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HREE miles at least of the dusty
T road still lay between Berrien
and the hotel. Even now. he
knew, the guests must be assembled for

Juncheon in the cool dining room; he;
_Wwould have heen particularly grateful for

B pair of wings.

It was his first day in Mountainville.
MHow was =e to know that, though Moun-
Rainville's morninos are always refresh-
ingly cool, its midd-day hours are insuf-

ferably hot? And how was he to know

khat Mountainville'’s roads are of a

trangely elastiee kind that double in |

ength the moment one turns about for
home? He wae ready to swear that he

héd_already walked twice as many miles |
poming back as on the outward journey..

¥e was dusty and hungry and thirsty and

pery tired, for he was not accustomed to !
uch protracted exercises. Today he thad
bewitched by the morning breezes; !

Jomorrow he would be wiser.

Now, as it chanced, at this spot there
Was a little lane which led from the high-
-ay up over the brow of the hill throuzh
. deliclously green wood, and after the
End]esa stretch of dusty road it was se-
uctive indeed to Berrien's eyes.  Be-
Eides, he knew that somewhere to the
astward was another highway which also
ed back to the village; the lane must
t‘ad to that: and, as it could not be any

onger .or hottef- or. dustier than the road

e was on, he might as well go that way,
He would try it.

And that was how the trouble began.

or ten minutes’ walk up the lane brought
he young man abruptly into a wide clear-
Jng,” in the centre of which stood a hand-
pome gray stone villa, with well kept

wns and -shady walks and cosy summer
ouses all around- it. Obviously he had
tered one of the neighborhood’s fine
states through its rear entrance, and the
pnly thing to do was to retrace his steps.

Not thirty yards from where he stood.

owever, a young girl and a boy were
inocking a ball about a tennis court.
/And even as Berrien’s glance took in the
cene the girl espied him and apparently
mparted the information to the boy.

th dropped their rackets and ran tow-
prd the intruder, who expected to be
prdered from the premises without fur-
ther ado. Gl

“So you' are here!” exclaimed the girl,
preathlessly. ‘“How did you ever get here
FO, sqon 92 o2

If Berrien had been disturbed a- moment
Bince by the knowledge of his intrusion
the warmth of this welcome was more
embarrassing still. Some one was expect-
ed, and he was mistaken for him; that
Wwas evident. So, with as much coolness
Bs he could muster, he removed his hat
gnd said he feared there was some mis-
take; that %e was sure he was not the
person they supposed him to be, and that,
Mvith their permission, he would now re-
tire from what he perceived was private
property. All of which explanation fell
mpon deaf ears. . .

“Oh, we know who you are, all right,”
explained the youth, with perfect convic-
Bion. “You are the detective. But, since
t was only three hours ago that we tele-
jphoned to your superintendent, we did not
expect you here so soon. You made good
Xime.”

So that. was it: Mr. George Berrien,
fiftown within a-small horizon as a movel-
ist. and magazine writer, was mistaken
ﬁ){ these young people for a member of
jorne -detective’ force. It yas an’ honor
'his modesty did not permit him to ac-
ieept. *'With some show of dignity, as well
s’ of impatience, he declared he was
pmerely a gentleman from New York spend-
lihg a short vacation in Mountainville.
"The explanation produced ne more impres-
gion than the former one had done.

“Of course, of course,” said the toy, in-

wulgently; ‘‘we understand.” And again |

lhe seemed perfectly satisfied with his re-
imarkable penetration. And so did the
eirl. .

“I am sure you must be a splendid de-
jtective,” she said, with some admiration.
“You said about being a gentleman from
New York just as though it were true.
The superintendent said he would send
one of his best men and I see he has
kept his word. I do love detective sto-
ries; you must tell us some true ones
after you have found it.”

“Found what?’ gasped Berrien.

. “Oh, come!” said the boy, impatiently;
| #are you going to keep that up all after-
noon? You carry your little comedy too
far. You must know as well as T do that
1 am Mr. William Witherton and that
{this is my sister Beatrice. There is no
| earthly use masquerading before us. Keep
{that trick where it will be of ‘more use
| to you. What is your name?”’

' . Some contrary fate clearly controlled
the situation. Berrien struggled helpless-
,]y in its spell for an avenue of escape. If
:the earth had opened at his feet—but he
knew there was no hope for that. He
was not one gifted with that agility of

thought which is rcady for every emer- “They certainly were,” said the boy,
| i e e S : . et 3
| gency; his life had not been of the kind | sercnely. “By the tinsmith yesterday

to train him thus. He felt like a fly in
the coils of a spider’s web; each cffort

to extricate himself but served to en- provokingly at Berrien's complete discom-

mesh him more hopelessly, till he “had
" not even the presence of mind to take
| exception to the boy's cool impertinence.
Meekly enough he told them his name.

“ramm

and with a forlorn attempt to be face-
tious said he hoped that it pleased them.

“Oh, the name is good enough,” said
| Mr. Witherton. “I have heard it before
".c( mewhere—can't remember where. No
| matter about that. I was going to say,
{ we told the superintendent all about it,
I 'and he, of course, told you, so you know
! as much about the husiness as we do and
{ had better get right to work.”

“But I tell you,” began Berrien, trying
one last forlorn protest. 4

“I don't blame you,” interrupted the
girl. “You must not mind him, he is
young. 1 know that you wish to do the
work in your own way and without any
orders from Will or advice from me. Tell
us what you want us to do to help you
jand we will do it.” And the two tor-
| mentors watched their victim expectant-
ly, which only made the latter more un-
comfortable. The girl came to the res-
! cue again.

“The superintendent said we were to
tell you all about it, more fully than we
told him over the telephone,” said she,
| regarding with some doubt the puzzled
| face before her. “T suppose that is what
| you want now. Well, it was simply this. 1
i Tast night we went to the dance at the |
lcountry club and I wore it there, you
know. When we got home I was too
| tired to return it to the safe, so I just
{left it on my bureau till this morning.
It was there when I arose, but I was a
!little late for breakfast—"
| “You always are,” said the brother
cheerfully.

£ and I did not have time to put
it away then, so I slipped it into one of
the drawers and went down stairs. That
is the whole story. And now, who do
you suppose took. it?”

The unwilling audience heaved a sigh
of relief. All through the brief recital
he had been ready to take to his heels;
it was a fine thing indeed to stand here
and listen to a story not intended for
hie ears! But it was not so bad, then,
after all. There had merely been some-
thing stolen, and there was no particular
harm in his knowing it. He felt a trifle
less contemptible. But as to who had
taks:, it—whatsoever “it” the missing:
articl® mig®: he-be could, of course, of .
fer not the slightesz explutatics 1¥ daey
had told him what “it” was—but they
had studiously refrained from doing that;
and all. he knew was that it was something
that a young woman could wear to a
dance and that would fit into a bureau
drawer, which was not sufficient informa-
tion to warrant a professional opinion.
Berrien euspected that he was looking
more foolish than ever, and since he had
not the slightest idea what a genuine
sleuth would sayv or do under the circum-
stances, he gathered his wits for one
more attempt to break through the web.
It was not to be; Miss Beatrice drew
him deeped into the meshes.

“How stupid of me!” she said. “Of
course the next thing you want to do is
to question the servants and examine
the room; that is the way they always
do in the stories. You detectives are so
clever!”

And solemnly she led the way across
the lawn and into the house. .Into the
cool library they went, the girl and her
captive and the unbearable = younger
brother, and immediately the inquisition
began.

s zted a dishonorable, if an involuntary,

exceedingly dear to her and that she was
exceeding anxious to recover it.

But Berrien could think of nothing else.
And his abortive triumph being over, he
was once more anxious only to escape.
He would go straight back to the hotel;
he would pack his effects; he would board;
the first train that left the Mountainville|
depot, without bothering to question |
whither it was bound. He, mumbled
something about thinking it over and led
the way down the stairs and out across
the lawn.

I knew you would say that,” said Miss
Beatrice. “That is the way they always
do—in books. I am eure you know what
to do. And I do hope you will get it
back; it was the last thing poor papa
gave me. I am sure you will.”

“You must,” remarked the young gen-
tleman. “When you do I will add a hun-
dred dollars to the reward. Meanwhile
take this.” And Te thrust into Berrien’s
outraged but helpless hand a new five
dollar bill.

“It is luncheon time, too,” added Miss
Beatrice, thoughtfully. “Go around to
the back of the house and tell Mrs. Briggs
to give you something to eat. And be
cure to advise us just as soon as you
have any clue.”

Berrien agreed to fulfil the latter obli-
gation, but declined the thoughtful invita-
tion to luncheon. He turned away in the
direction of the lane which had led him
into all this trouble, when the boy stop-
ped him.

“By the way, I recall now where I have
heard your name,” he said. “Don’t: you
remember, Betty? It's General Towns-
end’s nephew. He’s a reporter or a story
writer or some old thing. I suppose you
are not he?”’ he added, facetiously.

“That is who I am,” replied Berrien,
gravely. ‘And they all laughed at the
preposterous idea.

“Oh, just imagine it!” cried Beatrice.
“Dear, dignified General Townsend!” And
che and her brother laughed some more.
“But I never knéw detectives were 8O
jolly,” she continued. ‘Those in the
books are so dreadfully serious. But you
are very nice—for a detective.” ’

Berrien ref, med his journey in a strange
Yame of mind. He made no attempt to
»~=ceal from his conmscience that he had

part. And being burdened with a sensi-
tive nature, he could not fail to regard
bimself with a certain contempt. But “he
still retained some liftle of that interest
which we all feel for things mysterious,
ae well as a less logical regard for the
young woman who had drawn him so
seatly into the net, though this was by
a0 means clear in his mind. So, as he
trudged along, he told himself that he
need not be in guch a particular hurry to
leave this exceedingly pleasant Mountain- |
ville after all. Where else were such blue
skies, such green hills, such merry brooks?
He noted even that the dust of the road
was not so disagreeable as he had thought
it an hour ago. Wouldn’t he be l_)ack in
the dingy city, digging short stories out
of his overworked imagination soon enough
anyway? Well then, why hurry away?
Besides, there was another aspect.
Why could not he do this work as- well
as a professional sleuth? There was Poe,
who was only a literary man like himself.
What Poe  could do, why.not Berrien?
Why not. indeed? he asked himself as
he walked into the corridor of the hotel.
And so, since a man who battles with his

Housekeeper, maids, stablemen, garden-
ers, filed awkwardly into 'the room! and
told what they knew—which was nothing.
But they corroborated each other beauti- |
fully, and left no ground for suspicion |
against any of their number. To Berrien,
still superlatively uncomfortable, but be-
ginning to feel a growing interest in the
case so unceremoniously thrust into his
hands, there was no clew here. With
more hope he followed his guides up the
stairs.

The girl opened a door and the fhree
passed into the chamber. It was large
and light and airy and tastefully fur-
nished and decorated. Two French win-
dows opened on the roof of the veranda,
and midway between them stood the bu-
reau from which *‘it” had been taken not
four hours ago. But what clew to the
robbery was there here? Berrien glanced
chamefully around the room and walked
t5 the window. And then spontaneously
there came into his mind an idea—a real
detective idea, worthy of any of the fa-
mous eleuths of history or of fiction. An
active man might climb to that veranda
«roof hy the help of one of the supporting
pillars, and once there, what was to pre-
vent him from walking into the room
through the low window and taking what-
ever he wanted. This could easily have
heen done while the family was at break-
fast. dnother and more careful glance
along the roof, and behold! there were
clear marks of large boots on the dusty
tin. Berrien’s triumph was complete. !

“What do you think now?” asked Miss |
Beatrice. !

“I think that the thief climbed to the
roof and made his way into the room

SR,
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through the window. Note the footmarks
in evidence; they were made by some
one.”

| attornoon. [ wouldn't waste much time
| on him if I were you.” :And he grinned

fiture.

““You cannot think of anything else?”
asked the girl, eagerly, but not unkindly.
It was ewvident that the lost article was

' breakfast. You must note that he - re-

conscience always comes forth victorious,
our friend’s trunk ,re;uajmg@'.‘pggag};ed

that day. .

It was still unpacked the next morning.
Berrien had thought over the case during |
ihe afternoon and evening; he.bad dreamed
about it through the night. All of which
mental energy produced no result, much
to the young man's surprise. But he was
not entirely discouraged. Possibly he had
wot examined the premises with sufficient
care, or had not listened closely enough
to Miss Witherton’s story. For instance,
it would help considerably if he could
learn precisely what it was he was ex-
pected to find. His data were mot com-
plete, he believed.

This was a logical excuse. So imme-
diately after breakfast he set off down
the dusty road which led. to the seductive
lane and the gray stone villa at the end
of it.

Miss Beatrice and the insufferable
brother were again on the tennis court.
The morning zephyr toyed with the girl’s
hair and her cheeks were flushed from
the exercise, and Berrien could not be
sorry that he had won that argument
with his conscience. She dropped her
racket and sat down on the veranda steps,
and the amateur detective sat himself at
her feet.

“Have you any clew?’ was of course

the first question.

“No-o, no yet. In fact, it is a puzzling |
case, a very puzling case indeed, Mi»s‘i
Witherton.”

“Really? Well, I have a clew,” retort-
ed the girl with splendid enthusiasm. al
told you I could help you. It is just this.
Will had one of his friends here, and he
left yesterday morning immediately after

mained in front of the house for some
fow minutes while Will went around to
the stable to hurry the carriage. Now, i
why could he not have climbed up to my |
room and down again, as you suggested |
vesterday, before Will got back?” |

“Why not?”’ echoed the detective; and
added as an afterthought, ‘‘Have you rea-
son to believe that this hoy would have
any particular use for—it?”

YO MUST B A SPLENDID
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“Why, no. What use could he himself
have for 1tz But he could sell it, couldn’t
he?” demanded the ~girl, regarding the
detective suspiciously. “Why do you ask
such foolish questions?”’

Berrien accepted the reproof meekly, as
he was compelled to do, only venturing
to ask who this suspect might be. And
immediately he heard the name he sank
back appalled. For the name belonged to
a man who owned half the country, and
the suspect wa& his son! And the son
would be unapt to steal from his friend’s
house what he could buy ‘every day in the
year, no matter what it was. This was
treading on dangerous ground and was
very ‘foolish besides.  And Berrien expres-
sed his thoughts to: the girl without any
trace of his usual hesitation and was com-
pelled to emile at" the thought of old
Golden’s son climbing a veranda pillar to
effect a second story:larceny.

The smile Miss® Beatrice took as a sneer
and the rebuke: as—a rebuke, and was
1ot pleased with either. A light phaeton
had been waiting befveithe ‘doér for some
minutes. She climbed irtto this without
deigning a word in ‘reply. One glance
only she bestowed upon the crestfallen
detective, and that was surcharged with
scorn. As he watched her drive off down
the gravel road it datmed upon him that
his task was a thankless one; his best
efforts would go unnoticed unless they
brought success—and what chance was
there of that?

The young man walked back toward the
village . somewhat . wearily. Out in the
main road-a slovenly individual was trudg-
ing along through the dust in the same
direction. The fellow was inclined to be
cociable, said it was a pleasant day and
asked for some topographical information,
to which Berrien replied churlishly and
inaudibly and hurried on. He was not in
a sociable humor; he forgot the episode
immediately.

But the slovenly gentleman did not for-
get, it appeared. Berrien, strolling about

again and could not help noting the keen

glance that shot from the lazy eyes. |
Furthermore, tl_w man had been to ﬂ‘e1gmtloman. He might have feared that|
hotel during his absence and had made | Berrien would empty a wial of poison in- |
to his glass, so intently did he watch his
| every movement. The young man noted
this, but was not to be baffled by such
boorishness. He put his hand into his
i pocket by chance and felt there the
young Mr. Wither-
ton had given him his first day on the
case. In an instant he had pressed it
into. the hand of the slovenly gentleman,
with the kind suggestion that he expend
it for cigars. The man seemed embarrass-
ed and Berrien walked across the room
where were some matches to light his
own cigar. And lo! when he turned
around the man had vanished like a

certain particular inquiries at the desk
concerning one of the guests who an-
swered closely Mr. Berrien’s description.
He would like to know how lonz the said
gentlernan had been there, whether he
had been often away from the house dur-
ing the snjourn. where he had heen and
many cther things which were none of
his butiness. All this Berrien learned
from the hotel clerk when he returned,
and being in a pleasanter mood by this
time. was really flattered and amused by
the fellow’s attention.

The next morninz brought the usual
perplexity to the young man. Te was
becoming accustomed to this state of mind
by this time, and for himself was not
greatly worried therchy. But the experi-
ence of the preceding morning made him
doubt his welecome on the Witherton es-
tate unless he came with results for in-
spection. . And results he had none to
offer. Could he but think of some plaus-
ible theory! Was his imagination dead?
What could serve as his excuse today?
He cearched for it through the morning
and through the afternoon and fcund it
not: and when the sun was low he went
without it.

Miss Beatrice was again on the veranda.
And Berrien again sat himself at her feet.
The girl was dressed in no tennis costume
now. and Berrien, whose tastes were not
athletic, was charmed with the change.
And he knew instinctively that the change
was not in the gown alone; she might
romp with the bhoys in the morning, but
he I'new she would not be less quidk to
feel the spell of the summer twihpht.

Far away the last sunlight lay on the
mountain tops. The tiny string of river
grew dull and gray. A light mist spread
low down over the lawns and the woods.
Cricket and katydid joined in their even-
ing chorus; otherwise the world was sol-
emnly still.

“Have you--have you dizcovered any-
thing?” asked Beatrice, in a low voice.

“No-0,” said the man, “I have not,
Noo. I am sorry—but does it matter
much at a time like this? Look at the

light on those mountain tops and the
purple shade bhelow; and the river, and
the evening star. Isn’t it beautiful—
beautiful 7’

“Yen,” said the girl, dreamily. *I have

sat and watched it a thousand times, an:d
have never grown tired of it; and have
always felt the same’——

“Of course,” said the man. “Who has
not "’

“Yes; but you, a police—l should say,
a deteciive, aren't you rather strange :

She did not finish and' Berrien had

nothing to say. The two sat in silence

D~

the lane; but it was

honest one, surely.

cious character. An

| felt grateful to him:

‘in to drink.

| crisp mew bill which

figure in a dream.

of fact explanation.

Miss Beatrice.

slovenly gentleman!
the evening passed

clse.

similar -to that of

the question, . too.
stolen article was

rentimental.

should he not do sc
not indeed? Berrien

warded search for the fugitive.
tective, abandoning the hunt at a late
hour, refurned -to_the hotel” disappointed
and tired out, and by no means grateful
{o the slovenly yentleman or any one

for many minutes. The light faded from
the far peaks and the world grew very
gray. A servant lit a lamp in the room
behind -them. “It is rather cool out
here,” said Beatrice with a slight start.
“Won't you come in—that js—] mean—
1 suppose you will have to go.”

And Berrien, who -knew that it was
not at all cool, supposed he would.

It was growing black in the lane, but
Berrien stumbled along without much re-
gard to the way of his feet.
an indescribable exhilaration in his heart
which left him little care for real things.
Once, however, he was -sure he saw. a
shadowy form in front of him down
only a shadow, and
he did not care. But out on the main
road, where the gloom was not yet . so
deep, he saw it was-a
ahead of him, and the slovenly gentleman
at that. So the slovenly gentleman had
been up the lane! Immediately Berrien'’s
mind returned to its everyday balance.
Qo the slovenly gentlenian had been up
the lane! Now, that was a place where
no one would be at that hour of the day
who had not particular business there.
What reason or right could the slovenly
gentleman have for walking there?” No
Here at last was
something suspicious; here was a suspi-
d as in all Moun-
tainville_and its neighboring country Ber-
rien “had found none other such, could he
be far wrong in supposing that this one
suspicious character was the thief for
whom, he was supposed to be searching?
A few mitnutes before he had felt a
great kindness toward all the world; it
was now all centered in the man shuffl-
ing along before him in the twilight .He
he was sorry for his
| churlish behavior of the day before. He
{ hurried his steps and caught up to him;
! he walked beside him and talked .of the
pleasant evening and the beautiful coun-
¥ : 4 try. The dim lights of the little road-
the villige streets that evening, met him | e tinted the darkness; he asked him

e was a sullen fellow, this glovenly

\line host of the tavern declared he
had walked out of the door, but Berrien
was not prepared to accept such a matter
At any rate, he was
disappointed. He had intended to follow
this man back to the village, to discover
his lodging place, to track his movements
till he should again discover him in some
suspicious position. Then he would con-
front him and proelaim him the thief.
And with such a triumph as this
might hope to resume his true character
with some possibility of forgiveness from

It was still possible that he might over-
take the fellow on his way back to the
village. He started in hot haste and con-
tinued walking at his best speed,

The remainder

away in an unre-
The de-

Well there was the elovenly gentleman
theory to work on. If he had heen loiter-
ing about the house the day before why
again today? Why
conceived - an idea,

There was

fian- who, mazelred

but no

and it was the more welcome because it
was the only one of its kind that would
shape itself in his head. He could con-
ceal himself behind some bushes at the
edge of the clearing, and if the man came
up the lane he would see him without
being seen; then he would find out what
he was doing there, and then would come
the grand climax as he had imagined it
last night.

S0 the detective breakfasted in® some
haste and started off in blithe spirits.
There was, it was true, a lettéer from his
uncle, the General, which was suggestive
of trouble to come. The old gentleman
would arrive in Mountainville that after-
noon, and would stop with some friends
over Sunday. ' He would look up his
nephew at the hotel as soon after his ar-
rival as possible. The nephew trusted
¢éincerely that he would be through with
his present business before that time, and
that nothing would ever transpire to
make his pompous old relative acquainted
with it. But all this “he forgot as he
neared his destination.

He walked up the familiar lare, and
as he had planned took his station be-
bind a thick clump of bushes which gave
him a view some distance down the lane
itself as well as over the lawn and drive-
way and the front of the broad gray
house. He could not have found a better
point of observation, and congratulated
himself upon his idea. He settled himself
to wait.

It twas easy enough and comfortable
enough at first; but as the early hours
wore away his patience went with them
and no slovenly gentleman appeared.
Could the fellow disappoint him after he
had planned everything so neatly? He
could not believe this, though it did dawn
upon him that he had made plans without
considering at all those of his adversary.

He saw Beatrice and the insufferable
brother. He saw the girl glance several
times in the direction of the lane and
wondered what she could be examining in
that quarter. The morning tennis was
ended and Berrien, looking at his watch,
saw that it was past noon. Beatrice and
the boy disappeared into the house, pre-
sumably for luncheon. Berrien was sorry
he had breakfasted in such needless haste.
There was a handful of wild blackberries
on a nearby bush; he ate these.

Tt had become monotpnous by this time.
It became well nigh unbearable as the

| afternoon wore on. But he would stay

right there till night if necessary. He
was privileged to resign the task and re-
treat to the hotel whensoever he pleased,
but he did not please to retreat. As for
advancing upon the house and Miss Bea-
trice, that could not be done till he had
something to show—till he had found the
slovenly gentleman, in fact. So the after-
noon went.
_He saw Mr. Will drive off alone in a3
light carriage. He saw Beatrice receive
some girl friends on the veranda; they
too, drove away at last, and the girl, with
another glance toward the lane, again
went inside. And Berrien saw no more
of any of them. The sun was very low
now; it was time for dinner; it would
soon be dark. The detective began to
lose his determination, as a man will who
is tired and hungry. He was beaten
again, as usual; he was always being
beaten, he told himself, and the only thing
i to do was to give it up .and go back to
the hotel and to New York, where Miss
Witherton would never hear of him again.
But what was this? There was a rust-
ling of the underbrush and a man moved
thirough the bushes not ten feet from
him. It was the slovenly gentleman, and
he was throwing his whole heart and
eoul into the process of cursing some one.
And so like were the words of this ex-
coriation to those m Berrien’s own mind
that he understood intuitively that the
fellow must have had a day’s experience
similar to his own. He too had been
waiting behind a bush for some one—an

Berrien awoke the next morning with | associate in crime, presumably. The hour
the feeling that his days of theorizing
were past and that today he must work.
He was sorry; he did:not feel like doing
work. He would have been glad to go
to the Witherton home in the unostenta-
tious character of a summer vacationist.
But that, of course, was out of the ques-
tion. He would have been glad enough,
in his role of detecfive, to find a welcome
the evening before.
But he suspected that that was:out of
Could he tell Miss
Witherton in the morning sunlight that
it was of small consequence whether her
recovered or not?
Hardly; the morning sunlight was so un-

had come.

e could have treated this gentleman
courteously in the morning and even with
some civility in the afternoon, but ' that
was over now. Ile had been kept wait-
ing . unreasonably long; he would drag
bim before Miss Witherton with as little
pity as the Caesars led their captives at
their chariot wheels down the Appian
Way. He sprang from his cover and
grasped the slovenly one by the hack of
the neck. ;

And then there was a surprise for Ber-
rien. The man had impressed him as a
remmant, slightly damaged by fire or

With an agile twist the captive wrenched
himsélf free and turned upon his non-

strugele had never entered the latter's

do.

He amused himeelf watching the house.

the same lack of training which had
placed him at a disadvartage on this
very spot the day of his first visit served
him the same turn now. If the slovenly
gentleman had accorded him the chival-
ric warning, “On guard!” it might still
have heen the worse for the slovenly
gentleman. But he did no such thing. In

in the embrace of a pair of arms that
possessed the sinuous activity of the eel

other instant he felt rims of cold steel
joining his wrists together. In yet an-
other instant he was looking into .the
barrel of a big revolver; and the man
was dragging him across the lawn toward
the house handcuffed and helpless.

The struggle, brief as it was, had still
been attended with sufficient noise to
bring the people scurrying from the man-
sion like so- many bees from a broken
hive, confused and frightened. Around
the corner from the rear of the house
ran the servants; and mnot less 'quickly
their young mistress emerged from the
front veranda. And all of this, audience
watched the slovenly gentleman /drag the
nonplussed Berrien across the lawn to
the front of the house.

Once there the gentleman removed his
clutches from his prisoner and stepped
backward into a heroic pose, still keep-
ing the revolver accurately levelled, how-
ever. He wiped the perspiration from
his forehead with a flourish. “I guess
we've got the man, miss,” he said to
Beatrice. ;

girl, gazing from captor to captive in
tation in her manner as she stepped

led weapon. “What do you mean? What
are you doing here?”’ she continued, in-

mean by acting like this? Who are you,
anyway ?”
“Merely the detective you engaged on

badge, at- which the lady refused to look.
“You are an impostor—a vile impos-

badge, I presume. Mr. Berritn is the

immediately or I'll telephone to the vil-

stable—and have your arrested.”

“A woman’s intuition, oh, Ves,” said
the man with a sardonic grin. “What fine
diseriminatin’ taste you've got, miss. You

Don't you know that he’s the chap that
stole your necklace?”

his interest at the disclosure forgetting
the humiliation of his position. “Was it
really a necklace, then?” Immediately
the amazement on the girl’s face recall-
ed him to his surroundings. :

not know what it was? Then you—

“Didn't I tell you I was not? But be-
lieve me, Miss Witherton, I am not the
thief, either.”

“0Of course not,” said "the detective-—
the real detective, with another tantaliz-
ing grin. “Of course you ain’t, young
man. You're above suspicion, are you?”
He turned more politely to the young
woman. “No wonder he fooled you, he’s
a good one. He stops at thedbest hotel
in the place, and plays the gentleman
mighty fine. He's fooled everybody but
me. I don't know just exactly how he
managed to get hold of that necklace,
but he got it all right. Then he comes
to you and palms himself oft for a detec-
tive, and hangs around here to see what
clse he can get. Haven't missed anything,
have you? Oh, yes he is a slick one.
Caught on to me as soon as he saw me;
tried to bribe me with a five dollar bill,
but that didn’t go with me. We'll step
in to the light and see what we can find
on him. Iere, you, come along.”

And Berrien, still unable to'say a word
in self-defence, felt himself grabhed none
too gently by the arm and led out of the

water. He was quickly dizillusioneds |

plussed captor. ~ And as the thought of a |

head, he was at a loss to decide what toi)‘ou."

gathering darkness into the illuminated
| ibrary.

I “Put he didn't’—began Beatrice.
“Yes, yes, miss; I know; he's a good
1(\nr~_ But he's the man. Why, he's the
[ unly suspicious person in the whole place.
He couldn't fool me. . You just leave it
?lu me. Never tear, we'll get it back form

(Continued on page 5.)

and the tenacity of an octopus. In an-

dignantly, pointing a scornful finger at
the slovenly gentleman. “What do you |

He was strong enough muscularly. But

an instant Berrien felt himself struggling .

«“What. do you mean?’ demanded the .
utter perplexity. But there was mno hesi- -

squarely between Berrien and the level-

the case,” was the serene answer. He '
fumbled through his pockets with his .
disengaged hand and drew forth a nickel ;
tor,” she cried. “You have stglen that !
detective. I want you to take those ;
things off of his wrists and to put away |

that pistol and to leave these grounds :

lage for the coronmer—I mean the con-

seem to think a lot of the gentleman.

“Was it a necklace?”’ cried Berrien, in .

“Was it a necklace?” repeated Beat-
rice. “Do you actually mean that you did |

Aren’t vou really the detective after ali?”




