaned out the window. The storm had not
materialized and sunlight sparkled every-
where. It appeared so heartlessly bright
and cheerful, so oblivious of the tragedy
within the house called Voodoo Manor.

I looked down on the clean, unbroken
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she superstitious? But there was nothing
in her temperament to suggest this, Again
1 seemed floundering about in a labyrinth—
a maze of mysteries.

The lids of the woman fluttered presently
and she peered about sharply. A crafty
look crept into her eves as she tried weakly
to rise. Her lips opened.

“ I—I—it is all so horrible! The very
thought of it sickened me. I—1 hadn't
known she had been killed in such a way.”

“Of course not,” placated the doctor.
“You'd better go to vour rcom and rest.
Try to keep vour mind away from it.”

A fearful look came into the -eyes of the
woman and she shuddered.

* T can't—I1 can't.”

Something in her intonation caused
Nancy to regard her criticaily. Tor the first
time 1 felt that the woman before us was
unmasked, that she no longer played a role.
All her superpoise had vanished. Startled,
I recalled how she had insisted from the first
to know how her aunt had met her death.
1 had considered it a query to know whether
she had been the victim of foul piay. Now
I was positive that she meant by what in-
strument had life been blotted out.

So Blanche Pembroke obeved the physi-
cian’s suggestion. Had she quite forgotten
her insistent request to enter the room?
Had that been only another attempt to view
the means by which the crime had been
committed? What did it portend? It was
all an incredible chaos.

Behind the door with the scarlet thirteen
the doctor approached his ghastly task
gravely, with not so much as a glance about
the much maligned room. His prefessional
attitude said that he had quite forgotten
any of the murmurs concerning it. 1 won-
dered if he even noted the casket until he
gave a sudden mighty start. He stood star-
ing at the two objects which so dominated
the grisly room.

“ How did this thing get here?” he asked
hoarsely, nodding at the coffin.

** She—"" 1 had never known Nancy to
flounder so for words before. ** She—be-
lieved in being prepared.” Her veice grew
firmer. * You know some pcople insist on
having everything ready for a certain in-
escapable day.”
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Assenting briefly the doctor stooped to his
examination.

“1 can do nothing. She has been dead
since—shortly after midnight, I should say.”

I couldn’t repress a start. The amazing
details concerning this fatality were enough
to make the most unsuperstitious pause and
ponder, This scofier of all evil omens had
lived nearly the length of her dayvs to be
mysteriously murdered in Voodoo Manor's
fatally numbered room at the untoward hour
of midnight, and by that consummation of
all execrations, the knife with the cpal eye.

And not content to take her life, the
death blow had flung her across her waiting
coffin! The facts were like some fearful
piece of fiction—not like real life.

A knock now indicated that at last the
unavoidable arrival of the police could no
longer be side-stepped. A sandy haired in-
dividual in a pretentious cap appeared to
be the head of the Graylands department.
He was accompanied by the policeman who
had responded to Nancy's call two nights
before.

* Ah, Stebbins,” the doctor said, *it’s a
fearful sight vou have come to see. \liss
Loring has been stabbed to death, and life
has heen extinct for many hours. Do you
wish me 1o continue in my official rdle of
coroner:”’

Stebbins’s narrow blue eves had been rov-
ing eagerly about the room. He wet his lips
as he turned and drawled orders to his men
to take posts, one at the front door and
the other at the gates,

He shut the door painstakingly behind
him and stood before it, his feet spread far
apart, his arms folded. In anyv other less
poignantly impressive room he would have
been ridiculous, Here he was only gro-
tesque. He looked ali about the room, al-
lowing his eves to rest finally on the lifeless
figure.

»I'd like a few minutes first)
swered the doctor in a sonorous voice.

Then he hurried to the figure, peering at
it from all angles. Again he assumed that
ludicrous, pseudo-dramatic pose. staring
about the rcom and intc the bat lined
casket.

* How did that box get here?” he de-
manded.

3

he an-
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brief case. In his hand he held a second
sealed ordinary sized envelope.
Looking down at it he read:

“ Afrer my death this sealed envelope is to
be «iven with all expedition to Dr. Nancy
Dayland, the famous mystery investigator.
About it and its information, she will please
act as her best judgment dictates, either
withholding or disclosing the nature of my
written statements as she deems advisable.

“ (Signed) Fericia Loring.”

In the heavy silence Lawyer Downing
passed over the sealed letter to Nancy seat-
ed beside me.

Quickly she broke the seal. My heart
gave a quick bound of appreciation and
greater devotion at the unconscious and in-
stinctive compliment Nancy paid me quite
unsolicited. For as she broke the seal and
spread open the letter, she leaned toward
me, holding it so that my eyes should share
with her the secret, sealed contents. So
with Nancy I read:

DEaRr SOLVER oF THE ENIGMATIC!

I do not know what hovering thing has
to-day actuated me to rewrite my will and to
set down this letter for your eves. I only
know that for the past week, in fact, ever
since the arrival of my niece, Blanche Pem-
broke, I have felt strangely ill at ease and
distrait. Mayvhap the presence of a total
stranzer in the house of one who is reckoned a
recluse may be the answer to this strange feel-
ing. It is there. nevertheless, and daily it
grows stronger. Since I do not Lelieve in
presentiments or ‘‘that coming events cast
their shadows before,” Tam at a loss to explain
my extreme mental apprehension. I cannot
but feel that the presence of this woman,
whom a facetious Fate has made my niece,
is at the bottom of my mental perturbation.

I hope I am not wronging my niece by thus
prejudicing you agzainst her, should some un-
toward, unexpected thing reach out and claim
me. Yet why should this hovering disquie-
tude haunt me aiter this woman has entered
my house. unless it be connected with her?
1 feel sure that some evil Auman agency is
at work. I am exceedingly sensitive to the
thoughts of people. And Blanche Pembroke
had not been in my house a day ere 1 sensed
the unpleasant, odious caliber of her shallow,
mercenary mind. I know that it has been fed
on many shameful things. The personality of
the woman breathes it. It is inescapable.

Therefore, 1 feel that her pretended rest
here is the hollowest shell of mockery. For
I know that she is here for some ulterior
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motive. What it is T am frank to say I do
not know. If she seeks to penetrate the secret
of the locked room, she is doomed to failure;
if she hopes to surprise elsewhere my consider-
able fortune of pearls, in that she is building
her hopes on sand. Tor I know the woman
is here for no good to me, and vholly in her
own seldsh, grasping interests, This feeling
on my part has not only actuated me fo
write this Jeiter and to set down a new will,
but it has also forced me to write to you in-
viting you here.

In your coming and by your sentient in-
tuition, which you must possess to be the
woman that you are, I feel sure that you,
too, will quickly sense anything out of the
ordinary or evil at Voodoo Manor. You are
the bulwark which I seek to set up between
myself and it.

Nancy's beautifully cut mouth quivered
as though the voice of the dead had spoken
to her in gentle reproof that the thing which
hovered close had not been checkmated,
Then she read on:

When syou discover in my trunk what I
have meant for you to find, vou will seek
further. I have hidden most securely a for-
tune in the reputedly unlucky stone, the
pearl. I bave put it away where * neither
moth nor rust shall corrupt; nor thieves
break through and steal,” so confident am I
that the stones will not long remain lost in
case of my death.

Indited with deep admiration and confi-
dence.

Fericra Lorivg.

I felt an unaccustomed bhlur across my
eyes. The gentle dignity and resignation of
that really big character, Felicia Loring,
stood forth stark and unashamed through
every line of this letter which was like a
message from the Great Beyond.

Nancy's eyes still traveled over the sheet,
and her mouth had not yet resumed its
habitual curve. I knew how deeply the
poignant message struck home to her. Yet
that great conscience of hers ought not to
berate itseli =0 soundly. I am no fatalist,
vet what had happened had been ordained.

Even Nancy’s astute mind was powerless
to circumvent the occult, hidden forces of
evil. She could throw light on them, but
she could not always prevent their black
hands from falling.

Nancy folded the letter, reincased it in its
envelope and deposited it inside her blouse.






































































































































































































THE SEARCH FOR

familiar with that country and used to its
ways. but he wished not to interfere—it
was Ward's business. Mrs. Classon began
to take a great interest in Enrico.

“ The old man, he has hands that chap
very easy, and he does not care to wash
them in hot water,”” Enrico informed Ward
one night. T say to Mrs. Classon that
coid water anvhow is easier to get down
there and doubtless he is cured by now.
Also he wears a ring like that of Mrs, Clas-
son, a heavy ring of gold on the middle
finger ¢f his hand because the other fingers
are too small for it.”

* The deuce he does! Sort of a brass
knuckie, T suppose. How did vou acquire
all that information, son?” Ward was elab-
orately casual.

*“ This afternoon I come early irom the
cffice, and Mrs. Classon has confided it to
me. lo—morrow you are invite to go with
us into New York to One Hundred Fifty-
Fifth Sweet, where they keep many maps.
1 know the place because it is near the
Spanish church where I go. T shall gladly
show you.’

That evening Ward told Mrs. Classon
that he would sail as soon as arrangements
could be made. Mrs. Classon kissed him,
but he did not mind greatly. e was be-
ginning to accept her dominance in his life,
All three, Mrs, Classon, Louise and Enrice,
came down to see him off.

Enrico and Louise explored the :hip ic-
gether while Mrs. Classon made sure that
her last minute messages to her husband
were iastened gecurely in Ward’s memory.
He had only a moment alone with Louise.

“ Darling, vou'll write me just as often
2s possible, won’t you? Remember, it’s for
vour sake I'm going to this God forsaken
place.”

* Oh, Ward, how can vou say thai> [
didn’t want you to go—it's mother. But
Enrico says there is really no danger. And
vou're s0 sensible I know 1 needn’t worry
about you. It's sweet of you to let me use
the car while voure gone—but I think
mother’s mean not to let me have the ring
now. I'd feel as if 1 belonged to you so
much more if T had it. But you’ll bring
it when vou come back—blue white, re-
member. and a platinum setting. Of course
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I love vou, but I hate having my hair all

mussed. There, mother is calling us. and
vou know how she acts if vou den't come
when she calls.”
111
To-xionT Weard lav on his camp bed
burning with iever, under stars of new con-
stellations. by a Scuth American river

whose ceaseless murmur and the rapid
speech of his Indian boatmen were the ¢nly
sounds o be heard. But ¢ven in this place
he seemed 1o hear the voice of a small
ish woman, t¢ see before his fevered eyes a
drab form, quiet and unimpressive, but as
immovabie as the everlasting hills.

The next dayv they continued on toward
their goal, Vibico. The Iorest lined the
river bank on either side. The trees met
overhead, and it was like crawling thrcugh
a black, steaming drain. Wild things cam
down to the brink of the river and pee*ed
through the lianas to watch them pass, but
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they were not molested: it was as iI the
forest regarded them as too unimportant 1o
destroy,

The bare Lacks of the Indian hoatmen
glistened with sweat as they "’e*xz 10 and
fro to the ocars. It made Warc He
watch their slow movements, and mere were
yet two more davs to go ere they weuld
reach their jeurney’s ead.

ek

At the end of second day "‘-.'ard
awaying on his feet d through the on
dirty street of  Vibico, c’muv in

school Span

American high !
in which Willi

Klasz, the name
letters had been sent.

There were deprecatcry  shrugs aad
shakes cf the head. The men at the river
did not know that hame He was told
inquire of Sefor Beel, the blacksmith, e
knew every one, Tne men atr the horse
sheds where the pack mules and a few
llamas stood in shifting clouds of dust said
there was no such person in Vibico. could
be no such person, or they would have
heard of his coming in.  There had been—
one, two vears ago—a thin. sickly person
of foreign blood, likely an .imericano, He
had died—alas, ves, rest his soul—and sud-
denly too. Sefior Beel, the blacksmith, was
his friend. He could tell more. Go to

























PIT OF THE GOLDEN

“We're on the right track. all right, I
can tell by the way these yellow birds are
acting. The girl’s probably somewhere un-
derground. The passages helow have got
to be found. There’s doors somewhere.
Tell the men to pound the walls until they
find ’em!”

The men pounded the walls. They
dragged out the sordid, depraved occupants
of strange rooms. They pummeled unex-
pected attackers. They shot first and in-
vestigated afterward.

But the officers did not find the secret
doorway down into the underground tun-
nels that led to the room where Svke, his
companions, the girl and the unconscious
cripple were all temporarily abandoned.

Up the spiral stairs the aged Chinaman
climbed without a visible trace of nervous-
ress, the Hindu close behind him. They
passed through the rear of the tea store,
through a low aperture behind a pile of
crates and bundles. Along another passage
they made their way, up a flight of four
steps. The skinny hands of the yellow man
fumbled for a latch. He swung back a
door.

“We may watch,” he suggested.

The brother of Runjeet Singh lowered his
head and looked. The Chinaman had
pulled back a little barred door opening for
the purposes of hidden observation high in
the east wall of the big room, ameng its
arabesques. Below them the tumult raged.
Men wrestled and fought and rolled on the
floor. Some crawled from the mélée and
shot from the corners.

And back against a wall, horrified into
aphasia and helplessness by the struggle
surging around him, a white man in civilian
clothes with bleeding mouth and popping
eves, clung as though crucified there.

The brother of Runjeet Singh saw and
uttered a wild exclamation,

“ There is the man'” he cried.  There
is the missing one! Bags of gold, chests of
jewels, anything! If he is brought to me!”

Old Lee Lung Fang glanced up in senile
surprise.

“ He and not the crippled one brought
the police,” averred the Hindu. For the
first time his poise was gone utterly. It

DRAGON. 281

is not too late. My mission is not yet fail-
ure. Bring him to the room underground.
A fortune for you if you bring him!”

The Chinaman shrugged his shoulders.
He closed the aperture and turned. Down
the steps he trotted and back through the
wholesale tea store.

Jack Cooper, pressing insanely against
the wall, transfixed and unable to move a
muscle in the carnage around him, sudden-
ly felt the wall give way behind him. He
fell backward. One flash of light and then
darkness flooded down and smothered him.

Hands like talons seemed to have hold of
him. He screamed, but it brought no res-
cwe, Along a Stygian tunnel his unseen foes
bore him swiftly, bumping him over stones,
caroming him against corners, dragging him
down lower and lower mercilessly.

Then light! The upper tumult heard
only faintly! Men! Demons! The wait-
ing Nemesis, the man from Bakir! A real-
ization of all he had feared for weeks—
Gertrude!

CHAPTER XX.
A NEW PERIL,

NTO the center of the inquisition room
the man was bundled and thrown across
the table. Blood spurted from a flesh

wound at his temple. He clawed to save
himself, fell, rolled over, and struggled up
again.

Only vaguely he grasped that he had
sprawled across the unconscious body of
Wilse Dilling, pushed aside into gruesome
shadow.

‘ Arise!” ordered the voice of the Hindu.
He was smiling strangely. His black eyes
glistened. “ At Jast we meet again, vou
and I. And we have our reckoning.”

“Let me go!” the young man cried
hysterically. *“Let me out of here!
Police! Police!”

But no police could hear. No one above
could have heard even though no battle
had been in progress. Temporarily the
forces of law and order had won. But
still they stood checked. They could not
find the panels in wall and alley that they
wanted.














































































THE FENTON-ACME MERGER.

falling off was the world renowned Ran-
goon Relish. This was a ketchup of sin-
gularly appetizing properties, made by a
secret combination of which Dougal Brent
alone knew the formula. When a (resh
supply of the Rangoon was to be made, it
was Dougal's custom not only personally
to supervise the mixing. irequentlv using a
thermometer in the simmering liquid, but
to pass out the carefully measured ingre-
dients one by one. ost of these could
be recognized at a glance by the expe-
rienced factory employees.

But there were two articles in the mix-
ture—rare herbs imported direct from a
confidential agent in India — which were
guarded so jealously that no workman in
the Fenton factory could say what they
were. Nothing could prevent their guess-
ing, of course, but, as Dougal had remarked
with a grim smile, more than once, to
Perry, on coming back to the office after a
day spent in the pungent atmosphere of
the vat room, their guesses were always
hopelessly wrong.

Rangoon Relish was the star number
listed in the Fenton catalogue. A large
number of gallons was bottled and shipped
every week, and the demand from all parts
of the world alwavs remained about the
same. When there was any variation, it
was sure to be upward, And this precious
item, which the Acme for years had beer
vainly endeavoring to duplicate, would go
with the rest in case of a merger.

“ Ridiculous'”

Dougal Brent was alone in the office he
shared with Perry Fenton, but it relieved
him to sum it all up aloud in this one
scornful ejaculation. Since he had first
heard of the merger, a week hefore, he had
often used the word.

He lifted a gray head from the interior
of his rolltop desk and glanced around the
room wrathiully with eves that seemed
younger than his hair. Then he got up
and walked to the window.

The ugly brick factory, with its tall
smokestack and its many windows, lay be-
fore him. Tt was connected with the office
building by a short passageway, <o that it
was easy for Dougal at any time to step to
the door and look along a vast room in
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which bottles, jars and cans were packed
for shipment. The boilers and big vat
rooms were belew, and other departments
for the preparation of various sauces, con-
diments and preserves were in the upper
stories,

A railroad spur ran through the spacious
vard, and a Ireight car in process of load-
ing Jay against one of the wide doorways,
the double doors flung open. On the side
of the car was an immense four color pos-
ter, showing a picture of a bottle bearing
on its label the legend ¢ Rangoon Relish,
the World's Favorite Ketchup.,” Above
was ‘“ Made only at the Fenton Pickle
Works, Rising City, New York.” Dougal
smiled affectionately for a moment as his
eves ran over the familiar picture and
words. The poster had been designed by
himself.

And to think of all this passing under the
control of the blatant, upstart Acme Com-
pany! Why, Perry must be crazy!

Dougal went back to his desk in a
shadowy corner. But though he took up
some papers in his left hand and a pen in
his right, as if he were going busily to work,
he only stared sadly and motionlessly into
the pigeonholes before him, as he mur-
mured below his breath, again and again:
*“ He must be crazy!”

He was brought to himself by the outside
door opening with a bang. Simultaneously
a harsh, domineering voice filled the office.
Dougal’s brows came down. If there was
anything he hated it was a loud mouthed
man, It was his conviction, as it had been
that of the elder Perrv Fenton, that busi-
ness should be conducted in low or mod-
erate tones, with decent pauses for the ar-
ranging of ideas—not forced along helter
skelter, in a rude, disturbing bellow.

“ All right, Fenton!” were the first words
Dougal heard, obviously continuing a con-
versation begun outside. ‘ We can settle
the remaining details of the merger now,
i vou like. It's to be a clean sweep, =0
it 11 be very simple.”

A clean sweep! Dougal Brent, in his
darkened corner, winced. He knew that
exagperatingly raucous voice. It belonged
tc Rankin Clarke. president of the Acme
Condiment Cempany. For one ferocious
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“ Now, here's where you come in, Mr.
Delsey. 1 will unlatch one of the windows
in the office, the first window on the left
overlooking the allev. Tt will be dark
when Mr. Gottleib leaves the store.
will go to your hotel, which is only three
blocks from the store, joke with the clerk
a while and tell him that you are going
up to your room to try cut a new record
cn your graphophone beicre going to dinner.
Make sure that the clerk sees the new
record, and be sure that he sees you when
vou go to vour room, understand?

* Now, vour graphophone, I have been
told, is one of the kind that automatically
plays one record over and over until the
machine is stopped, winding itself auto-
matically and shifting the needle back to
the beginning of the selection in the same
way. Very well, start vour graphophone
and slip out of the room. Leave the hotel
by way of the back door and don't let
any one see vou leave. In fifteen minutes
vou can run down three blocks to the store,
enter the office through the window, clean
out the vault, close and lock the vault
door, break the 1latch on the office
windew so as to make it look like an outside
job, and be back in the hotel with the
swag. Enter the hotel without allowing
anybody to see vou and hasten te your
room., Hide the jewelry and stop the
graphophone. Jimmie Ellis, the diamond
clerk, is rooming next to you, is he not?
Ask Ellis how he likes vour new record.
He will have been listening to it long enough
to form an opinion, no doubt. Then—but
what do you think of the plan this far?”

“ Sounds very good indeed. Mr. Hoppe—
very good,” Delsey answered. ° Please go
on.”

“ But,” said Hoppe, his face suddenly
clouding with doubt, “supposing Jimmie
Ellis gets tired of listening to your new
record and enters your room while you are
gone to ask vou to shut it off?”

Delsey sniffed. “ Jimmie Ellis dislikes
me heartily. He has never entered my
room. No danger on that point. Proceed.”

“ All right,” Hoppe resumed. “ Now, we
have the jewels in your room. If possible,
accompany Jimmie to the dining room after
asking him about your record, and be sure

You"
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that he or some one else sees vou enter
your room again after leaving the dining
room. Then, when you can safely do so,
slip out of yvour room again, go to the clerk
and tell him to call you at seven in the
morning, that vou are going fishing. Let
it be known that you are going right to bed.
While he is still talking to vou, enter your
room again. Now, watch your chance, slip
out of the hotel, get vour car out of the
hotel garage and drive like the wind to
Willow Ridge. You can make the trip in
less than an hour. Tl be waiting for
vou in the rear of the Willow Ridge
hotel. Slip me the key without stop-
ping your car, then return to the city.
After putting up your car, enter the hotel
and retire, making sure all the time that
vou are not seen by a living soul. Very
simple—simple as the nose on your face.”

The nose on Mr. Delsev’s face was not
simple; it had a deep concavity where the
bridge ought to be and on the end of it
was a large blue wart. However, Mr. Del-
sey agreed that Hoppe had done a fine bit
of planning.

“ According to my figures,” Hoppe went
on, “yvou should do vour part of the job
and be in Willow Ridge not later than nine
o’clock in the evening. Plan vour move-
ments so as to be there at that time,
because 1 want to be in evidence in the
lobby of the hotel as much as possible.
Don’t want to have to wait more than five
minutes for you when I go out to meet you
in the rear of the hotel. When I have the
kev T will give it to the clerk to take care
of in the hotel zafe until I am ready to re-
turn to the city.”

So Hoppe and Delsey discussed the plan
forward and backward a dozen or more
times and finally concluded that it was
good.

Saturday evening just before five o’clock
Hoppe passed the vault key to Delsey and,
after talking with Mr. Gottleib a moment,
left the store and clambered into his car.
Less than an hour later he was registering
in the hotel at Willow Ridge.

The *phone call to Gottleib, in the pres-
ence of the Willow Ridge hotel clerk,
caught Mr. Gottleib checking off the jewelry
in the vault, As Hoppe had expected, his















