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CHAPTER XVIlL
The Master of Stars.

o YW ULY &” remarked Kent, with his
lids dropped over the keen: nae,
of his eyes. “It was the follow-
ing morning that the unknown

body was found on the beach . nur

Mr —near the Nook.” L

Marjorie Blair's. face showed no com~ 3
prehension. 1 have nenrd uothink ol'
sy hewde ' she H‘[)ﬁ(‘ﬂ'

t,)ul none of:

ears. of a ntrauge woman fonnd at

Lmao-e Cove?" 3

,“No. -Wait, though. After the fu-
uau] one of thc cousins began to
4peak of a mystery, and Mr. Blair shut '
aim off.” _

«“¥our necklace was taken from that
t’.od,.”

iHer eyes grew wide.
thief?" she asked cagerly.

““The person who took the necklace
trom the body is the ohe. for (whom i
“am searching. Now, Mrs. Blair, will
you tell me in .a word how your hus-
band met his deatn? Your father-in-
law gave you te understand..did .he
not, that Wilfrid ,Blair met and quar-
reled with—with a certain person and
was killed in the encounter whlch fol-
lowed?”

“How shall 1 ever free mpyse| tl:om
the comsciousmess of my own part h
it?” she shuddered. “Don’t—don’t speak
of it again. I ean’t bear it.” .

“You weon't bave to very long,” Kent
assured her. ‘‘Let us get back to.the’
jewels. You would be willing to make
& considerable sacrifice to recover
them ?’

“Anything!”

“Perhaps you've heard something of
this man?”’

Draw‘lng a newspaper page from his
pocket, Kent indicatéd an advertise-
ment outlined in blue pencil. It was
elaborately displayed as follows:

*“Was she the

Your Fate Is Written In the Heav-
: ens

CONSULT THE

Star Master

Past, Present and Future Are Open
Books to His Mpystic Gaze—Be
Guided Aright IQ

Business, Love and Health

Thousands to Whom he has pointed
Out the Way of the Stars Bless
Him for His Aid.

CONSULTATION BY APPOINT-
MENT

Preston jax
Suit 77 Mystic Block, 10 Royal Street

Mrs. Blair glanced at the announce-
ment.

“I want yeu to go there with me to-
day"' said Kent:

“To that charlatan? Why, Professor
Kent, I thought you were @ scientific
man, I can’t understand your motives.
but I know that I can trust you. When
do you wish me to.go?”’

“I have an apointment for us at high
noon.”

As the clock struck 12 Kent and
Mrs. Blair passed from the broad noon-
day glare of the strget and were ush-
ered into the tempered darkness of a
strange apartment. It was hang.about
with black cloths and lighted by. the .
effulgence of an artificial half moon
and several planets contrived, Kent
conjectured, of isiuglass set into .the
fabric with arc lights behind them. A
faint, heavy but not unpleasant odor
ag of incense Bovered in the air. 'The
moon waxed slowly in brightness, il-
lumining the two figures.

“Very well fixed up,” whispered
Kent to his companion; - “The astrelo-
ger is now looking us over.”

In fact. at that moment a contem-
plating and estimating eye was fixed
upon them from a ‘‘dead” star in the
farther wall. Preston Jax did not, as.
a tgle, receive more than one client at
a ‘time. Police witnesses travel iu
mn and the starmaster was of a sus-
picious nature. Now.” however, he be-

a ‘gentleman clad in such apparel
Mtever police §py nor inves
:3.3 wore, a rather puzzling “swell-
ness” (the term /is culled: from Mr.
Jax’s en s  thoughts). since it
e ol ol sl o
particular conspicuous. The
isitor was obviously *light.” . ’

Qﬂtﬂng his peep hole, the starmas- .
ter'p a button; Strains of music, |
soff, and’sétirceléss. filled the air (from |
-.»;*mdgm_pn muflied in rugs). ‘ime

oon glow paled a little. There was

ft ruatle and ﬂuctuaﬂdﬂ*ﬂl’ m

f undist
el,, and form ekedout ly"
:  pomposity of manner. To this

b contributed. All ;8igns of.
had lent matn?n‘m to ﬂ:

. ard, ‘rolled forth,
/1 Spun it with a
tand more slow

“Of Astraea?

_fbﬁ?*"

“ﬂanmmofthlcﬂauldol"

ing every evkleme ‘of discomposure,
"Stapid of me.” he muttered in apol-
98y. “Gets on one’s nerves, you lmow.

,Awasoxne and ‘all that: sort of tmng

t'qssing ‘with. the stars.”

*Fear. nothlng.” said Jax. - "The@har
for«eﬁ respond. to " the _aster will of
him: who compr x m, Madam.

day or yonr'
birth, if you please?™
. “March 15,1889, replied Mrs. Blalr
Prnpelled Dby, an unseen force, a celes-
tial globe mounted un a nickeled stand-
“ The :starmaster
ractised band, Slowly
owly it turned untﬂ as it
cdme to a stop, a ray of light, mysteri-

* ously appearlng focused on a constel-

| lation.

“Xonder is your star,” deciared the
astrologist. “See' how the aural light
‘seeks it.” ’

“Oh, I say!” murmured he of the
mongele; ; *Weird, you know! Quite

“Sh-b-h-h!” reproved Preston 'Jax.

! gets Oh one's fierves,  Quite”—

““Siletice s the fitting medium of the | »

highﬁr Stellar mysteries” Madam, you

h a pa’lgway bptween ha

haa _crossed. it here, . Happlness like

he ‘soft moon glow, has beamed upon

'1t, and will again beam, in fuller of- |

fulgence.”

With- beaqﬂtully modulated intona-
tions he proceeded, while one of
visitors regarded.Bifh with awe struck
reverence, and the. other waite@ with
patience—but umeued. 80 the ora-
tor felt. by his His voice sank,
by «deep. toned gradations into silence.
The ray winked out. Then the woman
spoke.

“Is It possible for your stars to guide

‘me to an object which I have lost?”

“Nothing is hidden from the stars,”
declared thelr master.  “You seek few-
els, madam?” (Kent had let this much
out, as if by accident, in the morning’s
conversation.) .

uY“‘n ;

“Your birth stone is the bloodstone.
U y, indeed,. would Qe the omen

yo gnp of .thole gems.” (He
m canme forward toward
heralmost brushing Kent.)

“But I.say.” cried Kent in apparent- ‘

ly uncontrollable agitation; “did your
stars tell you that she bad lost some
jewelry? Tell me, is that how you
knew ?”

In his eagerness he caught at the |
astrologer’s arm, the right one, and his |
long fingers, gathering in. the ample |
fo:ds of the gown, pressed nervously |
upon the wrist. Preston Jax winced
away. All the excited vapidity passed
from Kent’s speech at once.

“The jewels which this lady has |
lost,” he said very quietly, “are a set |
of unique rose topazes. .1 thought—in |
faect, 1 felt that you could, with oz |

without the aid of your ;tars help her '

to recover them.”

Blackness, instant and:impenetrable,
was the answer to this.
his voice the merest trifle.

“Unless you wish to be arrested lj
advise you not to leave this place. Not

by either exit.”

“Arrested on what charge?”’ came:

half chokingly out of the darkness.
“Theft.”
“I didn’t take them.”
“Murder, then.”
“My God!” So abject was the terrozr

and misery in the cry that Kent felt |

sorry for the wretch. Then, with a

certain dogged bitterness, “I don’t care |
what you know; T didn’t kill her.” ‘

“That is very likely true” replied |
“But it is what 1|
Rind your foot

Kept 8soothingly.
must know in detail.
lever and turn on the light.”

The two visitors could hear the as- |
As the light |
flashed on they saw, with a shock, that |
It was as lti -
Instant- |

ttoloxer grope heavily.

Hei was on all fours.
Kent’'s word had felled him.
ly he was up, however, and said:

at am I up against? How did |

yon ﬂnd me?’

‘Dhrusting hfs hand in his pocket the
scientist -brought out a little patchjof
black cloth, with a single star skil- |

fully embroidered on it.

#Wild blackberry has long thorhs
and sharp,” he said. “You left this |
tatter on Hawkill cliffs.”

At name the man’s chin musele
uucbbea with -‘his ‘effort to ‘hold his
tee_!h dy against chattering.

‘Wh:?ﬁ do you want?’

_“A ‘fair exchange.” My name is Ches- |
ter Kent.”

‘The. starmaster’s chin worked con: |
‘vulsively. “The Kent that broke up
mdb-mmd Spiritism Circle?”

“Agn.”

“{t!l all bargaining with the devﬂ."
obmved Preston Jax grimly. “What’s
the exchange ?” i

T do pot believe that yon are guiity
3 ‘Tell. me the whole stnry

‘Olafnly ‘and straight, and I'll clear you
lngslo far a8 [ can believe you inno- ‘;'

: the first ﬂfne the seer’s chin was
at
“tobaus dre cachdd utder & rock
i near-the-clff. I couldn’t direct you,
but I could show you.”
“In; m, you ‘shall. ; One ,momq;t.
As yon you are un presump-
. ‘Do you know the iden-
uqu m.mum : 3
That’s all 1 knqw
hor I don't even know her last

, Altnda?" wi o &
the way she dgned hu&
‘to think I knew all

1 %Mpwum belier "

}'Wdl. of course, T did.”
_ “Yes. you naturally would. Bgteif
e 10 _‘imwwsow cona

lmcwm lv

Kent raised |

“Qnly tbe last one.”
*Bring it to me.!
0

retnrnln*g with a plain sheet of paper
. with uhhdwm;tng on-one side,
"With  'droopiug head = and ‘ehin

‘studying 'Mrs. Bldir and Kent while
they reud the let;mr utethex It aa
n two haud,wx:ium;». the date, a
‘and’ body of the' letter being in a,ckaf
FULNIBE hdrhcter. wiile the signatiire.
“Astraea,” was in very fine, mluute.
‘detaehed lettéring. The note read:

All is now ready. You are but to carry
out our arrangements implicitly. The
place is: known to you. - There can be no
difficuity'in your-finding-it. At two hours
after lunddwﬁ of July the 5th we shall be
Ahgre. Ouriship will be In waiting. All
‘will be as before. Fail me not. Your re-
ward shall bc ‘greater than you dream.

ASTRAEA.

hent folded and pocketed the letter.

“Had you ever been to this place. be-
fore?” Kent asked ot Jax.

ltNo ”
~-"'1‘hen how did you expect to find
e o

”‘sﬁo Sent mea map

l lost it—ﬁat
“What abont he.
: &

“Yon've got me again there.  Ip
most every letter there was some
thing about things I didn’t under
stand. She seemed to think we used
to know each other.. Maybe we did.

£ of et gome:to e .1 caf'l
remember ‘em  all. ‘Sothetimes she
ealiéd ‘me Hermann.. My ngme ain’t
Hermann. Right up to the time I saw
{ ber on the heights p 3 m atraﬂ she
was taking me for -omebody else ‘and
that the whole game would be queer
| ed as soon as we came face to face.”
“What did she say when she saw
| you?”

“Why, she seemed just as tickled to
set eyeg on me as if 1 were her Her
mann twice over.”

“Hxactly,” replied Kent, with satis
faction.

“Well,
that?”

Passing over 'the query, the other
proceeded: ‘‘Now, as' I understand it.
You put yourself in my hands unre
servedly.”
| ‘“What else can I do?” cried Preston

&
how do you -account! ‘for

Ja

| . *“Nothing that would be so wise. .So
| do not try. 1 shall want you to come
to Martindale . Center on calll Pack
{ up and be ready. Come, Mrs. Blair.
| Remember, Jax, fair play, and we
| shall pull you through yet.”

| . In the taxi Marjorie Blair turned to
| Kent. “You are a very wonderful
| person,” she said—Kent shook his
! head—*“and. I think, a very kind qne.”

S

/
E“You are a very wonderful person,”
she said.

| Kent shook his hHead again. “Be kind
| to me and leave me to go home alone.”

' Kent stopped the cab, stepped out
and raised his hat. She leaned toward
| him. A

“Just a moment,” she said. “Per-
| haps I ought not to ask, but it is too

‘ | strong ‘for me. Will you tell me who
| the woman was?”

‘ Kent fell back a step, his eyes wid-
. ening.

{ *You don't see it yet?" he asked.

! “Not a glimmer of light—unless she

|'Was some — some unacknowledged

\

1

|

|

{

member of the family.”

“No; not that.”

*And you can’t tell
was?”

*Yes. but not just now. '.l‘ry to be
| patient for a little, Mrs. Blair.” /

;’ “Very well. Your Judgment is best.
| doubtless. Of colurse you:know whose
|hand wrote ‘the body of ‘that letter?”
| “Yes; try not to think of it,” advised
| Kent. “It isn’t nearly so ugly as it
| seems.” i B iy

She looked at him with her straight.
fearless, wistful glance.

"That it should have been my hus-
bind who gave the thing' most ‘pre- |
cious to me to another woman!,  But
-why did be write the letter to Pr-lton
Jix for her to ) $ATI8

| Cheater”Kent shook his head.

me who she

cHAPEER XViil,
The Astrologer's Tale.
IPDNIGHT found ‘Kent in his .
hotel room: A knock brought
him to the door (,‘.
© “Letter for you.”. annoupe-
the messenger boy. e
hat Preston Jax had to say was,
Jinthe form - of'n ‘very-briefnete; -

'mmm-hapooratormldam

tly as an_ intimidated child. :
the astroiqger left the room, prese,ntlv

a-twiteh! the master of stars stood

—

' lpokmg doﬂunent. 'rhe note hegan‘

Es%equ sir, (uududﬂl \0urs rer
wmorsefully” and set forth in somewbat
exotic language that the writer, fear-
'ng 4 lapse of Courage thit might con-
fuse his' narrative when e stould
0me’ to gWe it. tad “takén pen in
aand” to commit it to writing ‘and
would . the “réeipient *kindly pardon
‘vaste?”’ Therewith tweuty-one ‘tvped
pages,

“Quite enougb o said Chester ‘Kent.
ind dived into the turbid Hood -of
words. -And behold! As te tinined. so
0. speak, the corner of the narrative
‘he current became suddenly clear,

The reader ran through it with in-
‘reasing .. absorption. . Preston . Jax.
whose real name was Joho Preston.
1ad, after a rebellious boyhbood, . run
Lway to sea, lived two years before
-he- mast. picked ap a smattering of
:ducation. been ‘assistant and capper
‘or a’' magnetic healer and had fnally
lormulated ‘a system of astrological
yrophecy that won him a slow but in-
‘reasing renown.

“This Astraea affair looked good
rom the first.” So. began Preston
laxs confession, as beheaded and
;trlpped down by .its editor. . It looked
| ike ome of. the\,bé-k You could smell
, Boney in It with half a nose, Her first
" etter came in on a Monday. 1 recollect.
[rene, my aaslatant. bad put the red
{ ;encu on it when she sorted out the

nafl to show 1t was Somethin ‘special.

But don’t get -her Into this, ‘Professor

Kent. If you do it's all off, jewels and

Ul .. Irene 'hag always been for the

;tralght star; business and . forecast

zame-and no extras or side lines. Be

sides, we were married last week.. . .

“She . quoted poetry, swell poetry.
First off she signed herself ‘An Adept.‘
I gave her the Personal No:'3 and fol-
lowed it up with the Special F‘rien-!ly
No: 5. Irene never 'liked that No. 5.
She says it's spoony. Just the samve,
it fetchies them—but not thlb one. “She
began to get personal and warm hesrt-
ed, all right, and answered up with
the" kindred soul. racket. But ceme to
Boston? ' Not a move. Said she
couldn’t. There were reasons.” It look-
ed. like the old game—fiitter headed
wife and jealous husband Nothing in
that game unless you 2o in for the
straight holdup. And blackmail ‘was
always too strong for my taste. So I
did the patural thing—gave her special
readings and doubled om the price.
She paid like a lamb.

“Then, blame if it didn’t slip out
she wasn’t married at all! [ .lost that
letter. It was kind of ' endearing.
Irene put up a howl. It was getting
too personal for her taste. 1 told her
I would cut it out. Then I gave my
swell lady "another address and wrote
her for a picture. Nothing doing. But
she began to hint around at a meeting.
One day a letter came with a hundred
dollar bill in it. Loose, too, just like
you or me might send a two cent
stamp. ‘For expenses,’ she wrote, and
I was to come at once. " Our souls had

syketurned to fe(vgnire ‘and join each

" ‘other, she said. = Here is the only part’

of the letter I could dig up from the
wastebasket.”

Here a page was pasted upon the
document.

*“*‘You have pointed out to me that
our stars, swinging' in mighty circles,
are rushing on to a Jjoint climax. To-
gether we may force open the doors
to the past and sway the world as we
sought to do in bygone days.” :

“And so on and cetera,” continued
the narrative. “Well, of course, she
was nutty—that is, about the star busi-
ness. -But that don't prove anything.
The dippiest star chaser | ever worked
was the head of a department in one
of the big stores, and the fiercest little
business woman in business hours you
ever knew. That was the letter she
first called me Hermann in and signed
Astraea to. Said there was no use pre-
tending to conceal her’ identity any
longer from me.  Seemed to think 1
knew all abolit it. That jarred me
some. And, with the' change of writ-
ing in the signature, it.all looked pret-
ty.queer. ¥You remember the last let-
ter,with the copperplate writing name
at the bottom? Well, they all came
that way after this: the body of the
letter very bold and careless; signature
written in an entirely different hand.

“But hundred dollar bills loose in let-
ters ‘mean a big stake. I wrote her 1
would come, and I signed it ‘Her-
mann,’ just to play up. to her lead.
Irene got on and threw a fit She said

her woman’s intuition told her there.

was danger in it Truth is, she was
stuck on me herself, and 1 was on her.
but we.did not find it out until after
the crash. So | was all for prying
Astraea loose from her money if 1 hag
to marry her to do it ‘She wrote 80!
slush dbout the one desperate plu
together and then the glory that wa;e
to be ours. That Iooked like marrlage
to nie.

“You saw the last letter. 1f had me
rattled. but not rattled enoungh to qnit,
There was a map in it of the place for
the meeting. 'That was plain enough.
But the ‘our’ and '‘we’ busiuess in it
bothered me. It looked a bit like a
third . person. .-1..had /ot heard any-
thing about any third person. What is
more. 1 did dot havo any ase for &
third person in this | bnsivess. The
‘stars| iforbade it. 1 wmte and told ber

30 nnd sald if ‘there was any outsider:

rung.in the stellar cougses wonld have
A .8udden change of heart. Then | put
) iy best robe in a bag and bought !
} 'ticket for Carr’s Junction. You ca
: ibeleve that while | wqg guing throu,
the woods l wus keeping a bright e
! lout for any’ third party.  Well, he was
; aot there, not when | arrived anywa:
{iWhere .be..was_all the. time 1 do net
know. | wever saw him. But | heard
him later. 1 can hear him yet at nizht,
God belp nie!
“She wix leaning against a little tree
; at the edge of the thicket when | nm
saw her. There wus plenty of uxn;
from the moon, and it sifted down
[mwm.- “trees. and-fell ~-aevoss her
bead and veck. - 1 noticed & gueer cir-

_Wﬂ ‘rubies and ‘How mucb they might

‘the ground near her.

'—to tblnk
I zu

et around her peck. The stones were
dke soft pink fres. I bad aot ever

seem any like them ye(ore. and 1 stpod
,hen _trying to figure whether they

de Wworth \Vhile 1 was. wondering
1bont it she hulf turned, and I got my
irst hok at her face:

“She was younger than | bad reckop-
ed on and not bad to look at, but
Jueer, gueer. Something ‘ll)uut her
struck ‘me all wrong—gave me a sort
of ugly shiver. Another thing struck
ne all right. thonigh  That was that
she had jewels on prerty mnch ail ‘ber
ingers. In one of my tettérs to hber 1
zave her a hint about that—told ber
that' gems gave the stars a strouger
aold en the wearer, and she had taken
it all in. She certamly wWas an easy
subject.

*“A bundle done up in paper was on
1 ducked back,
very still. and got into my robe. The
irrangewent in her letter was for e
to whistle when 1 got there. 1 whis-
ded. She straightened ap.

** *Oeme," she said. ‘I am waiting.’

“Her voice was rather deep and soft. |
But it wasn't a pleasant softness. !
Somo .way | did unot like it any better
| liked ber looks.. L ltepped,
oy oéen and g‘vq;‘horthaqnnd»

* “Phé ‘master of the stars at your
command,’ 1 said. ;

“‘You are not as 1 expected to see
you,’ she said.
+“That was a sticker. lt,-,mlght mean
most anything. I took & chance.

“Oh, ~well,” 1 said, ‘we all: change.’
,,“It_ went. ' ‘We change as life
cha.nge& she said. ‘They never found
you, ‘did they? ‘

“From the way she said 1t I saw she
expected me to say ‘No.” 8o I said ‘No.’

#“That was’ Jeft for. me to: returbh
and do,’ she went on with a kind.of
queer. joy that gave me the shivers
again. ‘The l.netant I sa ;your. stawe-
ment in the néwspaper | Liﬂw it was .
your soul calling to. mine across thel

| ages. “Our boat Is at the shore,”’

“In that last letter she _mentioned |
4 ship. And, now, here was this’ boat
business. (Afterward 1 looked for a
sign of either, but could not find any. |
I'"thought perhaps it would ‘explain
the other part of the ‘we’ and ‘our.) .
If I was going to elope. by sea I want- |
ed to know it, and 1 said as much, |

“‘Are you steadfast? she asked:

“*Well, there was only one answer to |
that. I said 1| was. She opened her
package and took out a coil of rope.
It was this gray-white rope, ‘'sort of
clothesline, and it looked strong.

*‘What now? 1 asked her.

““To bind us  together, she said '
‘Close, close together, and then the '
plunge! This time there shall be no
failure. They shall pot find one of us
without the other. You are not afraid?’

“Afraid! My neck was bristling. |

“‘Go slow,” 1 said, thinking mighty
hard, ‘1 don’t quite see the point of ’
this.’ i

“Didn’t |1 curse, myself for. not. re
meémbering what | had written her?
No clew, except that the poor soul was
plumb dippy—too dippy for me to mar-
ry at any price. It wouldn’t bave beld
in the courts. Yet there might have
been $5.000 of diamonds on her. |
suppose she felt me weakening.

*‘You dare to break our pact? she
says in a voice like a woman on the
stage. Then she changed and spoke
very gently. 'You are looking at these.
gewgaws,” she said and took a dia-
meond cirelet from her finger. ‘What
do these count for? And she put it in
my ‘hand. : ‘Another rlng dropped at
my feet. Mind, she was giving them
to me. ‘These are as nothing compar-
ed to what we shall have,’ she went
on, ‘after the plunge. Waitl’

“She had dropped the rope, and now

she went into her paper parcel again,
kneeling at my side. I had stooped to
look for the fallen ring when 1 felt
heér band slide up my wrist and then a
quick little snap of something cold and
close. A bracelet, 1 thought. And it
was a bracelet!
. ‘' ‘Forever! Together' she uaid and
stood up beside me, chained to me by
the handcuffs she had slipped on my
right wrist and her left.

“‘How much to let me off 7’ I asked
as soon as I could get breath. You
see, it flashed on me that it was a po-
lice trap. Her next words put me on. ~

* ‘The stars! The stars!" she whisper-
ed ‘Sea ours—how they light our path-
way across the sea, the sea that awaits
us/!’

“More breath came back to me. It
wasn’t & trap, then. She was only a
crazy woman that [ had to get rid of.
I looked down at the handcnff. It was
of fron and bad dull rusted edges. A
bammer woild bave made short work
of it, but I did not have any hammer
I.did not even have a’ stone. There
would be stomes in the broken land
beyond the thicket. 1 thought I saw
a way.

* ‘Yes, let’s go,’ 1 said.

“We set out. At the edge of the
thicket was a flattish rock with small
stones nedr it. ‘Here I prétendéd to
slip. 1 fell with my right wrist-across
& tock and caught up:a cobblestone
with my left band. At the .first crack
?1 the stone on the handcu!l’ I could
eel the old iron wesnken.
chance for a second biow. Eer hands
were at my throat. Tbey bit'in. Then
I 'knew it was a fight for'my'tife.
**“The wext thing ‘I remember clearly

{dedrd oo man s voice,

_ stripped the jewelry from ber,

Wy,

md jumping mnﬁl ahe ram
Chat was an awfal night full 'of awfal
chiugs. - But. the one worst | utght of gl}
~\worse even than the finding of her
ifterward—was that mad fgure leap-
\ug.over the broken #round ¢ wurd the
2liff's edge I held wy breath to Jistem

‘for her scream when she went over. 1.

never heafd it.

“But | heard something else 1
It was clear aud
strong and high. There was/death in
it. | teli yow, Mr. Kent. uvfug bor-
ot gripped: fut mu throat that gave
that cry. - Then there was a rush of
Uttle stonex and gravel down the face
of the cliff. That was all,

“Beyond me the ground rose. | ram
up on it.. It gave me a cluir view of
the cliff top. ‘1 thought sure 1 would
see the map who had cried out from
there. Neot a sight of him! Nothing
woved in the moonlight.: T thought
he ‘must have gone over the clif two.
| threw myself down and buried my
- face,

“How long 1 lay on the g‘roimd 1 do
uot Enow. A wisp of cloud bad biot-
ted out the woman's star, now, and by
that | knew she was dead. But the,
wmoon ‘was shining bigh. 1t gave
1ight enough' to see iy way into the

F gully, "and | ‘stumbled ‘and sHd down

through to the beach.

“l found ber body right away. . Jt
lay with the head against a ruck. i
there was no sign of the man's body
the wan who bad yelled. | felt that

. before 1 went away from there } must

conceal the éause.of her deasth #0e
everything about it that 1 cogld. 184
was known. how .she was killed they
would be more likely to suspect e,

“l went back and got the rope. )

got,an old grating from the shore. 3
dragged the body into the sea and let
it aomt I lashed it to tbe grating. b
but.
cotild not take it. That would haw
mddé e & murderer.
“There 18 a rock in the gully that 'l
markeéd. 'Nobody else would ever ne
tice it Under it I hid the jewelry. k
can take you to it. and 1 will.

“k got on my coat and sunk my rebe
in a creek and mtmysdfwthemy
road station for a morning train. Ang:
when [ got home I mar,rled Irene..
and | am through with the crooked
work forever. This is the whole trnti
If any human being knows more about
the death of Astraea it must be the
man who shouted as she fell from the
cliff and who went away and did not
come back.

‘“(Signed) PRESTON JAX, S-M.”

CHAPTER XiX.
in the White Room.
A NNALAKA, July 15.—To Hoted
-. Byrie, Martindale Center:
Dust 571 and send up sevem
chairs, Chester Kent."

“Now, I wonder what that ml;l
mean?” mused the day clerk of tba
BEyrie as he read the t:elegru}
for the secoud time. “Convention th
the room of mystery, maybe?’

Nor did ‘the personnel of the visitors
who, in' the course of the late after
noon, arrived with requests to be
shown to 571 serve to efface this im-
pression. First came the sheriff from:
Annalaka. He was followed by 8 am
of unmistakable ' African derlvatién.
who gave the name of Jim and decli.-
ed to identify himself more specifical-
ly. While the clerk was endeavo!
with signal lack of suceess, to pump
him, Lawyer Adam Bain arrived dan@

80 emphatically vouched for his prede '

cessor as to leave the desk lord no furs
ther excuse for  obstructive tacties
Shortly afterward = Alexander Bialy
came in with a woman beavily veliad
and was deferentially conducted alefs.
Finally Chester) Kent himself appess
ed, accompamnied by Sedgwick and's
third man unknown to the clerk pom-
pously arrayed in frock coat and silk
hat and characterized by a painfully
twitehing chin.

*“Who have come?’ Kent asked the
clerk.

That functionary ran over the list.

“We shall not need fn 571 ice 'lh?
stationery, casual meguge.,
cards or any othér form of es
sald Kent He led his M
the elevator.

Sedgwick put a hand on his
“The woman with Blair?” he alhl-

der his breath.

Kent nodded. “I rather m.u
ehe ‘wouldn’t ” he said. “Blaly
might better have told her, so far e
he knows.”

"l‘hen he dogsn’t know all?”

lgot no  ‘a

shewn quiet on the ground and I was |
bammering. hammering. bammering at
mny. wrist. with a biood stalned stone.
J. do wot know If it syas' ber’ bhod
mjne. Both. maybe, for uiy miiu# 8
1ike'pulp when' the iron urmny cracke
open ‘and 1'was free. ‘1 ‘canght a
glimpse of blovd on her temple,.
suppose .1 Ba@ bit her.there with the
stone; She looked dead.

“All.1 wanted  was to think-r-to thlnk
1 was pretty mneh dott.'.

“W\ﬂh 1 was trying to 'think she
came alive. She was on ker feet be-
I kpew it .and off at.a;dead. mp;

be broken bandcuff .went jJerking

Adv. in the Beacon
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