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Jittle keepsakes,’ he & in & pon
¢erously patronizing manner,: t;.aa
Miss Holcomb hasn’t been' to Ma'den
Lane in such a long time, I know she |
won't object.. Now, this little box, of

course, contains nothing ‘but trinkets |

or odds and ends—love-letters, m=y-
pe?” Elinor's heart sickened at the
leer in his face. She turned her eyes
to Dorothy's loving little .face, and
clung to the débutante’s hand. Dp-
pelly, fumbling with = the key fcr
awhile, opened the lacquered box.

«Just what I said, you gee.” he ex-
claimed. = “Nothing but trinkets and
other little souvenirs—huh! of od
romances, perhaps. Eh, it’'s great tc
pe a summer girl, Miss Holcomb. If
only you had jewels like Mrs. Missiop
er's, youd ' shine with .the best f
them. Gee, but that must be a beau'y,
that neéklace, if' the imitation is so
pretty.” . »

He stirred theé contents of the bo-
1dly. Nothing else remained to be
gearched. He had ransacked the int
mate sanctity of”the gir¥’s room. - He
telt bafled and sorely irritated. A
the thought of failure he thrust hi:
fingers into the box with ‘such vie
lence that -everything it held fell tr
the floor. Carson stooped to pick 0
the scattered ' jewelry, pacing it i’
Donnelly’s hand to-be return.d to th:
box. After recovering’ several bis ©
jewelry, he laid in his big colleague s
greedy clutch & small, round objec
wrapped in silk-tissue.

“Hello, what’s this!” exc'aimed Do
nelly, rolling the fairy parc-l be' we 1
finger and thumb. “You won't minc
it 1 peep in the paper, young lady
0t course you won’t. And this is‘onlv
a—say, what the mischief is it? Ot,
glory!”

Even Carson was startled into ar
echoing “Oh!” and the three wowxe
almost screamed. For, nestling in tb:
folds of the tissue, its facets twinklin
ir the sinsistent green glow of tht«
vacuum lights, flashed a diamond—a~
unmistakable diamond — which Mrs.
Missioner and Dorothy and Elinor re-
cognized as. one of the lesser gews
from the Maharanee necklace—muckh
smaller than the Maharanee diamond,
but twize the size of an ordinary
stone. And it was a diamxond, even -
novice could tell was genuine!

All the blood left Elinor's face. The
muscles of her throat leaped ard

“with me.”*

‘step 'towards,him, ~Donnelly gripp- 4
‘the chair fo! defensive swing.
_Mannings,” said the sleuth huskiy
“I2 you can’t behave like one gen:le
man to another, it'll be the worse for
.you. If you don’t want to be run in,
keep away.” - : R
‘Mrs. Missioner’s annoyance  and
Dorothy’s fright, no less than Elinor's
distress, restrained Sands acain. ¢ -

to Carson, ignoring the other. But
Donnelly was not to beilgnored...:su
| successful deflance of a millionairs
\gﬁhf htened his desire for the cenr

Ay -«ams},; "B d, " “that we

o

~ Bands, breathing hard, took another

"] don’t care if you know & million | 400

“What does all this mean?” He sa'd|

know who took Mrs. Missioner's dia-
mond8a, and all we’ve got to do Aow is

that won’t be ‘hard.” Where thefe’s
one bird, the flock won't be far:away.

getting downtown.

The Chiet” wants
to see you.” . i -3

CHAPTER Vo> by
’ The Brownstone House.

man glided out by the servants’.door
of the Migssioner home. His mbder:
garments, Oriental only by fzint sug
gestion in the English looseness of
their cut, caught the eye merely by
contrast with the,snowy turban that
covered his head. He moved with
the cat tread of one long accustom<d
to walking on his own soles. Fis
hoes were conventional enough in ap-
pearance, but of softer leather than
that of ordindry American make. It
was evident that he relied on the
silence of his footgear and. judgirg
from the caution with which he 'et
himself out of the house and look d

peting his departure.
in the block, he walked swifdy to-
ward Fifth- Avenue and turned
corner so sharply that he
over a district messenger. A

to find the rest of 'em. And | gupss:

Conie, Miss Holcomb, we grd you'll be|n an absent way.

While:  Elinor, helpless 1n t];e'-_i'e*
action from. her _griet, wns. spéed ng - tween rings of blue smoke: “Wait
to Mulberry Street in a taxicab with without, Ali, and I will have speech
Donnelly and ‘Carson, a swar, snml ;

the , 'when
bo -1-d! throwing off a mask, arose briskly
few  from the divan and cast aside the silk

returned the
hed!” = SO
And did not get it?”

“Swami, I did not. Your servant D€
8 dog and the son of a dog, but|’

is
he done his best.” :
'The man on the divan watched his

‘through slitted eyes.
“Where is the jewel? he asked
‘Who knows, holy man?” replied
o visitor. “It has taken unto itself
? &?’:‘ its place a false Sston:
e

wit of your servant

tely at fault. 1 know x
Swam! 4id ‘w’{L ,
geen the destruction of - the fa
Maharanee by Griswold’s heel in the
Metropolitan  Opera  House.  He
smoked thoughttully, his fingers kno -
ting and raveling the istring

‘“And you have come straightway
with the news?” he asked.

“As ‘the hawk flies,” master,” said

the servant. There was trepidaticn’

fn his eyes, but he answered unhesi-
tatingly.
“I¢ s well,” the Swami said, be-

with you in a little while.”
The visitor,” with another low sa-

jaam, withdrew as he had entered;

backing across the threshold. In the
hall, his figure shot to its full height
and he flashed a glance of uncertain
meaning at the outer side of the por-
tieres. He passed silently up the
stairs and slipped into & room above
that in which the Swami sat. His cat-
}tke tread carried him to a closet, into
which he crept. Flattening himself cn
the floor, he applied his. ar to'a hole
so small it scarcely widened the cra'k
between two boards. He could not

gsee, but he could hear the creak of °

the Punkah as, after a violent tug by

up and down the street without tr. m-| the man on the divan, it continued
Seeing no on:'

swinging to and fro. *
Hardly had the Hindoo left the rcom
the Swami, like a mummer

words in a foreign tongue were his:| robe that enveloped him. The silken
response to the select vernacula- the| turban remained on his head, but in

'is
# not 1
of st i B Bpd

- Misaioner’s' le'e'réﬁry

”

itaining the Maha a-

~ “Ne that’s . funny,”
i ce. “Devilish funny!
took her in tow for that?”

_The priest nodded. = | 2

“What mt’n these American
‘policemen are!” snapped Kananda ir
the slang he bad used as Nandy of
Cambridge. “Fancy. any. self-respect-
g Oriental: doing that! ~Why, the
ttle terrier . :

| _The 8wami nodded again. -
. ™Al searched her room, of course,
before the detectives got there)’ he

nid . the
And they

continued. ' “Soon after: Mrs. Mission |~

er's return from the opera, he went
gtralght from the hall outside the
-library to Miss. Holcomb’s apartment
and investigated thoroughly.”

“Look here, old man,’ jerked Kan-
anda. “If Ali-has the stone, it's all
well enough to put it over on——" '

“He bhasn’t, it,” the Swami an-
. swered. “The thing for us to do nov
"ig to find out who has” 't el tEestans

“Good old guesser!” grinned the
Prince. “Well, Ali knows his busi
-ness.” :

The Swami strolled back .to tre.
divan and lay at'full length, his hand.
pillowing his head. He blew smoke
rings at the punkah. i

“I'm nhot so'sure of that,” he re-[
torted. '“I don’t like his failure t>
keep better watch on the stome.’ ’

“Nandy swung himself back to the
table. 3

“How . long’s it been gone?”
asked . ; o N )

“] tell you nobody kncws. Its ab-
gsence was discovered to-might.”
“You've just learned of it?”

“No and yes. I knew abcut the

hel

A cicse friend of

the Swami *“One of the |
ds was found .in the pri | g

. desk lleutenant, at the

Maharanee before Ali - came.” He
sketched the incident of the opera
house in -crisp seniences. Kananca
listened eagerly.
“So . there’s nothing left of the bo-
gus Maharanee,” he obszTved. .
“Nothing but this splint:r I palm-'

was sabsituted

, oom; approached by a

narrow ball, on the Mott Street side

' the building. Its most conspicuovs
furnishings were several brass Ta

crossed one- another in bewil-

. fashion. . Half-open doors . led

ldly into other. offices, as if to dis-

Two uniformed . ifeutenants of police

were constantly on guard at
ed against opposi

gian

ments scattered on des! :
“Guess it's time for the line-up;” re-
marked one of the lieutenants. - -
~He entered the adjoining room, a
large, square chamber, in which the
rays ‘from clusters” of ‘électric ‘biulbs
mingled with the pale; shivery light of
the sun.- } £ i 4
“Here’s the list,” he' called to:the
same time
throwing a bundle, of documents to
hlm-. s ” 7 D
_ Massed-against the oppoesite wall in
fistiess attitudes were fifty or sixty
detectives, their . faces oovered. by
masks.
while waiting for the hapléss prison-
ers captured fhe might before to be
lined up for jnspection. This daily
spectacle, terrifying to the innocent
suspects, amusing to the old-time law-
breakers ,marks the beginning of the
morning’s routine of the men detailed
to prevent crime and hunt down crimi-

nals. Not a.pleasing exhibition, but !

a necessary one. For the opportunity
must be  provided for the detectives
to become familiar with the counte-
nances of the lawbreakers. And by
the simple device of the masks, the
hunters are shl‘eléed from becoming
equally familiar to the hunted.

The opening of the-door at the rear
of the room brought the waiting:de-
tectives to attention.
stiffened to military erectness, their
manner became watchfully alert.

“Good-morning,” greeted Chief of

W“.“:vl Her hair hung disordered over her

‘temant.

They shifted about unessily

- the men not engaged -on old work r -

Their forms

ypes 28 varicd as the emo ions strug | £°
ng within them, but as théy siood.
side by side facing the expression'ess
hey, seemed headed towsrd'

Itimate. destiny Ongﬂe

Fyourseif. ' Will you ccnfess ”
jone carried the weight 'of a’
‘but . her unresponsive .mind

e to " stgniicance.

re her, #s it

p some d stant

high ~ fever of expectancy. A : $1ahy) #8310
glances were cast in the"

diréction of she garedl {apgdelingly "at Hce
the door leading to the'cells. Sud-| " TR v
aenly the mell Belkens forward, sy it |- 1 B8V nothing to confess,” sle
inspired Dby 'a common .impulse -of murmured weakly. T
| curlosity. The swish-of‘skirts, accom- _'The Chief drew back In/studied an
panied by the trésd'of minsculine foet, | X6T<  His fist banged the desk s if
sounded in the ddorwsy.”"A woman's | B Blow meant to convey & stdden
form, her head bent to Her breast, her | Tesolve.. iy
Jtinbs unable to bear-the Welght/of her | “N8FY welll”. he burst, forth,  “Go
frail body, was® beirig Balt dragged, | FIEht shead and b the, goat it you
half -carried  1nto {he' Foom. Al the | WDt 0. Lok here, lithe girl, 1 ¥a
' life seemed to have draiticd out of her | Just Kiddin' you when 1 said we h-d
2 ! the principal er arrest,” hs sald
with & quick 'change of tacties.
“Your're the only ome that's lotk d
. /1. don’'t belfeve tliere’s anyone
ise 'mized up.in the cace at all 'L
beliéve ' you did the job alone. It
there’s anyone behind you, you'il have
to show me. There's only one thief
involved, and that’s you.”

shoulders, her hands ‘swung Hmply,
; Joose: péndulums., . . AY
Sainor. Holeomby? crisd the” lew

Donnelly ‘and Carson, each with-an
| arm under her shoulder, “propped her
ysinking form. '
“Lift, your head,” commanded the
Chief. : ; g
The order fell on deaf ears, Sle
seemed as one in the last agony of a
! mortal illness.-
l‘ “Lift it for her,” came in.a voice of
mingled sternness and compa-sion..
Donnelly’s_hand -flew. to ‘her chin, :
'tilting her face upward. For an ip- fell on her. y
- stant s she. Tatied Tert Heayy eyt v | OME. ~taudoek into-gm Imgenetrab 4
then receiled as from a blow. . The bACKEFOUNd of "gloom, sinister and de-
| erowd of masked Spectators floated | Pressing. £
before her eyes like hideous spectres 1 'haven't done eanyihing,” shs
of & horrid.dresm. A low groan, like | Pleaded. =1 don't know who ' 103k
‘Mrs. Missioner’s diamonds.” ' As it

the last lament of a tor.ured soul. A
| &b from. hor Jips. She - seemid| ot By &:eudden thougnt, Misz Hol.
; comb bent forward in her .se

turned-into a mass of jelly. < b 3
“Take her away,’ commacded the :::ne dcan.t believe 1 did 1t?” sha

Chief, and the two detectives car ied
! “You bet your.life she believes you

her out of the room.
did it,” the Chief announced. *“A:d

s 7

“Accused of stealing the Missioner

diamonds,” was tne curt’ explauatica 1 know you did it. So whats the vse
of denying it?”

of her presence. In a harsh mcnotone, 2

the .Chief rrad the varicus Fea - I do deny it, I do deny 1*,” 8ha

quarters orders to the force. and then protested. “How can they think me
capable of 1t?”

The Chief opened a drawer of h's
desk and brought forth the aceucin;
diamond. He held it cloce to her
face, permitting the rays (o d:stribu’a
themselves on her features.

“Pretty fine stone!’ he commented,
“A peach of a shine! Looked good t)
you, didn’t it? Came so easy it -wai
a shame to take it—eh? Now how

mal, crept into her face. Sh> turied
to the: left and met the fixed s are of
Donnelly. ’ Averting. her - head;, hcr
eyes looked into -thome of  Carson.
Directly in front, cloge to -her fa e,
the cold gleam from the Chiel’s’ eye!

ceived their assignments of mne /|
cases. As abrupt'y as hz hai entz ed,
the head of the Bureau left the rocm
and retired to his pr.vate office. Then
he summoned Donnelly and Carson.
“Takes it pretty bad, eh?” h2
| asked.
“Like all the
they’re nabbed

swell on‘s when
the first tirce,” en-

- An expression, as -of a hunted an’. ‘

So Bhe turaed around, /

ol

Detectives Manning. The men saluted did it get mixed up with your trin-
kets?”

“] don’t know,” she mcaned.

The Chief turned from her wearily,

“You take her in hand, Donnsliy,”
he sald.

The detective bent over the woman,
his face so close that she ‘felt his
warm breath against her chesks,

“Don’t try any ‘nongense down

swered Carson.

I «Had to call the doctor twice during
thé night, the matron tells me,” in
formed Dornelly.

“Did she make any s'at:rent cn th
way to Headquarters?” inquirad th2
Chief. .

“Nothing but hysterics,” Carson an-
swered.

“And she’s- in no condition to Lo

knotted as if she were strangling.
She swayed for a moment, then tcox
a long step toward the detegtive a~d
stood trembling, covering her fa e

ed,” returned the priest. “It Was €&y " roturn

—elementary legerdemain.” -
Both laughed. The facility of Occi-! With ouick. nervous strides the

: ¢ i Chief made his way behind the long
astonished- boy was capable by way broad couch, had not shown the patent.deﬁxslwgz an:::n%zgej({llﬁ. on thls‘ desk that ran half the length of the
with quivering hands. Donnelly, hcld- | of reply. To be flung to th> s'de-| leather shoes in which they were en- DOW.” s;ud the kPr‘lnce "Allpwill ba,e room, and took up a position of sur
ing the diamond to the light, wa.!walk by a personage in a Briti h|cased. He lighted a Buropean cigar- ., ’o back to the hou.se ” X vey. His eyes, of hawk-like penetra-
about to speak—in what words, wha:| tourists’ suit with a headgear out £ ette:and puffed as if he enjoyed the '.,GY” Mrs. Misgioner c'ln't spare her tion, swept the room while the desk
manner, one can guess. But the mis-| the Arabian nights well may be d's- charnige from the pungent Eastern to- Oﬂentél c"\i;'lo just yet,” the Swami Heutenant called the roll. Tha absen-
ery in the girl’s attitude struck the|concerting, even to No. 4762 of xh;i ot el | i ) ) tees having been entered on the blois
triumphant grin from his face, and| A. D. T. Up and down the room hie wa.lked'“seme“‘

rising youngster hurled at him— ; all other respects he was dressed like
words so mysterious that a final “Ah,'a Wall Street man. His feet, drawn
garn!” was the utmost of which the| beneath his robe as-he sat on the

ds after
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there was momentary compassion in
the tone in which he said:

~We'd better go back to the library,
1 guess. Will you go with my side
partner, Miss Holeom»?”

@arsun s auvaunce 10 TRe E£iTcuary s
side was checked by the violence with
which she whirled towards Mrs. Mis-
sioner, again with outstretched hands,
This time the widow was slower in
meeting the appeal. She was stunned
by the: detective’s discovery. All the
finer sensibilities of her womanho:-d
were benumbed. Astonishment large
and compelling, was all she could feel
for the moment. Still, as she took
Elnor's imploring hands in hers and
stood motionless, listening to the
girl’s passionate entreaty not to be-
lieve the evidence of her eyes, nor to
believe her kindness could be out-
raged in such a way, not to believe
that Elinor for all the jewels in the
mines of the world could be tempted
from the high honor in which she had
been reared. Clasping the younger
womar’s locked fingers in her own
soft palm, she slipped her arm about
Elimor's waist, and walked with her
to the lift. Dorothy, crying almost

childishly, controlled her voice once
or twice long enough to beg Elinor nct
to give way to such torturing emoticn.

But Elinor Holcomb, shaking, scb-
bing, wildly beseeching, was oblivious
to the silent watchfulness of the Cen-
tral Office men, the covert glances
from Blodgett’s mask-like counte-
pance, the amazed stare of the liveried
wouth in the elevator. All the way to
the room in which Sands and Gris-
wold and Ranscome waited, all the

way across the old English library, to ; messenger boy. The visitor answered i, jew of jewels!
ing !

the ruddy zone before the fireplace,
she continued her prayers to Mrs. Mis-
sioper to hold her guiltless. That was
the one thought that shaped her
thoughts; that the woman to whom
she owed the shelter of her later youth
should not think her capable .of such
ignoble ingratitude. There was no
elightest shade of appeal to the de-
tectives, no regard for the conclusions
others In the room might draw. But
that Mrs. Missioner should give cre-
dit to the cold accusation that glit-

tered in the diamond Donnelly had |

found—that plainly was the unbear-
able thing in the wretched young wo-
mean’'s present position.

“You won’t have to telephone the
Chief, Mr. Man,” said Donnelly to
Sands with as direct a sneer as he
thought advisable. “This has ‘been
one of our easiest cases.”

His fat hand was extended towar-qd
the millionaire. In & crease of the
palm the diamond blazed as if indig{
nant at such a setting. Sands glared
at the stone, Griswold gazed at it ag
if spellbound. Ranscome polished hig
glasses with much deliberation’ and
adjusting th>m with equal precision,
looked at the gem. ‘

“This one’s the goods, eh?” the d
tective went on. - Ranscome, Wit
marked fastidiousness, took the jewe
from his hand and examined it as i
his reputation as an expert depende
on his test. Reluctantly, he returne
the gem to Donnelly and said, gently
with a pitying glance at Elinor:

s through the outer darkness,

The
muttered “The park™ to the driver,
and sat well back in the vehicle, clos-
ing the apron doors and lowering tha

row space for observation. In the
interior gloom, lace¢ by chance lances
of light from arc lamps, he sprinkled

ingly were tighter than he liked.
Drive of the Central Park, the Hinpdoo

directions to the cabman.
gom turnad out of the park at Seventy-
gecond Street and rolled on rubber
tires in an" easterly direction, cross-

in front of a brownstone housé- exacts
ly like several dozen others in thae
block. The Oriental paid the cabman
and stood on the sidewalk until‘the
hansom turned the corner. Then he

street, turned west, and darted.into
the vestibule of a house that was.the

twin of the one at which the cab 'had | foregather
He did not ring the bell, cmbg oretl.;?a‘

i stopped.
| but scratched lightly on the ground
glass pane of the inner door. The
i door swung inward and he entered &
hall lighted only by a glimmer that
i filtered through the glass from a gas
p in the street. A voice in the

| dark asked a question in a language

!

|

l

dark man heriled a hansom,| sprightly, pausing from time to time

with juckered forehead and thumbs
resting on the edges of his coat pock-
ets. Then he walked softly to a door

upper curtain until he le‘t only & nar-) at one side of the room, and opening

{t a little way, called softly:
“Kananda.”

A man of mature years eame in

himself freely with many drops from tly . 5 ! o
st vint thiat uuelled of ‘the Xt ooy and ‘loeked inquiringly &t tie can be watched by one man.

Ye readjusted the folds Of his turban,| pis vigor

gettled his collar and scarf, and shook 1 ”
himself more clogely into his clothes,l :Iltxt;:;?itsﬁ t::&ggif ::g dhzﬁn:‘;‘::wed in then Ramsetjee, though.

which, despite their loose cut, seem<  western manner and excellent Engr

He was of portly build, but
still showed traces of the

lish were not in surprising contrast to

North of the Casino, in the East! yic [ndian swarthiness among those

who remembered the vogue a British

pulled the check strap and gave NeW| o4ycation had -among India’s petty
The Lan- Queen and Empress.

Prince Kanan-
da had been one of the best ba'smen
on the Cambridge eleven. His popu:
larity among the democratic young

ing-several avenues before it stopped| gristocrats of the period had sprung

from the day whzn he remarked it waj
not his fault his father was a Maha.
rajeh, and that it shouldn’t be trea:

| sured against him, even though he

|

l

somewhat like that the Hindoo had !

flung over his shoulder at the

of light burst upoun him from a cluster
of incandescent bulbs above his head.

“If you are false, turn back,” said
lthe voice in one of the higlier tongues
of India.

“True though lowly foliower of the
Light am I,” the Hindoo replied, with
e profound salaam toward ink-black
portidres at the far end of the hall
{He moved slowly toward the curtairs
{and stretched forth his hand. "Again
the voice spoke.

“If there is aught of doubting in
your heart, turn back ere it be too
late,” it said. ‘“There is no repent-
| ance this side of the screen. Bewarel
 Turn back!” G

But the Hindoo, with another deep

bow, parted the heavy curtains and
stepped through the opening. With-
| put a single glance at the sumptuous
Esastern furnighing of the room, he
bent his body forward with touching,
outstretched hands until his fingers
well'nigh reached the floor. In that
posture he remained until, in the
tones of the voice that had sounded
a man
pitting cross-legged on a divan at the
other end of, the room murmured an
acknowledgment of the salutation.
Blowly the visitor straightened him-
pelf and looked at the divan, without
raising his eyes to the face of the
man upon It

“The peace of the Immutable One
be upon you,” he sald in his harsher

| walked east a few yards, crossed the couldn’t Nive' it down. Nandy, as they

called him on the banks of th» Cam,
was voted a good sort. The classifica-
tion had stuck to him wherever men
from the Strangers’
Straits Settlement to
White’'s and the Unlon League.

“What's the row, your reverence?”
he asked. On the surface, he took the
‘aith of his fathers lightly. Oriental
thovgh he was in the marrow.

“The Maharanes has disappeared,”
saild the Swamli.

“Whee-ee!” returned Kananda. “If
that blessed stone ien't the Wander-
How long has it

with a single word, and a sunburst jcen missing this time?” -

“Nobcdy knows, unless it bo ite pre-
sent possessor. Moreover, prince you
are, ruler you may be, but I cannot
overlook your levity in connection
with so sacred a gem. Besid:s, my
friend, remember the brethren.”

Nandy’s face became serious imme-
diately.

“l wasn’t exactly poking fun at the
Mahararee,” he apologized, “and they
who suffer are never long absent from
my thoughts. It's a Western habit,
this flippancy—comes from trying to
graft a Hindoo sprig on a British oak,
you know.”

“We are of the Orient,” said the
Swami, still rebukingly. “We should
not copy the barbarisms of the Occi-
dent.”

Nandy’s eyes twinkléd as the humor
of such an gbseriation in the heart of
Manhattan flashed upon him. In a
momert, he was grave again, how-
ever.. He swung: himself to- a table,
lightly for one of his bulk, and sat

kicking his hcels as he awaited the
Hindoo priest’s narrative.

“There’s little to, tell,” tsh Swami
went on, himself dropping into ths
easier speech of the West as his com-
panion stopped smiling. “The great
diamond is gone and Al has no id:a of
its whereabouts. Night and day on
the watch in the woman’s home, he
has nothing to tell further t
the jewel has disappeared an
grrest has been made.” ;

M_M -Ali comes to “Ra thav've cansht the thlef?”

His

| Prince from time to time emphasizing

that *

Kananda reached for a cigarette.

| “I guess we’ll have to put Ramset:
| Jee on the men,” he mused.. “Don't
'1ike to do it, for Ram isn't exactly
i what'we’d call an adept. Now, would
L we?"

“Hardly.” i

| “But Al can’t be spared from the
Missioner place, Sands and Griswold

I‘ "Oh, ye.'u )
i wish the man were a little brighter

“Can’t be helped—what?” anglicized
Nandy. “I'll have an eye to them in
the clubs from time to time. You look
after the social end.” -

| “Yes.” The Swami smiled.
| hardly get away from me in society.”
i «My weord; but you're eoming on!”
| chaffed the Prines, ‘“Right in the so-
' olal swim, See what it is te be a
Swami, Dare say the Duchess ef Dry-
goods and the Countess de Brewery
are head over heels in leve with the
newest Hsetern mystia, Too bad

7they’n not in Delhi.”

The Swami frowned. He refused to
Jaugh at jests bordering on lack of
.vrespect for the faith. Even the Maha-
ranee’s son feared to try him too far
iin that direction. .
| “Omitting personality for the mom-
lent,” said the priest pointealy, “I will
participate in the gregarious mum-
ming of these barbarians for the sake
of our purpose. It iz not well to con-
cern ourselves with the frivolous af-
{airs of life. We may have to do much
more serious things than we are do-
ing now to get the Maharanee. It it
should come, to the last resort, Wel
would not hesitate, you and I Re-
member the brethren!”

«].shall remember,” sa'!d Kananda,
bravely.

The Swami sounded a gong. As its
muffied music came to nim through
the tiny hole in the floor above, Al
rose cautiously from his crouching
position and hastened downstairs.
Next mihute he was entering the pre-
sence of the higher caste Easterners
with another profound salaam. In
measured tones, the Swami, who had
‘resumed his Oriental robes, gave him
instructions to which the Hindoo ser-
vant listened with intent respaet, the

the priest’s orders with a mnod.

“You msay g0, Ali,” sad the Swaml
in conclusion.

“I go, master,” the Hindoo replied,
backing through the portieres. He
maintained his respectful bearing all
the way along the hall, out the door,
and down the brownstone steps. Then,
when he had walked quickly to a point
several hcuses on and his face was
well out of the angle of visiomof the
conventionally curtdlned wmUows E&-
the front of the strange dwelling, &
peculiar expression spread over -his
features. Once round the cormer, he
wheeled and gazed -piercingly toward |
the house he had quitted, s if his
eyes could penetrate the intervening
, Walls, i WEgtere
“Ig thy servant a dog or the son of

replied the priest. “I

“They'll

ter, the process of lining up the pri

soners began without further cere-
mony.

A line of bedraggled, disheveled
men and women, their eyes bleary
from a night of wakefulness in nar.
row, . ill-ventilated cells,” shuffied into
the room.

“Michael Noonan,” droned the leu-
tenant. -

An emaciated, weak-raced man, the
wretchednees of his lot emphasized by
the frayed clothing that hung in loose
broken lines from his form, steppe
forward. - A look of dull misery wag
gtamped on his countenance, a. hope«
less disregard of the fate in store Fol
him showed in his manner.

“Take a good look at this ereek,"
commanded the Chief. “Never wag
pinched before. Caught with the
goods on, however, by Wiggins andg
Wolf. Swipin’ lead pipe from a half:
finished house.”

The eyes of the detectives beant em
the human wreck as he shramk bach

fnto line.

“Philip Pratt,” called the lieutenant

A young man, not moroe than thirty,
whose sullen micn and restless eye#
betrayed his occupetion even before
the -Chiet announced it, faced the
masked battery of eyes. His thin
lips curled into a distainful smile as
the Chief read his record from a s8lip
of paper.

“Another 0'd friecd back,” the hexd
of tho detective force commented.
“Philip Pratt, alias Meorse, alias
Charlle Dodge, =alias Toledo Phil
Confidence gent. Did a turn in El-
mira, two short stretches up the river,
and a leg in Jollet.”

The particular offense for which the
priscner was in the toils azain was de-
scribed, and he, too, retired to tem-
porary obscurity in the lines of the
unfcrtunates,

“Carrie Chase,”
lieutenant:

Member of that frail = sisterhocd
whose shame is8 no deeper than that
of the clvilization from -which it
gprings, she carried herself with an
casy digrnity horn of familiarity with
her surroundings: The heavy lines
of her face were drawn into an e€x-
pression of grim deflance, but her
eves, dulled by long dissipation, could
pot hide the dumb fear that lurked in
her soul.

(7ot away with a gent’s super,” the
Chief drawled. He displayed a gold
watch as If it held all the triumph of
his years of pursuit in the under-
world. “But we found the goods on
her,” he added smilingly.

Her career was part of the elemen-
tal knowledge of the assembled de-
tectives and the Chief dismissed her
quickly.

. “The chances are she’ll do a long
stretch this trip,” he commented.

Every condition of moral obliquity
was represented in that shifting line
of prisoners. There were youths,
still in the formative period of their
criminal careers, vying with the old-
timers in the forced bravado of their
demeanors.. - Others ° there. Were,

came from the

a dog?” he sald under his breath men-
llc_lngly. 3 ’ S

PR

shamefaced and sad. overcome With
remarsa and vraving gilently Ior the

here,” he snarled. ‘“We got the goed)
on you, and we ain't going to stand
any fooling. Now, where are those
diamonds?”’

She eyed him in mild protest.

“] don’t know, sir,” she murmured
weakly.

Donnelly shoved his clenched fi {
under her chin. His face contertel]
into an expression of tigerish fero
city; he peered at her with an intens
gity that .chilled her blood.

“Your're a liar,” he snapped, “You
think you're a slick ome, but, you'll
be 'sorry you was ever born if yo)
don’t cough up the goods, We kmow
tow to handle customers like yoy
down here. We're used to 'em. Wgq
get ’em every day, Now, just save
yourself a lot of trouble by telling th:
whereabouts of the diamonds.”

*“They ain’'t going te do yeu any
good,” interjected the Chief. “They
don’t wear diamonds. where you're go
ing to, The less trouble you give us

the less trouble weTl make for you
And we can make more trouble fot
you than you can make for us.”

A look of such utter helplessnesy
overspread her face that even the d 01
tectives realized the utter futility
their attack. She seemed a&s one uI¥
der the influence of a torpifying drur
Her capability for new feelings hs
been crushed out of her by the
crowded incidents following her an
rest. All she felt was a dull pain of
body and mind.

“Don’t sit there like & white mum
my,” burst forth Donnelly. “Com
now,” he added impatiently, “don’
exhaust our patience; we haven’
treated you roughly, but we know ho
to bring you out of your silence.”

He seized her wrist, his clenched
hand squeezing it until she uttered ¢
sharp cry of oeain.

“Are you going to answer my que3
tions?” he blurted.

She sank back in the chair with §
dispairing moan. Her heavy eyelidg
dropped, a tremor contracted he
brow, then her head fell limply t
one side. i

“1 guess we don’t gain anything by
going stronger with her to-day. Tak¢
her back!” commanded the Chief.

Donnelly and Carson shook her ‘m
to consciousness. They steadied hbe
as she dragged herself through th
dark corridor and down two flighty
of narrow iron stairs to her cell.

When she was out of the room, tha

questioned now,” added Donnclly.

“Anyome been inquiring for ‘her.”
the Chief suddenly snapped.

“Yes,” flathed back Dcnnel'y. Hae
eyes lit with a crafty glow. “Soro
guy who says he's a doctor and en-
gaged to marry her has been hatging
around here all morning. Wants to
| know how he can get her cut. Lo k;

as if he might be mixed up in it, 85
I'm having him shadowed.”

“Good!” commented the Chief. “If
.any layyer calls, tell- him she’s in no
‘condition to be &een. We don’t want
anyone to see her until we've ques-
tioned her,” \

It was late in the afternoom before
Miss Holcomb was escorted into the
{nquisitorial chamber. B8he had’fallen
{nto a fitful slumber on the rude ircn
bed that projected frem the wall of
her cell, when Donnelly and Carson
opened the grated dsor and called ber
out of her sleep. She gave a star led
gasp when she saw them, a convul-
sive shudder racked her frame. A

sudden influx of painful memories
overwhelmed her with a pitiful sensa
of helplessness as she draggcd herse.f
to the office of the Chief.

With a weak show of courage, she
eyed Manning Tresolutely, and then
gank into a soft leather chair close to
his desk: Donnelly and Carson occu
pied =eats at her elbow.

“What did you do _with thoss
stones?” blurted the Chief.

Her lips framed a reply, but it died
without utterance. .

“Come, come!” he cried impatient
ly. “We don’t want any acting here.
I know you're only a tool in this mat-
ter. We've got the principal under
arrest and I'm giving you a chance to
save yourself.” You turn State’s evi
dence against him and I'll see that Do
harm comes to you. -He’s the. feliow
we want to land. Now tell me just
what you did with the jewels.”

In the midst of his outburst, a door
opened silently and a gharp-featured,
smooth-shaven man of middle age
entered and seated himself in an ob.
scure corner of the room. . Hid" form|
seemed to merge into the shadow of
the walls as he dropped noiselessly
into his chair. Miss Holcomb did not
gee him enter. Her increasing terror
gave her a fictitious energy ‘and she
lifted her head with a sharp jerk.

«] didn’t steal the jewels,™ she said.
“] had nothing to do with their dis-
. appearance.”’

The mocking laughter ot the three| silent visitor came out of the obscu:
deep voices sounded’in the room. ty of his corner and seated himesl

“Does it welll” chuckled Dommelly,| in the chair vacated by Miss Holl

“Too bad she aln’t an actress,”| comb. :
joined Carson. “What do you think of it, Britz?%

The Chief’s beady eyes narrowed on| asked Manning.
her as if he wotild read her innermost Detective Lieutenant Britz stared
“thoughts. . . : hard, &s if trying to concentratq

“There’s no use trying to lle to me,”| hig  thoughts. His keen facy
he snarled. “I' know who’s got the| screwed into an expression of uncen
diamonds. The man who hired you to| tainty, contrasted sharply with thq
steal them is locked up now. He gays' big heavy features of his. superioa

he didn’t know they were stolen——"| Side by side, the two men suggest.
“Who says that?” she finterrupted.
Donnelly ‘and Carson nudged each
other in boisterous glee. .
“She wants tp know who says b 14t
piped the former.
“Ain’t she the slick one!” laughed
his partner. 3 .

the delicate surgeon’s probe and th
heavy blacksmith’s 'sledge.

“It's a great mystery,” Britz de
clared. “A great ' mystery,” he re
peated in a tone of deep -conviction
“The most puzzling one that has ever
come under my observation.”




