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CHAPTER XIX.

At the Table Next.
McKnight and | Hotchkiss' were
sauntering slowly down the road as I
caught up with them. As usual, the
little man was bysy with some ab-
atruse mental problem. .
“The idea is this,” be was saying,
his brows knitted In thought, “it a
left-handed man, standing in the po-
sition of the man in the picture,
should jump from a car, would he be
Ifkely to sprain bis right ankle? When
a righthanded man prepares for a
leap of that kind, my theory is that he
would hold on with his right hand,
and allght at the proper time, on his
t foot. Of course—"
imagine, although I don't know,”
interrupted McKnight, “that a man
either ambidextrous or one-armed,
jumping from the Washington Flier,
would be more likely to land on his
head.”

used one hand or the other?
of handcuffs will put both hands out
of commission.”

As usuil when one of his pet the-
ories was attacked, Hotchkiss looked
aggrieved. -

“My dear sir' he expostulated,
“don't you understand what bearing
this has on the case? How was the
murdered man lylng when he was
found 7

n bis back” I sald promptly,
ead towhrd the engine.
very- well,” he retorted, “and what
then? “Your heart lies under, your
fifth intercostal space, and to reach it
a right-handed blow would have struck
either down or directly in.

“But, gentlemen, the point of en-
trance for the stiletto was below the
heart, striking up! As Harrington
lay with his head toward the engine, a

person in the alsle must have used |

the left hand.
McKnight'
he winked at me solemnly as 1 unos-
tentatiously transferred the hat I was
carrying to my right hand. Long
training has largely counterbalanced
beredity in my case, but I still pitch

We were only just in time
train back to Baltimore, but Mc-
Knight took advantage of a second’s
delay to shake the station agent warm-
Iy by the hand.

“I want to express my admiration
for you,” he said beamingly. “Ability
of your order is thrown away here.
You should have been a city police-
man, my friend.”

The agent looked a trifle uncertain.

“The young lady was the one who
told me to keep still,” he said.

McKnight glanced at me, gave the
agent's hand a  final
climbed on board. But I knew per-
fectly that he had guessed the reason
for my delay.

He was very silent on the way

chiiss, too,
say. He was reading over ‘his notes
intently, stopping now and then to
make a penciled addition. Just be-

“Curious, her locking that fellow
0" he refleéted.
*“You may depend on it, there was a
reason for it all. And I wish
you wouldn't be so suspicious of mo-
tives, Rich,” I sald warmly.
“Only yesterday you were the sus-
picious one,” he retorted, and we
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Over in a corner balt a Mﬁl
on their way back to school were 3
Eing a perspiring waiter, a
exactly to McKnight's taste
insisted on going over to join
them. But their table was’ full), Knd
somebow that kind of fun had lost its
point for me, .

Not far from us a very
die-aged mag; apoplectic

stout, mid-
with the

- heat, was elephantinely jolly for the

bénefit of a bored-looking Eirl across
the table from him, and at the mext
table a Hewspaper woman ate alone,
the last edition propped against the
water bottle before her, her hat; for
coolndss, on the corner of the table.
1t was a motley Bohemian crowd.

I/looked over the room _casually,
while McKnight ordered the ‘meal.
Then my attention was attracted to
the table mext to ours. Two people
were sitting there, so deep in conver-
sation that they did not motice us.
The woman's face was hidden under
her hat, as she traced the pattern of
the cloth mechanically with her fork.
But the man's features stood out clear
in the light of the candles on the
table It was Bronson!

“He shows the strain, doesn't he?”
McKnight sald, holding up the wine
list as if he read from it. “Who's the
woman?”

“Search me," I replied, in'the same

way.

Wheh the chicken ‘came, 1 still
found mysell gazing now and then at
the abstracted couple near me. Evi-
dently the subject of conversation was
unpleasant.  Bronson was éating lit-

“1 a:'z like her lamps,”
‘observed, after a glance at her.
\ter jolly her a little. Good-b;

\CHAPTER XX.

The and a Bargain.

1 'went back slowly to where the
woman_sat alone, She smiled rather
oddly gs 1 drew near, and pointed to
the chair Bronson had vacated.

“Sit down, )i, Blakeley,” she said,
I am going to take a few minutes of
your valuable time,”

“Certalnly.” 1 sat down opposite
her and glanced at @ cuckoo clock on
the wall. “I am sorry, but I have only
a few minutes, If you—" She laugh-
ed a little, not very pleasantly, and
openiig a small black fan covered
with gpangles, waved It slowly.

“The fact 1s,” she said, “I think we
are about to make a bargain.”

“A bargain?’ I asked incredulously.
“You have a second advantage of me.
\oq:lumw my name"—I paused sug-
gesfively and she took the cue.

“I am Mrs. Conway,” shy"Bald, and
flicked a crumb off the table with an
overmanicured finger.

The name was scarcely a surprise.

had already surmised that  this
might be the woman whom rumor
credited as being Bronson's common-

ly, “that a man disappeared from the
cay, -taking my clothes, papers and
everything.’

I remember that you said so.” Her
tole was quietly imsulting, and 1 bit
my lip at having been caught. It was
no|time to make a defense,

“You have missed one calculation.”
I said coldly, “and that is the dis-
covery of the man who left the train.”

“You have found him?" She bent
forward, and again I regretted my
basty specch. “I knew it;

“We are golng to find him.”
serted, with a confidence I did not
feel. “We can produce at any time
proof that a man left the Flier a fow
miles beyond the wreck. Amd we can |
find him, I am positive.”

“But you have not found him yet?"
She was clearly disappofnted. “Well, |
0 be it. Now for our bargain. You |
will admit that T am no fool.”

I made no such admission, and she |
smiled mockingly. |
“How flattering you are!" she sald.
“Very well. Now for the premises. |
Yau take to Pittsburg four notes held |

law wife. Rumor, , had |
‘sald other things even less pleasant,
things which had been brought out at
Bronson's' arrest for forgery.

“We met last under less fortunate
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“I Beg Your Pardon, Sir; the Lady in
You

tle; the woman not at all. Finally be
got up, pushed his chair back noisily,
thrust a bill at the walter and stalke
out. R .

The woman sat still for a moment;
then, with an apparent resolution to
make the best of it, she began slowly
to eat the imeal before her.

But the quarrel bad taken away her
appetité, for the mixture In our
chafing dish was hardly ready
serve before she pushed her| chair
back a little and looked around the

room.

1 caught my first glimpse of her
face then, and | confess it startied me.
It was the tall, stately woman of the
Ontarfo, fbe woman I.had last seen
cowering beside the roud, rolling peb-
bles jn her hand, bl streaming
from a cut over ber eye. | could sec
the scar now, & little affair, about an
inch long, gleaming red throligh fts
layers of powder. : .

And then, quite unéxpectedly, she
turned and looked directly at me.
After a minute's uncertainty, she
bowed, letting her eyes rest on mive
with a calmly tnsolent stare. She
glanced at McKnight for 4 moment,
then back to me. When she looked
away again 1 breathed easler.

'Who is it?" asked McKnight under
his breath.

“Ontario.” 1 formed it with my
lips rather than said it. \ McKnight's
eyebrows went up.and he looked with
increased Interest at the black-gowned

figure.

1 ate little after that. The situation
was rather bad for me, I began to see.
Here was a woman who could, it she

ished, and had any motive for 5o,
dolng, put me in jall under a capital
‘eharge.

A word from her to the po-
lice, polite surveillance would be-
m\‘:ﬁn Interference.

Black, Sir, Would Like to Speak to
u

tof it

circumstances,” she was saying.
have been fit for nothing since that
terrible day. And you—you had a
broken arm, I think.."

“I still have it,” I sald, with a lame
attempt at jocularity; “but to Bave
escaped at all was a miracle. We have
much, indeed, to be thankful fo '

“I suppose we have,” she said care- |
lessly, “although sometimes I doubt

" She was looking somberly to-
ward the door through which ber late
companion had made his exit

“You sent for me—" I said.

“Yes, 1 sent for you" She roused
herself and sat erect. “Now, Mr.
Blakeley, have you found those' pa-
pers?’

“The papers? What papers?” I par-
ried. T peeded time to think.

1| 4ttorney within a reasonable time there

by| the ) ¢ national bank, tc |
haye Mr. Gilmore, who is ill, deetars |
his indorsement of them forged. |

“On the journey back to Pittsburg |

‘two things happen to you: You lose |

your clothing, your vallse and your |
papers, including the notes, and you
are accused of murder. In fact, Mr.
Blakeley. the circumstances wero most
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singular, and the evid oll, al |
most conclusive.” |

I was completely at her mercy, but |
1 gnawed my lip with {rritation

fow for the bargain.” She leaned
over and lowered her voice. “A falr |
exchange, you know. The minute you |
put those four notes in my hand—
that minute the blow to my head has
caused complete forgetfulness as to
the events of that awful morning. [
am the only witness, and I will be si-
lent. Do you understand? They will
call off their dogs.”"

My head was bi
stran, ess of the ide

But,” 1 said, striviog to gain time,
“I haven't the notes. I can't give you
what | haven't got."

*You have had the
she sald shurply. “You expect to find |
them. * Another thin she  added
slowly, watching my fafe, “if you don't
get them soon, Bronspn will have
them. They have been affered to him
already, but at a prohibitive price.”

“But,” 1 sald, bewildered, “what Is
your object in coming to me? If
Bronson will get theni anyhow—"

She shut her fan with a click and
her face was not particularly pleasant
to look at.

“Youare dense,” she said insolent-
Iy, “I want those papers—for myself,
not for Andy Bronson.”

“Then the idea 1s,” I sald, ignoring
her tofie, “that you think you have
me in a hole, and that if I find those
paers and give them to you you will
let me @ut. As [ understand it, our
friend Bronson, under those clrcum;
stances, will also be in a bole.”

She nodded,

“The notes would be of no use to
you for a limlted ledgth of time,” [
went an, watching her narrowly. “If
they are not turncd over to the state’s

2ing  with  the

ase continued,”

will have to be a nolle pros—that is,
the case will simply be dropped for
lack of evidence.

“A week would answer, I think,”
she said slowly. “You will dot, then.”

I laughed, although I was not espe-
clally cheerful .

“No, Il nmot do it. I expect to
come across the notes any time now,
and 1 expect just as certainly to turn
them over to the state’s attorney
when I get them.”

|She got up suddegly, pushing ber
chair back with a noisy grating sound
that turned many eyes toward us.

l“Youre morc of a fool than 1
thought you,” she sneered, and left |
me at the tab!

Then Is the Time to Bring Out the
Ginger Jar and Take a Good Dose
of Contents. .

Do you feel gloomy, melancholy, de- |
ed? Do things look biue? , Are|
collections slow and are bills plling |
up? Is your establishment stagnating |
from a lack of energy. ginger, enthusk |
asm? Then, says a writer in the Book-
keeper, ginger up!

Are you up agalnst It In every sense
of the term—aligible for membership
in the Down-und-Out club® Does it |
seem as If the crack of doom Is about
o enter the city lines? Have you dcy

|

| thused, too. You rally; you fght.

is thrown Into the waste basket, where

Looks Bad

bas been; inoculated In your system.
You become enthusiastic. It is con-
tagious and your employes are en-
will” becomes your motto. ' “I can't”
it belongs. You win! You must win!
it's natural .

Led by the Nose.

An apalytical chemist was retalned |
2 a skilled witness gome years 20,
where there are Questions of analyt-
fcal chemistry. There was one case
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