\
switched on the electric light; then he !
opened the door,
| An excited night-porter rushed in,
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" The American nodded.

“l guess I'm on,” he remarked slow-
ly; “but, If you take my advice, cap-
tain, you'll look nippy tonight, I
wouldn't linger around corners admir-
ing the mud. Things kind o' happen
at corners.”

TWO.

But on this particular evening the
detective proved wrong. They reached
Maxim's without mishap, they enjoyed
an excellent dinner, during which the
American showed himself to be a born
conversationalist, as well as a shrewd
man of the world. And over the cof-
fee and liquors Hugh gave him a brief
outline of what had taken place since
he first got mixed up in the affair.
The American listened in silence,
though amazement shone on his face
as the story proceeded. Only when
Hugh had finished, and early arrivals
for supper were beginning to fill the
restaurant, did he sum up the matter
as he saw |t |

“A tough proposition, captain—d—d
tough. Potts is our biggest shipping
man, but where he comes on the pic¢-

and peer under the bed. . . .

The next moment the smile ceased
abruptly, and he lay rigid, with every
nerve alert. Something had moved in
the room. . ..

It had only been a tiny movement,
more like the sudden creak ¢? n piece
of furniture than anything else—but
it was not quite like it. Z gentle,
slithering sound had preceded the
creak ; the sound such as « man would
make who, with infinite precaution
against making a noiza, was moving
in a dark room; a stealthy, uncanny
noise. Hugh peered into the darkness
tensely. After the~ first moment of
surprise his brain waa quite cool. He
had looked under e bed, he had
hung his coat 1n the cupboard, and
save for those tws obvious places there
was no cover for » ~at. And vet, with
the sort o sizén ponise that four years
of war had s#Ten him, he knew that
noise had *2en made by scme human
agency. Human! The thought of the
cobra at The Elms flashed inio his
mind end his mouth set more grimly.
Wnat if Peterson had introduced some
of his abominable menagerie into the
room? , . . Then, once more, the thing
like a fly sounded loud in his ear.
And, was i his imagination, or had
he heard a faint sibilant hiss just be-
fore?

Suddenly it struck him that he was
at a terrible disadvantage. The thing,
whatever it was, knew, at any ‘rate
approximately, his position: he had
not the slightest notion where it was.
And a blind man boxing a man who
could see, would have felt just about
as safe. With Hugh, such a conclu-
slon meant instant action. It might
be dangerous on the floor: it most cer-
tainly was far more so in bed. He
felt for his torch, and then, with one
conclusive bound, he was standing by
the door, with his hand on the electric-
light switch.

Then he paused and listened intent-
ly. Not a sound could he hear: the
thing, whatever it was, had become
motionless at his sudden movement.
For an apprectiable time he stood there,
his eyes searching the darkness—but
even he could see nothing, and he
cursed the American comprehensively
under his breath. He would have given
anything for even the faintest grey
light, so that he could have some idea
of what it was and where it was. Now
he felt utterly helpless, while every
moment he Iimagined some slimy,
crawling brute touching his bare
feet—creeping up on him.... He
pulled himself together sharply. Light
was essential, and at once. But, if
he switched it on, there Wwould be =
moment when the thing would see
him before he could see the thing—
and such moments are not helpful,
There only remained his torch: and
on the Ancre, on one occasion, he had
saved his life by its judicious use. The
mwan behind one of those useful imple-
ments is in blackness far more Im-
penetrable than the blackest night, for
the man in front is dazzled. He can
only shoot at the torch: wherefore
hold it to one side and in front of
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a quarter or half an hour’s un-
search, the thought of which,
. knowledge of the habits of
household, almost made him laugh
And, at that moment, a
d past his head. . ..
singularly wideawake, and,
he gave up attempting
. The new development

light that evening
thoughts; and,
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night was hot, the
le scheme unfolded itself be-
. imagination. The American
right in his main idea—of that

il

and in his mind's

great crowds of idle,
by a few hot-headed

misery, _

lurked in his mental picture: specters
diaguised as great ideals, but grinning
sardonically under their masks. And
once again he seemed to hear the toc-
toe of machine-guns, as he had heard
them night after night during the
years gone by. But this time they
were mounted on the pavement of
the towns of England, and the swish
of the bullets, which had swept like
swarms of cock-chafers over No Man's
Land, now whistled down the streets
between rows of squalid houses. . . .
And ouce again a fly pinged past his
head.

With a gesture of annoyance he
waved his arm. It was hot—Iinsuf-
ferably hot, and he was beginning to
regret that he had followed the earnest
advice of the American to sleep with
his windows shut and bolted. What
on earth'could Peterson do to him in
a room at the Ritz? But he had prom-
ised the& detective, and there it was—
curtaing drawn, window bolted, door
locked, Moreover, and he smiled grim-
1y to himself as he remembered it, he
had evey gone so far as to emulate

the hysterical maiden lady of fictiom

he would have to manage at.

he la; , vered only with a

The light flashed out, darting round
the room. Ping! Something hit the
sleeve of his pajamas, but still he
could see nothing. The bed, with the
clothes thrown back; the washstand:

! |

the chair with his trousers and shirt— -

everything was as it had been when he
turned in. And then he heard a sec
ond sound--distinct and clear. It came
from high up, near the ceiling, and
the beam caught the big cupboard and
traveled up. It reached the top, and
rested there, fixed and steady. Framed
In the middle of it, peering over the
edge, was a little hairless, brown face,

holding what looked like a tube In its '.

mouth. Hugh had one glimpse of a
dark, skinny hand putting something
in the tube, and then he switched off
the torch and ducked, just as another
fly pinged over his head and hit the
wall behind.

One thing, at any rate, was certain:
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point: and by the light of his torch | would not have recognized him.

‘Hugh saw that it was faintly dis-
colored with some brown staln.

- He was still examining it with in-
terest, when a thunderous knock came
on the door. He strolled over and

followed by two or three other people
in varying stages of undress, and
stopped in amazement at the scene.
The heavy cupboard, with a great

| erack across the back, lay face down-

ward on the floor; the native still lay
curled up and motionless.

" “One of the hotel pets?” queried
Hugh cleasantly, lighting a cigarette,
“It §vs all the same to you, 1 wish

“1f It's All the Same to You, | Wish
You'd Remove Him.”

you'd remove him. He was—ah—find-
ing it uncomfortable on the top of the
‘cupboard.”

., It appeared that the night-porter
.could speak English; it also appeared
that the lady occupying the room be-
JJow had rushed forth demanding to
.be led to the basement, under the mis-
apprehension that war had again been
.déclared and the Germans were bomb-
'‘ing Paris. And then, to crown every-
'thing, while the uproar was at Its
height, the native on the floor, open-
ing one beady and somewhat dazed
-eye, realized that things looked un-
healthy. Unnoticed, he lay “doggo”
.for a while; then, like a rabbit which
has almost been trodden on, he dodged
‘between the legs of the men in the
room, and vanished through the open
door. Taken by surprise, for a mo-
ment no one moved: then, simultane-
‘ously, they dashed into the passage.
It was empty, and Hugh, glancing up,
saw the American detective advancing
,toward them along the corridor.

. “What's the trouble, captain?”’ he
asked as he joined the group.

¢ “A friend of the management elected
to spend the night on the top of my
;cupboard, Mr. Green,” answered Drum-
mond, *“and got cramp half-way
‘through.”

' The American gazed at the wreck-
age in sllence. Then he looked at
Hugh, and what he saw on that
:worthy’'s face apparently decided him
't0 maintain that policy. In fact, it

‘was not till the night-porter and his

attendant minions had at last, and
.very dubiously, withdrawn, that he
again opened his mouth.

“Looks like a hectic night,” he mur-
‘mured, “What happened?” Briefly
Hugh told him what had occurred and
:the detective whistled softly.
“Blowpipe and poisoned darts,” he
sald shortly, returning the tube to
Drummond. *“Narrow escape — d—d
narrow! Look at your pillow.”

" Hugh looked : embedded in the linen
'were four pointed splinters similar to
'the one he held in his hand; by the
door were three more, lying on the
floor.

+ “An engaging little bird,” he
;laughed; “but nasty to look at.”

He extracted the little pleces of
i\wod and carefully placed them in an
empty match-box: the tube he put in-
to his cigarette-case.

“Might come in handy: you never

]_know," he remarked casually.

[ ]
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the other occupant of the room was |

human, and with that realization all
his nerve returned. There would be
time enough later on to find out how
he got there, and what those strange
pinging noises had been caused by.
Just at that moment only one thing
was on the progrum; and without a
sound he crept round the bed toward
the cupboard, to put that one thing In-
to effect in his usual direct manner.
Twice did he hear the little whis-

tling hiss from above, but nothing sang

past his head, Evidently the man had
lost himm, and was probably still aim-
Ing at the door. And then, with hands

!
!
!

“They might if you stand quite still,”
said the American, with a sudden,
sharp command in his voice. “Don't
‘move.” :

. Hugh stood motionless, staring at
the speaker, who with eves fixed on
his right forearm, had stepped for-
ward. From the loose sleeve of his
pajama coat the detective gently pulled

another dart and dropped it into the
match-box.

“Not far oftf getting you that time,
captain,” he cried cheerfully. “Now
you've got the whole blamed outfit.”

THREE

It was the Comte de Guy who
boarded the boat express at the Gare
du Nord the next day; it was Carl
Peterson who stepped off the boat ex-
press at Boulogne. And it was only

that barely touched it, he felt the out-  Drummond’s positive assurance which

lines of the cupboard.

convinced the American that the two

- It was standing an inch or twofrom characters were the same man.
the wall, and he slipped his fingers be- |

hind the back on one side.
tened for a mowent, but no movement
came from above; then, half facing the
wall, he put one leg against it. There
was one quick, tremendous heave: a
crash which sounded dcafening: then
sllence. And once again he switched
on his torch. . ..
- Lying on the floor by the window
was one of the smallest men he had
ever seen. He was a native of sorts,
d Hugh turned him over with his
oot. He was quite unconscious, and
the bump on his head, where it had
hit the floor, was rapidly swelling to
the size of a large orange. In his
hand he still clutched the little tube,
and Hugh gingerly removed it. Placed

|

|
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He was leaning over the side of the

He lis- | boat reading a telegram when he first

saw Hugh ten minutes after the boat
had left the harbor; and if he had
hoped for a different result to the in-
cident of the night before, no sign of

| it showed on his face. Instead he

waved a cheerful greeting to Drum-
mond,

“This Is a pleasant surprise,” he re-
marked affably. *“Have you been to
Paris, too?”

For a moment Drummond looked at
him narrowly, Was It a stupid bluff,
or was the man so sure of his power
of disguise that he assumed with cer-
tainty he had not been recognized?
And It suddenly struck Hugh that,
save for that one tell-tale habit—a

in position at one end was a long ;| habit which, in all probabllity, Peter-

splinter of wood, with a sharpened | son himself was uncopscious of—he

“Yes,” he answered lightly. “I came
over to see how you behaved your-
self !”

“What a pity I didn’t know!” saild
Peterson, with a good-humored chuckle.
He seemed In excellent spirits, as he
carefully tore the telegram into tiny
pleces and dropped them overboard.
“We might have had another of our

homely little chats over some supper. |

Where did you stay?”

“At the Ritz. And you?”

“lI always stop at the Bristol.” an-
swered Peterson. *“Quieter than the
Ritz, I think.”

FOUR

“Walk right in, Mr. Green,” sald
Hugh, as, three hours later, they got
out of a taxi In Half Moon street.
“This is my little rabbit-hutch.”

He followed the American up the
stairs, and produced his latchkey. But
before he could even insert it in the
hole the door was flung open, and
Peter Darrell stood facing him with
evident relief in his face.

“Thank the Lord you've come, old
son,” he cried, with a brief look at
the detective. *“There’'s something do-
ing down at Godalming I don't like.”

He followed Hugh into the sitting
room,

“Atstwelve o’clock today Toby rang
up. He was talking quite ordinarily—
you know the sort of rot he usually
gets off his chest—when suddenly he
stopped quite short and said, ‘My God !
What do you want? I could tell he'd
looked up, because his volce was muf-
fled. Then there was the sound of a
scuffie, I heard Toby curse, then noth-
Ing more. I rang and rang and rang—
no answer.”

“What did you do? Drummond,
with a letter In his hand which he
had taken off the mantelpiece, was lis-
tening grimly.

“Algy was here, He motored stralght
off to see iIf he could find out what
was wrong. 1 stopped here to tel
you.” |
“Anything through from him?”

“Not a word. There’s foul play, or
I'll eat my hat.”

But Hugh did not answer. With a
look on his face which even Peter had
never seen before, he was reading the
letter. It was short and to the point,
but he read it three times before he
spoke.

“When did this come?’' he asked.

“An hour ago,” answered the other.
“lI very nearly opened it.”

“Read it,” said Hugh. He handed it
to Peter and went to the door.

“Denny,” he shouted, “I want my
car round at once.” Then he came
back into the room. *“If they've hurt
one hair of her head,” he said, his
voice full of a smoldering fury, “I'll
murder that gang one by one with my
bare hands.”

“Say, captain, may I see this let-
ter?” said the American; and Hugh
nodded.

“‘For pity‘s sake, come at once,"”
read the detective aloud. “ “The bearer
of this Is trustworthy.'” He thought-
fully picked his teeth. “Girl's writ-
ing. Do you know her?”

“My fiancee,” sald Hugh shortly.

“Certain?” snapped the American.

“Certain!” cried Hugh. “Of course
I am. I know every curl of every let-
ter.”

“There is such a thing as forgery,”
remarked the detective dispassionately.

“D—n it, man,” exploded Hugh: “do
you imagine I don’'t know my own
girl's writing?”

“A good many bank cashiers have
mistaken their customers’ writing be-
fore now,” sald the other, unmoved.
“lI don’t like it, captain. A girl in
real trouble wouldn't put in that bit
about the bearer.”

“You go to h—1." remarked Hugh
briefly. “I'm going to Godalming.”

*“Well,” drawled the American, “not
knowing Godalming, I don’t know who
scores. But, if you go there—] come
too.”

“And me,” sald Peter, brighten-
Ing up.

Hugh grinnned.

“Not you, old son. If Mr. Green will
come, I'll be delighted; but I want
you here at headquarters.”

He turned round as his servant put
his head in at the door.

“Car here, sir. Do you want a bag
packed?”

“No—only my revolver.
ready, Mr. Green?”

“Sure thing,” sald the American. “J
always am.”

“Then we'll move.” And Peter,
watching the car resignedly from the
window, saw the American grip his
seat with both hands, and then raiss
them suddenly in silent prayer, while
an elderly lady fled with a scream
to the safety of the area below.

They did the trip in well under the
hour, and the detective got out of the
car with a faint sigh of relief.

Drummond dodged rapidly through
the bushes on his way to The Larches;

Are you

and when the American finally over-

took him, he was standing by a side-
door knocking hard on the panels.
“Seems kind of empty,” sald the de-
tective thoughtfully, as the minutes
went by and no one came. “Why not
try the front door?”
“Because it's In sight of the other

house,” said Hugh briefly. “I'm going

to break In.”

He retreated a yard frem the door,
then, bracing his shoulder, he charged
it once. And the door, as a door, was
not. . . . Rapidly the two men went
from room to room—bedroomns, serv-
ants’ quarters, even- the bathroom.
Everyone was empty: not a sound
could be heard in the house. Finally,
only the dining room remalned, and
as they stood by the door looking
round, the American shifted his chew-
ing gum to & new point of vantage,

“Somebody has been rough-housing
by the look of things,” he remarked
Judicially. “Looks llke a bdozing den
after a thick night.”

“It does,” remarked Hugh grimly,
taking In the disorder of the room.
The tablecloth was pulled off, the
telephone lay on the floor. China and
glass, smashed to pleces, littered the
carpet; but what caught his eye, and
caused him suddenly to step forward
and pick it up, was a plain circle of
glass with a black cord attached to
it through a small hole. '
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“Algy Longworth’s eyeglass,” he
muttered., “So he's been caught too.”
And it was at that moment that,
clear and distinct through the still
evening air, they heard a woman's
agonized scream. It came from the

. house next door, and then Drummond

darted forward.

“Stop, you young fool” the Ameri-
can shouted, but he was too late.

He watched Drummond, running
like a stag, cross the lawn and dis-
appear in the trees. For a second he
hesitated ; then, with a shrug of square
shoulders, he rapidly left the house by
the way they had entered. And a few
minutes later, Drummond’'s car was
skimming back toward London, with
a grim-faced man at the wheel.

And the owner of the car was lying
in blissful unconsclousness in the hall
of The Elms, surrounded by a half a
dozen men.

CHAPTER X
In Which the Hun Nation Decreases
by One.

Drummond had yielded to impulse—
the blind, all-powerful impulse of any
man who is a man to get to the wom-
an he loves if she wants him. As he
had dashed across the lawn te The
Elms, with the American’'s waring
cry echoing in his ears, he had been
incapable of serious thought. Subcon-
sciously he had known that, from ev-
ery point of view, it was the act of a
madman, that he was deliberately put-
ting his head into what, in all prob-
ability, was a carefully prepared
uoose ; that, from every point of view,
he could help Phyllis better by re-
maining ‘a free agent outside. But
when a girl shrieks, and the man who
loves her hears it, arguments begin
to look tired. And what little caution
might have remained to Hugh com-
pletely vanished as he saw the girl
watching him with agonized terror in
her face, from an upstair window, as
he dashed up to the house. It was
only for- a brief second that he saw
her; then she disappeared suddenly,
as If snatched away by some invisible
person,

“I'm coming, darling,” He had given
one wild shout, and hurled himself
through the door which led into the
house from the garden. A dazzling
light of intense brilllance had shone
In his face, momentarily blinding him:
then had come a crushing blow on the
back of his head. One groping, wild
step forward, and Hugh Drummond,
dimly conscious of men all round him,
had pitched forward on his face into
utter oblivion.

“It's too easy.” Lakington's sneer-
ing voice broke the silence, as he
looked vindictively at the unconscious
man.

“So you have thought Dbefore,
Henry,” chuckled Peterson. *“And he
always bobs up somehow. If you take
my advice you'll finish him off here
and now, and run no further risks.”

“Kill him while he's unconscious?”
Lakington laughed evilly. “No, Carl,
not under any circumstances what-
ever. He has quite a lengthy score
to pay, and by God! he's going to pay
it this time.” He stepped forward
and kicked Drummond twice in the
ribs with a cold, animal fury.

“Well, don't kick him when he'’s
down, guv'nor. You'll 'ave plenty o
time after.” A hoarse voice from the
circle of men made Lakington loolks up.

“You cut it out, Jem Smith" he
snaried, “or I might find plenty of
time after for others beside this young
swine.” The ex-pugilist muttered un-
easily under his breath, but said no

more, and it was Peterson who broke.

the silence,

“What are you going to do with
him?"

“Lash him up like the other tweo,”
returned Lakington, “and leave him
to cool until- I get back tomorrow.
But I'll bring him round before I go,
and just talk to him for a little. 1
wouldn’t like him not to kmow what
was going to happen to him. Antie

ipation is always delightful” He
turned to two of the men standing
near. “Carry him into my room,” he
ordered, “and another of you get the
rope.”

And so it was that Algy Longworth
and Toby Sinclalr, with black rage
and fury in their hearts, watched the
limp form of their leader being car-
ried into the central room. Swathed
in rope, they sat motionless and im-
potent, In thelr respective chalirs,
while they watched the same process
being performed on Drummond. He
Was no amateur at the game, was the
rope-winder, and by the time he had
finished, Hugh resembled nothing so
much as a lifeless brown mummy.
Only his head was free, and that lolled
forward helplessly.

Lakington watched the- performance
for a time; then, wearying of it, he
strolled over to Algy’'s chalr.

“Well, you puppy,” he remarked,
“are you going to try shouting again?”
He picked up the rhinoceros-hide rid-
ing-whip® lying on the floor, and
bent it between his hands. “That
wale on your face greatly improves
your beauty, and next time you'll get
two, and a gag as well.”

“How's the jaw, you horrible bit of

dreg?” remarked Algy insultingly, and
Toby laughed.
- “Don’'t shake his nerve, Algy,” he
implored.
fiithy life he feels safe in the same
room as Hugh.”

The taunt seemed to madden Lak-
ington, who sprang acreoss the room
and lashed Sinclair over the face. But
even after the sixth cut no sound came
from the helpless man, though the
blood was streaming down inside his
collar, His eyes, calm and sneering,
met those of the raving man in front
of him without a quiver, and, at last,
Peterson himself intervened.

“Stop It, Lakington.” His volce was
stern as he caught the other's up-

raised arm. “That's enough for the
time.”

For a moment it seemed as If Lak-
ington would have struck Peterson
himself; then he controlled himself,
and, with an ugly laugh, flung the
whip into a cormer.

(To Be Continyed.)
(‘Q\
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“For the first time In his
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HocuscHILD KoHN & Co.

A Store of High Ideals of

Service and Helpfulness

Is lituated in Baltimore, Maryland. In order that its ideal
of “service” may be realized by its out-of-town friends, it
has inaugurated a

PERSONAL SHOPPING SERVICE

Miss Harriet Knight is in charge =f the shopping. She
knows good quality and values—she shops for you as
carefully as you would shop for yourself—she requests you
to return whatever you do not wish to keep, so that she
may make another more satisfactors selection.

In constant touch with every center of fashion—this store
can supply you with what is newest and best in style, qual-
ity and price.

45 DEPARTMENTS ARE HERE TO SERVE YOU

THROUGH MISS HARRIET KNIGHT AND THE
UNITED STATES MAIL!
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Dollars merely safe are not performing
their natu'll"ﬁl function. mﬂ:yh are not
working. They are not doing the owner
or the world any good.

Moreover, most hiding places thought to
be safe are decidedly unsafe. Not only
thieves, but fire or other unforeseen

happenings may rob you of your wealth.
Saving Is Using

Doﬂmtiayam:ferl And tl;ey are

constan i earn more for you.

m are constantly working for the
of the whole community.

Consider this. We pay you for sav-

ing. And while you are saving,

Emrmouyhnmoutofreach.
is always ready for you and
easy to get when you need it.

Start with us today. One
dollar will do it.
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and Make
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. WITH
THE PEOPLES BANK
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Denton,
T. H. NUTTLE, President.

in Everybag
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IS 30 per-fuc-ﬂy mixed that
every rivulet running through

- the drill has thesame amount
of food for EVERYPLANT
SOMERS BLAKE
DENTON, MD.
AGENT FOR

-O0BER FERTILIZERS.

“RL mmm | 1)
8\ HEADACHE %
m’*ﬂt .

.\
Wi\
" A '

You'll feel better as soon as you swallow the first

| l .. m I!!{I.'mwi!sﬂ
one. 1wo or three pills usually stop all the pain.
DR. MILES' ANTI-PAIN PILLS

are absolutely free from all narcotics and habit-
forming drugs. The- relieve without danger a—°

without bad after ¢” Yow&‘ﬂ‘ pist ¢

N

. 4 i A F 1
5 4 x & - el ' 4 L - " e
J ’ J 1 o | - i _' i > 1. s L 1 . . i g gt ¥ L
] L - ]‘T sy i b . d .l- ..|. E ‘: .1 l: . | L_t % .- " c . -E .. 'r,..\_ |- ‘-1 '
e oy e Vipu i g g ~ b g e :
"h'ﬂ-'i' ' ” - T -

st

o~ #
" F-\..-lIJ L
»

b= love
WL A SR A IR

L
e iy

S
LR

| - i g
"' h
W k| ¥ iy B "5 Y i

T ARG




