SYNOPsIS.

Lawrence Blakeley, lawyer, gves to
Piitsburg with the forged notes In the
jronson case to get the deposi! of
John Gilmore, millionaire. In the latter's
houss be Is attracted by the ﬂ«l:r‘ of

finds a man in’a drunken stupor fn lower
ten and goes to bed in lower nine. He

akéns in lower seven and finds that
s bag and eclothes are missing.
man in lower ten is found murdered. Hi
name, it de
Th

man who
clothes i3’ suspected. Blakeley be-
: cir-

ley"
comes interested In a girl In’ blue.
cumstantial evidence places Blal
der suspicion of murder. The

ed. Blakeley Is rescued from the
burning car by the girl in blue. His arm
is broken. Together they o to the Car-
ter farm for breakfast, .The girl proves
to be Alison West, his partner's sweet-

1y
. She drops her gold bag and
Blaké#ley, unnoticed, puts it in his pocket.
returns home d learns from his
mdlady of strang ppenings.
CHAPTER XlI—Continued.
“Is she talking still? or again?" he
asked,” fust before the door " closed.
“There was a secord’s Indecision with
the knob, tuen, judging discretion the
better part, Mrs. Klopton went away.

“Now, then,” McKnight said, set-
tling himself in a thair beside the
Ded, “spit it out. Not the wreck—I
know all I want about that. But the
theft. 1 can tell you beforeharfd that
it was a woman.”

I had crawled painfully out of bed,
and was In the act of pouring the cgg-
nog down the pipe of the washstand.
1 paused, with the glass in the air.

“A woman!” I repeated, startled.

‘What makes you think that?

| sole of his

' B’ picked up bis hat,

==

It sald lower -ten, car. Seyen:
at she it
t me, Richey.”

gram.
It's extremely likely:
THhat telegram was

putting out his cigarelte against,the
0e. “All T'm certain of
Just now is that’if there badn't been
a wreck, by this time you'd b sitting
In an eight by ten cell, and feeling like
the rhyme for it.” \\

“But listen to this,” 1 contetided, as
nis fellaw Sul-
livan Is a fugitive, and be's & lot. more
likely to make advances. to Bropson
than to us. We could have the\ease
continued, release Bronson onm 'bail
and set @ watch on him.”

‘Not my watch,” McKnight protest-
ed “It's » family heirloom

“You'd better go home,” I sald firm
ly. “Go home and go to bed. You're
sleepy. | You éan have Sullivan's red
necktle to dream over if you think it
will help \any."

Mrs. Kiopton's voice came drowslly
from the uaxt room, punctuated by a
yawn. “Ob, [ forgot to tell yop,” she
called, with the suspicious lisp which

1 her at night,

called up -about, noon, Mr. Lawrencs.
It was long distance, and be sajd he
would call agaln). The name’ was'—
she yawned—"Sulltvan.”

CHAPTER XIt.

The Gold Bag.

{ have always smiled at those cases
of spontaneous combustfon which, like
fusing the component parts of a seid-
litz powder, unite two peoplé In a bub-
bling ephermeral ecsfasy. | But sure-
surely there s possible, with but a
single meeting, an attractionfo great,

“Then there ﬁ&m pléece o t-:HK

“I'm ‘getting a headache,” he sald,|

of cly
my deprivation.’ \

“Well,” be said cheerfully, “How
|'d1d you sleep after keeping mo-up balf
the night?” | . \ N

T slipped my hand around; the purse
wes well covered. .

“Have. t\now, or wait till 1 get the
cork. out ™ he, rattled on.

“I don’t want anything,” I protested.
“I wish. you ‘wouldn't be o darned
cheerful, Richeéy,” He stopped whit:
tling to stare at\me.¢*

““I am saddest when | sing!"" he
quoted unctuously. pure_ reac-
tiom, Lollle. Yesterday the sky was
low; I was digging.for my best friend.
Today—he lles before me, his peevish
self. Yesterday I thought the ngtes
were burned; to-day—I. look forward
to a good cross-country \chase, and
with luck we will draw.” His volce
changed suddenly. “Yesterday—she
was in Seal Harbor. To-day~she Is
here.” \

“Here fn Washington?" I asked, as
naturally as I could.

“Yes. Golng to stay a week or two."
“Oh,'f had a little hen and she had a

woaden leg
And nearly every morning she used
to lay an egg—"

“Will you stop that racket, Rich!
It's the real thing this time, I sup:
pose?”

“Well,” he'sald judically, “since
you drag it from me, I think perhaps
it is. You—youre such a confirmed
woman-hater ‘that | hardly knew bow
would take it
othing of the sort,” I denfed testi-
ly. “Because a man reaches the age
of 30 without making maudlin love to
every—""}

ve taken to long country rides,”
he went on reflectively, without listen:

“You don’t know the first princip
of ‘a good detective yarn,” he safd
ecornfully. “Of  course was the
woman in the empty house next door.
You sald It was brass pipes, you will
remember. Well—on with the dance;
let)joy be unconfined.”

S0—] told the story} I had told It so
many times that day that I did It au-
tomatically. And I told\about the girl
with the bronze hair, and my suspic-

fons. But 1 did not mention Alison
West. Knight listened\to the end
without " Interruption. When I had

finished be drew a long breath.

“Well!” he sald. . “That's samething
of a mess, Isu't it? If you cyn only
prove your mild and childlike'dispo-
sition, they couldn't hold you for the
murder—which fs a regular ten-twent-
thirt crime, anyhow. But the notag—
that's different, They are not burnpd,
anyhow. Your man wasn't on (he
tratn—therefore, he wasn't
wreck. If he didn't know what he was
taking, as you seem to think, he prob-
ably reads the papers, and unless he
is a fathead, be's awake by (his time
to what he's got. He'll try to sell
them to Bronson, probably.”

“Or to us,” I put in.

. We sald nothing for a few minutes.
NlcKnight smoked a clgarette and
stared at a photograph of Candida
over the mantel. Candida is the best
pony’for & heavy mount in seven
states

“1 didn’t go to Richmond,” he ob-
served finally. The remark followed
my own thoughts so closely that I
started. . “Miss West is not home yet
from Seal Harbor.”

Recelving no - response, he lapsed
again into thoughtful silence.
Klopton came in just as the
struck one, and made preparation for
the night by putting a large gaudy
comfortable Into an arm chair fn the
dressing room, with a smaller, stiff-
dbacked chair for her feet. She was
worderfully attired In a dressing gown
that was reminiscent, lu parts, of, all
the ones she had given me for a half
dozen Christmases, and sho had a pur-
Dle véll wrapped around her head, to
hide heaven knows what deficlency.
She ‘examined the empty nog
gliss, Inquired what the evening fape
had safd about the weather, and then
stalked into the dressing room, and

\'Knew That

0

[ community of mind mn
strong, that between that

interest so

§to something stronger.
pecially true, I fancy, af peoﬂ{e with
the modern

for imagination. It is a nice ‘ques-
tion whether lovers begin to \ove
when; they aré together, or when' they
are apart. i . \

Not that I followed any such Iine

Bit of Chain,

|1ng fo me, “and yesterday I ran over
!a shép; nearly went Into the ditch. |

rst. meet-
ing and ‘the next the bond qx:‘y grow | But there's a Providence that watches | was an avalanche on the snowfleld of
13 es- | over fools and lovers, and just now I | the counterpane—some money, a wisp | e

| know darned well thgt I'm one, and I |
Nhave a sneaking idea I'm both.” |
I\"You are both," I said with disgust

| “If\you can be ratiopal for one mo-

| meat, 1 wish you would tell me why |
| that mian Sullivan called me ov |
elepbonk_yesterday marning.

\| tion with the fractured arm.

nded, “gray batr—" et

#Keep your maouth closed,” the oc-
tor sald peremptorily, “Ne. . A wom-
an,-with a fractured skull. Beautiful
case. Van Kirk was up to his eyes

and sent for me. Hemorrhage, right-\
sided paraly: irregular puplls—all
the 4rimmings. ~Worked for two
hours *

Did she recover ¥ McKnight put {n.
He was examiing the doctor with a
new awe.

“She lifted her right arm before I
Jeft,” the doctor finished cheerily, “so
the operation was.a success, even If
she should die.”

jood

ordinary mortal, like the rest of us!
Let me touch you for luck. Was she
pretty?” .

“Yes, and young.
bronze-colored halr.
1 hated to cut It” .

McKnight and 1 exchanged glances.

“Do you know her name, doctor?” I
asked

“Nui, The nurses sald her clothes
came from a Pittsburg tatlor.”

She 1s not consclous, I suppose?”
Vo; she may be to-morrow—or in -
a week.” Vaildings: smill grove of

He looked at the thermometer, new 4
murmured something about liquid diet,
avolding my eye—Mrs. Klopton was :
broiling a chop at the time—and t00K | (reunde Prios $30 aa sere will
his departure, humming cheenfully ‘as | -\

Had a wealth of
Upon my soul,

i
EF

spil]
i
{ re

"
iag
i
i

;
!

‘e went downstairs. McKnight looked | |-n-¢.::' o
after_ him wistfully. | ﬂ:.""‘h_v O fine .”l_""'._ "‘E&E
“Jove, 1 wish 1 had his constitu. | Priss $L800. Tha plase is well fanced,
X | The
on® he exclaimed. “Nelther nerves | &muieeainer 70 ¥ baikd the kisd of hetse
nor haart! What a chauffeur be would ‘ 201
make! | ¥ine S-stery restdence sn\ Maple Avenue, sornes
fous 50 foet. 1%
But I'was serfous | Hiey Siceeti o ¥ ranc ?3:'_ ot

“1 have gn idea” I sald grimly,
“that this kll matter of the murder

&

|
il
il
é‘a

|
s golng & épme up again, and that | 354 b House weuld
your auncle wiil be in the deuce of a | dalidiv o ]
fx 1t it does. 'If that woman fs golng | Sar 4k have your
to die, somebody ought to be around | wa

to take her deposition. She knows a
lot, if sha didn’t do 1t herself. | WISh | Tuo.story seascuent or terrase, 60
o ot 'go down 10 the telephono | Wesloard Avesus Ewe. ditines
: Vowses of & reoms race.
and get the hospital. Find out her | 'uass of 8 reems esch. Purasce wyter-closet
name. and it she Is consclous.” | Savpentant of other apariment. Reat for 8

McKnight went under protest. T e ot Bare” on the prosalsas and

i
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baven't much time,” he sald, looking | o
at bis watch. “I'm to meet Mrs. Weat | fcward: asd 185 fost daep: oo foea uive gus-
and_ Alison at one. [ want you to | beome fromthe olber, Thigle samathing id a3
know them, Lollie. You would 1ke | il Tl eirtarvien 1t 7ou say

the mother.” | .

“Why not the daughter?” I in-| 229 \ \
quired. T touched the little gold bag | ois, Dasitaand siebtly facm of Tuseres tn Mok
under the pillow. acren oréhard, 4 Acres good tmbari 6 bulldings

“Well,” he said fudiclally, “you've | yerth$3a. aad the pries s only 85,800 and it s
always declared against the immaturl- | ander high state of cultivatien. Better iavesti-
ty and romantic nonsense of very | ® \
yonng women—" |

“I never sald anything of the Sort,” | Fiae mer
I retarted furious | s

“*There {s more satisfaction to be | of
had out of a good saddle horse!’" he ! P tinrtd

quoted me. *‘'More excitement out |
of a polo pouy, and as-for the cternal |
“matrimonigl chase, give me instead a |
good stubble, @ fox, some decent dogs
and a hMuter, and I'll show you the
real joys of the chase!'” | .
“For heaven's sake, go down to the |
telephone, you make my bead ache, | o nt well show you
I said savagely. |
1 hardly knéw what prompted me
to take out the gold purse and look |

at it. It was an imbecile thing to do |

—call it impulse, sentimentality, o, abovs,
what yois wish. I brought it out, one | fsnesd: enly i mie fr

eye on the door, for Mrs, KIOpIon has | censider an offer of

a ready eye and a nofseless shoe. But | Takeyou toses it sy

the house was quiet. Downstairs Me- | 247
Knight was flirting with the telephone | Narag sadiabost a.

central and there was an odor of
boneset tea in the air. I think Mrs.
Klopton was fascinated out of her
theories by the “boneset” in connec

T
-

Tan, docided 0.0 West and wante'
ly encugh te make a decided

man at the bank abeut it JE

| the

Anyhow, 1 beld up the bag and, look- |

Wd ut it It must have begn un-| ebseen

fastened, for the mext instant there | rf_g

farnaoe
of a uandkerchief, a tiny booklet with aa““.
thin teaves, covered with a powdery | KO as wil
substance—and a neckluce. 1 drew | o farvses

e s stare et wnd
myself up slowly and stared at the | 'ofils and ihed

necklace. ! /

fairs that w

one of the semidarbaric af- |
D are wearing now, a !

preparmed, with much ostentatious rabably hadn't yet dfscovered the | beavy pendant of gold chains and | = f \

of reasoning at the time. I would not

m“-,:";:il t‘:lll.illnu» al lnlxh} even admit my folly to myself. \ButgBronson notss—providing you hold to|€rvéd camcos, swung from a thin 270/ \

Ralehi trocad & rocch o while | Mc-| during the restless hours of that first| ygur theory that the thefr was fn.| Drck chain af the same me The | Toses sad lot, west B sty

R B 1‘::“" of the| night after the uccident, when my | cientai fo the murder. ‘May have | Becklace was broken: In three places | S ,_ﬂ%__ : H—

Tiaied 1t ot slowty “‘I cover, And | back ached with lying on It, and any| wanted his own clothes ugatn, or to|the links werd pulled apart and the  SLX . T\

thing Hke this: wly. It was some- | other position was torture, I found my | thank you for yours. Skarch me; [|C4i¢0s swung loose and partly de-| 278

gy thoughts constantly going back to All-| can’t \think of anythipg tlse’ The|tdched. But it was the supporting
- son West. I dropped into a doze, to| doctor came in just' thew. | chain that :"’I“‘ wy'eye and ‘“"’1‘_‘:‘“ | 1
dream of touching her fingers again| - - N lwnh its sinister suggestion. ree | furmace
» I kikd to comfort her, and awoke to find | aur;":-‘x ::‘;g"!mm' Bewald "HOW| 1 ches of it had been snapped off, and | - he ﬁ%:.::;‘k l."ia."&,

: » as well as | knew anything on earth, || mess o7 Xwg & 0

“You think he changed the tags on
seven and nine, so that when you
went | back to bed you thought you
‘Were crawling into nine, when it was
Teally seven, eh?”
“Probably—yes. " .
“Then toward morning, when every-
::dy':hm asleep, ‘ywr theory is that
anged be:
left the I"Ill-?. AT
“I can't think of any th "
replied wearlly. Ligotay
“Jove, what a game of bridge that
fellow would play!, It was likeé finess-

had patted a teaspoouful of medicine
out of Mrs. Kiopton's {ndignant hand.
What was it McKnight bad said about
making an egregious ass of myself?
And that brought me back to Richey,
and 1 fancy I There is no
use expatiating on the friendship be-
tween two men who have gone to-
gether through college, have quar-
reled and made it yp, fussed together
over politics and debated creeds for
years; men dou’t need to be told, and
‘women cannot understand. Neverthe-
less, | groaned. I it had been any
one but Richi} i
me things were mine, Bowever,
and | would hold them:. The bal¢yon
breakfast, the quéer hat, the pebble in
her gmall shoe, the gold bax with the |
broken chain-—the bag! Wy, it was
f my pocket at that moment.

“Ob, ockastonally,” 1 replegd. 1

would like'tg sit up, doctor.” '\
“Nonsense.\ Take a rest whila you

have an excuu\tor it~ 1 wish to thun-

kpew that the bit of chaln that the | fa!

amateur detectiye had found, blood: |

stuin and all. belanged just there.
(TO BE CONTINVE

Twe Remarkable \Aquatic Rerform. )
ances That Mave Arcused e
World's Admiration.

| I got up pamtully, and foind my AN e \ | Teer lu.—x,dﬁ \distazce of aine
‘Yes, there was\the purse, bul-| The aquatic feat mi;- miles,, in just over two bours, with |
X squatic feat performed by Jules \o oy \ony nands led together, |

Gautier vecently is one of the most
remarkable on record. . With
\and feet manacled and his' move:

and bas\ dived \from London bridgs
at high weter shmil

|
With hands and\feet\tfod. Five years
ago he swam Putney Pler to|

v handicapped. | =%
Particularly daring, \Rowever, was | -

ilding of \two mo
lot withgat
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