says

and a friend of
the forger, A lady requests Blakeley to
buy her a Pullman ticket. Ho gives her
lowsr eleveh and retains lawer ‘ten. He
flods & man.in a drunken stupor {n lower
ten and goes to in lower nine. H
awakens in lower seven and. finds that
his and, clothes are missing.. The
man in lower ten is found murdered. His
name,

Jandlady of strange happenings.
ey learns that a fellow vietim of the
wreck, s in the hospital.

CHAPTER XII—Continued.

And there was no one I could talk
to’ about it, no one to tell me. how
hideously absurd it was, no one to
&ive me a slap and tell me there are
tons of fihe gold chalns made qyery
year, or tn point out the long arm of
concldence! R

With my one useful band 1 fum-
bled the things back into the bag and
thrust it dé@p out of sight among the
pillows. Then I lay back in a cold
perspitation. What connection had
Allson West with this crime? Why

“ had she stared so at the gun-metal.cig-
arotte case that morning on the train?
What had alarmed her so at the farm-
house? What had she taken back to
the gate? Why did she wish she had
not escaped from the wreck? And
Jast, in heaven's name, how did a part
of her necklace become torn off and
covered with blood?

Downstairs McKnight was still at
tho telephone; and amusing himself
with Mrs. Klopton in the Interval of
walting.
* “Why did he come home in/a gray
sult, when he went away i blue?”
he repeated. “Well, wrecks are queer
things, Mrs. ‘Klopton. The sult may
have turned gray with fright. Or pe;
haps wrecks do as queer stunts as
lightning. Friend of mine once was

struck by lightning; he and the caddy |

bad taken refuge under a tree. After
the flash, when they recovered con-
sciousness, there was my friend in the
caddy’s clothes, and the caddy in his.
Aod as my friend was a large man
and the caddy a very small boy—-"
 McKnight's story was interrupted
by the indignant slam of the dining
room door. He was obliged to wait
some time, and even his eternal cheer-
fulness was ebbing when he finally got
the hospital. X 1

“Is Dr. Van Kirk there?" he asked.
“Not there? Well, can you tell me
how the patient Is whom Dr. Williams,
from Washington, operated on last
night? Well, I'm glad of that. s she
conselous? Do you happen to know
&er name? Yes, I'll hold the line.”

There was a long pause, then Me-
Kaight's volce:

“Hello—yes. Thank you very much

j0od-by.” -

He came upstairs, two steps at a
time.

“Look here,” he said, bursting into
the room, “there may be something
In your theory, after all. The woman's
Dame—it may be a coincldence, but
it's curious—her name fs Sullivan.”

“What did I tell you

- up suddenly In bed.
a sister of that scoundrel in lower
seven. and she was afraid of what he.
might do."

“Confound this arm,” I said, paying

for my energy with some excruclating
throbs. “There's 80 much to be look-
ed after, and here 1 am, bandaged,
splintered, and generally usel it's

beastly shame.’

Don't forget that I am here,” smd
McKnight pompously. “And another
thing, when you feel this way just re-
re are two less desirable

on a0 imaginary harp, with devotional
eyes. ¥

But  McKnight's light-heartedness
on me that morning.
frowned under my helplessness. When
by chance I'touched the little gold
bag, it seemed to scorch my fingers.
Richey, finding me unresponsive, left

% wondered

* But McKnight had not gone, after
1 heard him coming back, his
preceding him, and I groaded

to
meant for me.

McKnf
it in Lis but

“Good-by, sir ~ woman-hater,”
Jeered at me from the door. -
So.-he wore ome of the roses she
had sent me, to luncheon with her,
and I lay bgck wmong my pillows:and
tried to remem

game, anyhow, and:that 1 wasn't even
drawing carfls. To remember that, and
to forget u{e broken necklace under
my head!

he.

CHAPTER XILL .
|Faded Roses.

I was In| the house for 'a ‘Week.
Much of that time I spent in compos-
ing and destroying lettqrs of thanks
to Miss West, and in growling-at the
doctor. McKnight dropped 5 daily,
but he was less cheerful than usual.
Now and.then [ caught him eyeing me
as it he hud something to say; but
whatever it was he kept it to himself.
Once during, the week he went ta
Baltimore and saw the woman fn the
hospital there. From the descriptfon
1 had little difficulty in recognizing
the young woman who had been with
the l;wrdercd man in Pittsburg. Bu}
she was still unconselous. An elderly
aunt had appeared, a gaunt person in
black, who gat around like a buzzard
on a fence, according to McKnight,
and wept, fn a .mixed figure, into a
damp handkerchief.

On the last™day of my Imprisonment
he stopped In to thrash out a case
that was coming up In court the next
day, and to play a game of double soll-
taire with me.

“Who won the ball game?" I asked.
“We were licked. Ask me some-
thing pleasant. Oh, by thesway, Bron-
son's out toiday.” \ -
“I'm glad I'm not on his bond,” I

not especially pleasant about it.  They
were her roges, and anyhow, they were
Richey left very soon,
with an lr!l&ﬂn[ final grin at the
bo;

nam .
hkiss. Important bysiness.
signiedly. “You'd better put those
cards away, Richey. I fancy it's the
rector of ‘the chureh:around the cor-
ner.” 3
But when the door opened to admit
a curlously alert little man, adjusting
his_glasses .With nervous fingers, my
face must have shown my dismay.

It was the amateur detective of the
Ontario!

T shook hands without enthuslasm.
Here was the one surviver of the
wrecked car who could do me any
amount of harm. There was no hope
that he bad forgotten any of the in-
criminating detafls. In fact, he held
in his hand the very note-book which
contained them.
His manner was but it

“Mr. Wilson r Budd
Hotel |
. “Oh, well, show him up,”I said re-

ave you seen the evening papers
Mr. Blakele; he inquired.

1 glanced to where they lay un

opened, and shook my head.
“Then I bave a disagreeable task,”
he sald with evident relish. “Of
course, you had considered the matter
of the man H-rrln‘i?n's death closed,
after the wreck. I dld myself. Asfar
as I was concerned, I meant to let it
remain so. There were no other sur-
vivors, at least none that I knew of,
and in spite of circumstances, there
were a number of points in your fa-
vor.

“I verified your identity, for In-
stance, soon as I recovered from
the shock. Also—I found on Inquiring | -
of your tailor that you invariably wore
dark clothing.”

was evident he was highly excited. I
Introduced him to. McKnight, who bas
the imagination I lack, and who
placed him at once, mentally.
“I only learned yesterday that you
had been—er—saved,” he said rapid-
Iy, “Terrible accident—unspeakable
Dream about it all-night and think
about it all day. DBroken arm?"
‘No. He just wears the splint to
be different from other people,” Mc-
Knight drawled lazily. 1 glared at
him; there was nothing to be gatned
by antagonizing the little man,
“Yes, a fractured humerus, whic
isn't as funpy as-it sounds,”
“Humerus=huinorous! Pretty good,”
he cackled. “l must say you keep up
your spirits pretyy. well, considering
everything.”
“You seem to have escaped {njury,”
1 parried. He was fumbling for some-
thing in his pockets. .
“Yes, 1 escaped,” ‘he replied ab-
stractedly. “Remarkable thing, too.
I baven't a doubt I would have broken
my-neck, but I landed on—you'll never
guess what! 1 landed head first on
the very pillow which was under in-
spection at the time of the wreck. You

| of two others, at les

came forward
1y. “Who are you, anyhow?' he de-
manded.  “And how is this any busi-
ness of yours?” Mr. Hotchkiss was,
entirely unruffled.

“I have a minor position here,” he
said, reaching for a visiting card. *“I
am a very small patch on the seat of
government, sir.”

McKnight mtttered something about
certain offensive designs against the
said patch and retired grumbling to
the windaw. Our visitor was opening
the paper with a tremendous expendi- |
ture of energy. | &

“Here it {s. Listen.” He read rap- |
idly aloud |

“The Pittsburg police have sent to |
Baltimore two detectives who are

fated Washington fller. It has trans-
pired that Stmon' Harrington, the
Wood street merchant of that city,
was not killed in the wreck, but was |
murdered in his berth the night pre-
ceding the accident. Shortly before
the collislon, John Flanders, the con-
ductor of the Flier, sent this telogram
to the chief of police: :

“‘Body of Simon Harrington found
stabbed in his berth, lower ten, On- |
tario, at 6:30 this morning .
“‘JOHN FLANDERS, Conductor.’

‘u

T
s

the wrecked car Ontario will be found, |
to tell what they know of the discov-
ery of the crime.

ror
| toa
| he

his intention of sifting the matter to
the bottom.”
“So you see,”

i did not contradict

t: Alison West, |
and the woman we had left beside the |

“Unless we can find the man who |
occupied lower seven,” I suggested. |
“I bave already tried and failed: To

denly held out his hathd.
kiss," he said, I'm sorry it I have
been offensive. 1 thought when you
came in, that, ljke the Irishman and
the government, you were ‘forninst’
us. 1€ you will put those cheerful |
elics out of sight somewhore, I should
be glad to have you dine with me at |
the, Incubator” (His name for his |
bachelor apartment.) “Compared with |
Johnsgn, you are the great origmal |

“Mr. Hotch-

“The Staing You See and

said pessimistically, “He'll clear out.”,
“Not he.” McKnigbt pounced on my |
ace. - “He's po fool. Ban't.you suppose |
he. knowsyou took those potes to|
Pittsburg? The papers were. full of |
it. And he knows you escaped with
your iife and a broken arm from the
wreck. What do we do next? The|
commonwealth continues the ecase.
A deaf man on a dark night would |
know those notes were missimg.’r |
“Don't play o fast,” I remonstrated. {
“1 have only oné arm to your two.|
Who is tralling Bromson? Did you|
try to get Johnson?" |
“I asked for him, but he had some |
work on hand. R
“The murder’s evidently a dead 4s-|
sue,” 1 reflected. “No, I'm not jok-
ing. The wreck destroyed all the evi-
dence, But I'm firmly convinced those
notes will be offered, either to us or.
to Bronson very soon. Johnson's'a
good detective.
He could make his fortune as a game
dog. What's he doing?” .
McKnight put down his cards, and

)

It fook  moment for me to grasp

what he meant.

the Hole: Left by the Dirk." |

remember, don't you? Where did II
put. that package ?”

He found i¢ finally and opened it on
a table, displaying with some theatric-
alism u rectangular plece of muslin
and a similar patch of striped tick-
ing.

“You recognize it?" he said. “The
stains, you see, and the hole made by
the dirk. [ tried to bring away the
entire pillow, but they thought I was
stealing 1t, and made me give it up.”

fand at the

clear. They w out together, and
wom 'my window I watched them get |
into McKnight's car. It was raiuing,
corner the Cannonball
Across the street my detect.
Jehnson, looked after them with
crooked smile. As he turned up

in
and

skidded.
Ive,
hig

at
I left the window and sat down in
the growing dusk. So the occupant of
lower seven had got on the car at
Cresson, probably with Alison West
and her cqmpanion. There was some |
ore she cared about enough to shield.

Richey touched the pleces gingerly.
“By George,” he sald, “and you carry |
that around in your pocket! What it |
you sbould mistake it for your hand-
kerchief?" |

But Mr. Hotchkiss was mot listen-
ing.  He stood bent somewhat for-|
ward, leaning over the table, and fized |
me with his ferret-ltke eyes. |

1 went frritably to the door and sum-{
moned Mrs. Klapton.

“You may throw out those
I sald, without looking at her. *
are quite dead.”

‘They bave been quite dead for|
e days,” she retorted s, ll(-!ull)"l
“Euphemia sald you \threatened o
dismiss her if she touchbed them.”
(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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