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Hasding Kent calls on Loulse F
pro

aralysie. Ko
as . left m-n hurrledTy.
K

"3 }Y wa In that automobile 153t least
palt a mile away' by now, The\glass
on the front lamps Is nfarly eold. 1

ad

prccauuon- agaipst our being discov~
d.

ure,” he replied laconically. “Who-

jvant to, see the number, though. We
imay find it useful.”

Taking my little electric lamp he ad-
anced toward the machine ~again,
flashing the light for a second on 'the
number, and then peering by its light
linto the tonneau, éxclaiming "as be

p: “I thought so.”

Fen!
2 sulcide at the Ard'.y unm
v.ua- “Jetter also figures in  this "
Tchiee ‘o the long " distancel
lllbvhon! and finds that ad just bees
called by Crandal !mm Ihe same booth
“Cook” al: Ardway  post
Thegector Davis -ar-
akes: up the Inve

Lo phas
drnp "the ihvestieatio
N

on

Hon. Later Kont nd fmn..
in an lu(omohﬂ- K-m I'Qu!nl to

ey, o v “has |
»i ﬂll.d ln Ir"ll Ih. 'l\lllh!l postmaster

and also 1]

“Wait a minute,” said -Da
the mmnhlo checked the horse.
quickly the - inspector
rn and dropping hack
& fow paces bonn makin, it aps
peared to be a mll\l(t cxd‘ unn ul
fthe road.

“*Taint much of ‘a-road, "‘(h con-
«.tm. whispered to me while W wait-
's only used for logging, though

“Ml ‘we come up here this afternoon
there was automobile tracks both 8
‘“4og and coming.”

“Any ides who made
asked. p

“Nope, but 1 guess-he knows.” with
A gosture u the direction of the lan-
‘tern light. -

Just then Davis ;cjoxncd us, hang:
ing the lantern over the dashboard
again. Instead of resuming his seat,
he knelt on the floor of the buckboard,
peering down at the.road as it was
imly revealed by the lantern.

“Go abead slowly,” he ordered.

As Dodds clucked to the horse I

down beside Davis and asked:

“What did you find?”

“Just what- I expected. The auto-
mobile is somewhere ahead of us.”

Vhose is it?

“I don't know yet."

My curlosity would be denfed Ro
flonger. Hitherto 1 had kept silent,
{poping that Davis would confide 1n
fme the object of our strange journey.
by om are ‘we coming ouf here aft-

. wer?™ frasked.

- “The postmaster and his accomplice,

‘ot course.”

and [ felt thal, it was safe
for us, too, to relax precautions,
and together we advanged Wil

we_weregeside’him.
“What df¢ you find?" 1 a2
dering at_ his exclamatiof.
“What ' 1" expected,’
gmatically.
{The manner o
me.and | dete/mined then and there

¢d, wo

Day! sald; “1
brought you ipto this case and I do not
like the way [you have acted about it.

tmore about

It
t you wish to knof

It it was safe for him to smoke, the | T

t as the fugitive was vanishing Da-
was even faster. With the move-
of a.trained he, the wiry
mspector, quickly outdi§tanced Dodds
ind myself and was close on the Inoll
of his man.
As Ioran breatbless behind le»
hoping to arrive in time to_help him
n bis captuag. 1 saw the mgn abead
balt znd turd® Instinctjvely I khew be
fwas about to shoot again, and, raising
the revolver I bad been carrying alf
the while, without @yen tryfng to alm,
I fired in his difection just as I saw
the flash from his revolver.
There was hardly a secong between
the two reports and then-
A woman shricked.
1 turned sick with horiye. |There
be no mistaking it.
t was the voice of Louise Farrish.
th overwhelming dismay It came

y whole body s¢emed turned
My arms hupg helpless at
My legs refused to move.

feverdry and my

Yet my’ viston, 1

recall, seemed clear and strang, pene-

tratiog the darkness as if it had been

bpoad day™ 1 b

sight belonged tolseme one else, some

one outside myself. I gaw the inspec-

tor and coustale, both [apparently un

hurt by the shots, dashj on in pursuit
s figure rige up from the

‘meqd to heat him call out:

ulse, where| are you? Are

There was np answer, Almost I had
persuaded myself that the strain on
my: nerves,” the horron of the night
nd-the shock of the shpoting had giv-
me a hallurination, that the wom-
ans shriek 1 had heard was but

“What s phaptasm of B fevered brain, when
asked. The . constable edged nearer|the yre 1 had seen rise from the
for fear somethifig of | path;dyshed into the thicket, repeat-

z‘ might mis
our convérsation.
whero are we goln

“Firs!

“To phat s known as the deserted
ut a half mile farther on,
Waring, a shack
as built for a shelter for lum-
it,

that
berme or quarrymen—which was
Dodds " |

"Bllilt fDr’dne and used by t'other,”
the constable replied, “but ‘tain’t been
used by ellher. so far as § know, for
a dozen years.”

*How do you know the missing, post-

* he answered with
a chuckle. 4 were not the only
person who discovered tbat Rouser,
when he disappeared, went on  bicycle.
In fact, Kent, you are a little slow as
a detective. ' By the time you had as-
certained that much, I ascertained
where the bicycle,jgacks led to and
had even gone so far as to have Dodds
get warrants for Rouser and his ac
complice.”

“I still do not !ge how you got evi-
dence enough to get a warrant for
Crandall. Did you find him out here
with the'missing postmaster?™

“I didn’t say 1 had a warrant for
Crandall,” replied the inspector sharp-
ly. “Did you ever hear of a John D&
warrant?”

“How do you know they are out here
now " I asked.

“We'll sqon find out. Come on.” he
answered, starting across the clearing

almost at a/ dog-trot.
There were many more questions 1
\'l.nled to put to him, but there was

“Who is his
'm afrald I mis: lud the case,”
“The
The,

Davis with a grim chuckle.
nfaster is the accompli
is'the master criminal
“Who is the olberY" 1 persisted. “1s
s Hlllh Crandall*

| ‘He was silent for a moment before’
{answering. I attributed it to hesita.
tion in admitting that he had been
iwrong and I right, and it was with
erable satisfaction that I finally
ird him answer: “I should not be
It we found Cracdall some-

fwhere in the vicinity.”
He continued to peer down into the
‘roud as the horse struggled up the hill
itill we came to a comparatively level

mhlun.

he
“Stop NN." he called out authori- |

mmu
“The deserted’ cottage is at least a
n. tlnllr on," volunteered the con-

"W.’I! ‘walk |t,” said Davis. g “We
aam take uy chanoes of the 'hnln

m pnll-d off the road and flt
the horse to a tree. Again tak-
the lantern Davis made a search
the road, finally returning the
jtern to its ﬁm after
shing ‘it.

“Come on this way, as quletly
you can,” he directed.

“T've got/this,” 1 sald, showing him
he little pocket electric light with

?

’E

R

carefully extin-

2

twhich 1'had CTDIOM the post office
t
In your pocket. We may

it it is. better not to show
it

y, and, besides, I|doubted
much if he would have answer¢d them.,

At first he made little effort to move
quietly, but after we had gone a
quarter of a mile or more called

back inla whisper, “Quietly now.”
Weo bad come to.a path whichled
us through a short thick growth of un-
derbrush. As nolselessly as' Indlans
following a trail we felt our way along,
the silence broken now and then;by
the sound of a bough bent back, or a
rustling leal.” Spon the path brought
us out on some rising ground. Nat fifty
yards ahead of us appeared the de-
serted cotta,

‘whispered Dodds

1,
answeréd Davis. _“Wait

We stopped there just at he edge
of the underbrush, peering into the
darkness, straining our €yes to see
and our ears to hear. From the one
window in- the side of the one-story
log hut a dim light shione, proving that
the place was elther occupled or had
been. very recently. As we became
more and more accustomed to ‘the
darkness 1 could’ see that there were
apparently two ‘paths, the- one on

12 | which we were standing and another

leading off at about' right angle.

As we looked and listened I heard a
sharp orack, like the breaking of a
twig that had been stepped on.

‘The sound, 'sp far as I could judge,
came from the other path, apparently
a hundred feet away from the cottage.
I turned toward Davis and saw . that
he, too, bad beard it. He was stand-
ing with s whole body /tense, bis
head bent forward a little as if ready
to spring at any instant.

As we listened, another sound came
to our ears. At firstAncistinet, it
quickly took the rhythm ol footsteps
burrying along the path. @ man walk-
ing rapldly, I decided. The |burrying
footsteps ghme nearer and nearer. Da-
vis now was crouching Ifke a runner
about to-make a hundred-yard dash.

airl; I wanted to run,
.| torward or bpck, it made po differ-
ence; | wanted (o do soxetding, any-

onized cry of “Louise, Louise,

where 3rp you?"

| At thef sound, life came again ‘mn
me. 1 Hashed my revblver to the
ground ¥nd sprang after him. I fuund

‘bim bending over an unronsclous form
om-the ground. Just ag I reached the
spot he had lighted a match. He lift-
ed it to sce my face, and as he did so
I saw that the wom#hn lylnk there ap-
parently lifeless was Indeed my Jou-

se.

Overwhelmed with apguish and re-
morse, 1 fung myselt beside her, en-
treating her forgivenesh. The other
man shoved me roughly aside.

“*
“Don’t be| a fool,” he exclaimed.
“She has only fainted. -
‘She's shaf! She's kille: 1 cried.

“I shot her!!

“I tell you she has only fainted,” be

to'the that I had sbot|the woman I?
loved,

Too stunned to| move 1 stood |

ned 19 soe, as if the |

“I tell you ‘she I shot.
cried. all my ‘anguish coming
an

ew.
With trembling hands | helped

dall cut away her sieeve, dreading all
w the worst.
said Crandall, |

Across her rounded arm was a red-
dening gdsh where the bullet had cut
its way through #be tender flesh.
While my head told me that Crandall
was 'right, that 1t was only a flesh |
‘wound and not in the least dangerous,
|in my heart 1 stll felt, 1mm better
than a murderer. Three inches (o the
right, amd the bullet from {uv’r-\'nher
would have stilled Ber hea¥ for ever.

She opéned her eyes and stared at
|us_tn a puzzled way.

“Why, Harding, dear,
feeble surprise, “are you here—here
with Mr. Crandall?*

For answer I bent ang kisged her.
What mattered ft if Hugh €randall
was the criminal? Vit mattered it
i the chain of mystery was still un-
olved? What mattered it If the au-
thor of the yellow jetters had escaped
from the inspectorf” Louise lived! She
loved me!

Davis and the conjtable came run-
| ring up the path, phnting from thetr
| chase, but empty-handed.
| “Is she hurt?" asked Davis as he
| saw (he tlitee of us-grouped under the
wi

flesh wound, not at all danger:
ous.” Crandall answetsd” while I knelt
there caressing Loulse's hair and whis-
pering softly to her.

“How ubout you?" asked Davis.

“He didn't hit me” Crandall an-
swered with a short laugh. “I tumbled
over the bucket of milk he was carry-
ing and dropped Wwhen he saw me. |
Didn't you get him?"

“He's safe,” answered the/inspector.
“He ran plump over the {dge of a
precipice tn the dark. We\ieard the
thud of his body on the rocks below.
He must have been instantly killed.
We'll get the body in the mogning. He
must have fallen two hundred foew”

‘A good two hundred,” the. con-
stable added as Davis turned to peer
in the window. of the hut

“And ipside there,” said the inspector
after a niinute’s survey of the intertor,
s the other one, the master criminal
| —sate cnough for the present.” v |

h Wound, Not at All Dangerous,” Crandall Answered. 1

“Why,” said the constable, who bad |
followed the inspector's cxantple in
looking through the window, “why,
that's Aleck Young."”

(TO BE CONTINUED.) ‘

Not Conetructed Along Lines of Beau-
ty, but for Hard Work They
Are Perfection.

The Yukon sled, while not a thing
of beauty, is bullt to stand @l kinds
| of hard wear, or, as the Irishman
sald, “It will last forever, and after
that can be used for frewood.” The
sled 1s about eight feet long, is made
of any kind of hard wood, lies close
to the ground, costs from $10 fo $14.
and makes a trail sixteen juches in
width, Another pattern Is known as
the badket sleighy and it is to the

of birch, or hickory, cuts a trail
twenty-two {nches in width, costs from
$40 'to $200, is raised a foot or more
from the and, in the best ex-
amples, is Jashed together with raw-
hide. - The basket slelgh, as its name
fmplies, is ftted with' a basket, into
which the is placed, and from
the back of the basket a palr of
bandles 0 be used i gulding | clotbes.

Sleds Used i in the Yukon

the sled on. the trail. It often bhap-
pens that a Yulion. sled will be fitted

with a home-made basket, in imitation
of its more 'aristocratic brother. In
very cold weather wooden runners are
best, but ‘in ordinary circumstances
steel or brass Yunners are used.—
Wide World Magazine, 1

she sald In |
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elective! e
Restricted!
Desirable!

. Is the

New Sub-Division of Whltehead & Mltchell

At Birmingham,

‘One Block West of Woodward Avenue 3

These Lots, 69 in number, are surrounded by Harmon, Gyeeii-
wood and Oak Streets, high and dry, uvifully situated, and lot'
a homeé or an investment, never ¢an be excelled

Many eleg :mt new bomes surround th att

ctive sub-(llvhclon.

Named for General Wadsworth. |

Fort \\adal‘b th in New York har-|
[bp= ts \ for Capt. Josep!
Wadsworth, “hut for Gen, Jumes s:.m~
vel Wadsworth of Geneseo,

/when the Civil war boke out, served
lwith ¢istinction, and was killed in the
battle of the Wilderness. In his mem-
ory the name of Fort Tompkins was
changed to Fort Wadsworth.

i
E Left Him Out.

through bo
Vp nnun - umhh mhm

Y, | -
General Wadsworth raised a ugnk-nt :‘::1]“ il{ll‘;%tl.l‘:vcﬁ}f ;.lhg 11

|lently

- Ep— Whitehead or George H. Mitckell for

Advantages of Birmingham for Home Dw‘ellens

Population nearly 2,000. Taxes Jight. ? st climpte, and
age near Detroit, belng §0 teet above J)
st class of people on eartd mocz::e
One of the ’finest schools in Michigan, averages m’e up a
with 10 cities in Michigan that have each a po
Our graduates enter the U. of M. onr their dlplomas
and only 12 miles from city limits of Detroit. Cars run ﬁ
both to and from Detro[t. We have the b(-st Wate!
ﬁystem in Michigan. We are

qull
healthy=-no ‘casc of diph therlj-r«
malignant scarlet fever has orlglpnu-d here for over 30 yéars, |

varm




