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(Oontinued from yesterday)
“No two questions about it, to my
way of thinking,” said he quietly, as
hey traversed the darkness together.
«“Thet Captain Macdonald did tlie thing
—because of those footprints of his
outside the window—and as he couldn’t
or wouldn’t give the reason of why he
was in the grounds here last night at
that identical time. And the person
K+ was shielding was obviously Lady
Paula. - She, too, has been involved in
this, though whether in the actual mur-
der or not, I'm not prepared to say.
And Ross Duggan, too. 1 i ine the
whole thing is a put-up job; aon’t you,
Cleek?”
M can’t rightly say,” returned Cleek
{ Lu an uncertain tone. “Sometimes it
points one way and sometimes amother.
And Pm sinclined to agree with you
‘ where Lady Paula is concerned, She
knows a good deal more than she says,
and is wily — deuced wily, as all drug-
takers are, And thé motive would be
there -all right, judging trom what
‘Muug Duggan told me was the share
which Sir Andrew had apportioned out
for his widow and her boy. She’ll dou-
bl that easily enough. But to kill for
such a thing seems incredible — though
t’'ve known of worse crimes f¢r less
reason than timt. But Ross Duggan’s
is the greatest motive of all, taking
into considreation just when the thing
heppened — before his name was erased,
?q’u st remember, Mr. Narkom, and
@ he's a dabster at electricity and the
only person with an air-pistol. in the
l‘nuse . . . well, circumstantial evi-
ince looks pretty black against him,
d.b@sn‘t it?” \
“6It certainly does.” Mr. Narkom’s
ce was a trifle apologetic. ‘Well,
1° hardly ‘know what to think, Cleek.
And . youre such a begger for string-
ing evidence together, and never for-
geétting it! And there’s such a dickens
©f.a lot of cvidence in this case that
‘achap’ gets horribly involved, and his
mory is likely to play him tricks.
And then that ITtalian chap whom Dol-
s has seen such a lot today — where
‘does he come in?”
. i“Right into the midst of the whole
icaboosh,” returned Cleek enigmatically,
4“snd don’t you make any mistake’about
fthat, my friend. Dicky-Dago, to use
iDollops’s name, is one of the prime
smcvers in this little inheritance game,
‘and in another one also, A dollar to a
iddcat he knows the whole thing, and
"Pweed Coat’s with him.”
#Who the dickens is Tweed Coat?”
: ‘%T'he gentleman whom Dollops so
+}

aptly described a_few moments ago,”
relurned Cleek quictly. ‘“Perhaps you
didn’t notice Ross Duggan’s coat this
morning, Mr, Narkom? Noz Well, it
wa: made of a very sweetly smelling
cloth called Harris tweed; and when
Dollops described the pne he saw to me
this evening, I recognized it at once.”

“Then Tweed Coat is ltoss Duggan,
Cleek?”

Mr. Narkom’s voice was a trifle shrill.

A
Cleek’s eyes met his squarely, and his

ecyebrows went up.
“Who else?” he said.

.

CHAPTER XXIIT

A Startling Denouement

And so it came about that Dollops
and Cleek, both wearing dark suits
(procured in Cleek’s case at the Three
Fishers, and from his own dressing-
beg), and with caps pulled ‘down over
their faces and false moustaches decor-
ating their upper lips as a protection
against unforeseen discovery, made
their way out in the clear moonlight
tcward that “gravel pit” of which Dol-
lops had spoken, and padded soft-foot-
edly down the hill toward the little
“shanty” to which Dollops guided them,
and after a quick glance at it, pushed
o0a into the darkness of the night; down
down, down into the valley —to the
thing that lay there revealed in .the
moon’s rays, and which in the face of
the tomorrow’s sun would have vanish-
ed like the picture upon an exposed
cumera film.

But tonight — tonight they ¢could see
the whole panorama of it, lying close
to the carth, concealed behind a hu,
furze-bush upon the hillside, stomachs
flat against the face of it, eyes sharpen-
ed upon that identical spot which told
so much to them of what they sought.
Perhaps a dozen men worked there —
perhaps more — coats off, shirt-sleeves
rolled up; big, bonny men of brawn
and muscle, come of a stock as tough
as the granite of the hillside itself,

and hardened by the keen winds and|

the keener air of the Highlands that
had given them birth,

“Giants!” whispered Dollops awe-in-
spiringly, his lips close against Cleek’s
‘ear.

“Thieves!” responded Cleek, with a
quick intake of breath, “Gad! they’re
a lot, Dollops! And if they caught
us up here, hidden away, our chances
would be exactly nil. Where’s your
friend Balmy, eh?”

“Dahn there — under that big flare,
sir—’im wiv the blue shirt and the
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red neck-cloth. Likely lookin’ blighter,
ain’t ’ep”

“H'm. Not very. Not a sound, boy!
There’s a couple of ’em coming this
way. Got it in barrels, have they?
Gad{ I’d like to have a look at one of
those homely articles. I’ll swear there’s
a false bottom to it, if I know anything
of this kind of trickery. . . . Hello!
— there’s Tweed Coat!”

“Tweed Coat,” thus named, passed
a stone’s throw in front of them, his
arm linked with another man’s, his h#ad
down-bent. But Cleek had seen the

‘moonlight upon' his face, and knew his

man at last. Ross Duggan had worn
that coat this morning, or one so like
it that even he, hawk-eyed detective
that he was, could have told no differ-
ence between them, The moonlight
struck upon the white bosom of his
evening-dress shirt, making it shine like
a strip of ivory, and at something Which
his companion said to hjm, he caught
it close together, and turned the collar
of the jacket up about his throat.
First the handkerchief so plainly
marked “R, D.” ankl now this! But
that such a man should be mixed up

lin a thing of this sort, an illicit thing

which was against all laws and regpla-
tions -of the land ' that had borne him,
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made Cleek’s mouth go grim.  The
handkerchief, the coat; and now /4 the
man. That little chain was completed,.
and every link welded together. At
least some part of the mystery was
clear at last.

The pair passed close against them
where they lay in the darkness, so close
that Cleek’s fingers might have reached
out and caught at the other’s trouser-
leg and tripped him. But the time
was not yet ripe for arrests. Better
let the thing go unsuspected until to-
morrow afternoon, and then, when the
Coroner’s Inquest was at hand, rally
them all together in the library once
more, and make the final settlement.

Here was only a part of the thing,
not the whole thing itself, and if he
knew ome of his men, he did not yet
fecl certain of the other. The night
should bring that uncertainty into clar-
ity if possible,

The darkness hid the couple from
view at length, and when their foot-
steps had died away into silence, Cleek
touched Dollops upon the shoulder and
commenced wriggling his stomach Gown
toward the next furze-bush, and out
into the open, lying flat as Indians do,
until they had slid the distance between
the two clumps of shrubs, and lay con-
cealed, some twelve feet nearer to the
scene of operations.

“See anything of your Dago friénd?”
whispered Cleek, after they had watch-
ed for a while in silence at this hive
of living industry which, when the dawn
had penetrated threugh the veil wof
night, would have passed out of sight
and vision as though it were a mirage
»f their own imagining.

Dollops’s voice was barely above a
breath,

“Yessir. Just dahn there ter the
right. Feller wiv the big black mous-
:ache. Slim-"ipped Johhny in the dark
suit.. Got blinkers on ’im like black
velvet from wot I sees. Proper fur-
riner — the dirty dog; Find ’im, sir?”

“Not yet. Oh! yes, I see! H'm., An
[talian all right. But what the dickens
is an Italian doing in these outlandish
perts? ‘And what attraction can this
perishing climate have for people of
tteir ilk? First the Lady of the Céstle
_and' now this onme. Unless . . .
Ged! there might be some connection
between ’em. Did you find any trace
of Captain Macdonald’s handwriting,
Dollops, to show me?”

“Yessir, Got a letter from ’is groom.
Pinched it while we was a-talkin’ 'E
showed it ter me, an’ it’s in me pocket.
Summink wrong there, Gov’nor?”

“So wrong that it will take more
than a little explaining upon thé gen-
tleman’s part to put it right, my lad,”
responded Cleek in a whisper. “I want
to see that letter —badly. But it will
have to wait until we are back again
at the house. And we’ll be back in a
jiffy. I'm satisfied with the result of
this night's work, in this direction, at
any rate, Dollops. You've done well —
better than I could have done in similar
circumstances, and I'm downright
pleased with you!” i

“Lor’, sir!” Dollops’s voice was chok-
ing with joyful emotion,. “If yer goes
and frows any more buckets at me, me
chest will expand that big wiv pride
as they’ll be spottin’ us in a trick —
strite they willl But Im glad I've
mede up for that footlin’ mistyke over
the lydy . . . Gawd! Look Guv’nor
—look! 'Oo’s this a-comin’ now? A
woman — strike me  pink, if it ain’t!
And a lydy, too, from the cut of ’er.
Now, ’oo in ’eavin’s nyme is she?”

His pointing finger brought Cleek’s
eyes instantly into the line of it, and
Cleek’s face in the moonlight went sud-
denly pale. Dollops’s eyes rested on
the grim mask of his face, palely visi-
ble from the moon’s rays. Then, at a
sign from Cleek, he ducked his own
head into the grass and lay motionless,
as his master had already done,

And by the sound of the soft foot-
steps, coming from somewhere behind

|them, Cleek and his companion knew

that the woman had reached the spot
I where they were lying -hidden under the
great clump of gorse. Then a hand
reached down and touched Cleek softly
upon the shoulder, and 'a woman’s voice
spoke into the darkness with a tender
inflection; and at sound of it every
nerve in his body tightened like wire
for the tensity of the situation.
“Ross,” said the woman’s voice. ten-
derly, “Ross dear, get up —get up! I

followed you here tonight, because I —
1 wanted to talk with you—1I had to

talk with you, to tell you something!
I simply had to. But gve been a fool
to break parole, as you have done, with
that man with the hawk eyes in the
Castle even at this minute. .But so
much hangs upon it — Ross, so much!
Look up and speak to me, and, who-
cver your companion is, tell him Yo go
away until we have had a word togeth-
or. Look up, look up —do!”

CHAPTER XXIV
Hares And Hounds

To say that Cleek was startled was
to under-estimate the matter altogether.
Here was a pretty kettle of fish in-
deed! Tt took exactly three seconds
for him to act, and to act in such an
extraordinary fashion as to call forth
a gasp from Dollops, whose head was
still half ducked, with onc arm up-
thnown to hide it from the woman’s
eyes, and to register in his loyal heart
the fact that this master whom he serv-
ed was a miracle-worker indeed.

For Cleek’'s hand had flashed up in
the darkness and taken the moustache
from his lip, and as the woman still
continued to plead with him in her soft
voice Dollops, peering thnough the ug-
thrown arm, saw the features of the
maun he loved writhe suddenly as though
they had been made of rubber, saw
him twitch up his hand and muffle his
coat-collar about his neck, and then
realied with a gasp -that here at ldis
side lay such a fair representative ot/
Ross Duggan as might even be mistak-
en for that gentleman in this dark hour
of the night.

And from the lips of this astonishing
person proceeded Ross Duggan’s voice,
with its curious clipped Scotch inflec-
tion and the little habit of clearing the
throat which was so indicative of the
man, and which Dollops — trained as
he was by Cleek’s quick observation —
had alveady notjced for himself in the
couple of times he had seen and listen-
ed unseen to the gentleman,

He saw Cleek get to his feet, and
twitch his shoulders up and his cap
«down, as he faced the lady in Rer thin
dark wrap through which the glimmer
of some light satiny material showed
like a line of fire,

“My dear girl,” said Ross Duggan’s
voice a trifle testily, “what a fool you
are to come out here at this time Tt
you'll excuse my saying so! Sit down,
for heaven’s sake, if. you must be here,
and don’t let those men down there
see you. I'm—I'm making some ob-
servations on my own, but at any min-
ute someone may come up here —agpd
1 wouldn’t answer for the conséquences.
You've fallen into a hornet’s nest, Cath-
erine, and only a woman with some
desperate plan of action would do that.
Don’t you know what’s being carrled
on down there?”

She shook her dark head, and dropp-
ed instantly into a little heap’of satin

the darkness,

“No,” she whispered softly. “I won-
dered what you were doing, and who
your companion might be. Send him
away, Ross. I must speak with you
alone !” .

“All right” The inflection of voice
wag so identical with that of The new
lord of the manor as to make Dollops
fairly jump at the sound wof it. e
would hardly have been able to believe
the evidence of his own ears if he had
not seen this thing done before in those
old Apache days, in the Inn of The
Twisted Arm, when the notorious Mar-
got and. her crew had run them to
earth and this was the only way out:
“Get along there, Parsons. There’s
nothing more to be seen now. You can
meet me some time next week —if
things go all right with me and Tm
not already swinging at the end of a
long rope! And well have another
confab together. But you'd better
make yourself scarce mow. There’ll be
a dickens of a kybosh if they find we've
broken parole, and I don’t want you
hauled inta the beastly thing. “» long.
And listen — listen: be careful —do!”

Dollops modded his head forthwith,
and by dint of. wriggling and scram-
bling made his exit from this astonish-
ing pair, and, free of the bare moor-
side at last, broke cover and started
off at a good run, wondering what the
dickens they had stumbled into now.

Meanwhile the erstwhile Ross and his
lady friend sat on behind the furze-
bush in their somewhat ridiculous ‘pre-
dicament, and talked in whispers.

“What is it you want to say to me?”
said “Ross,” a hint of sharpness in his
low-pitched voice. “That you should
run this risk —it is madness, Cather-
in: — madness !”

“Nothing is madness that I could do
for your sake,” she responded passion-
ately, putting a hand over his as it
rested upon the brown earth, and
bending toward him, “Don’t you know,
Ross, haven’t you guessed my secret
get; Surely you must have seen it?
I have tried to tell you with my eyes,
time and time again, and when I have
caught that odd look in yours when
you looked at Cynthia. I felt my heart
bound with gladness that you did not
carc for her. And that has made me
prave, Oh, my dear —my dear! Lis-
ten to me, and do what I ask of you.
If you did kill your father, Ross, that
man down there at the Castle will
mecke you swing for it. I know it—T
feel it here —here! Those'penctrating
eyes of his can see beyond the veil of
deception right down into your heart.
If you have done this dreadful thing,
tell me, and I have made all arrange-
ments that you can escape at wonce.
I've a car waiting in the lane. I ’phoned
for it at the garage by the station only
a bare two hours ago_—_and I had
difficulty, too, as you can imagine, with
the whole house full of policemen and
our every action watched. But I was
desperate — desperate! 1 couldn’t see
|you arrested for that! And so, while
|there is yet time . . . Oh, don’t you
Isees It’s your liberty I'm offering you?
|And we could start away togetBer and
{meke our lives afresh in a new tountry.
| Ross, Ross, don’t you hear, don’t you

|
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see? Every minute is precious while
that man is in command at the Castle.
He looks a fool —but he is a clever
fiool at that, I don’t trust him. I'm
not a weak woman, Ross, to be afraid
of a murderer — pshaw! what is that?
If a man has need to do it, and the
courage, I can even admire! And I
love you! Don’t speak now, Ross—
just come, and let us slip away togeth-
er. In this wild country we can soon
be lost —slip down the coast and get
away on the first steamer to—any-
where! I've money on me — see here.
Plenty of it! I sent Hilda gdawn to
draw it «all out of the bank this. morn-
ing. (Thank God for the comfort of
your 'telephone!) She’d do anything
for me — that girl —since I caught her
stealing Cynthia’s pearl necklace, and
threatened her if she didn’t return it to
tell the whole sordid story to the fami-
ly. And she swore to help me any
time I needed her. So come, Ross—
come now — come quickly! but come —
come " 5

Her whispered words trailed off into
silence at last, and Cleek, catching his

cessfully, could not hel
even as he felt the rus

eyes.
fish indeed!

making such use of her confession as
to lead her on to even deeper things,
She reached a hand out at the pres-
sure of his fingers, and wound it about
his neck. :
“Yowll come?” she whispered close
against his eatr.
He shrugged his shoulders. The is-
suc must be faced, and faced now.
“Let’s -get out of this danger-zone,
where we can talk in a little more com-
fort and less fear of our lives,” he re-
sponded quickly, casting his eyes about
him to see if the coast was clear.
“Quick! draw your dark wrap over
your head and make for cover.
furze-bush over there!

breath for a moment at the wille au-
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dacious plot which she had laid so suc-
but admire,
of cofitempt
that a man must feel for every woman
who can cheapen herself thus in his
But her~ was a pretty kettle of
What to say to ‘her?
what to dop Tt took time to thihk, so
he merely caught her hand and squeez-
ed it, and felt all sorts of a beast for

That
Get behind' it,
and drop down, and I'll follow, From
there, there is a chain of bushes be-

hind which we can make for the high
road at last. Quick! the men are com-

ing this way, some of them. And if
we're caught . . . P
Her face was fearless. She acted in-
stant(liy upon his suggestion, gatherin
her dark velvet cloak about her an
pulling it up over her face and head,
and then sped out suddenly acrgss the
open space like a fleet shadow, until a
shaft of moonlight, penetrating thro
the clowded sky, fell full mpon her hur-
|rying figure, etching it almost as clear-
ly as though it had been day.
3 ¢To ‘be continued)

The C. P. R. bay steamer Empress
wag about an hour late last evening
arriving from Digby and the outgoing
trains were held for a few minutes, to
enable the passengers on the steamer
to make connections. A delay on the
connecting D. A. R. train at Digby
is sald to have been the cause of the
Empress’ late arrival.

Marcus Royer, a French" inventd
has perfected an acetylene citter 't
assist divers.
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I go into the
and laborers.

classes.

homes of millionaires
1 am the friend of all

The wealthy prefer me because they
want the best that money can buy.

Others want me for my sureness.
They know that my sturdy body will
not break—that my head will not
drop or fly—that my greater length
means added reach and more con-
venience—that I am built for service,.}!

They know that I am a dependable
match and act the part. '

I am as yourself—a Canadian.

Adopt me—Demand me—Test me.




