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JUDGE PRIEST AND THE WIDOW 43

railroad, Judge Priest did some tele-
phoning to Major Pitman, en route,
and to Dr. Lake at the latter’s resi-
dence. Here he parted from Jeff. He
caught one train and was on his
way farther south, aed Jeff caught
another going in the opposite direc-
tion. Next morning the home town
was excited to hear that afcer years
of intimate association as master
and man, Judge Priest and Jeifl had
severed relationship.

“Naw, suhs, they wuzn't to say no
hard feclin’s,” Jeff explained to whice
friends making inquiry. “In fact,
jest before we severed ourselves
frum one 'nuther, the old Boss Man
gimme a note of utrost recom-
mendation to Mister Attorney Floyd
Fairleigh, an’ I'm done already gone
to work fur him at his country resi-
dence out here on the Lone Oak
Road. . .. Naw, suhs, no complaint
on neither side. I reckins you mout
say both of us at once't jest seemed
to lose our taste fur one nurr.”

III

At Vicksburg on the following
forenoon Judge Priest called upon
that Dr. Hooks who once upon a
time had made a removable bridge
for the lower right jaw of one Caleb
Carmichael. He had a drawing in
his files of the bridgework.

The Judge's next stop was across
the big river over at the thriving
Louisiana city of Monroe. Here he
visited the establishment of a photog-
rapher named Newton who, it
seemed, had succeeded another
photographer named Hunt, now de-
ceased. It was the facsimile signature

of this defunct Mr. Hunt that was
printed on these two photographs
which Judge Priest had pilfered
from the budget of exhibits ten-
dered in evidence.

“Nuaturally T wouldn’t recall this
female,” said Mr. Newton. “I didn’t
take over the shop until after Hunt
died. But this is his work; I'd
recognize it anywhere. Let me look
through Hunt's old accounts.

“Here you are,” he said at length.
“The books show sittings on June
11th, eleven years back, and delivery
of three dozen printed pictures four
days later, billed at theatrical rates.
They were billed to Carey Carr, care
of the Lily DeWitt Carnival Com-
pany. Oh, yes, and here's records of
two reorders mailed to other points
—one to Spokane, Washington, and
the other to Gallipolis, Ohio. Who
was this Carey Carr?”

“His stage name wuz Carr. His
right name wuz Caleb Carmichael,”
explained Judge Priest.

He reclaimed the photographs and
went away. Still mulling things over,
Judge Priest strolled aimlessly, and
prescatly he came to, standing on
the shore of the Quachita River,
which runs through Monroe, and
he looked down and saw a large
craft, part barge and part steamer,
which, with floating flags and bril-
liant lettering on its flanks, pro-
claimed itself as the Rice & Pease
Aquatic Palace.

“Now, by gura, why dida’t I think
of that before!” exclaimed Judge
Priest.

With a sort of ponderous alacrity,
he labored down. the bank and
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Wilshaw on the white flagstone. He
learned that at a quarter past nine,
not long after the Tribune appeared
on the streets, Salvatore had walked
out of the barbershop with two
strangers. No one had seen him
since.

For a moment after closing the
door Kilbane leancd his shoulders
against it. Then, his face much the
same as ever, he went back to the
parlor.

“We'll get in touch with Salva-
tore,” he announced Joudly, sur-
prised that the words came out as
well as they did. "Now I guess we'd
better be pushing along.”

He drove Miss Pulitzer home.
“They got men out,” he told her
quietly, after she whispered her
address to him. “Better men than
me. You don’t have to worry about
Salvatore. You aren’t, are you?”

She did not answer him—she did
not bawl either. Whatever was in-
side her—and Kilbane realized
soberly that there must be pretty
much—she was managing to keep
inside her. But over on Appleton
Street, when he pulled up behind a
maroon roadster parked in front of
her apartment house, she failed to
get out after he walked around the
car and opened the door for her.

He glanced down at her, at the
side of her face and at the hands all
knotted up in her lap; then, because
it seemed best to leave her alone
there for a minute or two, he went
on up the stoop and into the vesti-
bule. That was already occupied. A
redheaded man, very broad through
the shc’mlders, loocked up at him
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without friendliness and then shifted
position on a stone bench near the
stairs.

Kilbane did not pay any attention
to him. He walked past him to the
row of bells and fussed around there
momentarily. Then, as if he had
pressed one without recciving an
answer, he went out mumbling to
himself. He had seen the redheaded
man before, standing sullenly beside
Sammy Gordon in a morning line-
up. But at that time the redheaded
man had been on an illuminated
stage, while Detective Kilbane sat
half a dozen rows back in a darkened
auditorium. That was why he knew
the redheaded man, and why the
redheaded man did not know him.

Before he reached the steps a good
many details had dropped miracu-
lously into place. They had Salvatore
—they'd had him since nine-fifteen
—but what Kilbane had forgotten
was that Salvatore was nobody’s fool.
If he denied everything they’d be
careful with him because they were
in a spot where they had to be care-
ful, and because Miss Pulitzer, as
she said, had mentioned no names.

They had a lead, but if they had
not broken Salvatore they could not
be positive that it was the right
lead. So they got a phone book and
locked up the Janet S. Harrington
who had signed the column and
after that they sent the redheaded
man over here to talk to her.

It was not very complicated. By
the time he reached the car Kilbane
understood the main points well
enough to shape them into eight or













































































































































































































































