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MAZING!” Trant leaped to his feet, and
took two or three rapid turns up and
down the office. “If I am to believe
the obvious inference from these letters,
Miss Waldron—coupled with what you have told me
-1 have not yet come across a case, an attempt at
crime more careful, more coldfblooded, and withal
more surprising!”

“A crime—an attempt at crime, Mr. Trant?” cried
the startled girl. “So there was cause for my belief
that something serious underlay these mysterious
appearances?”

“Cause?” Trant swung to face her. “Yes, Miss
Waldron—criminal cause, a crime so skilfully car-
ried on, so assisted by unexpected circumstance that
you—that the very people against whom it is aimed
have not so much as suspected its existence.”

“Then you think Howard honestly believes the man
still means nothing?”

“The man never meant ‘nothing,’ Miss Waldron.
It was only at first the plot was aimed against
Howard Axton,” Trant replied. ‘“Now it is aimed
solely.at you!”

The girl grew paler.

“How can you say that so surely, Mr, Trant?” Caryl
demanded, “without investigation?”

“These letters are quite enough evidence for what
I say, Mr. Caryl,” Trant returned. '‘“Would you have

_ come to me unless you had known that my fraining
in the methods of psychology enable me to see causes
and motives in such a case as this which others,
untrained, cannot see? You have nothing more to
tell me which might be of assistance?” He faced
the girl again, but turned back at once to Caryl.

“Let me tell you, then, Mr. Caryl, that I am about
to make a very thorough investigation of this for
you. Meanwhile, I repeat: a definite, daring crime
was planned first, I believe, against Howard Axton
and ‘Miss Waldron; but now—{I am practically certain
—it is aimed against Miss Waldron alone. There
cannot be in it the slightest danger of intentional
personal hurt to her. So neither of you need be
uneasy while I am taking time to obtain full
proof——"

“But, Mr. Trant,” the girl interrupted, “are you
not going to tell me—you must tell me—what the
criminal secret is that these letters have revealed
to you!” |

“You must wait, Miss Waldron,” the psychologist
answered kindly, with his hand on the door knob,
as though anxious now for the interview to end.
“What I could tell you now would only terrify you
and leave you perplexed as to how to act while you
were waiting to hear from me, No; leave the letters,
if you will—and the page from the TNlustrated London
News,” he added, suddenly, as the girl began gather-
ing up her papers. ‘There is only one thing more.
You said you expected an interruption here from
Howard Axton, Mr. Caryl. Is there still a good

- chance of his coming here or—must I go to see him?”

“Miss Waldron telephoned to me, in his presence,
to take her to see you. Afterwards she left the
house without his knowledge. As soon as he finds
she has gone, he will look up your address, and I
think you may expect him!”

“Very good.” Then I must set to work at once.”
He shook hands with both of them hurriedly and
almost forced them out his door, closed it behind
them, and strode back to his desk. He picked up
{fmmediately the second of the four letters which the
girl had given him, read it through again and made a
careful copy, which he put in a drawer of the desk.
Apparently the four originals were lying before him
when he heard a knock and, opening his door, found
that his visitor was again young Caryl.

“Miss Waldron did not wish to return home at
once; she has goné to see a friend. So I came back,”
he explained, “thinking ypu might make a fuller
statement of your suspicions to me alone than you
would in Miss Waldron’s presence.”

“Fuller in what respect, Mr. Caryl?”

The young man reddened.

“I must tell you—though you already may have
guessed—that, before Miss Waldron inherited the
estate and came to believe it her duty to do as she
has done, there had been an—understanding beiween
us, Mr. Trant, She still has no friend to look to as
she looks to me. So if you mean that you have dis-

- covered through those letters—though God knows

_how you could have done it—anything in Axton

_ which shows him unfit to marry her, you must tell
me!” G Dk %
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“Ag far as Axton’s past goes,” Trant replied, “his
letters show him a man of high type—moral, if I
may make a guess, above the average. There is a
.most pleasing frankness about him. As to making
any further explanation than I have done—but Good
Lord? what’s that?”

The door of the office had been banged open, and
its still trembling frame was filled by a tall, very
angry young man in automobile costume, whose
highly coloured, aristocratic-looking features Trant
recognized immediately from the print in the page
of the Illustrated London News.

“Ah, Mr. Caryl, you are here, too, like the village
busybody!” the newcomer sneered, with a slight
accent which showed his English education. “You
are insufferable, meddling in my affairs,” he con-
tinued, as Caryl, with an effort, controlled himself
and made no answer. “Keep out of them! That is
my advice—take it! Does a woman have to order
you off the premises before you can understand that
you are not wanted? As for you,” he turned toward
Trant, “you are Trant, I suppose!”

“Yes, that is my name, Mr. Axton,” replied the
psychologist, leaning against his desk.

HE other advanced and raised a threatening fin-
ger. “Then that advice is' meant for you, too. I
want no police, no detectives, no outsider of any
gort interfering in this matter. Make no mistake;
it will be the worse for anyone who pushes himself
in! 1 came at once to take the case out of your
hands, as soon as I found Miss Waldron had come
here. This is strictly my affair—keep out of it!”

“You mean, Mr. Axton, that you prefer to investi-
gate it personally?” the psychologist inquired.

“Txactly. Investigate and punish.”

“But vou cannot blame Miss Waldron for feeling
great anxiety on your account, as your personal rigk
in making such an investigation will be so immensely
greater than anyone else’s would be.” |

“My risk?”

“Certainly; you may be simply playing into the
hand of your strange visitor, by pursuing him un-
aided. Any other’s risk—if I were to take up the
matter, mine, for instance—would be comparatively
slight. Besides, such risks are a part of my busi-
ness.”

Axton halted. “I had not thought of it in that
light,” he said, reflectively. 2

“You are too courageous—foolishly courageous, Mr.
Axton. Let me conduct it, beginning perhaps by
questioning the night watchman and stable boys in
the meighbourhood with a view to learning what
became of the man after he left the house.”

“Do_you mind if I sit down? Thank you. You
think, Mr. Trant, that an investigation such as you
suggest, would satisfy Miss Waldron—make her
easier in her mind, I mean?”

“I think so, certainly.”

“And it would not necessarily entail calling in
the police? You must appreciate how I ghrink from’
publicity—another story concerning the Axtoxl family
exploited in the daily papers!”

“I had no intention of consulting the police, or

of calling them in, at least until T was ready to make
the arrest.” 5 .
_ “I must confess, Mr. Trant,” said Axton, easily,
“that 1 find you a very different man from what I
had expected. I imagined an uneducated, somewhat
brutal, perhaps talkative fellow; but I find you, if
I may say so, a gentleman. Yes, T am tempted to
let you continue your investigation on the lines you
have suggested.” .

“I ghall ask your help.”

“T will help you as much as is in my power.”

“Then let me begin, Mr. Axton, with a question—
pardon me if I open a window, for the room is rather
warm-—I want to know whether you can supplement
these letters, which go far are our only real evidence
against the man, by any further description of him,”
and Trant, who had thrown open the window beside
him, undisturbed by the roar that filled the office
from the trafficladen street below, took the letters
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_the door to behind him.

_carefully questioned the hotel employees in the (morni,
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and clumsily opened them, spreading them upon
the desk. ;

“I am afaid I cannot add anything to them, M
Trant.”

“We must get on then with what we have here
The psychologist hitched his chair near to the win-
dow to get a better light on the paper in his hand,
and his cuff knocked one of the other letters off t
desk onto the window sill. He turned, hastily bu
clumsily, and touched, but eould not grasp it before
it slipped from the sill out into the air. He sprang
to his feet with an exclamation of dismay, and:
dashed from the room. Axton and Caryl, rushing |,;_ )
the window, watched the paper, driven by a strong
breeze, flutter down the street until lost to sights
among waggons; and a minute later saw Trant appea E
below them, bareheaded and excited, darting in and
out among vehicles at the spot where the pape
had disappeared. But it had been carried away upoQ
some muddy waggon wheel or reduced to tatters, for
he returned after fifteen minutes’ search dis
heartened, vexed, and empty-handed. ’

“Jt was the letter describing the second visit,” he
exclaimed, disgustedly, as he opened the door. “I
was most essential. I do not see how I can manage:
well, now, without it.” : 3

“Why should you?” Caryl said in surprise at the.
evident stupidity of the psychologist. “Surely Mr.
Axton—if he cannot add any other details—can a@
least repeat those he had already given.”

“Of course!” Trant recollected. “If you would
so good, Mr. Axton, I will have a stenographer tak
down the statement. I want to give you the lea$
trouble.” k-

“] will gladly do that,” Axton agreed; and when
the psychologist had summoned the stenographels
he dictated without hesitation, the following letter

The second time that I saw the man was at Calcutta
in ‘the Great Bastern Hotel. He was the same man ==
had seen at Cairo—shoeless and turbaned; at least I
believed then that it was a turban, but I saw later ab
Cape Town, that it was his short brown coat wrapp-ed‘v‘
round his head and tied by the sleeves under his chin=
We had, at the Great Bastern, two whitewashed com=
municating rooms opening off a narrow dirty corridors
along whose whitewashed walls at a height of some ‘-'*'_
feet from the floor ran a greasy smudge gathered from®
the heads and shoulders of the dark-skinned, white=’
robed native servants who spent the mights sleeping ©
sitting in front of their masters’ doors.

Though Lawler and I each had a servant also outsio
his door, 1 dragged. a trunk against mine after closi
it—a useless precaution, as it proved, as Lawler put
trunk against his—and though I see now that I mus
have been moved by some foresight of danger, I wen!
to sleep afterwards quite peacefully. I awakened some
what later in a cold and shuddering fright, oppressed b
the sense of some presence in my room, started up 1
bed and looked about. My trunk was still against
door as T had left it; and besides this, I saw at first om
the furniture of the room. But presently I saw mor
He was there! A dark shadow against the whitewashe
wall beside the window marked his position as
crouched beside my writing desk and held the papers
a bar of white moonlight to look at them.

Tor an instant, the sight held me motionless. The
suddenly becoming aware that he was seen, he leape™
to his feet—a short, broad-shouldered, bulky man—sPe
across the straw matting into Lawler’s room and droY
I followed, forcing the do
open with my shoulder, saw Liawler just leaping out
bed in his pajamas, and tore open Lawler’s corridor do
through which the man had vanished. He was not
the corridor, though I inspected it carefully, and Lawle
though he had been awakened by the man’s passage,
not seen him. Lawler’s servant, pretty well dazed Wi
sleep, told me in blank and open-mouthed amazement
my question, that he had not seen him pass; and U
other white-draped Hindoos, gathering about me fro
the doors in front of which they had been asleep, m?
the same statement.

When I struck a light in my room, I found nothil
had been touched except the writing desk, and eV
from that nothing had been\taken, although the pap
had been disturbed. The whole affair was as mysterio!
and inexplicable as the man’s first appearance had b
or as his subsequent appearance proved; for thoug‘h‘
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T oould not learn that any such man had entered or go
out from the hotel.

“That is very satisfactory indeed,” Trant’s gr4
fication was evident in this tone, as Axton finish
“Now there is only one thing more. Besides
friend Lawler, who was drowned in the wreck of 9=
Gladstone, and the man Beasley—who, Miss Waldro%
tells' me, is in a London hospital—there were !

(Continued on page 25.) :




