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T Elinor did not know how much she
Rad been spared by the considerat-
ess of the warden in assigning her
En to a tier of cells In which tho
brutal iumrates of the Tombs
pevhr were : confined. She had on'y
@ glance of the nether depths. Grave
ough the charge against her was,
he:good old man, whom an acciden®
p? polities had placed .in control- of
he. prison, had recognized from the
rit' that she was of flner mouild than
anyone who had been entrusted to
hiz ~ustoCv in his whole term of officc,
ar? he had seen to it that her eyes
ar- . ~ov* wore not assaulted by th:
¢t - < scenea  of the “blacker
¢-pths. i20s passed, and Elinor was
£ Women ¢’
evgpshe -
had.‘escord.

The :is:i of Mrs. Missioner and
Sands #’d Eliner so much good that,
whon tiey went away, it was - with
a lighter heart she returned to her
cell, with renewed courage she stee’-
ed herself to await the efforts of tho
god: friends and the devoted lover she
knew were working to clear her name
of the frightful charge Donneliy and
Carson had lodged against her.

Her conficence in Dr. Fitch was not
misplaced, for in the short time when
. Mrs:_Missioner in her digsoudtee we:
" Bpeeding back to her home in Mill'on
gires’ Row. and Sands, in a brougham
‘was returning to his office in the
Bowling Green building, Fitch an?
Britz were standing on a Fourth
Avenue corner a short distance nort:
of Twenty-third Street, gazing wit!
dismay at a twenty-story skys crap r
that stood on the site of the ald curi-
shop to which duty had called th-
young ambulance surgeon years be
fore.

“You are sure this is the place?”
asked the detective.

“Absolutely,” said the doctor. “T
went over there to get some brandy
for the old man when I was work-
ing him out of his stupor.”

“Well,” said the sleuth, “so far as
that- old curiosity shop is concerned,
:e’re up against it; or, what is worse.

e are not up against it. We are
confronted by this steel and stone
monstrosity, and 1 guess there’s no
use wasting time making inquiries
there; but there may be a few old-
Mmers with memories .- along this
block, and we’ll see what we can find
out. You take that side of the street,
pnd 1T take this,”

' Britz and Fitch went into ché shfp
mfter another patiently repeating per
sistent inquiries as to what had be-
come of the veteran curio dea’er.
Blank stares and equally blank an-
8wers were the result until Britz, in
a tiny tobacco shop that was the cen-
ter of all the old-time places huddled
togethel for protection against the
ncroachment of progress, unearthed
memory incarnate in a man who,
tch sald. might have been the twin
prother of the amateur alchemist.

“Yes,” sald the man, “I remember

fhim, and it’s a funny thing to me that
nybody who ever saw him eould ever
orget him. He was ‘the queerest
little old duck I ever ran across.”

Brits thought if anyone could be

ueerer than the ancient tobacconist

e would have to step out of a page
pf Dickens.

The incarnate memory recalled that
pue curio dealer had been taken
pway a week or two before his shop
#as torn down to clear the ground
Jor the foundation work of the great

kyscraper. No, he didn’t go away.

e was taken away.

“Anything wrong with him?’ asked
PBrits, .

“Well, not exactly what you might

all wrong, so to speak,” quavered the
old tobacco merchant. “I wouldn’t go
£0 far as to say there was anything
you might exactly ecall wrong with
him, but neither would I undertake to
tel! vou that he was altogether what

ou might call right,” and He touched
Kis f:rehead significantly,
L ‘On!” said Brits, “Ward's or Ran-

v how much misery:

all’'s?"”

“Huh,” said the old tobacoonist, “I
gon’t know what you mean.”

“Why,”
me:: is did they take him to the
Asyitm or to the Workhouse?
{ “T reckon it wouldn’t have been say
use 0 taks him to the ' Workhouse,”
anid the tobacco dealer, “because, 80
far as I know, he never done no work
in all his life, and he was too old a
dog to learn the habit by that time.

NQ, I guess they took him to the other

lace; but what do you want to know
for? Are you missing heirg?”

Britz and Fitch laughed.

“No,” he said, “my friend here just
wu.ntl to brush up an old acquaint-
jance.” When tho two had bought
lenough cigars to recall faintly the
dreams of prosperity that had im-
#pired the old man’s youth, they
j led to the Twenty-third Street
corner, where they jumped aboard &
icrosstown car that took them to the
island ferry.

CHAPTER XV.
At Ward’s Isiand.

, “It's rather a remarkable coinci
dence, I'll admit,” said Britz to Fitch,
ms they stood on the deck of the little
ferry boat that bore them toward the
sland; “but it's possible your little

old friend had something to do with

the mking of the imitation Hahara-
mee diamond. ' You realize thoroughly,
'm sure, the importance of that link
our chain of evidence.: It may. la
dlmcult to fasten the re!
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said the detective, “what I (tient;

N!dﬂo QO:ﬁ.x

©f_thsi size m be. unm.n, m

' of »vera; hrse "cmes buat The
«w!gu made ‘the . fake Mahuﬁme
. past - ‘master, his

they can equal him.”

dealer ‘had anmhs to do with 1t?”/
asked Fitch. - “How could it ‘be done?’
I thought th alahtunee was " made
quite recentl

“I don’t know how long it’s been
the detective replied.. “It may ha"e
been only a fe) , and’ihe dia-
-mond, it is ible
copled any time w

than a year in construction, ‘and it's

or possibly more.”

one flawiin your theory. He was not
& fakir. All the information I glean-
ed: about him conyinced me that he.
was not engaged in the manufacture’
of bogus jewels. His grand purpcs:
in life was to make real diamonds.”
“Precisely,” said-Britz. . “It is that
fact, much more than anything else,
muwmmmmmmaybem
the employ of the persons we are
trailing. Doesn’t it oecur to you that
‘the false Maharanee

oonld not have been intended
imitation? Tn other words,
dldn’t the man who made the imita-
tion Maharanee belleve he was mznu-
facturing a genuine diamond?”

The physician was struck by the
force of the detective’s logic. He rea-
lized instantly the possibilities of this
new clue. He glanced at the Head-
quarters man with unmistakable ad-
miration for his cleverness; as hesaid:
“Lieutenant, I owe an apology. to
at least one member of the :foreéds
yourself. For many years I've had
the idea that the last thing any po-
liceman required to succeed in his
work was real intelligen-e. I accep-
ted the popular conception of the
force, including the Detective Bureau,
which is that “the finest” are men o?
brawn and little else. I now perceive
that brain is an essential to a rca:
detective, and I am free to admit that
you display not only intelligence, but
a high order of intellect.”

Britz’s features relaxed into his in-
scrutable smile.

“It’s well not to generalize. do--
tor,” he returned. “The Lexow in-
vestigations and other legislati e
probes, as the newspapers are so fond
of calling them, have certainly p-t
the force in a bad light in many wajys.
Then, too, the performances of so ¢
of my colleagues are mnot calculatrd
to inspire the thinking portion of th:
public. with any great confidence in
our ability; but we are not all d:'s.
I'm glad you recognize my endeavor
to thresh out this case along logi: al
lines. After all, successful detccti e

| work is only applied common sense.”

The . fittle:boat. Zrated - her ~ nore

against the Island pler,-and the two
investigators sprang ashore. As soon
as they entered the asylum grounis,
their positions were reversed. Fitch
became the mentor, Britz the willin~
pupil, for in that abode of darkened
reason were medical men whose hour-
ly association with that phase of ex
istence made them welcome gladly
visitors from - the outer world—cs-
pecially members of their own pro-
€ession. PFitch, as he ran up the sters

of the visitors’ entrance , was r»-
ceived royally in the office by thre:
or four physicians and surgeons who
had known him in his Bel.evue da.s.
There was no jealousy of his success
among them. He had shot ahead of
several of them, and it was pretty
well understood among the Island doc-
tors that Lawrence Fitch was rapidly
forging to the fore as a fashionable
physician. What was more fmport-
ant in their eyes was the fact that he
had gained real distinction in his pro-
fession. Several minor but helpful
discoveries of higs had been recorded
grakifyingly in the “Lancet,”” ahd
more than once his name had been
mentioned with flattering recognition
at meetings of the County Medical
Society.

Fitch was now in his element. He
grasped warmly the hands held out
to him, clapped two or three of his
closer cronies on the back, and pre-
sented Britz to the little group with
a few words of introduction that won
respect for' the man h'om Mulberry
Btreet.

“Got a patient here, Larry?” they
asked him jokingly.

“No,”. said Fitch, “not exactly a pa-
but it’s possible you have a

in” He recited the history- of the
curio dealer, with an urgent request
that everything in connection with the
0ld ‘man be revealed to him. Brits,
accustomed -as he was to glean his
facts tollsomely, was unmistakably
surprised by the readiness with which
each of Fitch’s friends promised aid,
and hastened to put their promise into
execution.

One of the younger doctors showed
himself familiar ‘with the old diamond
ker’s case, and seemed thoroughly
to understand his d.olnlion

“He is now in my ward,” he said.
“He has been there six months;
rather unusual case; harmless bnt
hopeless. Can’t rid himself of the idea
that diamonds are banked up all
around him, and that all he has to do
is. to make one with his own hands
to possess the whole of that wealth in
jewels. He does his best to make it,
t0o. Unfortunately "the ingredients
he demands include several dangerous
chemicals, and of oourse he cannot
be trus to go pounding away with
a pestle and mortar_ when his braim
is so far gone that he ig Hkely to’ for-
get the combination.”

The other medical men loobod In-
terested.

“What do you do with him, loop
tor?’ asked Fitch,

“Oh, 1 substitute harmiess
‘ﬂ!xu' anth mmm

! M ohllk. lld he

_grey Dballs, \,hd thinks they are dis-
. monds.”

| *Let us have a look st him,” said
eWhat makes you think the curio} i

,smay have.-been |
the _past year, |
That big office buflding has been less |
well within the bounds of fact that |’
the curio dealer recelved the commis-{
sion for ths work twelve months ago,

“Oh,” said the physician, ‘the’ re is ;
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lump plastic 'as & scéulptor's clay
one ‘end of the bench. Arowo!jm
at the back of the bench was flanked
by &' phalanx of vials. An ‘earthen
bowl half full of water stood at his
right ‘hand. Directly in front of him,
scattered in workmanlike eontuslon.
were several palette knives and mix-
ing brushes.. Ceaselessly his fingers.
plucked tiny pellets from the plastic
lump, rolled and patted them, dipped
them in the bowl of water, coated
them with the many-colored contents
of the vials and jars, then trundied
them upon the board’ with industry
purposeful of performance, but pur
poseless of achievement.

At times a spectral smile seemed to
glow upon his cadaverous features—
a faint gleam like the spectre of a
corpse-light. The sunlight, refracted
from the rows of jars and  bottles,

“by | into ‘& chair and stayed there in il nt

in the making of it for—

played queer tricks with the contour
of his face and gave his tireless hands |
a ghostlike appearance.” He was a i
poor little shrivelled remnant of a !
man, the dried core of what had been
a dabblet in the occult, and which |
along normal channels might ha.vai
been a distinguished scientist. No
one looking at him could ever have
pictured “him as possessed of the
greed of gain. Britz, though he made
no pretence of being ‘a psychologist,
comprehended at & glance the outer
vision of the former curiosity shop
proprietor conveyed little to his dis-
traught scientific mind. Beyond
doubt, the old man, as Fitch had said,
had run the shop merely ag a means
to an end. Fitch and Britz stood look-
‘ne at him for a few moments before

« fielt at |@BY ne glancea up, & shade
of' perplexity flitted across his face,
his fingers halted, but they did not
stop in their studious task, and he
looked at them inquiringly. With a
slight shake of his head he apparently
gave up the attempt to puzzle out
their identity, and once more bent
his eyes on the bench he firmly re-
garded as the threshhold to Golconda.

“Guess you don’t remember me,
AMr, Martin,” said the doctor. The

8!@ man appeared 10t to hear. Brit:
erd [Fitch exchanged glances, and the
detective took up the attempt to
aveken a response from the aged in-
mate’s mental vacuum.

“Pretty busy man, eh?” said Britz.

He had touched the right chord.
Any reference to the industry that ab
sorbed his fading senses was sure to
arouse the intelligence of the old ¢urio
dealer. He nodded briskly, and went
on with his work more zealously than
before.

“Got to finish a contract on time?”
the Headquarters man pursued,

Another vigorous little nod, follow
ed by a swift search of the detec-
tive’s face on the part of the - old
man’s sunken eyes.

“Rather interesting work you're do
ing,” pursued the detective.

Thereupon Mr. Martin rejoined:

“It is the only work that can inter
est meé. 1 have given my life to it.”

“Find it profitable?” inquired the
sleuth.

For an instant, those gray fingers
paused in thefr manipulation of the
clay pellets.

‘“Well, it /depends on what you call
profitable, young man,” answered the
ward of the State. “There are things
more important 'than monetary gafn.”

“Oh, yes, I know, I know,” said the
detective hastily. “I suppose your
work is purely scientific?”

“It is more than science,” answered
Martin. “It is art, philosophy, philan-
thropy—everything. It is the orys:
tallization . of the beautiful. Love is
beauty, and beauty is life. All man-
kind needs is beauty in greater meea-
sure and higher degree to attain per
fection of happiness.”

“And you are engaged in forward-
ing that theory?”

“Yes,” said the old man simply.
“l have taken upon myself the task
of glorifying every home in the world
with the prisoned sunlight of the cen-
turies. Every dbode of man, however
humble, should be illuminated by the
light of diamonds. The diamond is
the most exquisite expression of crea-
tive love we have. The only trouble is
that we have not enough of them. It
has remained for me—it has remained
for the poor old student of mysteries
to find the:key to -the "true. jewel
wealth of the  universe. For thou-
sands of years men have been seeking
diamonds in the ground. I take them
from the air.

In similar:vein he ran on, his words
betraying the. strange of &
clouded mind that in its time lmi besn
nearer the truth . w _men's.

Witch, sctentist mom ‘he was, lon3

{ onversant with the phenomena of th: | 1®
| mind a8 he had been; marvelied at the |
; r's man’s. aﬂm{neatu“ Lonz«-_

efore Britz had finish
oe(ér. in sheer

n. * Biit the :detéétive remain:
ed ‘on his feet, immutable as the incar
nation of will itself, and slowly, cau-
tiously, persistently:piloted that dailc

;, | ened  intelligence .out  of  its depth.

back. to at least a- glomlng,of co:
herent. memory.  So guided, s0 aided

and lifted along the difficuilt backward ;

Martin’s mind ‘reverted ‘to in

 dtances that hung’ like stalagtites

from the cavern ‘celling ‘of retrospec-
tion; It was in & flugh of ifitelligence.
briefly eliminated as’'d twinkle of day’
light seen from the recesses of & cave

.| that the old man recalled the grea:
. trfumph of his Strange craft.

“I: have made diamonds, yes” he
sald in response to & query from the
detective, swift and searching as a

» mmmmwmo@nm_

o' !ﬂs reeollection reveled in
vldenlnx circles until its force was

‘spent.. For a long time, his hand:
motionless: again, he sat gazing Into ;

the past. Britz, feeling that he wa:
on the edge of an Jdmportant disclo-
sure, waited patiently. Fitch scarcely
breathed.

“l mind me,” the one-time- curi:
dealer resumed, “of the one graat dir
mond: that came as the grand rewarc
of all my labor. Ah, that was a din

. mond! - But:though it was a wonder

ful achievement, 1 dishonored mys:!’
” and a fain!
flush deepened on his parchment face
“] fashioned it for gain!”

Without an instant’s warning, h
pushed away the bench, dropped hi
face into his hands and gave way
grief that moved equally the man Iong
bhardened to dissection of the body an
the veteran crime hunter accustomed
to. vivisection of the soul, Few ihicg
are more terrible than to see an cld
man weep. It is a dual surrender, f\.;
tears are the prerogative of youth ard
womanhood. Britz and Fitch with
difficulty controlled their own emo
tions just for a moment, for te:cr:

streamed over the ashen countenance

of the broken amateur alchemist, anc
his wasted form writhed and rocked
in convulsive sobs.

“] have had my punishment,” said
Martin when at last the tempest had
spent itself; “but, oh, the long yea
—the long years of remorse! Urge’
by poverty, that enemy of seeker:
after truth and beauty, I succumbed to
the temptation the stranger held out
to me. I made the great diamond as
he desired—and I gave it to him for
his gold!” .

The doctor gluced swiftly at the
detective and started to speak. Britz
raised a warning hand, and Fitch
checked his exclamation.  Seating
himgelf for the first time the Central
Office man—the prober of mysteries—
laid his hand encouragingly on the dia-
mond-maker’s shoulder;, and said:

“There, now; don’t let it distress
you so much. Other men have done
things far worse than thatl”

“Nothing could be worse,” screamed
Martin, springing from the low stool
on which he sat and facing his visitors
in an agony of abasem~nt. “I sold
the delight of my eyes, the light of my
life, the star of my soul—the queen
of all jewels, the purest, truest, most
beautiful diamond the world has ever
known!”

“Yes,” said the detective, “but don’t
forget it was yours to sell. You had

‘s right to do as you pleased  with it.”

“I had no such right,” cried the al-
chemist.. “That diamond was the pro-
duot of my laboring hours. I brought
It forth from the air, the sunshine,
the silver water, the milk of the moon,
R8s an Aphrodite is fashioned of dew
and mist. It (was not & mere stone;
it had thought and sense and soul;
it was a microcosm of the ml.rvel-
ous!”

Fitch could not hide his astonish-
ment at the learning and poetry the
fearfully agitated old man displayed.
Britz himself, had.not his thoughts
been focused rigorously onm his pur
pose, would have stopped to wonder
at them. As it was:he struck the iren
of the alchemist’s ‘remorse at white
heat.

“What did the stranger want with
it?” demanded the detective.

“I don't khow,” ‘said ‘Martin. His
voice ‘still * trembled, “his" features
worked, his hands fluttered “and
knott«! themselves in the intensity
of ‘his emotion. “He came to me a
stranger; he went away the same, and’
with him went my queen of jovell.
my beautiful, beautitul diamond of dia-
monds! . But K I will find him,” he
shrieked. “For cen J have been
upon his path. He thought all things
between us. when he lured me into
parting with my treasure. He said
because he had suggested the outline
and color of the stone he had = right
to. make me give it to him for his
money; but it was I—I who thrust
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-alert for it.
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CHAPTER XVI
The Assistant District Attorney.

‘While Britz was struggling with the |
tangled threads of contradicibry cin |
cumstances that constituted. the: fab
ric of the diamond mystery,’ the Dll-
trict Attomeyl oﬂu wak not . ins

pared to J’ i‘x The
.Grand Jury bld &dicted Elinor Hol-
comb, and again she was dragged intd
the glare of a conrtroom, this time to
plead to the indictment. There re-
mained ‘only the verdict of a petit jury
to open the gates of State Prison for
her. Her lapwyer was served with the
fateful notice of trial, and she was
made to realize the great struggle
was about to ‘begin.

Assistant District Attorney Mott,

- 'was''taking a 148t survey of the deposi-

tions in the case, mentally picturing
the curtain of guilt he would weave
before the jury. To his mind the evi-
dence was conrclusive. It pointed irre.
sistibly to Miss Holcomb as the thief.
Experience had taught him that it waa
not an easy task to convict a. woman
on anything but the most direct evi-
dence, yet he felt that the net of cir-
cumstances had drawn about her so
tightly as to leave her helpless in its
meshes. It was a compelling pictura

of sordidness that the assistant dls-l
trict attorney would draw:.-in the.

courtroom.
young

The central figure, a
woman, _beautiful, accom-

plished, refined, impoverished in an |

environment of plenty. In her bosom
angry passions of resentment and dis-
content seethe and boil into fury
against the conditions of  her exis-
tence. She longs for the splendor and
social position .in which she - was
reared, and of which she feels she has
been robbed. There i8 one way to
break from  the ruins of her early
prospects. It fs a dangerous way.
The diamond necklace, valued at half
a million dollars, looms as the bea-
con out of her perplexity. She ylelds
to the temptation, but, with .the inex-|.
perience of the amateur, failg to-cover
her tracks. The evidence gathered
by the detectives points in. only one
direction, and the. prosecutor feels
certain the twelve good men aand true
will not shirk the stern duty that jus-
tice calls on them to perform.

The evidence massed in Mott’s
mind seemed to bulge with the weight
of Elinor’s vvijit. And yet, the prose-

cutor folt there was
strangely lacking in the = structure;
something that made it appear hollow
and unreal. Nb other reasonable ex-
I'lanation of the disappearamce of Mrs.
Missioner’s necklace offered itself,
and still it was hard to conceive Miss
}olcomb as the thief. Mott knew
that the same uncertainty in the
niinds of the jurors would inevitably
result in a verdict of acquittal.” The-
benefit of any reasonable doubt as to
her guilt must go to her, and he rea-
lized he had yet to eliminate that last
slim possibility of a verdict favorable
to the prisoner. Were it an ordinary
larceny case he would be content to
afier the ‘testimony at hand and leave
the verdict to the conscience of the
jurors. But this trial would fill thou-
sands of newspapers columms. The
press of the entire country was on the
It means much to a strug-
gling assistant to obtain & conviction
in so famous a case. To lose, he
feared, would reflect on his own com-
petence.

The entrance of Britz brought the
prosecutor out of his absorption.

“Just the man I wanted to see,” he

“And I'm equally glad to find you
in,” the detective returned. His eyes
lingered on the documents piled on
the desk, and then sought ths face of
the assistant. “Haven’t got the case
quite clear in your mind?” he ques-
tioned.

“1've got the evidence down pat,”
Mott responded. “It seems complete;
and yei, somehow, I feel that it 18 not
entirely convineing. I want to get
something to clinch it. It's a pretty
tough proposition st best to get a
conviction on circumstantial evidence
when the defendant is a woman of
good appearance, and I don't want to
slip up on this case. "We haven’t got
much time left. The case is on the
ca]endar for next Monday.”

'I’hats what I came to see you
about,” informed Brits, “I want te
get you to adjourn the trial a month.”

‘“Another adjournment!” burst forth
Mott in irritation. “We've put the

" hil head

s o
|'no ides which one you want!

0 (\m “nuaﬁé i
roed.  “But tle
midly and with.

a week—I'll

%o secutor (opin<g,
on't 'know  whut
've -got up your sleeve. We'ye

r ' together on. too many casci
me to treat flippantly anythiry
say. But we' m't keep thit givl
Jail Torever. 'If she's innocent chi
ought to be treed “If she’s gullty ghe
 ought to be relieved of the awful sur

| pense she must be ‘suffering now.’”

| Britz squirmed uneasily in his sca
“I'hate to see her:over thereiinm til:

| Tombs” he sald; “but it is Dest 1)

make the ‘guilty man believe Wwe. ar:

| concentrating our efforts agains; th:

girl. There are still so many hurdle.
to jump before 'this race ig over tia’
1 don’t want to have him throw any
more in our way. As long as he ré
mains in fanecied  security he’ll stay
inactive. ' That’s the way I want hian
to remain.”

“Who do you think did the trick?”
suddenly questioned Mott.
. “Smds,;Gf wold, or the Indian ser
vant,” came from the detectivé's hesi:
tant lips.

The prooepntors hands went above
deapdrmg gesture.

'luspects lnd you ve
What
sort of weak stuff is in your poss s
sion that you don’t know whom you'r.
after?”

| “The circle is narrowing very quick-
ly,” Britz observed. ‘“In the next few
days I'll know who committed the rch
bery, how it was committed, and
where the jewels were iaken. Bui I
have got to have the necessary time.’

“All right,” agreed the prosecutor.
He called a clerk and directed him t»
inform Migs Holcomb’s lawyer th;
the ¢asé had been withdrawn from :ho
calendar for a month.

“Thank you,” murmured the detec
tive. “You’ll see the wisdom of the
move pretty soon.”

“I don’t want to send an innoc:nt
woman to jail,”. drawled, Mott, “‘bu’
I'll be hanged if I see bow you're g
ing to convince anyone that she didn
take those jewels. That tell-tale ¢ a-
mound in her room is more eloquen.
than all the theories you can pro-
. pound. However, Britz, go ahead and
do your worst,” he laughed.

The detective was reaching for his
hat when Donnelly and Carson bur:t
into the room. Donnelly's face w:s
flushed with the news of a great dis-
covery. Carson was smiling approv-
ingly on his partner.

“We've got the
crime,”
breath.

Britz assumed an attitude of eag:r
interest. The prosecutor looked sig-
nificantly at him.

‘“What have you discovered?”’ he
asked.

“That man Fitch is mixed up in the
case just as I always thought,” Don-
nelly informed hhm “She stole those
diamonds for his Sake.
case of the girl turning thief to help
her lover.”

Meaning glances darted between
Britz apd the assistant district attor-
ney.

“Well,” drawled Donnelly, as if to
| prolong the suspense, “we’ve run the
whole thing down and we have it here
in black and white.” His fingers
|clasped three or four letters which

motive for the
the two men shouted in one

something '

he flaunted temptingly before the
eyes of the prosecutor. “They con-
rm our suspicion that Fitch is at the
bottom of the whole case. Rather,
that he’s the man ‘higher up.’”

Mott gathered the contents- of the
missive in three or four sweeping
ces. An exultant smile lit his

as he handed them to Britz. He
porused them closely, as if weighing
their import while noting their con-
tents. His impassive face masked the
pmotions they aroused in him, and he
peturned them to the assistant distriot
attorney with an air of indifference.

“These letters are conclusive,” Mott
pronounced.

“Conclusive of what?™
Britz.

“That Miss Holcomb was the tool
of her flance and that the two have
combined to enlist your sympathy.”

“I guess it wasn’t a bad Dit of de-
tective work to get those letters,”
Donnelly smiled.

“I guess not,” agreed Carson, anx-
jous to justify his partner's little out-
burst of self-adulation.

Britz turned to them abruptly.
Their flippant tones irritated him. -His
nature revolted at the ill-bred rejoic-
ing over the prospective degradation
of a woman.

“How_did yom
msked abruptly.

Donnelly, ready to burst with the
fmportant evidence he had gathered,
needed no urging to impart the de-
isired information.

“l had Dr. Fitch shadowed from the
day he appeared at Headquarters to
inguire about Mfes Holcomb,” he
said. “That’s how I got on that he
was negotiating with a real estate
agent. Luckily, the agent was a friend
of mine, and he informed me that
Fitch had purchased and paid for a
site on which to build a modern sani-
torilum. Yes, sir, he put up $90,000
for the ground; and the buildings and
furnishings, I learned, are to ¢ost
nearly a quarter of a million. It
wasn’t easy to get the agent. to turn
over Fitch’s letters, but I told him

demanded

you get the letters? he |

case off twice without gaining any-,
thing. What do you expect to get h,
the next four weeks?”

“Conclusive. evidence of - Miss Bﬂ-
comb’s innocence,” . solemnly.
nounced Brits. Mott eyed him tlond-
alously.

“¥ou really don't believe h.r inno-
cent?” he as

“I’ do,” came the swift retort.

“Is that just a guess, or is it based

“1{ s the inference I dl\r M

“New ' facta?” m inquired
the prosecutor. 5]

“Y“ "

“Then, for Heaven's sake, tell mq
wh‘t they are.” demandad Mott.

he’d have to produce them before the
grand jury under a subpoena., 8o he
handed them ovar”

“Hhve you tried to learn where hs
got the money?” Brits demanded.:

Donnelly smiled a blighting smfle

“It's plain enough whers hs got the
money,” he replied: “The individ
stones of the necklace would b"ﬂniw
the money he needed for the deal.”

“But have you tried to make sure
t::t he sold tho wr'nmm

tod.

“T'll get all that M mucl trou-
bl:.;v:nn.- the’ mﬂn‘"' reply.

% ah -W k-"

ordered. ﬂ"

When th‘ tvo dotocﬁm

it’s- another’|.

.t
room Mott found ‘it M tore|

i % admlt you'r

wrong 1ay?” he jeered. “Yoeu:: %‘:
'wﬂdered yourself with your owp mal
\This s the sort of stuff I want,”
‘declared, fingering the letters. “You'yy
‘been astray. Now get oqn rh:
ﬂght trafl and accomplish enmem,n

'An attendant entered wi(; Y cafd
The ' prosecutor glanced ai g and
|passed it over to the detective.

‘"He’s an old friend,” Mott Temark.
od. “We were in college together "

“ K dark suffused Britz'g coun-
“tenance andl deepened his yeioy
ivory conplq:lon t0 a dull grey. He
fixed a look of anxious lnterrognuon
on Mott, as if doubtful of the wisdom
of admitting the visitor Into this gy
rooin l?it thel;:'ample of justice.

. oW he’s one of your suspect,
the p ﬁ!f la“Shed at thep(isa!:m
time prenixm 8 button which sounqeq
a buzzer in the reception room. -y, -
‘he's one of the figures in this comedy
fierrors you're playing, but I not
“inform him . #hat, in your eyes, ho'y
‘one of the poseible thieves. Yoy may

§o_shead suspecting whom you vy
without. mtaﬂqenee on my part*

The swinging door openeq, and
Griswold “sauntered Into the 1o,
The 'cordial smile be bestowed o
Mott faded ‘to superciliousnesg When
he beheld Brits. He: glanceq ap tp,
detective as 1t resemttul of his
m

{41 presume you can guess why |
realled;” he sald familiarly to the Lo
secytor,

“It requires no mind-reader (o tay.
om the object of your visit,” Mot
laughed back.

“Mrs. Missioner s on the verge of
nervous prostration,” -Griswold fn-
formed. “She asked me to lnquire
about the progress of the case. Do
you know, she can’t get herself
believe Elinor guilty. Sands is in
clined to agree with her to the exteu:
of offering to go on Miss Holcomb's
bond.”

“Why doesn’t he do so?” imquired
the prosecutor.

“Because Mrs. Missioner objects,”
Griswold replied. “She believes that
the swiftest way to clear Elinor is o
permit her to remain in the Tombs.
T confess I cannot see the force of hor
argument, but she is evidently a-ting
under what she believes to be compe
‘tent. advice.”

Britz’s- eyes travelled up and down
{Griswold’s form, taking in the jaunt
cut of his clothing, his drooping red
dish blond moustache, his pale, water,
eyes and narrow forehead, in which
‘three leng . veins pulsed under the
:transparent skin. Griswold’s bland
smile carried no suggestion of his
dnner nature. Its geniality was plain
1y forced and lost what incratiaiing

qualities If was meant to convey. The
{furtive glances he darted at ahe de-
tective did not go unobserved by Britz.
It was ‘as if Griswold was tryiug to
take the measure of the police lieu-
tenant, and Britz, conscious of ths
mental effort of the other man. drew
within himself, presenting an impene
jtrable: exteror-to his silent questioncr.

“What’s doing in thfs case, any-
how ?” suddenly flashed Griswold.

7 “Looks “of badifor Miss Hol-
comb,” returned Mott.

“I'm sorry,” ~commented Griswold.
“I hate'to believe her guilty of such
base ingratitude. But sentiment must
clear the way for facts, and if the evi-
dence points to her, I don’t see how
I can get away from the unpleasant
conclusion that she stole the gems.
But really, I do wish this nasty mess
were over and done with. | 4ope

there’ll be no further delay in bring-
ing the case to trial.”

Britz ¢ishioned his head agains: the
[ back of the chair in the attitude of an
indiiferent listener to the conver:a-
tion between the other men. If h=
had any views on the subject under
discussion, he gave no audible 1ndl
cation of them.

“The case has been adjourned for
a month,” Mott said.

A flash of disappointment darkenad
Griswold’s features.

“This interminable delay {s exeecd
ingly, annoying to Mrs. Missioner,” hu
commeénted. “The uncertainty as o
the outcome of the case is upsettinx
all her plans. She is anxious to ha's
the whole thing over, and I agree with
her that the case ought to be wound
up at once.”

“Why are you in a hurry to bring
the case to trlal?” suddenly fiashed
Britz. The blunt query aroused Gris-
wold to a recognition of the peculisr
po]sfxtion into which he had thrust him-
se
‘Ot course, I have no right to in-
ject my wishes into a criminal prose-
cution,” he hastened to explain. “But
I am deeply concerned for Mrs. Mis-
sioner, and I only echo her expressed
desire when I request a speedy ter-
mination. of the intolerable situatlon
in vhich she finds herself.”

“The intricacies of the case necessi-
tate further delay,” Mott remarked.
“Intricacies!” repeated Griswold.
“Why, the case is simplicity itself
All the circumstances point in one
direction, and eircumstances mever
lie.”

“No, but the inferences drawn from
them are frequently incorrect,” Britz
amended.

+“You don’t mean to hint that you
believe Miss Holcomb 1nnocent'f"
flashed Griswold.

“'m pet hinting at anything,” t“
detective flared back. “I only mean
that if she’s guilty we want more time
to fasten the guilt on her.” !
The detective’s tone carried a llO“i
ace that Griswold understood. Tée;

.urge haste in bringing Elinor to trisl

the society man realized, would re |
sult in an unpleasant verbal encounter |
with Britz. And, above all othet|
things, Griswold detested unpleasant
outbursts of temper.

“By_the way, have you discovered
any new evidence?’-he asked in s tone
of unconcern.

Mott’s hand went. unconsciously @
the letters. .Omne by ome- he hude‘
them. ta Srio = ¥ Derusal -
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