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SYNOPSIS

John Spencer and his cousin, Geoffrey
Bohun, are vacationing in Austria. Geof-
frey is a gifted portralt painter but
prefers to paint landscapes. While
strolling In the forest, John hears Eng-
lish voleces, and decldes to Investigate.
From safe cover he finds four men
burying a man In green livery who,
evidently, had been murdered. Pharac
is the leader of the gang; the others
are Dewdrop, Rush and Bugle. Unfor-
tunately, John makes himself known to
the assassins by dropping a letter with
his name and address on It. He tells
Geoffrey and his chauffeur, Barley, of
his adventure,

CHAPTER I—Continued

— -

““No, they won't,” sald Geoffrey. “T'll
tell you why. Those four didn't come
out here to do In somebody's servant
—for that’s who their vietim was
What he had on was a tunie., and some
of the old houses here still dress thelr
people like that. Boots to the knee?”

“Undressed, brown leather.” sald L

Geoffrey nodded,

“He was wearing livery., Very well.
Those four are here on some job, and
the murdered man got In their way,
He may have surprised them—as you
did: and so they just bumped him off.
But, unless I'm much mistaken, the
Job remains to be done. Otherwise,
they wouldn't have buried him.”

And here for the first time, I think,
the thought came into my head that
we stood all three on the edge of some
grave adventure,

“And now,” sald Geoffrey, rising,
“I'll lay before you the card that I've
up my sleeve. It's not a very nice
card, but it's golng to count quite a lot
in this little game,

“I was staying with the Lyvedens
in Hampshire a few years back. It
was a Goodwood party, and the jew.
els In the house were worth a lot
Well, they were stolen all right. Bar-
ley wasn't with me, but he'll remem-
ber the case.”

“The Bell Hammer murders, sir?"

“Exactly. Three servants and a NO-
liceman were murdered by the fellows
who took those jewels, They ecould
have lald them out or tled them up ;
but they preferred to kill them.
cause then they knew where
were,

“They never got the thie.es. but
Anthony Lyveden told me as much as
he knew: and amongst other things
he told me that the moment they
heard of the matter the police knew
who'd done the job. Only one man,
they sald, was ruthless and daring
enough to go such lengths, And the
man was known as ‘Pharaoh.’

“Now that's all 1 know. This may
or may not be the man. But if it (s—
well, from what I've just told you
you'll gather that he doesn't like wit.
nesses,”

10 my great dismay my cousin then
announced that we must be gone from
the Inn as soon as we could.

“We're out to fight these men, Well,
the first thing to do Is to vanish, for
until we are out of thelr kén, we
cannot attack, but must waste our
time taking precautions against an
attempt on your life. More. At the
moment not one of those wallahs
knows you by sight, and that's a card
whieh must not be thrown away. And
now you go out and lose yourself In
the town. Barley and 1 wil pack,
and I'll pieck you up at nine In front
of St. Jacques'. 1 shall give out we're
going to Salzburg, and Barley can gO
to the station and point the lie™

“Where are we going?" sald L

“To Annabel,” sald my cousin. *1
liked the look of the village and I'm
sure they'll do us proud at The Reap-
ing Hook. And now you pop off, my
son. Every minute is precious, as you
must see.”

I made my way out of the inn, and
when some servant or other ran after
me, letter In hand, I took the missive
from him a8 a man In a dream. 1
did not open the letter—I had no
need: for one thing, It was already
open, and, for another, I knew what
the envelope held. And that was a
shoemaker's bill,

That I now felt far from easy, 1
frankly confess. I could not get away
from the fact that the enemles that
I had made were no ordinary men,

First, they had frustrated the watch
we had kept: then, they had galned
thelr end, which was, of course, to get
to know me by sight—for someone, no
doubt, was In walting, to see me come
out of the Inn and, lastly, they had
informed me In unmistakable terms
that they were fully aware that I had
seen them at work., All this, I may
say, In a little more than an hour.

As 1 entered the bustling market, I
wondered what Geoffrey would say. . ..

It suddenly came to my mind that
as like as not I now was belng fol-
lowed by whoever It was that had

he.
they

:ﬂl Into an alley too narrow for carts

use,
For more than an hour I wandered
crossing and stop-
nd turning back, but
upon any one of the

\
-

1 was sitting In a cafe, drinking
my liquor when I*saw a car golng by
on the opposite side of the square,

For a moment I sat spell-bound.
Then I was up and was running as
hard as T could.

The car was a cabriolet, very long
and handsome and painted green. Its
hood was ralsed, so that whoever was
in It was not to be seen, but In front
were sitting two chauffeurs—in eurl-
ous livery, In a word, they were
wearing green tunies, exactly like that
of the man whom I had seen lylng that
morning, awaliting his grave,

The car was gathering speed when
I flung myself on to the step.

As someone within exclaimed, 1
thrust my head over the door,

“"Forglve me,” I sald, using German,
“but I have most urgent news. Of the
very gravest Import, 1 don't know
who you are, but you're deeply con-
cerned.”

A girl was regarding me as though
I were less than the dust, and as the
car eame to rest, a hand was lald on
my arm.

“HHow ecan yvour news enncern me, if
you don’t know who I am?

The words were spoken in English.
with the faintest American touch, and
the tone was less cold than Imperious.

“I recognized your lvery™
“Hasn't your men
peared?”

The girl never moved, but her eyes
looked stralght Into mine.

“What do you know™
“of one of my men?"

“I know that he's dead™ sald I

I saw her start at the word. and
a hand went up to her mouth.

“And I know who killed him™ 1
sald, “and I'll help you to rope them
in. But we'll have to go carefully, be-
cause they're a gang of four. and
they're pretty hot stuff, Besldes, they
didn't kill him for nothing. 1 mean,
I rather think there's a good deal be-
hind the erime.”

The girl looked at me curiously,
Then she sat back on the cushlons and
glanced at her wateh,

“I expect the police,” she sald eold.
Iy, “will be glad to hear any facts,
The station I8 in the next street.”

My speech was impetuous, I know.
and never would have been spoken |If

I sald,

of disAp-

one

she added,

“We're Out to Fight These Men.”

I had but a moment to choose my
words: but to whip me 80 was mon-
trous, and the blood came [nto my
face,

“On the other hand,” I sald thickly,
“the police may agree with you.”

“Agree with me — what do you
mean ?"

“That It's none of my business.” sald
|

With that, T made her a bow and
sauntered back to my cafe,

As I galned the pavement, I heard
a step at my slde.

Then a chauffeur was speaking, hat
in hand.

“Her ladyship, sir, would be glad of
your name and address."

“Tell her ladyship this: My name
does not matter, and my address |Is
this cafe—until I have finished my
beer."

The man withdrew, and, more en-
raged than ever, I sat myself down
at my table and mopped my face.

I had been used with contumely, as
though I had been some peasant, the
worse for drink, This by a girl whom
I was seeking to serve, At last 1
looked wp, there was the car before
me with my lady's face framed in Its

window and the chauffeur standing
beside the door,

“If you will forgive me, perhaps 1
can givg you a ft”

This Binadorned apology acted on me
as & charm. All my resentment van-
ished.

I got to my f lald a coln on the
table and picked up my hat, . . .

As 1 took my seat beside her—

“'m to blame,” I sald, “and I've
nothinz at all to forgive. I'm afrald
I shook you up., But I-—I hadn't re.
hearsed this meeting and I guess I
went off half-cocked. I shall do 1t
again In a minute, so I'd better just
tell you my tale.”

“One moment-—where shall I take
you?”

“If you please, to the church of St
Jacques.”

As the car moved off—

“I'm Helena Yorick,” sald the girl,
“and Yorick 1s the name of my home,
some seven miles off.,”

I gave bher my pame at once and

| dut

then, without walting longer, plunged
into my tale,

When I had done—

“Are you sure you weren't fol
lowed?" she sald. *“I mean, If you
were, they now know you're In touch
with me.”

“I'm sure I wasn't.,” sald L

With my words the car stopped at
the church,

“Well, you can't get out here,” sald |

the girl. “We must find a much quleter
place, Besides, you must hear my
story. BSit back In the ear and don't
move, It's only a quarter of nine.”

She gave some directlon to the

chauffeur and then sat back In her |

seat,

“My father died last November, leay-
Ing my brother and me. We're Aus-
trian, you know: but my mother

taught me English—she was American, |
My brother Is younger than I am, and |
he's away Just now: so I rather run

the ecastle, although, of course, he's
the Count, This duty takes me to
Salzburg once a month. I made the
Journey by ear four days ago. On the

way an attempt was made to waylay | S‘:”"":""3
were

me, and when I got through—I was
driving — they chased me for thirty
miles, I had a man with me ealled
Florin, Three generations of Florins
have served our house., His father's
my warden — has charge of all the
keys, Well, six men act as night-
watchmen, taking the duty by turns.
Old Florin chooses the men. and his
son was one of the six. He was on
duty last night, and this morning he
couldn't be found.” Her volee be-
gan to quaver, and I heard her smoth-
er a sob,

To see her so near to weeping must
have wrung anyone's heart,

“T'm most dreadfully sorry,” I sall, |
“And If you'll let me help you, we'll |

bring the blackguards to book. But
you see my cousin was right, Florin
was nothing to them, but he got In
thelr way.”

“Yes" sald the girl, “that's clear.
The night-watchman got In thelr way.”
With a sudden movement she turned.
“But you must keep out of this. Can’t
you go home?"

“I'm not going home,”™ sald I, “tin
I've seen this through.”

“Don’'t be foolish,” she sald.
quarrel 1s mine-not vyours.
Florin was not your man,
you ean do no good because they've
got your number: 1ift a finger against
them, and they won't do another thing
till they've put yon out.”™

“The point I1s this,"” gald I. *“That
you don't want to fight them with me
I8 natural enough. I've given yvou In-
formation which it was right yon
should have, and that, I frankly ad-
mit, 1s the end of my duty to yon:
but T owe that dead man a duty, and
I'm going to do it.”

I broke off to mop my face. “My
cousin’s with me,” I added, “and so Is
his man.”

“T wish,” sald the girl, T could have
a word with your cousin, Do you think
he could meet me this evening at—at
a farm that I know?

“T'N bring him with
“wherever you please."

Lady Helena looked away.,

“You ean come If you like,” she sald.
“But I want to see him.”

Then she took up a large-seale map
and showed me the farm. This went
by the name of Plumage and lay some
four miles from Annabel, quite by It-
self,

“At five o'clock, then?" says she.

I nodded.

“We shall be there™

“And now,” she sald, “T must drop
you. Please don't stand still when
you're out: start walking at once. And
thank you very much for doing your
to me, And—and Wdon't forget
that that's ended.”

As I took her slim hand, her steady
gray eyes met mine,

“True, sald I. “But my duty to
Florin remains: and I'm not so sure
as I was that he ecalled upon me for
vengeance."

“What else?” sald the gir).

“He loved his mistress.” I sald. “As
he dled, he may have been thinking
that she would be short of a man."

And then I went out of the car and
was sauntering down the pavement.
Except for a crone with a bucket,

“This
Young

me,” sald I,

| there seemed to be no one In sight.

As the Rolls swept over a crossing
and on to the Salzburg road—

“I'm almost sure,” sald Geoffrey,
“that we've stolen a march on our
friends, Of course they may stick to
Barley, but that I doubt. And in any
event he'll give them the slip at Salz.
burg."”

“At Salzburg? I ecried,

“That's right,” sald my cousin, “He'll
be in that city tonight, Tomorrow he'll
come back to Villach, and there we
shall pick him up as soon as It's dusk.”

“You're taking no chances,” sald I.

“D'you blame me, John? I mean,
the return of your letter was pretty
good work, Talk about a riposte, . . .
And you may have been seen with
my lady; In which case, as she ob-
served, the job, whatever it 1s, will go
by the board, and Pharaoh and Co.'s
one ldea will be to do you In. She's
no fool, this gray-eyed goddess of
yours, That's probably her American
blood. And her Austrlan made her
stand-offish. These old Austrian fam-
{lies are terribly striet”

“She made amends,” sald 1. *“No
one could have been more—more gra-
clous.”

My cousin laughed,

“Goddesses are graclous” he sall.
“And now please look behind you and
keep ‘your eyes on the road.”

It was long past noon when we stole
into Annabel, -

Geoffrey berthed the car In the
shade of some limes which grew fifty
yards from the inn, on the opposite
side of the way.

; (TO BE CONTINUED), .-
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Besldes, |

@ New York Post—WNU Service.

Fitting People to
Tune Is Break
for Tin Pan Alley

that might have been (but
not) dedicated to the gentle.
men and ladies whose names you see
on the sports pages so frequently,

I MISS YOU MOST OF AlLl—~Any
Dodger to any curve bhall.

I'VE GROWN SO USEDTO YOU—
Danno O'Mahoney to Don George after
the fourth wrestling affair.

| LOVE A PARADE
owner of the Boston Red Sox, to the
other American league magnates,

I DON'T CARE IF YOU NEVER
COME BACK-—The public to Jack
Sharkey,

I DON'T LIKE NO CHEAP MAN-—
Dizzy Dean, while suggesting to the
Cards that they elther pay him or
trade him.

WHERE DID YOU GET THAT
HAT?—To Judge K. M. Landis.

IT'S NOT WHAT YOU WERE, IT'S
WHAT YOU ARE TODAY-By Joe

~ Louis, to Jack Dempsey and Gene Tun.

ney whenever they start making com-
parisons,
EVERY LITTLE BIT ADDED TO

. WHAT YOU GOT--By Connie Mack

to the ever loving fans who mourn his
bad luck in obtaining only $300,000 for

- Jimmy Foxx and other heirlooms.

ALL ALONE—To the fan who in-
SI8ts upon watching the Braves,

OHLDIDN'THE RAMBLE-—In mem-
ory of that favorite which took the
overiand route and my five coconuts at
New Orleans the other day,

ARGENTINES, THE PORTUGUESE
AND THE GREEKS—To almost any
all-Ameriea foothall team,

ARE YOU THERE, MORIARTY?7—
By the Chicago fans to thelr favorite
umpire when there are enough pop bot-
tles to go around,

JUST A MEMORY-—By the Ameri.
can Davis Cup players to the Davis
Cup.

REMEMBER, BOY, YOU'RE IRISH
~—B8y the fans to Jim Braddock, in
case,

YOU'RE A LONG, LONG WAY
FROM HOME-—-By the fans to any

- Philly who happens to reach first base.

It’s Gem of Football
Ocean to Lou Little

e e gty

MY LOVE IS8 FAIR COLUMBIA—
By Lou Little to the folks who have
been whispering that he would like to
shift to Penn.

HORSES—By the fans to the Yan-
kees, Glants and Dodgers who elalm
that they have lmproved thelr teams.

ALWAYS IN THE WAY—By the
lightwelghts In recognition of that
perennlal thwarter of ambitions, Tony
Canzonerl,

I DON'T KNOW WHERE I'M GO-
ING, BUT I'M ON MY WAY-—To Roy
I'armelee by any ball that has just left
oy Parmelee's hand.

HE'S MY PAL—To be sung In duet
by two such old lovey doveys as Colo-
nel Ruppert and Babe Ruth,

YOU CAN'T KEEP A GOOD MAN
DOWN--By Blondy Ryan to all the big
league clubs which persist in sending
him to the minors,

| WON'T SAY | WILL BUT | WON'T
SAY | WON'T-—By the state legislator
to the Iinquisitive reporter who asks
him whether he will vote for legal rac-
ing this winter,

| WAS DREAMING, ONLY DREAM.
ING—By Casey Stengel to the Brook-
lyn fan: while trying to explain that
recent trade,

HUSH, HERE COMES THE DREAM
MAN—By any . heavyweight prize-
fighter to his nerves whenever Joe
Louls steps Into the ring.

SHOO FLY, DON'T BOTHER ME—
By Babe Herman to almost any ball
that comes into the outfield,

THE PARDON CAME TOO LATE—
By the fans to a certain bald-headed
reporter after arriving at this last line.

» & [ ]

Marshall Cassidy, New York state
racimg commission steward, wears
smoke-colored spectacles, That may or
may not be the reason why the turf

~arbiters Issue s0 many charming re-

ports of things that could only have
been viewed through rose-colored
glasses.

Tom Yawkey,'

O one of the nation’s largest cities.
The name was bestowed because the
seat of learning always is adorned
with fine feathers while the head ducks |
under cover whenever danger threat.
ens—but probably there Is no sense in
mentioning that here.

“What,” sald the most celebrated of
0. U, Deans (a gentleman who, by the
way, I8 Just as dizzy even though he
does not toss for the Cards). “Copy
those Southern colleges by belng honest
about the aid we give to athletics? He
glanced sternly at the other members
of the faculty assembled In solemn
conclave, “"Why, It's preposterous, 1sn't

it, Mr, Yessir?

“Yessir,” answered Mr. Yessir who,
of course, was faculty member of the
athletic committee. “Why they don't
know nothing. It's just them wild-
eyed radicals. Why they ain't got a
thing on us. Why-"

But since there are so many Insti-
tutions of higher edueation which con- |
tinne as pure as the driven snow (be- |
neath the rallroad tracks) so far as |
athleties are concerned, the reporter
does not wish to single out one unl- |
versity. He merely wishes today to
offer some case history for the benefit
of any eminent educator who continues
to nsk why—

This Lad Was Willing

to Earn an Education

CASE A.—A young infielder report.
ed to the Giants. His face seemed fa.
miliar but his name did not check. He

explained to the reporter that he had |

used an alias while playing football
for one of the best publicized of East.
ern Siwashes,

“I was,” he sald, “a pretty falr ath-
lete as early as my second year in
high school (in a Pennsylvania mining

town). I wanted an eduecation and saw

no reason why 1 should not earn it
with my abllity to play games. So I
plecked out the bhest offer from those
made by elght colleges.

“They sent me to a good prep school
for two years and then | entered the
university. Your paper was one of
those that got excited about the way |
was scoring touchdowns for the Fresh.
men. Still | wasn't satisfied. | wanted
an education and footbhall took so much
time | had little opportunity for study.
| kept thinking about that,

“Since 1 was sure to he a regular
next year, the varsity men took an in-
terest in me, They told me not to wor-
ry, that I could skip all classes and
still get ‘B's" In my subjects so long
ns I continued to run for long galns.

“Still | wasn't satisfied. So when 1 |

heard that the Blue Ridge League
baseball club | was playing with had
sold me to the N. Y..P. League (an
organization with a higher salary lim.
it), | quit, | decided to make my liv.
ing out of professional
stead of out of amateur football,

Athlete Can Sell Out
to the Highest Bidder

“I'm not kicking, They treated me
swell and—what's that? sure, the
coach knew that I had played profes-
glonal baseball. When I was still In

prep school the coach persuaded that

Blue Ridge League club to hire me.”

CASE B.—A now famous hockey |

player was a versatile sgchoolboy ath.

lete in his native Canada. The repre. |

sentative of a big-time Eastern Slwash
showed him how he could get a good
education free of charge by entering a
selected American prep school and

preparing for the Eastern Siwash.
Naturally he was to exercise due care |

in learning how to play the great

American game of football while being |

educated at the prep school,

Everything was lovely until he was |

ready for college. Then he learned
that the coach at the Eastern Siwash

had accepted a higher salary at a dis- |
Naturally the coach |

tant university.,
wanted company and offered some
fancy Inducements, but the athlete re-
fused to go so far away from home,

“Within a week after that | had of.

fers from 16 colleges,” the athlete says.

“He (the coach) had passed the word °

around that he had withdrawn his
claim to me and that |
agent.”

CASE C.—A small, unheralded col- |

lege upset a famous Eastern team in
an intersectional contest. Several days

later 1 was talking with the coach of |
He had

another noted Eastern team,
been a teammate of the small college
coach, called BIlL

“You know the Boss (the correct
name is that of the famous coach for
whom they had played) is good to us
chaps breaking In,” he remarked.

“Take the way Smith and Jones (the |

names are not correct) cleaned up last
Saturday. Well | could have had them
two weeks ago,

“The Boss had them all lined up for
the alma mater but he's got so much
material this year he couldn't
veniently use them and they didn't

want to wait. So he offered to let me

have them cheap, Of course, It was

kind of late In the term but I was just |

about to wire him okay when Bil
came through town,

“Bill needed a couple of ready-made
backs for his big Eastern showing and
you know the Boss always was kind
hearted. So—" The coach laughed.

“Funny, isn't It," he said. “Here
Smith and Jones win a big game for
Bill and probably get him a new con.
tract and yet they've never been with.
in 1,000 miles of Bill's campus.”

Yeah, the reporter agreed, it prob-
ably was just as funny as anything
Havelock Ellis or Sigmund Freud ever
had written, while trylng to get down
to cases without using names. But

baseball in-

was a free

since he did not wish to offend the
august faculty members of Ostrich uani-
versity he did not add why,

STRICH university ls located lntTlIrnlng-Blck Point Is

the Measure of Success

On every hand we see people who
have turned back, people who had
pluck enough to begin things with
enthusiasm, but did not have grit
enough to carry them to a finish. The
point at which you are tempted to
turn back, the point when your grit
leaves you, will measure your achleve-
ment power. Your abllity to go on,
to continue after everybody else has
turned back, Is a good measure of
your possible success,

Trouble
A Jealous man always finds more
than he looks for.—Mlle, de Scuderl.

" Find
Out

From Your Doctor
if the “Pain” Remedy
You Take Is Safe,

Don’t Entrust Your
Own or Your Family’s

Well - Being to Unknown
Preparations

BEF’OHE you take any Prﬂrara-
tion you don't know all about,
for the reliel of headaches; or the
pains of rheumatism, neuritis or
neuralgia, ask your doclor what he
thinks about it — in comparison
with Genuine Bayer Aspirin,

We say this because, before the
discovery of Bayer Aspirin, most
so-called “pain” remedies were ad-
vised against by ph}‘l. icians as being
bad for the stomach; or, often, for
the heart. And the discovery of
Bayer Aspirin largely changed
medical practice.

Countless thousands of people
who have taken Bayer Aspirin vear
in and out without ill effect, have
proved that the medical findings
about its safety were correct.

Remember this: Genuine Baver
Aspirin 1s rated among the fastest
methods yet discovered for the relief
of headaches and all common paing
. « « And safe for the average person
to take regularly,

You can get real Bayer Aspirin at
any drug store — simply by never
asking for it by the name “aspirin”™
alone, but always sayving BAYER
ASPIRIN when you buy.

Bayer Aspirin
D<=

Living Well
To live 1s not a blessing, but to
llve well,

IMON
AND ORDERED THREE OR FOUR
HE NOW EATS TUMS '

WHEN HEARTBURN COMES ...
DON'T SUFFER ANY MOREI

—

*MET A PIEMAN

Stop SAYING “NO”.
TO FAVORITE FOODS

isn’t only pie that disagrees with some
people. Many say that even milk F‘H’H them
y stomach. The very best foods may
bring on acid indigestion, sour stomach, gas,
heartburn., Millions have found that Tums
quickly relieve acid indigestion. Munch 3 or 4
after meals or whenever smoking, hasty *
last night's , Of some other cause
on ind@ . Tums contain no
alkalies, which physicians have said may in-
crease the tendency toward acid indigestion.
Instead an antacid which neutrakizes stomach
acid, but never over-alkalizes the stomach o
blood. You'll like their minty taste. Only 10c,

TU FOR THE TUMMY_

ANTACID , ..

CLASSIFIED ADS

Church Organizations, Schools, Scouts,
Lodges, Clubs, Auxiliaries, ete, earn money
easlly by using our new plan. Write today
for particulars. JOSEPH DOUGLASS, Ga-

con- .' Bette Block, Cape May Court House, N, J.

ALCOHOLISMTREATED SUCCESSFULLY
PAMLICO SANATARIUM
WASHINGTON - NORTH CAROLINA

WANTED TO BUY

several 38 calibre Colt Army Six Shooters
such as used In Civil War. Would also be
interested In 44 callbre Colt Plains Plstols
and 4 and 6-shot pepper-box pistols. Please

. write describing weapons, stating condition

and price for which you will sell

DAVID MAGOWAN
910 East 45th Street New York City

CHERRY-GLYCERINE
COMPOUND

For Coughs due to Colds, Miner
Bronchial and Throat Irritations

| JAS. PBAILY & BON,




