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(Continued from page 16.)
made. The freshness of these other
marks startled him;
made within a day or so, They
could not have Tbeen ~made by
Sherrill, for Alan had noticed that
Sherrill’s hands were slender and
delicately formed; Corvet too, was
not a large man; Alan’s own hand
was - of good size and powerful,
but when he put his fingers over the
marks the other man had made, he
found that the other hand must have
been larger and more powerful than
his own. Had it been Corvet’s ser-
vant? It ‘might have been, though
the marks seemed too fresh for that;
for the servant, Sherrill had said, had
left the day Corvet's disappearance
was discovered. :

LAN pulled open the drawers to
A see what the other man might
have been after. It had not been the
servant; for the contents of the
drawers—old brittle lace and woman'’s
clothing—were tumbled as though
they had been pulled out and 1'oughly
and inexpertly pushed back; they still
showed the folds in which they had
lain for yvears and which recently had
been disarranged. ;

This proof that some one had been
prying about In the house before him-
self and since Corvet had gone, star-
tled Alan and angered him. It
brought him, suddenly a sense of pos-
cession which he had not been able
to feel when Sherrill had told him
the house was his; it brought an im-
pulse of protection of these things
about him. Who had been searching
in Benjamin Corvet's—in Alan’s
house? He pushed the drawers shut
hastily and hurried across the hall
to the room opposite. In this room—
plainly Benjamin Corvet’s bedroom——
were no signs of intrusion. He went
to the door of the room connecting
with it, turned on the light, and look-
ed in. It was a smaller room than
the others and contained ¥, roll-top
desk and a cabinet. The cover of the
desk was closed, and the drawers
of the cabinet were shut and appar-
ently undisturbed. Alan recognized
that probably in this room he would
find the most intimate and personal
things relating to his father; but be-
fore examining it, he turned back to
inspect the bedroom.

It was a carefully arranged
well-cared-for room, plainly in con-
stant use. A reading stand, with a
lamp, was beside the bed with a book
marked about the middle. On the
dresser were hair-brushes and a comb,
and a box of razors, none of which
were missing. When Benjamin Cor-
vet had gone away, he had not taken
anything with him, even toilet arti-
cles. . With the other things on the
dresser, was a silver frame for a pho-
tograph with a cover closed and
fastened over the portrait; as Alan
took it up and opened it, the stiffness
of the hinges and the edges of the
1id gummed to the frame by disuse,
showed that it was long gince it
had been opened. The picture was.
of a woman of perhaps thirty — a
peautiful woman, dark-haired, dark-
eyed, with a refined, gensgitice, spirit-
uallooking face. The dress she wore
was the same, Alan suddenly recog-
nized, which he had seen and touched
.among the things in the chest of
drawers; it gave him a queer feeling
now to have touched her things. He
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felt instinctively, as he held the

picture and studied it, that it could
have been no vulgar bickering be-
nor any
caprice of a dissatisfied woman, that
had made her separate herself from
her husband. The photographer’s
name was stamped in one corner, and
the date 1894, the year after
Alan had been born.

But Alan felt that the picture and
‘the condition of her rooms across
the hall did not shed any light on
the relations sbetween her and Benja-
‘min 'Corwet; rather they obscured
them; for his father neither had put
the picture away from him and de-
voted her rooms to other uses, nor
had he kept the rooms arranged and
ready for her return and her picture
so that he would see it. He would
have done one or the other of these
things, Alan thought, if it were she
his father had wronged—or, at least,
if it were only .she.

Alan reclosed the case, and put
the picture down; then he went into
the room with the desk. #e tried the
cover of the desk, but it appeared to
he locked; after looking around
vainly for a key, he tried again, ex-
erting a little more force, and this
time the top went up easily, tearing
away the metal plate inte which the
craws: of the lock clasped and the two
long screws which had held it. He
examined the lock, surprised, and
*caw that the serews must have bcen

_drawers.

merely set into the holes; scars
showed where a chisel or some metal
implement had been thrust in under
the top to force it up. The pigeon-
boles and little drawers in, the upper
part of the desk, as he swiftly opened
them, he found entirely empty. He
hurried to the cabinet; the drawers
of the cabinet too had been forced,
and very recently; for the scars and
dplinters of wood were clean and
fresh. These drawers and the draw-
ers in the lower part of the desk
either .were empty, or the papers in
them had (been disarranged and tum-
bled; in confusion, as though some
one had examined them hastily and
tossed them back.

HERRILL had not done that, nor
any one who had business there.
If Benjamin Corvet had emptied some

of those drawers before he went away,

not have relocked empty
To Alan, the marks of vio-
lence and roughness were unmistaka-
bly the work of the man with the big
hands, who had left marks upon \the
top of the chest of drawers; and the
feeling that he had been in the house
very recently was stronger than ever.

Alan ran out into the hall and ls-
tened: he heard mo sound; but he
went back to the little room more
excited than before. For what had
the other man been searching? For
the same things which Alan was look-
ing for? 'And had the other man got
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them? Tho might the other e, e Zand
what might be his connection W cans il
Benjamin Corvet? . Alan had no do?ﬂ(1 ﬁ\‘\1“3""
that everything of importance me st
have been taken away, but he woir ‘-ism}\‘l
make sure of that. He took some e
of the papers from the drawers and
began to examine them; after nearly,
an hour of this, he had found only
one article which appeared connected
in any way with what Sherrill had
told him or with Alan himself. - In
one of the little drawers of the desk
he found several books, much worn as
though from being carried in a pocket,
and one of these contained a series of
entries stretching over several years.
These listed an amount—$150—op-
posite a series of dates with' only the
vear and the month given, and there
was an entry for every second month.
Alan felt his fingers trempling as
he turned the pages of the little book
and found at the end of the list &
blank, and below, in the same hand,
but in writing which had changed
with the ‘passage of years, another
date and the confirming entry of
$1,500. The other papers and books
were only such things as might ac-
cumulate during a lifetime on the
water and in business—government
certificates, manifests, boat schedules
of times long gone by, and similar
papers. Alan looked through the lit-
tle book again and put it in his pociket.
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POSSESS THE POWER OF ALADDIN

Compared to the power which Thomas A. Edison offers you, Aladdin’s was limited; since if you own a
New Edison a group of the world's greatest artists is constantly at your service. A mere twist of the wrist and
presto! right there in the room peals forth the voice of Rappold, Case, Matzenauer, Middleton, Chalmers, or
any other of our Metropolitan stars. It is exactly as though the singer were there in the flesh. No human
ear can detect the slightest shade of difference between the living artist's interpretat.on and that of

The NEW EDISON

““The Phonograph with a Soul’’

/

pold begins to sing with the record. When she stops, the'
record continues. And so complete and perfect is the Re-
Creation that the listeners refuse to:credit the evidence o
their senses. Such is the Edison tone test. :

With the lights lowered to hide the singer's lips, not one of
the two million or more who have attended these recitals cou
detect when the artist ceased and the instrument sang alone.

Thirty great artists have figured in these tests. Invariably the
result was the same. Over a thousand unprejudiced news-
paper critics have united in this assertion.

Call at the nearest licensed Edison merchant’'s and receive
a demonstration. He advertises in your local paper, Perhaps,
too, you'd like to see our literature, A postcard brings our
musical magazine, “Along Broadway," the brochure, “Music8
Re-Creation,” and the booklet, “What the Critics Say,”

It is one thing to make so strong a claim ; it is another to prove
it. We have proved it, not once but over fifteen hundred times.
More than two million people have witnessed our famous
tone tests.

Picture a concert hall filled with critical music lovers. One
of our Metropolitan stars, Marie Rappold, for example, begins
to sing. Her brilliant soprano voice soars through the building.
Now watch the audience. Note that sudden stir. Each face
depicts wonderment— astonishment — bewilderment. What
miracle isthis! The singer's lips have ceased to move. And
yet the beautiful aria continues. Surely Rappold is still singing.
She must be.” Every lingering overtone, every subtle shade of
color is there. But her lips are motionless, It is incredible.

The explanation is simple. e New Edison which stands
beside her is playing one of Rappold's records. Madam Rap-
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