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TIGER.

Hagen came back. He looked sick. When
he didn’t <ee you, he came to me; asked me
enough questions to make sure that I'm
vour friend, and then he told me that it
was orders from the Baboon—-you're to be
out of the Tangie before morning.”

“1am? That's news!”

sanford shrank back in his chair, gray
and aged looking.

** Sir, put some trust in me.”

1 do. Sanford. A great deal.
hogey iz working on your nerves.”

“ Go to the police and ask them what
theyv know of the Raboon! Don’t trust
what 1 =ayv. but let them tell you how
they've trailed this fiend back and forth
across the world for a dozen years and
never trapped him. Only lately they ran
him down in this city, but when-they al-
most had him the trail went out-—they lost
all track of him and for three weeks they've
heen cutting for zign. TFound nothing.”

* What's hix specialty?”

* Anvthing in the world of crime.”

~ Versatile. eh?"

* From hurglary to counterfeiting to---
murder! "

e spoke the last word with such a sinis-
ter lowering of the voice that Jack instinc-
tively jerked his head about and looked be-
hind him.  When he faced the valet again
he was angry.

» Sanford. if vou keep this up you'll
make a woman of me.”

** The best thing 1 can do if it will make
vou leave the Tangle.”

 Leave under compulsion, Sanford?”

The valet looked with despair into the
half-proud, half-contemptuous face of his
master.

» Sir” he said, " let me tell vou some-
thing about him.”

* (Good.”

“ You remember that six years ago, in
l.ondon. yvou met YWentworth. the detec-
tive?”

 Rather. a =xpecialist in criminal psy-
chology.”

“ But also a great detective, sir. You
brought him home to your rooms and I re-
member how he tatked, sir."”

* Rather. He had a reputation of run-
ning down cvery trail he started. 1 recall
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wishing that I had the same power even to
follow a brute beast.”

_ Well, sir, he had the name of never
lailing when he started aiter a criminal.
That was six years ago. Now his reputa-
tion iz gone.”

kR

" Abzoluiely gone, sir. 1t was four years
ago that the Baboon went to England and
there Mr. Wentworth went after him. The
trail led to Scotland, then doubled back to
I'rance. then shot to Egvpt. There Went-
worth lost all his clues and came hack to
Lendon---his first failure.”

* This Bahoon is a =ort of international
crook, eh?™

* 'The world is his playground, sir.”

= Well, go ahead with your story about
Wentworth.  Still; T can’t believe he really
failed. TI'ailure was not in his vocabu-
lary.”

“1s it not in the vocabulary of the Ba-
hoon, «ir, cither. As T said, Wentworth
came back to London. Two days later his
house was looted, not upset, but simply run
over with a fine-toothed comb for every-
thing valuable in it.”

* That’s impossible, Sanford! Went-
worth's lhiouse was so guarded that no one
could break into it. He himself showed me
hiz mechanical devices.”

** Impossible to anyone except the Ba-
boon. It was he who combed the mansion.
It nearly broke the heart of Wentworth.
He called in the assistance of professional
detectives. They organized a campaign.
For three months they hounded the Ba-
boon. At the end of that time Mr. Went-
worth gave a dinner to some members of
the diplomatic service and their wives: and
hefore the evening was over half their
pockets were picked.”

* Ah, the Baboon hired some one in the
household for his work.”

* Not at all, sir. He himself was one of
the servants that evening.”

* The devil!”

Sanford Drightened ax he saw his narra-
tive taking effect.

* Most criminals have abandoned com-
plicated disguises, but the Baboon is an
actor as well as a criminal. He was in that
house as a newly hired servant. and after




























































LISTENING

than an hour ago. on the steps of the
Seventy-Second Street subway station,”
said Underwood. ¢ She was accompanied
by a young man whom [ recognized as a
reporter on the Alercury.”

\\ shadow flitted acros: Mr. Moncrief's
aristocratic features, but he recovered his
composure almost immediately.

* In the company of a reporter, eh?" he
exclaimed. ** Well, what of it?> If it was
anybody else but Mrs. Walters, T'd say
there might be cause for feeling uneasy,
but we don’t have to be afraid of that
little woman. She's a match for any
newspaperman when it comes to brains,
and there isn't any question about her ley-
alty.

| have been in communication with her
since her husband’s arrest. and she has
satixfied me that there is no danger of
cither of them squealing, no matter how
the case turns out. If that’s all your bad
news is, old fellow, I don't see anything
particularly startling abeut it.”

* You may change your mind when I
tell you that the AMercury man 1 saw her
with to-night was a chap named Hem-
ment,” the accountant remarked sardon-
ically. * Perhaps you may recall my speak-
ing 1o yvou of him before®> He’s the fellow
who came to see me at my office the day
aiter the—er—after that unfortunate busi-
ness in the building across the street.” He
paused. ** Hemment was interested in the
murder of Wrigley then; and now we find
him cultivating the acquaintance of the
Walters woman. It might be only a coin-
cidence, of course, but—I don't like the
looks of it."”

 She’s a clever little woman,” Moncrief
reiterated with a dubious frown. ‘- Thard-
Iy think he’ll succeed in getting much out
of her. Besides, she doesn’t know any-
thing about—-"

* That isn’t the point,” the other cut
in. '~ Whether she tells him anything or
not, the fact remains that he seems to per-
ceive a possible connection between the
arrest of her husband for forgery and those
murder cases he has been working on.
And il he is as near to the truth as that
already. [ believe we have serious cause for
not sleeping well to-night.”

EYELS

The other man’s face darkened again,
and this time the shadow remained there.
* Tell me just what he said to you that
day he came to =ee vou,” he demanded.

" He came to inquire about Cecilie. His
paper was worried over her failure to show
up at the oftice, and thev assigned Hem-
ment to look into the matter. She had told
him of her engagement to me, so it seemed
only natural that he should look me up in
the hope that 1 might be able to tell him
what had become of her.

* I told him that I was not engaged to
her,” Underwood continued, *‘and suc-
ceeded in making him believe that I had
not seen or heard from her in weeks. At
least, I thought I had made him helieve

that. He appeared to be thoroughly con-
vinced when we parted. But now [ am
not so sure.”

* How much did he know about that lip-
reading business at that time?” Moncrief
asked, scowling.

“ Not a great deal—unlesx he was mak-
ing a fool of me. He was aware, of course,
that those fellows had some muysterious
reason for requiring the services of an ex-
pert lip-reader. But he professed to he all
at sea as to what they were up to. If he
knew then that it was my window theyv
were interested in, he certainly managed to
conceal his knowledge from me. His visit
had me pretty much worried at first but
by the time he left T was completely reas-
sured.”

The accountant smiled grimly.  We
parted on the best of terms, and I was
quite sure that he had no suspicion of the
truth. Not until to-night, when T saw him
in the company of the Walters woman. did
it dawn on me that we had anything to
fear from him, even though he has the
reputation of being the best newspaperman
on Park Row.”

Moncrief nodded. “ It looks rather bad.
In the circumstances I am inclined to agree
with vou that there is some occasion for
alarm.”

“ Some occasion! T regard the situation
as so serious that T have come here nov. to
tell vou that T am going to make my get-
away immediately, and advise vou to do
the same. T have seen the writing on the
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yvuh to sort o' traipse along back to Buck
Snort with us, an’” we’ll wrastle it out there.
Them earmarks of yores will be give due
consideration. You'll get a square deal,”
he added reassuringly.

Coryell nodded. * This lady has to go
to her camp quick, an’ right away, an’ I'm
gonna tlake her there—-first. No harm in
that, huh?” .

“ Not a bit. We'll be right with yuh.”

*“ Them reversed earmarks now "-- Piggy
Question put in his puzzled oar — ‘“ what
didja switch ’em for thataway?” '

* I've heard o’ fellers like that,” Coryell
said whimsically to Minnesota Overalls,
flicking a thumb at Piggy; * but this is the
first time I ever seen one outside his cage.”

“ Yeah,” Piggy snarled malevolently, * if
you ain't a rustler, what didja run away
for when you seen us comin’?”

Thisx was a point that Minnesota Over-
alls had not chcsen to make. He shot a
quick glance at Piggy Question, then looked
gravely at Coryell. ** Yuh did sort o’ drag
it, vuh know,” said he.

“An' why wouldn’t we?” flung back
Corvell. ** How’d we know who you was?
You might ‘a’ been a outfit of rustlers or
hold-ups for all we knowed. You wasn’t
carryin’ no signs that I could see. An’ 1
dunno as I'd believe much in signs any-
way."”

“1 don’t sec no use of takin' him alla
way back to Buck Snort,” remarked the
practical man. “ It seems like a waste of
time, sort of.”

The significance of this was lost on Miss
Rowland. “ I don’t either,” said she.

* Shut up, Sam.” Minnesota Overalls
frowned and shook his head at him of the
practical mind.

1 dunno but what Sam’s right at that,”
said Tobe Haskins quietly. * You ain’t
asked enough questions, Fatty."”

“ Might as well settle it,” was the opin-
ion of a hawk-faced citizen.

“You think so,” observed Fatty, snap-
ping the suspenders of his Minnesota over-
alls, and rolling a pair of remarkably steady
eyes upon the hawk-faced gentleman. I
said he was gonna get a square deal.”

“ He can get it here as well as in Buck
Snort,” insisted Hawk-Face.
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* Save trouble,” amplified the practical
Sam. * Anybody can see that. I can fix
it up in three minutes. Less. Tobe’s right.
You was too sparin’ o’ yore questions,
[Fatty.” :

I say he gets his square deal,” declared
T'atty in a hard voice, his lips tight-drawn.
“ You know me, gents. I ain’t in the habit
of makin’ rash promises.”

“That's all right,” nodded Sam, and
worked his jaws squirrel-wise. ““ You'll see
vore square deal, Fatty. Lookit, Coryell,
it was day before yesterday you seen

Coombs in that draw, huh? Yeah? All
right then. What time?”

“I dunno exactly. Afternoon some
time.”

“ Middle?”

* Li'T later, 1 guess.”

“ It was yesterday mornin' early when
Tobe Haskins found Coombsy's body. He
hadn’t been dead more 'n twelve hours, ac-
cordin’ to my notion. We none of us seen
Coombs after the mornin’ o’ the day before,
the day you say you was talkin’ to him in
that draw.”

* That makes you the last feller to see
him alive, Coryell,” slipped in Piggy Ques-
tion.

“Why no,” denied Coryell. *“ The last
feller to see him alive was the man who
downed him.”

* Looks like a plain open-an’-shut case
to me,” a square-headed man remarked to
his neighbor.

*“ Shore,” nodded the neighbor, a slack-
mouthed specimen of the tribe that invari-
ably sees nothing but the obvious.

* Why wait?"” suggested Hawk-Face, and
laid a hand on his rope strap.

* Them willers yonder don’t look hardly
high enough,” observed Coryell, fishing out
the makings and proceeding to construct a
nonchalant cigarette.

He lit the white roll and inhaled deeply.
He blew the smoke out through his nostrils.
It was unreal, that gray cloud. So were
Hawk-Face, overalled Fatty, and the
others. The blue of the sky was a shade
that he had never seen before. There was
no heat in the sunshine. He seemed to be
standing at a distance gazing at himself in
the midst of a crowd of men. It was im-
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