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CHAPTER 1.
The Brown Bag.

An accident to a goods train had block-
ed the line. and passengers travelling by

the night express from the North to Lon-|
prospect of |

don,. faced by the dreary

waiting a couple of hours till the line |

was cleared by the breakdown gang, were
offered the alternative of putting up at a
botel in York and resuming their journey
next morning.

John Malcolm, junior partner.of Mal-
colm & Fitzroy, Bond street jewellers,
was among those who chose to spend the
night at York. He was annoyed at the
‘interruption of his journey, naturally. As
for the delay, that was not a matter of
.extreme importance, and could be explain-
ed by a telegram to his partner. There
was no business that demanded his pres-
ence in London in the morning, and by
catching an early train from York he
could reach Bond street comfortably dur-
ing the afternoon.

One thing only caused him to hesitate
before deciding to spend the night at a
hotel; that was that he had with him
jewelry of about £10,000. For the con-
Venience of a customer he had travelled
to Newcastle-on-Tyne with a valuable se-
Jection from the stock of the firm’s Bond
street show cases, but to his great disap-
pointment scarcely any of the arh_c]es he
had brought with him had met with the
customer’s approval. In the end a.com-
paratively trifling sale was the only re-
sult “of his long journey, and the plain
brown travelling bag that he carried with
him as he left the train was practically as
vich in its contents as when he left Lon-
don.

His responsibility. however, did mnot
~weigh heavily on him; he had travelled
in safety many times before with jewelry
.quite as valuable and had no reason to
fear that he was now in danger of being
robbed. His hesitation, therefore, was
only. momentary. The prospect of supper
and a comfortable night's rest was too al-
luring to be dismissed in favor of the
wearisome wait until traflic could be re-
sumed. He accepted the station master’s
offer to provide him with a bed at the
company’s hotel.

The warm and cosy coffee room of the
railway hotel was a welcome change fronr
the bleak platform. Few of the passen-
gers of the delayed train had elected to
wait in their carriages while the break-
down gang was doing its work, and when
John Malcolm entered the room he found
that practically every table was ﬁlled and
that the many sharp set appetites were
keeping the waiters busy in every direc-
tion.  Taking a closer survey of his search
for a seat he presently discovered that
there was a small table for two m a
corner of the room, and at that moment
only one of the seats there was ocm‘lpled.
Crossing the room to secure the vacant
chair. -he did not notice until he reached
the table that its solitary occupant was
a '‘man who had shared the same first
class - carriage with him in the journey
from Newecastle-on-Tyne to York. Mal-
colm had already set this individual down
as a surly sort of person. for he had
replied * with uncommunicative grunts to
the few remarks that had been addressed
to him in the train and showed a very
evident desire not to be drawn into a con-
versation. Contenting himself, therefore,
with a bare nod of recognition, the jewel-
ler drew . the vacant chair toward him
and set the brown bag on it while the
attending waiter relieved him of his hat
and coat.

Holding the hat and coat o one arm,
the waiter stretched out the other to take
the bag from the chair.

“Don’t bother about the bag,” said Mal-
colm casually; “it will do very well here.”

He took it from the waiter’s hand and
put it on a shelf that projected from the
wall at one end of the table. As he did
«o he chanced ‘to glance at the man who
gat at the other side of the table and sur-
prised him in the act of staring with un-
cealed curiosity at the brown bag. Mal-
colm could not forbear an interrogating
lift.of his evebrows at this unwelcome in-
terest in his property. but the stranger’s
only reply was to look furtively at him for
a momentsand then push back his chair
and.leave the room. About two minutes
afterward he returned and resumed his
interrupted meal without betraying any
further interest in Malcolm or the brown
bag.

Interested somewhat by the peculiarity
of the man, Malcolm. in the course of his
meal, iooked him over rather more care-
fully than he would otherwise have done.

The man was evidently well over fifty.
bat still in the prime of his

vigor, and,

judging by his massive build. of consider-
:{hlo physical strength. His face was rud-
day and weather beaten, and his hair and
moustache, both worn closely

dish eyes were deep sunken under gray
(rhaggy evebrows, and the bullet shaped
head and square, ugly looking underjaw
igave him a particularly pugnacious appear-
lance. Probably a well-to-do bookmaker,
Malcolm evidently decided. but certainly
a very ugly customer to have a quarrel
with.

When Malcolm left the table to adjourn
to the smoking room for a ecigar before
retiring the-stranger was still sitting there,
but the jeweller's interest in him had
grown cold and all thought of the man
had passed from his mind when he finish-
ed his cigar and sought his bedroom.

/

CHAPTER 1II.

The Door of Room 35.
John Malcolm’s bedroom was No. 42

in the second floor corridor, and as the
rest of the staff of the hotel had disap-
peared for the might he offered to show
him the way to it. Malcolm declined the
offer, however, confident of being able to
find the room unaided. As it turned out
it was a matter of no difficulty, for though
the corridors and staircases were almost in
darkness, being but dimly lighted by a
small jet of gas at each landing, when he
got to the head of the second stairway he
saw that number 42 was among those that
were planted on the wall just under the
gasjet, and that there was a painted hand
that directed him to turn to the left in
seatch of his room. i
As he took the turning indicated he
noticed the absolute stillness of his sur-
roundings. The silence was so complete
as tc be almost startling, for even his own
footfalls were deadened by the thick drug-
get that covered the floor of the gloomy
corridor from end to end. :

A momentary inspection of the numbers
on the doors immediately right and left
of him told him that 42 was the fourth
door on his left hand side of the corridor.
As silently as a phantom he moved toward
it.
Impressed rather more than he would
have thought poesible by the serulchral
gloom and quiet of the corridor, he experi-
enced a distinct feeling of relief when he
at last drew abreast of the door of room
42. He gripped the handle of the door
and turned it. The door yielded to his
pressure without a sound. As it swung in-
ward a strange feeling that there was
some one close behind him caused him to
glance hastily over his shoulder. -As -he
did so his nerves received a curious shock,
his grip on the door handle grew tense
and every muscle of his body stiffened as
though impressed by the meed to prepare
for some mysterious encounter.

The door opposite to room 42 was mov-
ing slowly, noiselessly back.

With an uncanny feeling that something
queer was about to happen Malcolm stood
motionless, watching the moving door.
Then suddenly his c¢ommon sense reas-
certed itself and he turned fully around
to make sure that he had not been de-
ceived by the gloom into an illusion for
which the shadows were responsible.

But no! The door opposite to him was
certainly receding; and if the movement
was due to human agehcy there was

! neither sound nor sign to support this ex-

planation of the curious occurrence. For
at least a minute Malcolm watched the
noiseless movement of the door, wonder-
ing what was to come next. Casually he
noted that the number on the door was
35 and that the bold white painted figures
of the number were growing dim as the
door swung further inward. He waited
till the door ceased to move, but even then
he was left searching for a solution of the
mystery. It swung almost to right angles
with the lintel before it hung at rest, but
the dense gloom of the room within yield-
¢d no hint of what had impelled it to open.
Malcolm  shrugged his shoulders sud-
denly, as though by the movement he
could shake off the eerie feeling that had
get, him breathlessly watching such a
commonplace occurrence as a'door swing-
ing open; then he turned and stepped in-
<o his room.

A moment later he was standing with
his back to the open door- of his room
lighting the gas jet within. As the flame
of the match caught the gas the door of
room No. 35 closed as noiselessly as it had
{ opened.

Malcolm had turned to close his door
when he remembered that he had forgot-
ten to leave instructions that he wished
to be called at 7 o'clock in the morning.
| He ‘had placed his brown bag on his dress-

4 cropped, :
were perfectly gray.. Fierce looking, led-!ti(-ed with wondering curiosity that the

The night porter informed him that it was |

ing table, but now he picked it up again
tand left the room Intent on giving the
i necessary message to the night porter.

As he stepped into the corridor he no-

! door of room 35 was closed. and he check-
‘(‘d his footsteps to stare at it with a puz-
izled frown. But this time he quickly dis-
! missed the matter as being too unim-
portant to speculate further upon and
hurried down stairs.

It was about five minutes later when
he reappeared at the head of the stair-
way, and during his absence neither sound
nor movement had broken the intense
quiet of the corridor. He .moved swiftly
toward his room and had nearly reached
it when a recollection of the strange be-
havior of the door opposite fashed
through his mind. He glanced at it cur-
iously as 'he was turning into his room
and to his utter amazement saw that it
was opening slowly and silently as be-
fore.

This time he did not spend a mowment
in speculation. He stepped instantly in-

watch the door of room 35.

That the door had opened quietly at his
first approach and had then been shut, to
reopen stealthily when he returned to his
room, brought it into range as a suspi-
cious circumstance that might reasonably
be supposed to have some connection with
the fact that there was £10,000 worth of
jewelery in his brown bag. He peered
from the dense blackness of his room
across the gloomy corridor, determined to
get to the bottom of the mystery of the
moving door of room 35.

Moment after moment passed and Mal-

colm still stood watchful. His eyes never
shifted their steady 'stare at the opposite
door, but nothing occtirred to reward his
serutiny. The door again hung at rest,
almost at right angles with the lintel, and
Malcolm . was on the point of crossing
the corridor to boldly seek an explanation
when he was thrilled by the discovery
that two fierce, reddish eyes were gleam-
ing from the opposite doorway.
- In the shock of the discovery Malcolm
felt sure that the eyes were looking
straight at him and he made an involun-
tary movement to step further back, but
he realized in time to check himself that
he was effectually shrouded by the gloom.
But the brown bag was still in his hand,
80 to prepare himself for what was to fol-
low he bent and laid it noiselessly on the
ﬂoqr. Then he stood erect and waited.
Being young, strong and athletie, he felt
quite. able to cope with any attack that
might be made on him.

The gleaming eyes advanced out-of the
darkness of room 35, and Malcolm realized
with a quiver of excitement that the si-
lent' watcher was the man who had travel-
eii in the same carriage with him from
Newcastle-on-Tyne, the man with whom
he had' shared the table at supper.

He .saw the burly figure of this man
advance until it almost filled the doorway
of room 35; he saw the massive head
thrust forward and kunew that the fierce
eyes were staring from under their shaggy
byows in an effort to pierce the darkness
of room 42. Then the man moved forward
with a threatening gesture.

Malcolm braced himself for the struggle
that he felt was coming, but half way
across the -corridor the man halted, stood
indecisive a4 moment and then stepped
swiftly back into his own room and noise-
lessly closed the door.

The jeweller drew a long breath and
the tension of his muscles relaxed. His
first impulse at this unexpected truce was
to hurry down ‘stairs and deposit his bag
of jewelry in the hotel safe. Then he
recollected that there was mo one down
stairs but the night porter. He decided

to his room. turned off the gas and placed !
himself so that, himself unseen, he could |

s the that some one had

called lnm or touched him.
raised himseli on one ¢lbow when a cold
Idl'aught of air blew straight across ais
:fu‘(-e. Amazed at this, for he knew that
{ his window was shut when he went to
sleep, he turned his head and saw that
the window curtains were fluttering.
Plainly the window was open.

Malcolm heard the clock of an adjacent
church’ ring out the hour of six while he
still stared toward .the window. As the
last peal died away he sat upright sud-
dgnly, for his ears had caught the soun:d
of some stealthy movement in his room.
He peered toward where he fancied the
sc_mnd came from, but his eyes could not
pierce the darkness that surrounded him.
The heavy blind that shrouded the win-
dow completely obscured the dim morning
light.

Again a faint sound came out of the
darkness. A sudden fear gripped Mal-
rolm. He swung his arm quickly over the
side of the bed and groped where he had
placed the jewelry before he went to
sleep. The brown bag was gone!

An exclamation of intense alarm broke
from his lips. Jt was all clear to him
now. The open window—the vanished
bag—the whole thing meant robbery. He
had but one hope—he clung to it desper-
ately—and that was that the mysterions
sounds he had lately heard in the room
were an indication that the robber had
pot yet been able to make his escape.

He sprang madly from the bed and
rushed toward the window to throw up
the obscuring blind. His hand was thrust
through the curtains when he heard a
quick movement behind him. He drew
back from the window and swung sharply
around. The grating of the key in the
Jock of the door burst on his ears with
an effect as startling as though it was «

feeling

crash of thunder. In a twinkling he
leaped toward the door, had almost

reached it, when a brawny arm- shot to-
ward him through the darkness and a
fist crashed heavily against his throat.

Malcolm’s head was painfully jerked
back, countless lights flashed across his
eves, he staggered helplessly and then fell
to the floor, grasping and feeling horribly
sick. As he fell the door of his room was
swung open, a man passed out into the
corridor and closed the door softly behind
him.

It was fully half a minute before Mal-
colm was able to rise to his feet again

and dashed into the corridor he found it
silent and deserted. He rushed back into
his room, threw up the blind and found
the bell pull. He was still tugging vio-
lently at the bell when a full recollection
of the happenings of the previous night
flashed into his mind. He recalled vividly
the strange movements of the door oppo-
site.

When ‘the manager and two sleepy wait-
ers, all half dressed, arrived on the scene
a few minutes later they found Malcolm
shouting threats and haminering like a
mad man on the door. of roem 35

“I’ve been robbed! By heavens, man,
I've been robbed. £10.000 worth of jew-
elry clean gone,” was.the excited reply to
the manager’s angry remonstrance at his
behavior. I

The door of room 35 suddenly flew open
and its occupant, fully dressed, stood in
the doorway.

“What’s the meaning of thi?” he roar-
ed, glaring at Malcolm with smapping eyes
while his red face twitched vwith rage.

Malcolm’s reply was to fling himself for-
ward and try to get into the room beyond
in search of his brown bag. The big man
lapped the jeweller in his brawny arms,
lifted him from his feet and threw him
back into the corridor.

The waiters and the manager interrupted

that the jewelry would be safer in his|
own charge.

For a brief space longer he watched the |
opposite door, but it showed mno further|
sign of movement. Thoroughly on his,
guard now, he closed the door and again |
lighted the gas. Then he examined the |
Jock of the door and found that it was|
strong and in good order. He turned the
key, made sure that the door was locked
and then began to undress himself. His
last action before getting into bed was to
place the bag of jewelry at the bedside,
within reach of his hand. Five mihutes
later he was asleep.’

CHAPTER 111.

Robbed!

Maleolm awoke suddenly., with all his
senses alert- and impressed vividly with

Malcolm's vengeful return rush and then
the jeweller, realizing that an explanation
was necessary, suddenly grew calm.

“ want this man’s room searched,” he
caid. addressing the manpager, and heed-
less of the explosion of wrath from the
big man. A bag containing  £10,000
worth of jewelry has just been stolen from

'my room and 1 am certain that this man

has taken it. T caught him watching my
room last night and T believe he followed
me from Newcastle on Tyne to rob me.”

The man whom Malcolm so boldly ae-
cused seemed now to be speechless with
rage. His face grew purple as he - was
convilsively clinching and opening h's
great hands.

“This is a very serious charge, sir,” raid
{he hotel manager, at last breaking the
silence that followed Maleolm's speech.

“I want that room searched,” replied

either:
He had just |

and when at last he flung open his door!

|
i
t
{
1
i

f
|
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Malcolm quickly and briefly

a

gave suffi-
. |cient particulars to identity his property,
? Then the big man’s powers of speech re-!the policeman opened the bag and within
!{urhed and he broke out into a furious|it was the jewelry as the jeweller describ-

‘l)la]rolm curtly, flinging out his arm to-
iward room 35.

joath. ed it.

“I'm going to catch a train at twenty-|,
ipast six,” he bellowed. *“You can do what
lyou like with the room then, but no one
lenters it until I leave it and if I miss wy
{train some one will pay heavily for it.” 5 :

Malcolm answered him. He had been! The police seem to think there has
peering past the burly figure into thcib“',e" some very strange mistake, Malcolm,
il o :smd Mr. Fitzroy. *“I hope it does not

4T 5in aivaid fou won't calalthat train Pl QU that they ave right. o
itoday,”” he remarked vindictively, for h(‘i ‘\\'hat mistake can there possibly be?”
Ihad caught sight of a brown bag lying on {questioned  Malcolm irritably, “The man
la chair iuside room 35. "\\_elx‘ L‘Ul'lmll.l.\' cuught with the Je\V'e]}')' in

“Will you send for the police?” he ad- | lis possession. What clearer proof qs"uu
jded, turning to the manager. and haﬂtlillg‘thf)l’()h"f»’ want that he was the thief?
{him one of his business cards. ne of '_\lnlm')]m s first acts after the re-

The manager. who was looking from ac- | ¢OVery of the jewelry was to telegraph to
cuser to accused with a pale, worried face, | his senior partner, at Bond street, and
took the card and glanced at it. He look- | ask him fto take the first train to York.
ed from it to the big man at the door of! Mr. Fitzvoy, wondering at the urgency of

the message, arrived at York late in the

room 33. : 4

“\WVill vou let us search your room?” he | iiternoon. He had seen the police who
liied > : i.had taken possession of the jewlry until

“No. T will not,” roared the other an-|‘he case should be dealt with by a magis-
orily, and gwung around into his room. i mate. and had corroborated Malcolm’'s
slammed tlfe door behind him and locked | identification of it.- The two partners
it. 7 | were now witting in room 35 discussing

Two policemen were walking heavily | the unfortunate business. Room 35 was
ialong the corridor when the occupant of | the only unocupied room at the hotel
\rnmn No. 35 stepped out to cateh the 6.20§ when Mr. Fitzroy arrived,-and though he
train. e was clad in a cap and a heavy | was told that the jewel robber had occu-
overcoat, he carried a traveling rug over;pied it on the previous night he had rais-
his left arm and underncath the folds of  ed no objection to having it assigned to
the rug the ~nd of the brown bag was just | him.

CHAPTER 1V.

A Painful Situation.

visible. H's face was stili blazing with | “Personally T do not see how there can
{anger. . | be any mistake.” said the senior partner.

Malcohn impulsively snatched tiie bag|“You caught the man redhanded. The
lwhen he caught sight of it, but the big!police, however, have discovered that

man ewung it back and his right hand'|their prisoner is a Mr. Ivor Watson, a
caught the jeweller a staggering blow on | .| known, wealthy and highly respected
the chest. The next moment the police in- Northumbrian solicitor. They still have
tervened and the brown bag was in their| piy uynder arrest, of course, and he will
poseeanion: e s i be brought before a magistrate to-mor-

“You ey’ this is vour bag sir?  sald{ (o5 & -
one of the policemen to Malcolm, while | SRt eiordibanel?
the big man belchied forth a volley of pro-! i auteats
fanity. “Wiil vou-give me some descrip-
‘tion of the contents.”

ejaculated

fesional

thief.”
Mr. I was evidently much per-

>

= ;tm'lwd. “It's curious. very curious.” he
i remarked, as he stared thoughtfully at

MRS. GOLIGHTLY'S CHESS LESSON

| his junior partner. It would be a very
I painful matter if it turned out that we
| charging an innocent man.”

| “Impossible!” exclaimed Malcolm {est-
‘iﬂ'\" As he spoke he yose from his chair.
The door of the room had just swung

BY LONNE STEVENS

open and he stepped toward it to see who
wished to enter. He found no one there,
however, so he ~hut the door sharply and

turned again to his partner.

“Now. dear. I'll teach you how to play:
chess,” aid Mr. Golightly, |
himsell for the evening. “Get the board |
and. men, and you may bring my Dpipe |
too."” !
“I{'s so mice of yon to be willing tol!

show me——-" !

“Of course, my dear. vou know it is|
a4 man's game—it really takes brain to !

play a good game of chess. T hope you!
can master it enough ta make a game in- !
teresting to me some time.”
“Yes. dear.” answered his wife meekly. |
“Now. Mrs. Golightly. vou can't play|
chess with the board at an angle of forty-

tian martyr. I learned how to set the

ax he settled | men out of the book. only I want to play | jeopardy.

with the ‘white ones ‘cause I've been prac-
ticing with them."”
“What has the color to
game? Now | move—so.”
Perfect silence for a few minutes.
“It's your move, dear,” said Mrs. Go-
lightly.
. "Don't 1 Enow it?
to think; he doesn’t play any
This isn't ‘give away."”
“Then why do you

do with the

A man has to stop
old thing.
castle

put  your

twhere 1 can take it?”

‘Because | was trying to show you the

“Impossible!™ he repeated.  “The man
i had the jewelry and was on the point of
,.llm\'in: the hotel when T caught lim.”

The seniov partner found this remark
for a moment or two

ithe board and left two of hfs men in

“Ahem! | was watching yvour side-
I 1 should think you'd wateh your owvn. |

! [ do. It isn’t your move.” and

unanswerable
wis  silent.

| “Yer, IC s Pk : :

| “No, vou moved. and [ took your queen Il.n"-mv s somcone at ' itlie -.dnm-_ Mal-

land thed you—"" \-uhn.‘ I.|‘~-..\;11\1 presently.  “Will you see
who it is?

! “Don’t get excited. Keep yvour temper
1if you can.  You make more than
I you would huying a new bonnet,” snarled
i'\‘l\" Golightly.

{ *l think 1 am playing well enough to
{'no..l you just the sawomel”

“(lertainly, when 1 have to work for us

Malcohin Tooked toward the door. It was
again  and swinging inward.
There was a perplexed look on his face as
he moved toward it.

Again he found no one at the door. hut
as he stepped from the doorway into the
van into hin.

Tuss

open Was

Maleolm. !
“Why, the man dogged me like a pro-|

A THREATENING
GEOIDNES » «

the chair that was offered to' him.

He looked both the partners over si-
lently for a moment then he leaned for-
ward and spoke in a low confidential
voice,

“There’s something very strange about
this robbery, gentlemen,” he began. “In
the first place it seems a’ queer thing {"at
a gentleman like Mr. Ivor Watson sho
turn to thieving.”
| “Ten thousand pounds’ worth of
lelry is a big temptation; Inspector,”
| terrupted Malcolm.
| “WeTll allow that, Mr. Malcolmn,”
1l{he inspector, looking curiously at
‘»Junior partner for an instant, “but
'l\'or Watson tells a strange story
we have good reason to believe that +
is a good deal in what he’s got to sa)

At this point he paused a moment
he picked up the brown bag and pk
it on his knees. Suddenly he turneu
the junior partner.

“Mr. Malcolm,” he said sharply, “.
Tvor Watson tells us that in the tran
last night you tried to force your ac
quaintance on him, and that much against
his will you tried to draw him into con’
| versation.”

Malcolm uttered an angry protést, but
the Imspector continued calmly.

“Then he tells us that you seated your-
jself at the same table as him at supper
i last night and that on top of that you
;u]_ycnenl Lis bedroom door twice last
night.”

*What an infernal lie!”
“he—-" .

Malcolm stopped suddenly as.Mr. Titz
{roy rose to his feet and stepped past him.
His eyes followed his partner's move-
ments. Tle saw that the door of the room
was again open; he saw Fitzroy step
!through the doorway and come back
again instantly, looking very puzzled.
| Maleolm stared blankly at his partner,
land the Inspector’s face betrayed his very
strong interest in the situation.

“Of course there's something wrong
i with the door. and it won’t stay shut un-
less it's locked.” He locked the door at
i the words.

I Malcolm opened his lips to speak. but
i the policeman suddenly laid his big hand
ton his shoulder.

| ““Just one moment. Mr. Malcolm,” he
isaid. “'[ think that door explains the mys-
| tery: but first of all tell me if you know
this bag.”

“Of course I do,” he replied; “it's t'%
one that was stolen from me.”

“You are quite right, sir.” said tne In-
spector., and his mouth twiched with the
suggestion of a smile, “but just look at
what is inside it.” s
! He opened -the bag ‘as he =poke and
ishowed the astonished  partners that™it
| contained nothing more than two or three
heavy books and a bundle of legal looking
papers,

“When 1

istory.” he

cried Malcolm,

i

neard . Mr. Ivor Watson's
explained. 1 went  looking
somewhere else for the thief. The night
porter of the lhotel didn’t turn up to-
night: he's disappeared. but 1 found this
bhag at lodgings. He was the thief
thiat was in vour room. vight enongh, but
he didn’t get the jewels. As for the door
well, Mr. Watson swears that you open-

his

must

five degrees.” | game, and 1 have to talk <o much-—-" ]'lmtn. dou may be able to beat a—a "“""i‘_l"l' a waiter 11]’_”\“1 od it twice and von thought he opened
“Degrees of what?” “I thought you said it required “'i'ld”.“.]‘:”y'f T el | *Did you open this door?” asked Mal-};, to watch you but that nr\ stery is eleav-
“YFahrenheit. (et a higher chair and|lence?”’ P IlIme' .E\nul_' I said, g{:.lx.:\~.1 Mis. Go- | colm. i e ¢ )
put your mind on the game— ¥ | “It does. unless you are playing \\'n‘xl,{l'gl“t3'| ‘ Oh, ; '\llwl e _‘,‘l‘. phingingt  “No, sir,” replied the man.  He hadi  “put how did Watson get the jewels?’
I like this rocker: it's comfortable.” ia woman.” "Here Golightly started 1“!1‘\‘ll\km:(:u‘ll'“l'li'xlxrl'l"“( ed space. T gomng Lo heen hurvying and was almost breathless. | kod Malcolm. looking e e
e 7 i e i i 3 . 2 ake ) < gi | Bt i ) B ,"'_t St : iR 5
. I§u against all rules of chess to LUDU.!&()(JW -u_l her men. : L ; “Put_that man down.” yelled Golight- | |““ bigss f»“”‘]”—‘ to tell you, sir, ]“.! ‘ Will you swear that the brown bags
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: J i 3 : 1 of chess > i K Ll yuanc . . o . . £ L i 2 2
; }(vhlglos\.\'m{ are _nnﬁlakvn. he said severe- | want me to take it back? i STy 3 5 s o :1'1‘“ inspector when he }\i”:i“‘_] in room |instinet, by his evident solicitude for the
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