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SWerea wiun & grin. "outr 2 Gkt oe
leve all I read. They've made out a
strong case against you, though.”

“I didn’t do it!” I cried passion-
ately.

“If you didn’t, who did?”

“It must have been Mr. Wick.”

“There you go, jumping at conclus-
fons. Why not Claire Bradford?”

“Why do you mention her? Do you
suspect ‘her?”

“If she didn’t do it, why did she
come down here to see you?”

“How did you know she was here?”

“l was watching you all the time
you were talking to her.”

“But how did you know who she
was?”

“I saw the other one this morning.
They look alike.”

“But how did you know which sister
. 3t was?’

“You didn't seem to get along well
enough in your talk for it to be Bar®
bara,” he answered with another grin.

It had not been my intention to re-
veal even to him Claire Bradford's
second visit to my apartment, but I
saw how foolish it would be of me to
attempt to deceive or to withhold any
iuformation from such a shrewd ob-
server. .

Without reserve with the ut-
most detail I p to relate ev-
erything that had happened since 1
had seen him the afternoon before.
I told of my discovery of the secret
panel in my room and of the blind
passageway into which it apparently
led, of Barbara’s having made the
perilous journey over the window ledge
to inspect my find, of the screams we
had heard, followed by the shot, of
how Barbara had fled back by the way
she came, and I had run downstairs
and with Wick had discovered the
body. I told him every detail so far
as I could remember it, winding up
with my catching Claire Bradford leav-
ing my apartment, just before my ar-
rest and the finding of the revolver.

“You domn't think the detectives
themselves planted the gun on you?
he asked. “I've heard of them doing
things like that.” ;

He spoke with such an air of inno-
cence that I had to smile. I doubt if
there were many tricks of detectives
that Gorman did not know all about.

“They had ho opportunity whatever.
Neither of them had been near the
dresser before, and I was watching

. their every moment.”

“Well, who did hide the revolver
there, if they didn’t?”

*] don’t know.”

“Couldn’t Wick have done it?”

“I was with him every moment after

_ we discovered the body.”

“Maybe it was Claire Bradford?”

I shook my head.

“lI thought at first it might have

most wonderful actress in the world.”
*“I think we can leave her out of it,”

“That leaves only Wick.”

Gorman shook his head positively.

“No, Wick didn’t do it. He’s a bad
all right, and he has done time,
he'’s a tool.”

done time!” I exclaimed.

you find that out? What

, learned about him?”

grinned ‘at my eager ques-
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much about him yet,
an ex-con. While
this morning,” he
t up to the Grand-
2 look at things for my-
| showed me through the
apartment, thinking I was from
s office. I spotted him at
A crook that has done time
always sure to give himself away.”
“How 1" 1 asked.
“Well” said Gorman judicially,
“men’s businesses leave their marks
on them. A clergyman don’'t have to
be wearing a high vest for you to spot
him and mobody ever took a dancing

teacher for a pugilist. A man that has |
Jooked at as many crooks as I have
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way Wick talked, but I couldn't
have told just what it was.”
. swick's a crook, all right, “but 1

) did?” 4
«“] don’t know yet. Wick ain’t big

. enough. Big jobs take big men to
plan them. This whole thing is a

_ pig affair, carefully planned out. It
brains than Wick ever .
- of having to plant anony-

l “rnen vou MME my arscnarge rrom

the office was part of the plot?”

“Sure it was.
their blackmail plans, and they want-
ed to get square with you, and a young
fellow outr of work and discharged in

'

| teriously disapleared. = Certainly he

You butted in on |

disgrace 1s always an easy mark for

suspicion.”

“And was it part of the plot to

blamme Miss Lutan’s murder on me?”

“l] don’t think so.
der was an saccident. Even the big-
gest crooks seldom deliberately plan
murder.

chair. She came in and surprised

some one of the gang in the apart-
He had to shoot her to make
It was quick thinking
on somebody’s part after the murder
to plant that gun in your rooms. That

ment.
his getaway.

sort of scheming takes brains, and

Wick hasn’'t got them.”

“Who was it, then?”

“We've got to find,” said Gorman,
speaking slowly and with emphasis,

“We've Got to Find the Crook That Is
Back of All This—the Master Mind.”

“the big crook that is back of all this
—the master-mind.”

“The master-mind,” I echoed.

“Yes,” he said, “there’'s a big crook
ed brain somewhere that has been di-
recting the whole plot, and planning
the actions of Wick and of the tele-
phone girl, and maybe o Claire Brad-
ford, too.”

“] wonder if it could be her ex-hus-
band. She told me, though, a few
moments ago, that she had not heard
of him for years, and she seemed to
me to be telling the truth.”

“] don’t think it was him,” said
Gorman. “He was only a chauffeur,
If he's in it at all, he's only one of the
gang. He's not the master-mind.”

“I hope we can keep the Bradfords
out of it altogether,” I said. “You

see, Gorman—"
“] understand,” he interrupted. *1

know how the land lies. You need
not worry about that. If Claire Brad-
ford had any part in the plot, you
can bet she was forced into it and
driven to do what she difi. Have you
seen her sister?”

“No, and I hope she'll make no ef-

fort to see me. She mustn't. You'll
see her, won't you?”
\ “Leave it to me,” said the detective.
“I'll manage to reach her without
even her own family knowing any-
thing about it. I'll make her under-
stand that if she tries to see you oOr
says anything, she’ll only be damag-
ing your case. Don't worry about
her.”

“There's one thing, though,” I sald,
“that I wish you could do.”

“What's that?”

“Can you find some way of getting
to the Gaston apartment and explor-
ing that secret passage and see where
it leads?”

He turned savagely on me.

“Say, young fellow,” he said, “if 1
didn’'t know that you were innocent,
I'd swear that you were a dope fiend
with this tale of a secret passage.
You've been reading too many thrill-
ers -or going to t_b%;]ovles too much.
They don’t have ret passages in
modern apartment houses. You bet-
ter keep quiet about that. You can't
get anybody to believe you, and you'll
only hurt your case.”

“But I know there’'s a passageway
there—along the hall. 1 found the
opening, & panel in my bedroom.
There’s a place there big enough for
a man to walk in. I saw it.”

He looked at me pityingly, and 1
could see that he did not believe a
word I was saying.

“All right, there’s a passage there,
and we'll leave it there. A young fel-
low in love is apt to imagine all sorts
of things.”

I saw there was no use in my insist-
ing furthér about the passageway.
His mind was stubbornly made up
that it could not exist. He was the
only friend I had in all the great city,
and I must leave it to him to work
the thing out in his own way.

“What about a lawyver?” I asked.

“Didn’t the court assign you one?”

“Yes, but he took it for granted that
1 was guilty, so I got rid of him.”

“Well, there ain’t much a lawyer
could do yet. I'll dig up one when
we need him. Bail is not possible in
a murder case, so there is nothing for
you to do but to sit tight and take it
as easy as you can. By the way, have
you heard anything from old Gaston
since you were arrested?”

“Not a word,” I answered. *“I have
not the least idea where he is or how
to reach him.”

“Humph, that’s funny,” sald Gor-
man abstractedly. *“Good-by, I'll see
vou again tomorrow.”

He pounded on the cell door, and a
ouard released him, leaving me alone

' to ponder over my plight, and espe- |

cially over his last question. What

had he meant by it?
Where was old Rufus Gaston?
Once more suspicion of my aged
relative shot through my brain. Was
it possible that his was the master
mind behind. all this plotting? Gor-

- man had insisted that the arch erim-

wthmttoblamo]

inal behind Wick and the others must
be some man of intellect. My great-
uncle Rufus had brains. Out of a

clear sky he had summoned me to live
in the Granddeck snd then :lld mys-

The Lutan mur-

They're all afraid of the

had
Wick and the telephone -girl

had opportunities for knowing |
Bar- |

bara had recalled once having heard |
her father speak of him in disparag-

ing terms.

Had 1t been he who was |

plotting against the Bradfords and
had brought me into the case as a |

scapegoat?

Was old Rufus Gaston the master |

mind? Where was he?

CHAPTER XL

Fortunately for me, there had re-
cently been a wave of public criticisin
of the courts for the long delays iIn
bringing criminal cases to trial, and
the district attorney was moving with
all celerity to bring my case to a con-
clusion. © An dapdictment against me
for the murder of Daisy Lutan had
been quickly found and the date had
been already set for the trial—one
week hence—so that the period of my
incarceration and doubt as to my ulfi-
mate fate seemed likely to be very
brief.

Utterly absurd as the situation was,
accused of murdering a woman whom
I never had seen and hardly had
heard of until I saw her lying dead in
her apartments, conscious as I was of
my entire innocence in the matter,
still. as in the solitude of my cell I

| reviewed the case, I found myself fac-

ing the ordeal of a trial for murder
with considerable apprehension.
Circumstances certainly looked

much against me. There was abso-

lutely no way in which 1 could refutg

the testimony of the two detectives
that they had,found the revolver with
one chamber J’iseharged in the drawer
of my dresser. I my¥=elf had seen
them find it. While Gorman still held
that there was a possibility that they
themselves had put it there, I knew
that neither of them had been near

| the dresser after I had admitted them

to my rooms. The only person whom
I had the slightest ground for sus-
pecting was Claire Bradford, yet what
motive could she have had?

Wick undoubtedly would testify
that he had met me at the door of tht
Lutan apartment directly after he had
heard the shot. He might say that I
appeared to be greatly excited. This
would be the exact truth. There was
even the possibility that he might
swear that he had found me coming
out of Miss Lutan’s apartment. Even

| if he did not make the statement di-

rect, shrewd questioning on the part
of the district attorney could easily
make it appear that I had just left
the Lutan apartment. How could we
possibly controvert his testimony?
Then, in addition, there were the
damaging statements that would be
offered by Nellie Kelly. She would
swear that the evening before I had
taken her out to dinner and had been
questioning her about the other ten-
ants in the house. Even though we
knew that she was a tool of Wick and
was the wife of Lefty Moore, the bur-
glar, unless Gorman was able to dis-
cover that she herself had a criminal
record, it seemed utterly hopeless to
attempt to confute her statements.
It would also militate against me
that at the time of the murder I was
out of a job and almost without funds.
They were likely, too, to bring out the
fact that I had been discreditably
discharged from the only position 1
had held in New York. The only man
who knew anything about the matter,
Mr. Wood, the head of the firm, had
been suddenly called to France in con-
nection with an order for munitions,
and was not expected to return for
several months. The fact would
weigh against me, too, that I would
be unable to offer the testimony of
any character witnesses. Birge and
Roller, my classmates with whom I'had
roomed ever since I had come to New
York. were “somewhere in France”

| with the American troops and could

not possibly aid me.

All of this was pointed out to me
by John McGregor, a young attorney
whom Gorman had employed for me.
While Gorman and I had, I think, suc-
ceeded in convincing him of my inno-
cence, the fact that he was continu-
ally citing the difficulties in the way
of our proving it made me realize
that he was very dubious as to the
outcome. -~ - /

The trouble was that we were abso-
lutely without witnesses. Old Rufus
Gaston’s whereabouts still remained
a mystery. If we could discover him
in time, we could at least explain sat-
isfactorily my presence in the Grand-
deck and could establish that I was
not the homeless, penniless vadgrant
they would try to prove me. The
longer old Rufus remained in hiding,
the stronger becamie my suspicion
that he might be ia some way involved
in the plot. His action in keeping his
address a secret from me seemed to
have been with deliberate intent.

After some discussion Gorman and
I had agreed not to mention either of
the Bradford girls.

“If one word about either of them
slips out in court,” sald Gorman,
“they'll be In for it. The papers will
jump to it and print their pictures
and all thatt We'd better leave them

out of It.”

With this I heartily concurred. 1

| was determined that Barbara Brad-

ford must be in no way involved,
come what may. 1 knew that she her-
self would be apt to be restrained
from attempting to communicate with
me by the fact that her sister’s mar-

riage was set for the day efter to- | dered

morrow. Her loyalty to her family
was such that she would not risk scan-

|

|

at

dal by trying to ald me, at least not
until her sister was married and the

future for Claire and her mother as-
sured. |

Two small rays of sunshine light-
ened the gloom of my cell—the fact
that the newspaper mention of the

Wie from a railroad,
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- you are.”

- pected you for a single second.

He nodded his head approvingly.

!

“There, there, hoy, don’t get excited.

Of course I know vou are innocent,.
You're of the Ga=ton blood, and there
aever was a Gaston that was a mur-
derer or a lawbreaker. 1 never sus-
I was

- off in the Maine woods twenty miles

I didn’t see a news-

74 Daper until day before yesterday eve-

Each Time | Read Anew the Penciled
Lines My Heart Rejoiced.

had brought back with him a hastily

' penciled note which often in my cell

I read and re-read:

 “Dear Mr. Nelson:

“I'm so sorry to hear of your trou-
ble and the absurd charges against
you. I'll do whatever you wish, of
course. I trust you absolutely. If

'anvthing I can tell will aid you at any

time, I am ready to speak—cost what
it may. I know you are innocent and
must soon be freed. Hoping to see
you,
“With all confidence,
HB. B.H'

Each time I read anew the penciled
lines, my heart rejoiced. Come what
may, I felt sure that Barbara’s heart
was mine. I joyved to know that come
out of prison to her though I might,
she would be glad to see me. Joyful-
ly would I have gone to the electric
chair rather than have her fair name
in the least smirched by scandal in
trving to defend me. She alone could
prove an alibi for me, but no one
must ever know it.

What would a scandal-loving world
say if the fact became puyblic that
she had been alone with me in my
apartment near midnight? If only by
the sacrifice of her good name could
[ go free, then let me stay in my cell
Let me even go to the electric chair.
1 would not have my life at the loss
of my beloved’s reputation.

One other thing I had kept from my
lawyver—my discovery of the passage-
wayv between the walls in my gregf-
uncle's apartment. If 1 could not get

| Gorman to believe in this secret pass-

age, which I was convinced had some
connection with the mysteries and the
whisperings at the Granddeck, there
was little likelihood that MeGregor
Wwould believe my tale either. Given

one single hour in my quarters at the |

Granddeck and I would have discov-
ered whither it led and who used it
biit once a man is charged with mur-
der. his hands are tied. It was fu-
tile for me to mention it again. even
to the detective or to my lawyer, until

' ning.

| riven me the combination.
| mere curiosity”—I] made this confes-

| the two caskets.

- wife's pearis stolen!

such time as I could show it to them |

and convinee them that I knew what
I was talking about.

in my cell, a keeper opened the door.
“You're wanted downstairs,” he an-

nounced.
“What is it?” I asked, wonderingly.
“You've got a visitor.”
“Who?" T questioned eagerly. Could
it. I wondered, be Barbara? Had my

White 1 was debating the situation | bim already.

31}' eve jll*-i‘l’ happened to catch
a paragraph about the Granddeck.
was about vour trial for the murder

It

of Miss Lutan being set for next week, |

That was the first T had heard about
it. I traveled all night to get to vou.”

My feelings toward him underwent
a sudden revulsion. There was every
evidence of sincerity in his manner,
The knowledge that he believed in me
was the most welcome
heard since my incarceration.

news 1 had |
. “T saw it. Barbara Bradford saw it.”

osate, but I am sure the passage is
there. I am convinced that it was the

sound of voices there that made the

whispers. 1 suspect it was used by

whoever left the anonymous notes in |

the room. and tnat tlie person or pers

sons who looted the safes entered and |

escaiped by that means. I would not
he surprised if it was not by means of

his passageway : ! mrderer of | - .
this passageway that the murde: f Catie, at 20 knots an hour.

Miss Laut: seaned. after he had left | .
liss Lutan escaped. after he had leit - a league away the Dalkan mountalins,

of my

| savage,

his revolver in the drawer

dresser.”

My great-uncle shook his head per- ern sky.

plexedly.
“it

like a romance. They do not build

- modern apartment bunildings with se-

: cret

passageways. Space is far too

' valuable, and besides, all plans have
' to he filed with the city’s bureau of
" buildings.”

“We'll soon have you out of here,” |

he went on, “now that I am here to
help vyou. I got you into this, and
['ll get you out of it if it takes every
cent I possess. There's more than
one fight left in old Rufus yet. Now
me evervthing that has happened
since I have been away.”

What a relief it was to talk freely!

ed of all
great-uncle, 1 began my story.

suspicion toward my old
Noma-

how the tie of blood is strong in time |

T soon find out about it.

“But it's there,” I cried desperately.

“Well.” he comforied me, “we will
I have many

- matters to attend to today, but tomor-
' row I shall go up to the apartment,
- and if there is such a passageway 1
- shall find it and see where it leads.”
start at the very beginning and tell

“Then you are not staylng in the

- apartment?”

“No. I shall remain at a hotel until

- my wife returns.”
With my mind once and for all clear- |

At this juncture a prison attendant

" approached and informed him that the

time of his visit was up. Imperiously
my great-uncle waved the man away.

of trouble. I found it vastly easier |.Spmehow the possession of great
to talk with my aged relative than it | yealth carries with it a manner of ex-

had been with either Gorman or my
lawyer.

I began with my chance meeting |

with I'arbara Bradford in the park
as to.¢ blackmailers awaited her there.
I toid everything that had followed
with the utmost detail, even to such
small matters as my first meeting
with Wick and the undue curiosity
he had exhibited as to my acquaint-
ance with the Bradfords. 1 recited
the story of my unaccoutable dis-

charge in disgrace from my position |

d told of Gorman’s unavailing ef-
orts to learn the reason.

“The day I was discharged,” I went
on, “I had drawn out from the savings
bank all my money with the purpose
of sending it to my mother to whom I
was in debt. I still had it with me

when I arrived home at the apartment |

and I decided to put it in the wall
safe, to which, you recall, you had
Out of

sion with a blush of shame—*1 had in-
spected the contents of the safe the
day of my arrival and had examined
The minute I opened
the safe this second time I saw that it
had been looted.”

“What,” exclaimed my great-uncle,
starting from his seat, *“not the
pearls!”

I nodded.

“Everything. The casket with the
pearls was gone. The other with the
trinkets was undisturbed.”

“Good heavens!” he exelaimed. “My
Wiy, boy, | paid
a hundred and fifty thousand dollars
for that strirfg.
about it—eveivthing, at once.”

I could only repeat what I had teld
When I had opened the
safe on Sunday rhe pearls were there,

- When I had opened it again on the fol-
lowing Saturday the pearls were gone. | ding: and besides I'm not going to
"

" done so, and my

sternly repressed longing to see her

in some way communicated itself to

her to throw caution to the winds and
come to the prison to see me?

“] don’t know,” the keeper answer-

ed. “It's a man.

he is.”
A man. Who could it be? In all

the monotonous time I had been be-
hind the bars. only two men had come
to see me, Gorman and McGregor, It
could not be either of them, for both
were well known to the prison attend-
ants. As | hastened down the long
corridor past the dismal row of barred
doors. 1 was revolving in my mind the

possibilities of my caller’s .identity.

Who could it be? Spurred on by
my curiosity, I hastened into the coun-
sel room. There sat my great-uncle
Rufus.

He looked in much better physical
condition than when I had last seen
him, more vigorous and healthier. His
skin was browned from exposure to
the sun and wind, and his eyves were
clearer and brighter. As I studied his
face 1 could trace no vestige there of
the terrible fear that had seemed to
obsess him on the last occasion of our
meeting.

For a moment we eyed each other
without speaking. 1 was wondering—
and well I think I might—whether
the suspicions I had at times In regard
to him had been wholly without foun-
dation. Could it be possible that the
crafty. miserly old chap was the mas
ter mind at the bottom of all the
mystery and plotting? As my previous
suspicions came up in my mind 1 de-

termined to be wary In what 1 Smmu
fires of anger toward

to him. The

I don’t know who |

' my
- Bradford when |1 had learned that the

him began to kindle within me as I

looked at him.
fault that [ was locked up here.
Meanwhile he had been studying me.

I felt that it was his |

His keen old eyes had surveyed me

from head to foot, returning to rest
fixedly on my face, as though he was
trying to read my thoughts. I won-
what was passing In
mind. Was he
the plight in which he found
me? Was ' he distressed to see
a blood-relative behind the bars? Did
he believe that I was guilty of the

learned of my arrest? What was his
purpose in coming to see me?

- his expression was unfathomable, so

caped my mother’'s notice and the
fact that Barbara still believed in my |
iInnocence and trusted me absolutely. |

had managed to see her and had told

lher that it was my wish that she

keep entirely quiet her knowledge of

the affair and that she should make

no attempt whatever to communicate

iwlth me while I was in prison. He

e i

tragedy seemed thus far to have es- far as I wds concerned.

A day or two after my arrest Gorman | nantly.

" a murderer?”

W
He was the first to speak.

“So—you didn’t do it, did you?”
“Of course not,”
“Did you suspect that I was

He shook his head disparagingly,
smiling an Inscrutable smile.

“The evidence against you certainly
looks convincing.”

“lT don’t care,” I exclaimed with
heat. “I'm as ipnocent of the killing

i—

his |
inwardly chortling

But

I retorted lndlg-i

|

|
|
!
|
|

“Of course you told the police at

once."

|

pecting obedience from every one that
generally is successful. The man
withdrew, muttering to -himself and
left us undisturbed»

“Now tell me about the murder,”
Mr. Gaston directed.

Concisely 1 stated the facts as 1
knew them. It was a shock to him to
hear that at least two of the trusted
attendants zat the Granddeck, Wick
and the telephone’ girl, were of the
criniinal class.

“Tut, tut, tut,” he exclaimed. *“Just
think of it! That’s the worst of living
in 8 big city. You never know what
sort of people there are about you.
I'll eall up Mr. Kent, the owner of the
buiiding, this afternoon and have him
get rid of them at once.”

“Pilease don’'t,” 1 cried. *“Gorman
and I are both convinced that Wick
and the girl know something about the
murder. Don’t do anything to let
thea know that they are under sus-
picion. So long as they are employed
at the Granddeck we know where to
lav hands on them when we want
them.”

“hat's s0,” he admitted. *“T'll say
noti:ing for the present. As I won't
be living there until after this Iis
clesred up, it can make no difference.
But. look here, young man, why doesn’t
this Bradford girl come forwdard aad
clear you of this charge? She was
with vou at the time. She knows you
didn't do it.”

“Because I will not permit her to do
s0,” I replied with heat. *“I love Bar-
bara Bradford!”

“I'hat’s it, is it?” he commented, giv-

]:l > T h rt % & Lis
Teill me everythinzilne me a quizzical glance from under

his bushy white eyebrows.

“] wouldn't for all the world,” I con-
tinued, “have her mixed up in this.
Her sister is to be married tomorrow,

and the scandal might stop the wed- |

have it known that sthe was there
along with me that night in my rooms.

I explained to him why I had not | 1 ,ve her too well for that. Some day

reason seemed to
satisfy him,
“Go on with vour story.,” he calmly

After the first
shock at hearing of the loss of the
pearls he showed no sign of emotion
or displeasure,

He listened intently as I told him of
second meeting with Barbara

Bradford wall safe had been looted,
too. and the papers abstracted con-
cerning the annullment of Claire’s
first marriage. He nodded his head
slightly when | told him of the anony-
mous notes found on the floor in
both apartments,

“Did you hear the whispers, too?”
he questioned.

“Yes.,” I answered., “T heard them
several times. Barbara has
them. and the laundress, too.”

A look of unspeakable relief came

| over his face.

“I'm glad to know that others have
heard them besides myself. When a
man gets old his nerves sometimes
play him strange pranks. The whis.
pers seemed so unreal and incrediblc

that I feared that I was suffering from
the hallucinations of old age. Now
that I know that the whispers are real,
there is nothing to fean”

heard |

spite of

I am going to ask her to be my wife.”
He raised his eyebrows.
“And on what do you expect to mar-

' directed. He seemed to have himself | 27" he inquired.

her-thrnugh the ether and impelled _ '
- well in hand again,

“Of course I have said nothing as
yet,” I hastened to explain; “I've noth-
inzg to offer her.”

“No,” he agreed, “you’ve nothing to
offer her’—and then with a meaning
glance he added a little word thag In
my predicament made my
heart sing with joy and stirred my ex-
peetations mightily—"you've nothing
to offer her—yeL

“Tlut cheer up.” he advised as a part-
ng word of connsel “T'll get in touch
cith Gorman and your lawyer as soon

' as 1 leave here today, and tomorrow

we will find out about that secret pas-

sage you think you have discovered.”
Compunction that I ever had doubt-

ed the integrity of his purpose toward

' me smote as he departed. 1 tried to

“And,” I observed, “lI believe, I am |

almost positive, 1 can explain the
origin of the whispers.”

“Tell me,” he cried, his manner now
entirely changed. He seemed elated
at discovering that his brain was still
dependable. It was as if 4 burden bad
suddenly been lifted from him,

Here was my opportunity. Gorman
had utterly refused to credit my story

it. There had been no way that I

could prove it, nor was it possible for | |
P ' generous and convincing offers of aid

i¢ he had | Dad filled

.oy, | trusted, too, that old Rufus’ keen eyes

laced anyv credence in my story. With . ’ :
PrRchs =) l ‘ . - quickly would discover the secret pas-
the occupant of the apartment he sageway now that 1 had indicated to

Gorman to have investigated the walls
of the Granddeck, even

my great-uncle it was different. AS

think of something to say to express
my gratitude to him, to let him know
how much I appreciated his coming at
once to my aid, but the only thing 1

. could think of slipped from my lips:

“l am sorry about the pearls.”

“So am L” he answered grimly, and
went his way.

One thing now 1 certainly was sure

of—his was not the master-mind that

had planned all the criminal deeds,
but the mystery of the Granddeck was
still as much of a mystery as ever.

F

CHAPTER XIl.

It was the second day after this—

the day set for Claire Bradford’'s wed-

- ding—that in the morning, much ear-
' lier than customary, Gorman came to

!
J

of a secret passage and had ridiculed | the prison to see me.

I met him jubilantly. My uncle’s un-

- expected. return to the city and his

would have every right and oppor-
tunity to explore and verify my state- |

ments. I told him how, while specu-
lating as to the origin of the whispers,
1 had observed the discrepancy in the
measurements of the apartment and
had verified my deduction that there

- murder of Daisy Lutan? How had he | was space enougi for a passageway

biz enough for a man to traverse in
the wall between the room | had oc-
cupied and the long hall. He listened

rooms in detail and nodded his ap-
proval,

“And what is more,” 1 added tri.
umphantly, “Barbara Bradford and |
had just discovered an opening into it
by pushing the wall panel in my room
back and then sliding it alongz. Wae
were inspecting it when we heard the
shot in the apartment below. 1 closed
the panel and ran downstairs and have
had na annartunitv since to inyestis

_— e o ———
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me with new hopes. 1

him where to look for it. 1 was confi-
dently expecting that the resulting de-
velopments quickly would free me
from even the suspicion of being a
murderer., The minute, however, that

1 laid eyes on Gorman I knew that
- something had gone wrong.

“What is it?” 1 cried. *“What's the
matter now?”
“You're a wonderful liar, you are,”

was his surly greeting, “with your pipe

' dreams abo sOCTe qrewayv
intently as I described the plan of the | ut secret passageways and

stolen pearls.”

“What do you mean?” I replied. 1
had not the least idea what he was
getting at.

“You almost had me believing you,”
he said savagely. *“If it wasn’t that Il
knew that Wick and that girl up there

' were crooks I would wash my hands
- of the whole affair.”

“I don’'t understand,” 1 answered in-
dignantly, . “Every statement 1 have

sounds improbabhle—too much

__‘-“_—-_*ﬂ———__-—-———
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GRAVE OF FOUR DYNASTIE

Ambitions of Austria, Russia, Ger-
many and Turkey All Lie Buried
in the Balkans.

We s<tood on the forward deck of

' the Sirio as she slipped southward,
" through the placid waters of the Adri-

Less than

mysterious, forbidding, rose

' in a rocky rampart against the east-

“Did it ever oceur to vou,” remarked
the Italian officer who stood beside me,
a noted historian in his own land,
“that four great empires have died as
a result of their lust for dominion
over the restless lands which lie be-
voud those mountains? Austria cov-
eted Serbia—and the empire of the
flapsburg is in fragments now. Rus-
sia, seeinz her influence in the penin-
sula imperiled, hastened to the sup-
port of her fellow Slavs—but Russia
has gone down in red ruin, and the
Romanocifs are dead, Germany, seek-
ing a gateway to the warm water, and
a highway to the East, seized on the
excuse thus offered to launch her wait-
ing armies—and the empire reared by
the Hohenzollerns is bankrupt and
broken. Turkey fought to retain her
hold on such European territory as
still remained under the crescent ban-
ner. Today a postmortem is about to
be held on the Turkish empire and the
house of Osman.

“Think of it! Four great empires,
four ancient dynasties, lie buried over
there in the Balkans. It is something
more than a range of mountains at
which we are looking: it is the wall of

a cemetery.”"—E. Alexander Powell in
Scribner’s Magazine.

CHECK ON TRICKY “COPPERS”

Simple Contrivance Prevents Fraud

on the Part of Applicants for
Coveted Positions.

In Philadelphia the position of traf-
fic policeman is open only to men
who are six feet or more in height.

Such positions are so much sought
after that many applicants who fall

r_shnrt of the required heght by only

a small fraction of an inch are tempt-
ed to cheat a little bit by rising on
their heels.

An ingenious @2pplication of elec-
tricity is now used to circumvent this
trick, and any attempt to register a
fraudulent measure is disclosed at

once. The applicant, as he stands t:u:»-_eni'L

on the platform under the slide ruie,
sets his feet upon two metal plates
that are normally a trifie above the
platform. They are just large enough
to be covered by a man’'s heels, and
when the candidate stands with h's
his heels on the floor the plates are
so0 depressed that they make a con-
tact and form a ecircnit that lights a
lamp overhead. As long as the man
stands with both hee!s on the ground
the lamp stays lighted, but the mo-
ment he raises either heel the smallest
part of an inch the contact is broken
and the lamp goes out. So does he.

NOW. w.HAT WOULD YOU DO?

New Yc “er Saw Only One Way .to
Settle Problem of Street-Car Eti-
quette Confronting Him.

A business man who was raised far
enongh avayv from New York still to
say “ma’am” when he speaks to a
strange woman was recently confront-
ed with a new angle of one of the
major transportation problems of eity
life.

His theory is that since women have
sought and found equal opportunity in
business and in politics, a tired mnn
should have an equal opportunity n
the seat lottery on the way home at
night., It isn’t a fixed rule, but he
has the exceptions to it pretty wel
mind. He will not take a seat if '
is a woman standing near it "
vield his seat to an elder
and—this is a cardinal exception—'v
a woman with a baby.

But he did not have the answer
ready the other night when he loo%ed
up from his paper to find clinging ‘o
the strap before him a hands
young woman with a poodle under her
arm,

The hero of this experience is a
quick thinker, but also set in his con-
victions. Of course, he reasoned. a
dog isn't a baby; a woman who will
carry on- on the subway in the rush
hour isn't a “tired working girl;"” {f
I gave up my seat to a woman with a
baby I stould be doing only what is
right, but if I give my seat to this
woman w!th the pup every man in the
car will laugh and I shall feel silly
myself.

Being a diplomat he got off at the
next station and walited for another
train.—New York Smn
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