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(Continued from Preceding Page)
his place in the communify while I
was in the pen.”

“But even then—"

He interrupted her, “Listen, dear—=
He crossed to the billiard room deor,

closed it firmly,~returned.
“The architect that built this house

was an old friend of mine,” he said

in hushed accents. *\We were togeth-
er in France and you know the way
fellows get to talking when they're
far away and cut off—" He paused,
seeing the cruel gleam of a star-shell
—two figures huddled in a trench,
whiling away the terrible hours of
waiting by muttered talk. '
“Just - an hour or two before—a

shell got this friend of mine,” he re-

sumed, “he told me he had built a
hidden room in this house.”

“Where?” gasped Dale.

Brooks shook his head. *“I don’t
know. We never got to finish that
conversation. But I remember what
he said. He sald, ‘You watch old
Fleming. If 1 get mine over here it
won’t break his heart. He didn't want
any living being to know about that
room."”

Now Dale was as exe!ted as he.

“Then you think the money ll in
this hidden room?%” -

®1 do,” sald Brooks- ﬂeeidedly i |

_“don’t ‘think Fleming took it away with

him., He was too shrewd for that.

~ No, he meant to come back all right,

the minute he got fhe word the bank
had been locted. And .he'd fixed

“ things so I’d be railroaded to prison—

you wouldn’t understand, but it was
pretty neat, And then the fool nephew

rents this house the minite he's dead,

and whoever knows bout‘the mordey—"
“Jack! Why isn’t ‘it the nephew
whe is trying to break in?"*

“He weuldn’t have to break in, He

e = ~ - "r 3. 'I =I.

ney time.”
He ¢lenched lﬁe hands ‘ﬂee:pe‘!ﬂnﬁls*.
“ «if I could only get hold“of‘a blue-

print of. this place!” he muttered. -

Dale’s face fell. It was sickéning

to be 80 close to the secret—and yet Y

not find:it': “Oh, Jaek, I'm so con-
fused and worried!” she #eenﬂes’hd.

with -a little scb.

Brooks put his hands on her shoul-

ders. in-an effort to cheer her spirits. -+ -

- “Now, listen, dear,” he sald firmly,.

.

“this isn’t as hard as it sounds;  I've- -

got a clear night to work in—and as
I'm standing here;«that
money’s tn this house. Listen,- honey:.
~—it’s like this.,” - He pantomimed: the

old nursery rhyme. of the house that -«

Jack bullt..  “Here's  the ‘house ~that

Courtleigh. Fleming buiit—bere, some- -

where, is the hidden room in -the

house that Courtleigh Flemmg bult—

and here—somewhere—pray heaven- .
Is the money—in the hidden room-— .

in the house that Courtleigh. Fleming .
When you're low ia Iﬂur Illllld.--.;-: &

built.
Just say that over(™ g

- She managed a {falat emlle.
teegetten- it already," she said,. dreop-

“I"FE

. butler®

‘room door,

ed her.

1S to g0 over cnis. mouse room by'

rocm.” He pointed to the billiard
“What'’s in there?”

“The billiard room.” She was think-
Ing hard. “Jack! Perhaps Court-
leigh Fleming’s nephew would know
where the blue-prints are!l”

He looked dubious. *“It's a chance,
but not a very good cne,” he said.
*Well—=" He led the way into the
billiard room-—and began to rap at
random upon its walls while Dale lis-
tened intently for any echo that might
betray the presence of a hidden cham-
ber or sliding panel.

Thus -1t happened that Lizzie re-
ceived the first real thrill of what was
to prove te her—and to others—a

sensational and .hideous night. For,

- coming into the living room. to lay a

cloth for Mr. Anderson’s. night supper,
not only did the lights blink threat-
eningly and the thunder roll, but a
series of spirit. repe was eerteinly to
be heard coming frem the r,egieu of
the billiard room, .. .
~ “Oh, my God!” she wailed end the
next instant the thte went out, leav-
ing her in Inky darkness. Wlth a loud
shriek she bolted out of the room,
Thunder ~— lightning — dashing of
rain on the streaming glass of the
windows—the storm - hallooing . its
hounds., Dale hu&dled close , te her
lover as they groped. their- way back
to the living roem eeutieueiy, doing
their best to keep from stumbling

against some heavy ‘piece of furni-

ture whose - fall would arouse the
house. .-
“There’s a eendle on the tebIe .Teek
it I can find the table.” Her out-
stretched hands touched a familiar
object. *Here it is.” She fumbled
for a moment,. *“Have _ycu any
matches?” "~ . . ot e
“Yes.” -He struck one—another—
it the candle—set it down. on the
table. In the weak glow of the Ilttle
taper, whose tiny flame 1lluminated

but a portion of the living room, his

face lcoked tense and strained..
“It’s pretty near hopeless,” he saild,

~ “If all the walls are paneled like that.”
~As if in mockery of his words and

his quest, a muffled knocking that

_very room he eteed in anewered his
despair, |
“What's that?" asked Dale. .

kneck, g AT
“Seme one elee is Ieeking for t!'a

~hidden room!” muttered Brooks, ; :
ing up at the ceiling intently, a -.f

he could tear from it the secret of-''
new mystery by eheﬁr trength of v *
* “It's upstairs!” Dale took a = 1
teward the alcove etaire. B!‘m}kafln e

“Who's In th!ewheueee beﬁ&ee Ayrgee
gelves?” he queried, 7 -

© = “Only the ﬂe“teetive—.em [Meﬂt
---Lizr.le—-—enﬂ Bllly.™ . - mur

-‘-:.-h @

“Bilty’s “the Jﬂp?"
B o
~ BroOKS jlused an lnetﬁt.ﬂ%a
he belong~to your aunt?”

“No. He was Gourtlelgh Flemtng'i
“’4‘* i,
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'- dull, methodical rapping on the cefl:

Heﬂetill etreve Ier an. eﬂhead geiety N

that he did not feel. =
“Why, look here|” nnd ehe Mlewbg

a tired ehilq,
dearest, ‘Money, money—whe’'s got
the money? You know!" - For the
dozenth time he stared at the unre.
*reeling walls of the room. “For that
matter,” he added,
may be behind these very walls”

~ He looked about for a tool—a poker

.. we-anything that woutd sound the walls
Aand test them for hollow spaces. Ah!

be, had it—that driver in the bag of
golf clubs over in the corner,- He-got
the driver and stood wondering where
he had best begin. That blank wall,

‘above the fireplace looked as promis-
~ Ing as any.. He tapped it gently with
to make  too .
much noise and yet anxious to- test

the golf club—afraid

the wall as thaoroughly as possible. A

- dull, heavy:reverberation answered his

etreker—-nethingi hollow there. apper—
ently. .
As he. tried anether eyet again
thunder beat the long roll on its iron
drum-cutside, in the night, The lights_
blinked—wevered—reeevered

“The lighte are geing out agaln,”
said Dale dullyJ her excitement sunk
into a stupefied. calm.

“Let them ge! The less light the

_better for me, :I'he only thing to do

the play. of his hands cbedlentty,: like -
“it's a sort of game,

'Ing of the living room began again,
“Courtleigh Fleming’s butler, eh?

- muttered Brooks, He put down his

“candle and stele noiselessly into the

alcove, “It may be fﬁ’ﬁ .Iap I he ‘whis-

-~ pered.

Knock — knock — kneek — m:ekf

% This time the mreteﬁeue rapping

- seemed to coma from ‘the upper hail,

“the hidden recom

~ tion.
- doer—tiptoed out into t!;e darkness

“If it Is the Jap, fi’l get him!”
Brooks’ voice was tense with resolu-
He hesitated—made ‘for the hall

around the main staircase, leaving
Dale alone In the living room, beset
by shadowy terrors.

Iltter «ilenca suceceded his noise-
less departure, [Even the storm lulled
for a moment, Dale stood thinking—
wondering—searching desperately for
gome way te help her lover.

At last a resolution formed In her
mind. She went to the city telephone,
.. “Hello,” she said in a low volice,

- glancing over her shoulder -now and

- plerce? No!

‘heard,
right,

then to make sure she was not . over-
“1—2—4 pleeee—ree, ~-that's
Hello—is that the. Country
club?  Is Mr. Richard Fleming-there?
Yee, I hold the wira.”

She looked about nervously. Had
Eemethmg moved in that corner of
blackness where her candle did not

_How silly of her! _

- ment.”

pide the house on the drive,
A eenﬁdentie.l matter,
. much,” ;

“falli mg

'---brueh 'fn‘f“
- candle in - bie ﬂhm from. the candle
on the'table, -

- of these ban
getting into society and spending more

=== — e

Buzz-buzz on Tﬁe telephone. © She

picked up the receiver again.
“Hello—is this Mr. Fleming? This

Is Miss Ogden—Dale Ogden. [ know

it must seem odd my calling you this

b

; She Leeked Abnut Nmuusly.
lete, but—I wonder if you could come

over here for a few. minutes. Yes—
tonight.” Her voice grew stronger,
“I wouldn’t trouble you but—it’s aw-
fully important., Held the wire a mo-
She put down the phone and
mede another .swift_survey of the
room, listened turtively at, the door—

“Hello—Mr, Feming—I'll walt out-
It—it's
Thank you so

 than they make.”™ 2

eh?”

Dale hailed the tinkle of the elty
telephone with an Inward sigh of re-
lief. The detective moved to answer
the house phone on the wall by the
aieeve——-mieteking the direetlen of the
ring.

Dale corrected him quieklg. -

“No, the other one—that’s the house
phone.”

Anderson
over,

“No connection with the outside,

leeked_ the apparatus

“No,” said Dale, absent-mindedly,
#Just from room to room In the
house.” - -
~ He eeeepted her explenetien and
answered the other telephone.

“Hello—hello — what the—" Hae

i PR TS P e —

moved the recelver heek up and dowtiy
without result, and gave it up. “This
line sounds dead,” he said.

“It was all right a few minutes

| 8go,” said Dale, without thinking,

“You were using it a few minuteg

. ago?’

_all clear! _She returped to, the phone.

She hung up the phone, relieved—

,,pot an instant L‘Qﬂ soon, for, as she

crossed toward the ﬂrepleee to add a

8 new log to the.dying glow of the
fire, the hall door opened and Anders

mm to come from the mﬂng of the *__EDI.I. t]:,l,g ﬂﬁtﬂﬁ?ﬁl came E"}fﬂy in with

an unlighted candle in his hand,

“Spooky sort of place-.in the dark,

L.n t_it?” he sald_ cgsually..

<" They lstened. The knocking e;e e “Yes—rather.” <If he wnuld -only go
' repeated . kneek — kneek—knaoeh

away before. Brooks, came back or

e#u.JﬂChﬂI‘d Fleming . arriyed! But he

.seemed fn a  distressingly chatty
frame of mind,

~ “Left me upeteirs without ameteh "

cmltinued Anderson, “I found my e

o3k

dewn"" walking part-of the way and

ever ﬂﬁ“ the.reom I left.my tooth-
‘He hughgd,e-iighted the

-1,""'."“";“.!“' -"p!"

YYouw're met going to'” ﬁey up all

might, are yeu?” sald Dale, nervously,
 hoping - lie -would -take -the hint. But

he seemed enﬂrefr oiliﬂeuu of such
~ minor censideratiens as Teleep.
teek' ‘out a ciga¥,

“#Oht I may doze g bit,” ‘he eaid He

hat, Tk MR

“eyed her with a”certain #@pproval. She
-~ Knock = kneek——tneek—kneckw ‘“was a darned pretty girl and sha

““1ooked Intelligemt, =%y~ Wippdse you

haye a theory of ~your own about
these _Intrusioneyou’ve ~been having
here? QOr apparently having.” |
YT knew nething about- them until
tonigﬁt- W g TR MR

ﬁ't"‘e!‘

e . rest. . Don’t -suppose I'll

Hﬂ’

“Still,” he pereleted eenvereetienel- ;

“y,” “you' know abbut them now.” But
~when she remained silent, “Is Misg
Van ‘Gerder” usually—of " a nervous
tempérament? Imagine she
things, andall that?™ =~

“I don’t think. s0.” Dale’s volce

. was “straified; * Where “Was Brooks?

‘What Kad" Bippened to” im?

Anderson puff‘ed on his clgar, pon-
dering. “Kl.'nﬁ'v tlIe FlemingB?" he
asked. e

“I've met Mr. Bieherﬂ Fleming—
once or tWiGE*'"“ P

Semefhing in heér tofie caused him
to glance at her.” “Nice fellow?”

“T don't kﬂuw him at eﬂ well.”

“Know the” cashier of ‘the Union
bank?” he shot at her euddenly. :

“No!” * She" sfrove desperately to
make the den’i’e_l eenvineing but she
could not hlde fhe Ilttle tremer in her
voice. .

* The detective mused.

“Iellow of good femily, I under-
stand,” he said, eyeing her. “Very
popular. The*e what’s” behind most

: embezzlements—men

k.

sees

see,

- where Belle:,r is now?”

one .

She hesiteteﬁﬁwhet use to deny,

~ what she had already admitted, for
- all practical purposes,

"YEE "
The elty telephene rang again, The

~ detective pounced upon it.

~ “Hello—yes—yes—this is Anderson
—go ahead.” He paused, while tha
tiny voice in the receiver buzzed for
some seconds. Then he interrupted
it impatiently. 5 :

“You're sure of that, are you? I
All right, ’'By.”

He hung up the receiver end turned
swiftly on Dale, ,_-.

“That was heedquertele Miss Og-
den. They have found some letters In
Bailey’s room which seem to indicate
that you were ‘not telling the entire
truth just now.”

He paused, waiting for her gne
swer, “What letters?” she gsald
wearily.

“From you to Jack Bailey—shows-
ing that you had recently becama ene

gaged to him.”

Dale decided to make & clean breast
of it—or as clean a one as she dared.

“Yery well,” she said in an uneven
volce, “that’s true.”

“Whr dide’t you sa’y so0 before?®
There was meneee beneath hig suave
ity. He came closer to Dale, fixing
her with his eyes. “Do you know
He spoke
slowly and mepacingly.

She did not flineh,

HNﬂ 'l'l

" The deteeﬂve paused, :

“Miss Ogden,” he said, still with
that hidden threat in his voice, “in
the last minute or so the Union bank
case and certain things in this house
have begun totle up pretty closa toe
gether, Bailey disappeared this morne
ing, Have you héard:from him since?”

Her eyes met his without weakens
ing—her volce was co0l and eempoaetl

NG i3

The deteefive dld not comment en'

'l--ea -

her answer—she -could: not tell fromy

his face whether- he.thought she had
told the truth or .lied..- He turned
away from her brusquely.

“I'll ask you :to.bring Miss Van Gore

~ der here,” he sald in his professional

voice. *“This eeee,, is. taking on g new
p-heee » .

*“You don’t thlnk I knew anything
about that money?’ she said, a Htﬂa
willlly, boping that a display of shani

'anger‘ might-throw him.off the trail
~ he seemed to be following,

He seemed. to .accept her werda.
cynically, -at their face value. -

. “No,” .he said,. “but you know somes
body who does.”

Dale hesitgted—sought fer a_biting
retort—found none.. Jt did not mattes
—any respite, no maiter how momene-

.tary, from these. probing questions,

would be a relief. She silently took
one of the llghted eq,ndlee and lef$
the living room to search for her aunt;

Left alone, the detective reflected
for .a moment, then picking up the
lighted candle that remained,
commenced a systematic examination
of the living room. His methods were
thorough, but if, when he came to the
end of his quest, he had made any
new discoveries, the reticent compg-
sure of his face did not betray the
fact. When he had finished he turned

. patiently toward the billiard room—

the little flame of his candle wasg
swallowed up in its dark recesses—he
closed the door of the living room be-

(Continued on Next Page.)
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