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THE STORY

CHAPTER

I—Defying all afforts to

urders and robberies, a nupur-crnnk
nown to the Enlicn aniy as “The Bat"
ut a veritable reign of

asaigns his best operative,
to r.:ut on the trail ur the Bat.

CHAPTER II—-—WIth her nlece, Dale

don, Miss ﬂtrmeiﬁwn—&nr i
lvm in the country home of the

ﬂta ourtleigh Fleming, who until his
recent death had been president of

e Union bank, wrecked bhecausa of
the theft of a larga sum In currency.

The oook and housemaid deserted the
leaving oaly
Migs Vam '
Gorder recelves a note warning her to

Van Georder household,
the Japanese butler, Billr

oath, She feels -the. warning is from
a dreaded Bat, but determines to

Kuutt the place at once on pain of
gnore it, Dale returns from the city,

where she had been to hire a gavdener.

CHAPTER III—Miss Cornelia tells
XAzzie Allen, her faithful Irish maid,
who Is decidedly nervous, that a de-
tective is coming that nlght. The gar-
dener arrives,
Pruukﬂ Misa Van Gorder leads him
nto a trap and he admits he is not a

.gardener but needs work, S3Skhe nllu*WI

im to stay. Dale comes from the
Countr:r club with a friend, Doctor
'Wells. Miss Cornelia tells them of tha
threatening note. They are interruptad
Er the smashing of a window ia the
house,

CHAPTER IV—They find a stone has
door,

through a glass
missive warning

been thrown
weighting another
them to leave, Doctor Wells urges Misa

Van Gorder to obey, but she firmly ra=

Yuses. The detective, Anderson, arrives,
ix told of the situatien, and annuuncﬂl
ha will &.tay on wateh that night.
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CHAPTER v

Crou-Queatmns and Crnnked
Answers.

All unconscious of the slur just cast
ppon her forty years of single-minded
devotion to the Van Gorder family,
Lizzie chese that particular moment to
open the door and make a little bob at
her mistress and the detective,

“The gentleman’s room is ready,”
she said. s
. Miss Cornelia, obedient to the de-
tective’s linstructions, promptly told
the whitest of fibs for Lizzie’s benefit.

“The maid will show you to your
rcom now and youn can make yourself
comfortable for the night.” There—

after a long serles of ~like this swhen

giving his namo a#:

thrown through the window.
he extended it beneath Lizzie's nose.

that would misleud Lizzle, wlthﬂut be-
Ing quite a lle.

“My tollet is made for an occasion
I've got my gun
loaded,” answered Anderson careless-
ly. The allusian to the gun made Liz-
zle start nervously, unhappily for her,
for it drew his attention to her and
he now transfixed her with a stare.
“This 1s the maid yon referred to?”

‘he lnguired. Miss Cornella assented.

Ha drew nearer
[.izzie,

to the unhappy

| “Whnt"é yuur name?” he asked,
turning to her. | 5,
“II-Elizabeth  Allen,” stammered

[.izzle, feeling like a small and dis-

trustful sparrow In the tolls of an
~ officlous python. o

Anderson seemed to run through
a mental rogues’ gallery of other

criminals named Elizabeth Allen that

he had known, _
“How old are you?” he proceeded.
Lizzie braced herself. “Thirty-two,”
she said.— with an arch toss of her
head. |
The detective looked surprlsed am!
sllghtlg amused.

“She’s fifty if she’s a dﬂy." sald'

Miss Cornelia, treacherously, in spite

of a look from L!zﬂe that wnuld have

melted a stone.
The trace of a smile appeared and

vanished on the detective’s face, |
he said sternly,
*“do you ever walk in your aleep?"

- “Now, Lizzie)
“1 do not,” sald Lizzie il’lﬂlgﬂﬂﬂﬂf
“Don’t care for the country, [ sup

pose?”

“I do not!.
“Or detectives?”

to be facetious.

“T do not!” There could 'be -

doubt as to the sincerlty of Limzies

answer.

“All right, Lizzle. Be calm. :
stand it,” said the detective with
treacherous suavity, But he favored
her with .a long and careful scrutiny
before he moved to the table- and
plcked up the note that had “been
" ‘Quietly

“Kver see this before?”
erisply, watching her face.

Lizzie read the note with bulging
eves. her foea haorror-stricken When

5 he ‘said

Anderson delgned-
I can

. and rose,

she had finished, she made a gesture

_ of wild disclaimer that nearly removed
a portion of Anderson’s left ear.

“Mercy on us!” she moaned, men-
tally invoking not only her patron-
sauint but all the rosary of Heaven to
protect herself and her mistress,

But the detective still kept his eye
on her,

“Didn't write it yourself, did you?”
he queried curtly.

“I did not!” said Lizzie angrily, *“I
did not!” and she flounced out of the
room in high dudgeon, her pompadour
bristling, before he had time to inter-
rogate her further.

. He replaced the note on the table
and turned back to Miss Cornelia. If

he had found any clew to the mystery

in Lizzie’s demeanor, she could not
read it in his manner,
“Now, what about the butler?’ he

“How Old Are You?l” He Prncudad.

TNothing about him—except that he
was Courtleigh Fleming’s servant.”
Anderson paused.. “Do you con-

‘slder that significant?”

‘A shadow appeared behind hlm

deep in the alcove—a vague, listening

figure—~—Dale, on tiptoe, -conspiratorial,
taking pains oot tedraw the.attention
of the others to her presence. But
both Miss Cornelia and Anderson were
too engrossed in their conversation to
notice her. |
Miss Cornelia hesitated.

_“Isn't it possible that there I3 a
connection between-the-colossal theft

at the Union bank "and these dtﬂ- |

turbances?’ she said,
Anderson seemed to thlnk over tha

- question, " ;
“What do you mean?’ he asked as

Dale slowly moved Into the room from

the alcove; ‘silently closing” the alcove

doors behind heér, and still unobserved.

"Suppuse," safd Miss Cornel!a slow-
ly, “that Courtlelgh Fleming tﬂok that
money from his own bank ‘and con-
cealed it in this house?” The eaves-
dropper grew rigid. | sl X

“That's the theory you gave head-
quarters, Isn't it?” said Anderson.
“But I'll tell you how headquarters
ficures it out, In the ﬁrs‘i place, fhe
cashier is missing. In tha sécond

)

place, if Courtleigh l“lemfng dia”it

and got as far as Culuradn, he had

it avith him when he died” and the

facts apparently don't bear thaf 6dt.

In the third place, supfsuse he had

hidden the money in or around  this
house. Why did he renf ‘it to you?”

“But he didn’t,” said Mis§ Cnrﬂeﬂa. |

obstinately, “I leased this hnus’e from
his nephew—his heir.” FEUTEIIRS
The detective smiled tnlgrautly, ,
“Well, I wouldn’t struggle like that
for a theory,” he said, the profes-
slonal note coming back to hiﬂ Yyoice.
“The cashler's mismng—that’s the an-

swer.,”

“Then you don’t thmk there e's .8
chance that the money frnm tl’lg [Ininn
bank is in this house?” persisted Miss
Cornella. |

“T think it very llﬂlILE'I“F

Miss Cornelia put her Lnittlng away
She still clung tenaclously
to. her own theories—but her bellef
in them had been badly shaken.

“If you'll come with me, I'll show
you to your room,” she said, a little
stifiv. The detective stepped back

‘me."”

“about it.”

‘her answer. ¢
“Of coursel! I bel!gvﬁ in you abso-

to let her pass. | '
“Sorry to spoil your (ittle theury,

he said, and followed her to the dunr,*.ﬁ”
[f eiterr had noticed the unobtrusive ;
listener to their cﬂnversatiﬂn geither-" . -

made a sign.

s

The moment the.door had clused.

on themy Duale sprung into action.
She seemed a different girl from the
one who had left the room so incon-
spicuously such a short time before—

there were two bright spots of color

in her cheeks and she was obviously
laboring under great excitement, She
went quickly to the alcove doors—
they opened softly—disclosing the
young man who had saild that he was
Brooks the new gardener—and yet

not the same young man—for his as-

sumed air of servitude had dropped

from him like a cloak, revealing nim

as a young fellow at least of the
same general social class as Dale’s
if not a fellow-inhabitant of the se-
lect circle where Van Gorders re-
volved about Van Gorders, and a
man’s great-grandfather was ' more
important than the man himself.

Dale cautioned him with a warning
finger as he advanced into the room,

“Sh! §Sh!” she whispered. “Be
careful! That man’s a detective!l”

Brooks gave a hunted glance at the
door into the hall.

“Then they’ve traced me here,” he

said in a dejected voice,

“I don't think so.”

He made a gesture of helplessness.

“I couldn't get back to my rooms,”
he said in a whisper. “If they've
gsearched them,” he paused, “as they're
sure to—they’ll find your letters to
He paused agalin.

“Your aunt doesn't suspect any-
thing?* -

“No, I told her I'd engaged a gar-
dener—and that's all there was

He came negrer to her. “Dale!”
he murmured in a tense voice.

gaid, with boylsh simplicity,

“You
‘know I didn’t take that money!"” he

All the loyalty of first-love was in

gy

lutely " she snld _He caught her in

his arms and k{sq_ed ‘her—gratefully—
passinnately Then the galling mem-
ory of the predicament in which he

stood—the hunt already on bis trail
—came hack to him. He released her

‘gently, still holding one of her hands.

e

.

“But—the police herel” he stam-

mered, turning away, “What does

that mean?”

Dafe szgvlf,tly Tinf,nrmed him Df tha -

Iltl.mtinq
“Aunt _go

_n.. !

rne?la says people hava

been tryiqg to hreak into thiﬂ huusa

tor days—at night.”

_ Brqua ran  his, hnnd through his

halr In. a geatura 01'_ bewilderment, |
Then he seemed tﬂr ;:utch at a hope.

- *YWhat sort of penple‘f" he queried

sharply. e
Dale was puzzied. “She doean't
knuw."

The Ercltament in her lover's man- .

‘ner came to a ‘head. “That jproves -
exactly what D've contended right -

along,” he sald, thudding one fist soft-

ly in the palm-of the other. ‘“Through

some underneath channel old” Flei-~

ing has been selling those securities

for months, turning them into eaﬁh

And somebody knows about It, and

knows that that mnney {3 hidden here.

cﬂmin g"
here.,”

“Why didn’t yuu tell the po!!ca '

that? Now they think,#because :fou
ran away—"

“Ran away! The only chanee |

- Don’t you see? Your Aunt Cornelia
has crabbed tha guma by

had was a few hours to myself to-
try to prove what actually happened.”

“Why don’'t you tell the detectiva

what you think?” said Dale at her
wits’ end. *“That Courtleigh Fleming

Iﬂﬂk the money aru:l thﬂt it is still
ﬁpre?“

~ Her. lover's face grew snmbﬂr |
“He'd take me into custody at nm:a

—and “I'd have no chance to search.”

!

He was searching now—his eyes

roved about the living-room—walls—

_ceiling— hopefall y—desperatelr——lqol;-
ing for a clew—the tiniest clew. to

support his theory.

“Why are you so sure it Is here?” e

queried Dale.

“Brooks explained, “You must re-

member—Fleming was no. ordinary _
defaulter—and he had no intention of -

being exiled to a foreign country. Ha

wanted ftn coma hﬂr:k here and_fake - |

{(Continued on Next Page)
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