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iîurixe. \lzU you Know v u«l a U-iiiK. 
Burkc-7” he cskcd.

Lurr.i- «hook is heas.
“I think,” resumed the chief, with 

an air of conviction, fT think the girl 
i:vd, for the first time in her life, 
fciie knows more than we think.”

CHAPTER XII
An Entry by the Front door, instcr.l 

of through the side window.*
The servants in the Dumont house­

hold had become timorous — the sen­
sation of the night before had made 
them so.

The creaking of a stair or the 
whistling of the wind sent them into 
temporary spasms. They walked 
about the house i:i the broad day­
light ,eacir one casting apprehensive 
glances over their -shoulder, fearing 
that something might spring out of 
the dark corners to pounce upon and 
seize them.

This fear was intensified as night 
came on. They went to the front door 
in answer to ring.; of the bell in solid 
I ha rn — ic::e would go alone, and 
none would stay behind.

Miss Dumont kept to her room.
“SI:« V -• only one that ain’t 

afraid,” they s *■ ’. down l: -low, “and 
yet they say she saw the man, too. 
What (Vy tain,: cf that?”

“She’s iT.cihV pretty bad, though, all 
the same,” at:fa-.:-ted the cook.

‘‘Who would;:.” interposed the 
he use maid, "to Icso all them jewels?
I would myself.”

“Lord save us!” ejuculatcd the cook. • 
“Mercy on us, what’s that?”

It was nothing but the ringing cf 
the front door bell.

The phalanx — a regular format?:n i 
by this time — started for the fleer- 
above. The servants peered through j 
the glass door, unaware cf the f„« t ; 
that though the man outside was in­
visible to them they were distinctly J 
visible to him. !

He smiled with amusement, and 
pressed the b >11 again. The maids 
jumped and shrieked and finally 
opened the door.

The man stepped in. and Miss Du­
rr ont’? own maid stepped forward.

“Oil,” she exclaimed, “it is you, Mr. 
Storme. Come in. We weren’t sure. 
We’ve tmon so much afraid since the 
burglars broke in last night.”

Storme had been about to hang up 
his coat, but at the girl’s last words 
be stopped and looked her in the face.

“The burglars!” he exclaimed, “Did 
—did they y.< t in? Last night?”

The girl nodded.
“He got in,” she said, ‘‘and he got 

ali Miss Dumont’s jewels, too, worse 
luck."

“Miss Dumont!” exclaimed Storme.
“Is she—that is, was anybody hurt ?”
“Nobody here, sir,” returned the 

girl, “but they do say the man him­
self—whoever ho might be—got shot,
I hope he did. f. r he deserves it.”

Storme, to cut short a conversation 
which threatened to be long and tire­
some—inquired if Miss Dûment were
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tne next, and often doubled on hie 
tracks. Suddenly he dashed around 
a corner. Then everything was still. 
They rushed around t he corner in 
turn and found — notihng. He had 
completely disappeared.

They ransacked the neighborhood, 
and searched all the houses, but with­
out avail. The burglar had escaped.

By the time they had finished their 
search, a man, footsore and weary, 
was walking in security some two 
miles away on the other side of town, 
his steps bent toward the Iroquois 
Club.

And as he walked he shook blood 
from his finger. “Good heavens," he 
said to himself, “how that bullet 
hurt!"

Of times in battle mf-n a re shot 
through their limbs, or even through 
the body, almost without pain. Some­
times they never know that they have
been hit.

On the other hand, a stray bullet 
■may clip a piece of ear or chop a fin­
ger off and cause excruciating pain. 
This man had been hit — painfully hit 
—but th“ bullet had merely clipped a 
gmall piece of flesh from the end of 
Sis middle finger.

The wound was not serious, but it 
had been painfifl—and hud caused the 
Involuntary shriek of anguish which 
he had emitted when the shot had 
taken effect.

The man thrust the injured hand 
>ito his jJbcket. and wallui on in the 
direction of the Iroquois Club.

Meantime Burke and his men had 
kept the Iroquois Club well surround­
ed. They had watched there all night.

It was now after half past two in 
the morning. Still t he man they 
were looking for had not appeared. 
But still thy waited.

A policeman pacing slowly upon his 
beat passed the place where Burke 
stood half concealed.

“Theres been a burglary up town," 
he said to Burke. “I jusf came out 
with the 2o’clock squad and heard 
'em talking about it.”

“No!” exclaimed Burke. “What, 
another one? Get out!”

“It’s heaven’s ow'n truth," replied 
the man. *

“Where was it?" inquired Burke.
"Up in the swell quarter,” returned 

-the other. “Family of the name of 
JDumbnt—lot of jewelry an’—”

The special caught the policeman 
by the arm.

“Dumont!” he repeated to the other. 
“Are you sure? Did they say Du­
mont?”

‘‘Sure,” answered the officer. "I 
heard ’em talking about it. I’m sure 
it was Dumont."

“Great Scott!” exclaimed Burke. 
••Why—why, I was there tonight my­
self.”

“That’s where it was," went on the 
officer. “I’m tell in* you straight. 
Well, s’long. I got to go.”

Burke himself had started away In 
the other direction.

“Well, s’long!" he responded. “I’ve 
got to go myself, for here comes my 
man now."

He had glanced toward the entran­
ce to the club. A man came out 

The man stood for an instant under 
■the bright light above the door. Then 
ho descended the steps into the street 

He turned to his right and walked 
leisurely along. Burk and his men 
oHowed him.

As the man strolled away, he kept 
enp hand, carelessly perhaps, con­
cealed in the pocket of his coat — 

* * as any man might do.
CHAPTER XI 

The Police Investigation.
The Dumont robbery was the last 

~traw.
Tjjo police department had been 

-xwfted right and left by the press 
md the people, and It was even hlnt- 
<1 that certain of the officers were in 
•eague with the gang ol burglars.

Ù la due to the boftegÿr of the force 
«say that they were'innocent of the

ilea had suppressed from the morning 
pa; er any reference to the affair.

“Gentlemen,” said the chief, “this 
is a serious matter. I propose to in­
vestigate it fully. The honor and in­
tegrity of this force have been at­
tacked, and we are powerless to. de­
fend ourselves until we produce one 
Dr more of the members of this gang, 
and yield them up to punishment.
% “I’m going to find out .about this 
thing, if it takes a leg, rnd I’m go ng 
to begin right now. I want Andrews 
and Cassidy to step up here and tell 
their story."

They told the fame ta-a.
Andrews was the officer cr. th.<- Du­

mont beat Cassidy was a round .man 
Their suspicions had been aroused thé 
night before by the merest chance— 
the sudden lighting of Miss Dumont’s 
room.

The Illumination attracted their 
attention, and they distinctly saw the 
man In her room as he replaced his 
mask and leaped toward the light bulb 
on the wall. Prior to that they had 
not seen his face.

One of the men immediately mover 
»'• the rear of the house, mounted to 
the extension roof, and was about to 
enter the window as the burglar, a 
tall, well built man, dashed past him 
and leaped to the ground. They fired, 
and evidently hit their man, because 
along the line of chase they discover­
ed drops of blood.

In their opinion they nad wounded 
him painfully, and perhaps very seri­
ously. And then he had disappeared.

They had done their best—and no 
man could do more.

“Now, look here,’ asked the chief, 
“did this man look like Storme?— 
you know the man I mean.”

He scrutinized their faces carefully: 
he was not quite certain that the 
escape was altogether unavoidable.

“Well, sir,” said Andrews, “Ab I 
said, we didn’t see his face. But to 
tell the truth, Storme was the man 
that we were looking for—wc had an 
eye out for him—and this man seem­
ed to us to be about his build. We 
thought, sir, it was Storme.”

At this juncture a man in plain 
clothes entered—a man with sunken 
eyes aud weary frame.

It was Burke. He had not slept for 
thirty hours. He sank in an exhaust­
ed way into a chair.

“Where have you been, Burke?” in­
quired the chief.

Burke stepped wearily up to tho 
front and stood before the desk.

“I’m dog tired,” he announced with 
a smile. “I’ve been followin’ H. Stan- 
leigh Storme.”

"What have you found out?" In­
quired the chief.

Burke shook his head.
“Nothin’—just nothin’,” he replied, 

“Either we’re away off or else he's 
dead on to us and is keepin’ straight” 

The chief turned a pair of suspi­
cious eyes upon the detective.

‘‘What tho mischief do you mean, 
Burke?” he demanded. "Don’t you 
know that Storme robbed the Dumont 
house Itifct night?”

Burke started up as though shot 
“What!" he demanded. “What d’ye 

mean? Robbed the Dumont house! 
Never!”

“Do you mean to tell us,” said the 
chief, biting his finger, “that he 
wasn’t the man who did it?”

"Stye he wasn’t" answered Burke. 
•‘Of course he wasn’t”
“How do you know?" 

chief.
"Well,” replied Burke with a smile, 

“I ought to know. I saw Storme go 
Into the Iroquois at about midnight 
lust night saw him take his place In 
the card room, and «: w him sitting 
there all night till half past two next 
me ruing, saw him go home, and I’ve 
just now come from the Gouverneur 
where he lives.”

“Do you mean to tell me," domand- 
i* 1 the chief, "that ycu saw his face— 
f::w Storme himself—ia the Iraq isola 
all night long?"
• “I’ll tell you,” explained frttrke. "I 

didn’t see his face after he wont In. 
I t I saw it from his eyebrows up, 

.id it was Storme’» head all right, all 
r:r.ht; and besides, the doorkeeper 
f- Id me ha’f a dozen times that 
iltorme was there. He was there all 
r'jht, all right, too. I’m sure of 
that.”

The f'-vo? glmcotl uncertainly at 
the mon b'forç him, and then foe ad­
dressed Cassidy one tuore 

“D.id—did you see Ml^a Dumont in 
the room last night?” h» asked. 

Cassidy nodded.
“We did,” he returned "ThaiVthe 

reason Andrews climbed up. Tfo was 
afraid ft .low might offer some
violence.”

The chief tcncbi.J n button. An cf-
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"You get à cab,” commanded the 
chief, “and go up to Miss Dumont’s 
house and bring her here. I’m going 
to have her down. She’s the ouly one 
who can solve this mystery-

“I won’t go up there where I’ll be 
embarrassed. I’m going to have her 
down here. Tell her that she needn’t 
be afraid to ccmo. Ill see her in my 
re or. . Y.'e’ll make it as easy for her 
as we can. But she must come—un­
derstand. It’s for the good of the 
community. Bring her down at once.”

Half an hour later another man en­
tered.

“Miss Durr.cnt is here," he announ­
ced.

The chief went in and saw her. He 
took Burke in with him — he wanted 
Burke to hear and see.

Miss Dumont was very pale — she 
seemed exhausted. The chief explain­
ed to her gently just way he had sent 
for her and just why this was a very 
important matter.

She replied that she understood and 
•vouid render any assist:

"Did—did you get, ihr r.v ?’* <he 
asked—a bit anxious’y, it s .eme l.

The two men answered at once.
‘"No,” replied the ChW.
"Yes,” answered Burke.
Burke’s was th« better answer of 

the two. He was tailing no chances, 
even with Miss Dumont. He was not 
so sure but that she was trying to 
shield the burglar. The chief’s ans­
wer was a mistake, and the chief knew 
it as soon as he had made it. Burke, 
however, saw the necessity of recon­
ciling the two replies.

“We’ve got a man,” he responded 
glibly, “ but not the man - although 

! some of us think he is the man.”
TImre was an added expression of 

interest in Miss Dumont’s face.
“He’s nothing but a - tramp,” con­

tinued Burke, “who had been injured 
in a row.”

Miss Dumont breathed a sigh, per­
haps due to exhaustion, perhaps to 
relief.

“Now, Miss Dumont,” said the chief 
"tell us all you know.”

She told him all there was to fell, 
from the time the burglar entered her 
window to the time that she saw him 
disappear in the gloom with Cassidy 
and Andrews at his heels, but she said 
nothing about the appearance cf the 
burglar. * Burke took quick note of 
that.

‘‘Just describe this man, will you 
miss,” ho requestd.

She described him—said that he 
was tall, well built, wore a black 
coat and a black hat, and in appear­
ance was gentlercan’y.

"You saw his face?" inquired Burke 
carelessly.

He wasn't sure she'had, but he was 
trying the experiment. /

She hesitated imperceptibly, and 
then answerd.

“I did. He wore a mask at first. 
Later he removed it. I—I turned on 
the light and saw his face, but only 
for an instant, for he sprang past me 
and broke the bulb. Then the^olico 
came, and he sprang out of the win­
dow.”

“What did* you say to the policemen- 
at that time?” asked Burke.

“I—I forget,” replied Miss Dumont. 
"1 called out sometning, and then I 
fainted.”

“You saw the burglar well, then, for 
a short time. What did he look like?”

"Ho had a black beard,” she replied, 
‘‘and dark eyes."

Burke leaned across the table and 
locked her In tho face.

“Mies Durrop/," he paid earnestly, 
gazing into her yes. “do you know II. 
Etuuieigh Storme?"

The color rose to her face aa she 
replied: . .

“I do."
“Wasn't the man you raw In your 

room last night the man lit Slanloigh 
Storme?” Burke went on.

The girl raised her head ami looked 
squarely at the man who asked tl.it 
question.

"It was net M. Sian.'efgh Ci..rmc,"
she. said.

"That’s all.’’ concluded Burke.
"Well,” said the ehlef to Burke ton 

mlnule/later as they sat alone, "what 
do. you make ctJtT'

Burke eh eel Ato head.
"1 know that It was not Storme," 

he answered, “because I kept tab on 
Storme all night. But; f#r that,” he 
n/Nlml, “1 shouldn't place much re­
liant* upon the girl’» denial.”
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She was, and the maid said she 
would announce his presence. She 
went upstairs to do it.

Storme sauntered Into the little 
room just off the hall, where the fire­
place was. He waited as he always 
waited, with his eyes fixed on the 
door.

"Miss Demon: save.” announced the 
maid, "that she- is act well tonight. 
She prefers not to come down stairs.”

Storme looked intently at the girl.
‘‘Has—has Miss Dumont retired?” 

come down just for a moment or two. 
he asked, in a strained voice.

"\Youlfi you mind asking her O
The maid said no, she had not.

I — I particularly want to see her? 
Will you tell her that?”

The girl assented, and left the room. 
Storme waited once more.

Finally she came. Storme hardly 
knew her, she seemed so pale and ill.

She halted on the very threshold 
and looked at him. Storme had start­
ed forward once again, but he checked 
himself.

"Helen,” he sa!d hcarse’y, "Helen, 
what’s the matter — for hoa-tu’s'
sake, tell me what Is the matter?"

He had never seen such an expres­
sion upon her face before. What could 
it mean?

“Helen,” he repeated gently, and 
with a note of pleading In his ton*», 
"tAll me what’s the matter.”

She put her hand up to the throat.
“Do you — do j'bu ask me?” she 

queried. "After last night?”
Last night?” exclaimed Storme un­

certainly. "Last night?”
He acted for nil the world like a 

man who had forgotten about last 
night.

"What happened—last night?" he 
queried. "What was it? Oh ye». I was 
called away. I had to go. 1 went 
somewhat too abruptly. I remember 
now.”

As he spoke he looked straight at 
her. The light flared up and Illumi­
nated his face. And when the girt 
saw the expression there .she sprang 
forward and buried hers upon hi» 
arm.,

"Stanleigh,” she cried wildly, “then 
yiu aré safe—safe. You are not hurt! 
They told me you were shot, that—”•

She «broke into À storm of tumul­
tuous sobbing.

"Your’e safe! Safe!” she kept ex- 
ctainting. . -----
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