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THEE UN1ON ADVOCATHE

THE STANDING ALISI OF
H. STANLEICH STORME

(By Ww. Hamilton Osborne.)
(Continued)

&cin’ up here?’

“I knmow you cld,"repiied Durke
*an® B @ame PBack.-an’ he's in
Bouverneur over tlere, en’ don’t you

orget it.”

The other glanced at him. doudi-
fully.

“Oh, that's {t, is it7” ho rerurncd

“1 didn’t know. I coaly know I
him—that’s all—an’ 1 wcnderad &l
the time where you was.”

Burke and the iwo n.en vanished
into thin air. Once more the stireel
became deserted. Dusk LEod csome cu
—it was growing darger very o
ment.

At a quarter to eight a man elad
in a dress suit and o light overcoal
emerged from the apartment house
wnd sauntered down th street. :
in front of a house with an Eng
lish basement stood an electric ‘streel
lomp. He passed this, and the .ighi
shone full on his face.

When he reached the ecorner he
glenced up and down and behind him
for an instant, and then, breaking into
& fest walk, made for the west end c!
town.

He had no sooner done so than s
man emerged from the basement, an-
other from an alleyway across the
sireet, and a third from a recest
sround the corner.

Without the slightest recognition of
i ench other ,they turned in and fol
lowed the man in the light coat, eacd
man in his own way.

Down at headquarters late that af.
ternoom the sergeant called to a spe
‘olal officer. The officer hurried in.

“Say, Flynn,” he remarked, “lood
here. There's the man the banks
want us to keep tab on. See him!
The fellow with the slouch hat? Yes
@Lat’s the ehap.

“Now, look here. Burke is after
him, but there ain't o sigcs of

Purke around, He's slipped a cog
somehow. S’pose you turn in and fol-
low the fellow. The banks are stand-
ifng behind us, and they're paying
good money to keep track of this man,
and it ain’t our business to lose him.
S'pose you reckon him up a nit.”

The officer nodded and started off.
He kept his man in sight. It was
dificult work, not only because his
man was a rapid walker and swerved
i and out of different thoroughfares
with rapidity, but alsu because bhe
|kept constantly looking around be-
bwud him.

Storme—for it was he—knew that
he was being followed, and though
ke was the shadowed, he also was the
shadowerer, for he kept his eye an
}is pursuer quite as faithfully as did
the officer keep track of him.

The afternbon pasted and evening
came, but still on and on walkea
Storme. They reached a residential
portion of the town.

Suddenly Storme turned swiftiy
down a dark, narrow street, and
when his pursur reached the corner,
Storme had disappeared. Search as
he would, there was no trace of the
man.

The special devoted some ten aln-
iutes to o fruitless search, and then
i retraced his steps lo the corner
i whence Storme had disappeared.

: As he stood there, nonplussed, &
iman suddenly touched him on the
i back of the hand. The special knew
%th(- touch. He sald nothing, but foi-
ilowed the man to a dark recess.

i “Well, Burke,” he remarked,
{ *what're you doin’ here? I've been
followin’ your man all the evening,
an’ .y George, I just lost him!”
“Y, .at man?’ demanded Burke.

“Aw,” = returned the other, "’°“:or the most exclusive set in town,

know, that fellow Storme.”

“Gee!” returned Burke, “have they
put you on, too?! Well, by George,
with the crowd we've got, there ain't
anything he can do without our seecin’
it. It's a blame good thing we got
him in tow, too. Only we got ocon-
siderable of a wait before us before
he comes out”

“Comes out where?” exclaimed the
other man.

“Why,” replled Burke, “he’s mak-
ing a visit in that brownstone down
there, No. 219, the one with the

unds at the side. ‘Thou_%' you
ew that”

“Knew it!” said the ‘other. “Why,
I jus’ had. him in tow ten minutes
ago, an’ lost him. So that's where
be is, is it? I didn’t know what be-
game of him.”

“Sure,” replied ‘Burke, “he’s been
there gu'thour already. It's abouyt
time he cut it and léft, I'm thinkin'."

The other man started,.

"An hour?” he repeated. “What¥ou {they always do, once the ice ls brokem
 givin’ ws? I saw him on this here and their appetite has somewhat abdat-
.nﬁt'nol fifteen minutes gone.fo4 Storme sald but Mttle: n.un-
¥ou' nutty, Burke Or, else,” he|gneq

went_oa_with: a smile, “or! elye’ you

R

{ lcery act and go there an’.flad out

fost him, too. wume ou, own up.
You” re givin’ me a bit of a stif, I
guess.”

“Bit of a stiff, nothin’,” retorzed
Purke. “I tell you, he's in thers, all
right, all right. I got a couple o’ men
there watchin’ the place. When he
comes out they'll give me aflash o'
light. He's in there, all right.”

“Look here, Burke,” went on the
other, “I bet you he ain't. I tell you
I saw him go around the corner. |
know what I'm talking about.”

Burke looked at the special long
#nd earnestly.

“It might be,” he admitted *“thai he
gzve us the slip again. I'll tell you
We might as well be sure. You're
& new man here. S'posc you do the

We'd better know, vou know.”

Three minutes later the bell rang
at the Dumont house The maid an-:
swered it. A tough looking characte:
with his coat collar turned up siocd
at the door.

“Say, miss,” he remarked confidan-
tially, with a slight lurch in her di-
rection, “want to see Mist’ Dumont—
cld Mist' Dumont, y’' know.”

He hiccoughed slightly as he said
it The maid started back and called
mto the library.

A min's vu'ce was heard inside

“Wait a minute,” it said, “I'll at-
tend to the fvllow.”

The owner of the voice stepped in-
tv the hall. The man whe rang the
bell stayed outside.

“What 410 you want?” inquired the
former.

« Want to see Mist” Dumont (hic)
-—ole Mist’ Dumont.”

The man inside shook his head.

“Mr. Dumont,” he returned, “is no
longer alive. He died about five years
ago. So you can't see him. What

is it you want?’

He stepped back and turned up the
light to its full strength. Both men
could see each other perfectly.

“Wel,” returned the other, sadly, as

he shook his head, “ want to see
Mist’ Dumont, that's all. 'Fe’s dead,
duvn’t want see nobody.” ¢

He turned and made his way un-
steadly down the steps.

“Goo’ nigh’,” he called out.

He looked back once or twice un-
certainly und the man within held
the door open until the other had
made his way to the street. And as

ha held the door open, he gtood so thvl
lizht from the hz!l tell full upon his

face
And the face was that of H. Sten-
leigh Storme — the man whom tie

other sought.

An hour later, the door opened
weuin, and Storme again appeared.
He lightly descended the steps to the
street, looked carelessly about him.
and then started leisurely towards the
center of the town.

As he did so, four men emerged
from their hiding places and followed
him. And this time they never left
kis heels until he disappeared once
more into the front door of the Gou-
verneur apartments.

And when he had done so, Burke
and one other sat down and camped
upen his trail.

And om that night the safe in the
hardware concemn of Canda & Wil-
leit was cracked, and something over
seven thousand dollars stolen.

CHAPTER VIII
The Nete that Came from Storme
Helen Dumont was a pecullar young

|

woman. She was rich, and yet she
was happy.
Her parents, both of them members

were loag since deceased. She was
mistress of her own house, and kept
with her as a tompanion an aged
aunt,

Miss Dumont was a general favor-
ite. Perhaps it was because she en-
joyed life; because, unlike the erowd
sreund ber, she exhausted all that
was good in existense, and rejected
the bad.

She entertained — not lavishly, but
well. On her reception nights her
house was crowded. It was the one
place where one might go and feel at
cuse.

Storme had never attended any of
the functions except one large recep-
tion. He had.pleaded some excuse.
Put she prevalled upon him to sttemd
the last little dinner of the season.

He did so. There were two or three
people there he kmew, but most of
them he did not know.

The dinner was about half over.
' People had, begun to talk velubly, as

luwe punce depatiaent say ey cant
gtop it. Stop it? Of course they cun
stop it. They don’t half try.

“Here's Canda & Wiiletts the fife
teenth on the list. And who knows how
many nover come to light? And it's
the same fellow, Ly George, and he
works in the sciftane way cvery time.

and thay say ticy con't find hia
Pghaw! Don't tell meo.”

“Wall," voluatecrsd ancther, ‘the
punks vay taey've goi oseveral pactics
under nl:rvcllly:tu,' ‘and  thaey - claim
they've nurtowed It «own to oan

man — and then again, tliey say that
that's all tommyroet, that they havea't
fcund him, after all”

“I don’t know what to make of It,*
rocmarked a woman, “and I wouldn't
care. 8o much if they'd coufine their
dcpredations to the bazks; but they
don't. Did any of you heur about Mrs.
Bradley-Coates? Did ycu, Mr.Siorme?”

Storme shook his hcad.

“I rarely read the papers,” he re-
plied with some embarzssment,” “and
I — I really have heard but little
about anything of intcrect In tac city.
My time is so taken up that 1 have
but little to glve the rewspapers.”

He said this in an awkward, stilted
sort of manner, and as though he
_were trying to give an expliunation he
felt was needed.

“Oh, it wasn't in the paper,” inter-
posed the woman. “They kept it out
But one night just a week cr so ago,
as Mr. and Mrs. Bradley-Coates were
eating dinner In their own house —
ju their own house, mind you” — this,
as though it would have been quite a
matter of course had they been in
somebody else’'s house — *“while they
were eating dinner they heard some
sort of a ncise outside, and ghe looked
over her husband’s shoulder, and there
was a man's face staring into the
room. -

“She couldn’t see the face well, be-
cause his coat collar was turned up
and the lower part was entirely con-
cealed. He disappeared at once. They
called the servants and ralsed an
alarm, but they couldn’t find the man.

“And later they found the ivy vine
on the side of the house all torn and
broken, and the marks of fest around
the window, but they never found the
‘man.”

“Wasn't anything taken?’ asked
somebody.

The woman smiled. She had Leen
waiting for that inquiry.

“Nothing much,” she replied, -“only
every bit of jewelry that Mrs. Bradley-
Coates had in the house — and you
knosww what that means. You know
how much she wore. - Nobody knows
how much thzy were worth — cor-
tainly a fortune In themselves.”

She stopped suddenly.

“Why — why — Ethel, what's thc
matter?”

They all turncd and looked at
pretty girl who sat with wide open
mouth and staring eyes, her gaze
fixed upon the window.

“Oh!"” exclaimed the girl, shivering,
ber face growing paler every second,
“T'm go scared. Just as you were talk-
ing I looked at the wincdow, and there
outside — there — there — there — '

She pointed wildly with her hand
and then reeled againat her neighbor
end fainted dead away.

Storme spraig to the window,
threw it open, and looked out.

There was nothing to be ceen
Every thing was quiet.

Storme and two other men stepped
outside and investigated. They found
nothing at least suspicious.

In the meantime the servants had
runsacked the house from top to bot-
tom, and found no one. Miss Dument’s
Jewels were intact.

The dinner was resumed. The girl
who had fainted concluded, with the
rest, tLat she had been scared and
that the whole thing was the result
of her imagination. Order was res-
tored, and the subject of the bur-
glaries dropped.

Only one man had the right of tha
affair, and his conversation on thce
corner of ‘the street explained it

“By George!” exclaimed Mr. Burke,
for It was he. “But I had a narrow es-
cape. Somebody saw me lookin’ in the
window, and they pretty near nabbed
me. That would be ‘a’ been a good
thing.”

He walted a few|minutes td deter-
mine whether there was any effort at
pursuit, and then Went on: »

“But he's there, all right, all right
klie’s there, and he won't get away
without "Jimmy Burke astern. You
cen place your bottom dollar on that,
Strumpy, to any tune you please.”
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fnen she read it. It was as follows:
My Dear Storme:

Be at the Iroquois Club as 12 o'clock
If possible. Some frineds of yours will
be there between twelve and half past
two. Sorry to trouble you. Imperative,

The note was unsigned.

“What does it mean?” she inquired.

“I don't know, little girl. It's part
or the general scheme of duties I
must perform for a while yet. until—
until I throw them up altogether.”

“l am sorry you — you must go,”
she went on, in a puzzled tone.

“So am I, Helen,” returned Storme,

These robberies that they talkei
about tonight are serious, it seems
You must be careful to keep the houss
locked up. If if anything should hap.
pen — " He turned pale as he spoke
“If - if anything should happen t¢
you, I don’t know what I'd do.”

She looked up into nis eyes with a
reassuring smile.

“You need not fear for me,” she re-
turned. “We are safe here The coach-
man can be summoned in an instant
and William, our old butler, sleep:
down stairs’ One of the maids is on
the same floor with me and withip
calling distance

“My aunt sleeps In the front room,
and I sleep in one of the back ones—
the one at the corner—" she indicated
it with a gesture — " and the street
lights shine upon it all night long
Our house is well exposed, and we've
never had any trouble, and we never
expect to, either. Nothing will happen
— nothing at all.”

Storme bowed.

“1 sincerely trust not,” he said
gravely.

“You will come tomorrow?”’ she
asked as he prepared to leave.

“I will tome tomorrow,” he replied.
And then he went. After he had left
she discovered that she had unwil-
lingly retained possessicn of the note.
She threw open the door and called
after him, but to no purpose — he
had gone.

She ciosed the door and stood un-
certainly beneath the light and rced
the note again.

A troubled expressicn settled upon
her face. She remained in an attitude
of hesitation for an instant, and then,
instead of returning ro her guests,
she ran lightly up the stairs to her
1oom.

It was a singular thing that as iong
A, she had known Storme, Helen Du
ment had received from him but twa
iotter: Poth had come within the
past few weeks.

She opened a drawer and took the
lettcrs out. She opened them and
commpared them carefully with the

note which had come for Storme that

nright.
Suddnely she gave a little cry
“What Cces it all mean -- whkat

does it mean?’ she exciaimed.

For she found that the note of tc-
night was written in the same hand
as were the other two — in the houc
writing of H. Stanleigh Sterme.

“What does it mean?’ she cr
agaln.

And then she "w>t down stals

CHAVPIER i
The Man amoiy . .ol

Storme plunged heastily down tho
front steps, turned to tae right and
Clsappeared in the darkness. To
three men, however, he did not dis-
appear — they followed him und kept
him well in sight. This time he pur-
sued no devious course, but headed
straight for the Iroquois Club, which
B¢ reached and entered with slacrity.
* The three men waited for him out-
side. They stood where they could see
without being seen. Once more they
camped upon his trail.

Up in the Dumont house the guests

There was a second interruption at
the Dumont place. |

“A note for Air. Storme.” announced
the butler,

Storme took and read it hastily. |

Then he looked at his watch

“I — I am called awgy,” he exclaim-
ed. “It's half past eleven, and I must
go. I'm sorry to — " ’
He m+de his apologics and slippéd
out. Miss Dumont followed him.
.. “What — what's the matter?" she:
lnquired anxiously. 1

“I don't kuow,”  he replied.  “I
thought tonight that 1 would be free.
Here is the note; yoid miay read it if

“‘lt-'t--lf"u".“w

m'ﬁl" :
mmma &8s she Jooked at it

were leaving. The fainting spell’ at
the table had cast an air of gloom
upon the crowd, and Storme's de-
parture had acted as a sort of signal
for the premature termination of the
modest festivities.

One by one the guests departed
and left Miss Dumont alone.

Half an hour later the lights on the
s-ound floor were extinguished. Half
an hour after that the lights upstairs
went out.

The. whole.house was dark. It was
u oloudy night, and a suitry one.
Trove 'was Do mon

itelen Daumont did pot retiwre—she
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