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~ THE RIDDLE OF THE SPINNING WHEEL

‘Being An Exploit in the Career of Hamilton Cleek, Detective

By MARY E AND THOMAS W. HANSHEW

CHAPTER 1

The -Girl From Scotland.
: blr, Maverick Narkom, Superintend-
fnt of Scotland Yard, looked up from
the letter he was perusing, a wrinkle
m' his brow and one hand spread out
over the sheet to keep it open, as the
pound of a soft knock broke through

e stillness, and with an exasperation
wrn of the knotty problem upon which
\« was at work, called out an irritable

m§§

_ ‘nspector Petrie’s head appeared in
fhe aperture, stiff hand at the salute.
L *] know you wasn't to be disturbed,
» he began apologetically, “but
there's a leddy ocome to see you. Seem-
ed distressed, and said it was urgent,
d begged me for the love of ’even to
gt her in.”
. #And, being a religious man, you suc-
cumbed, of course,” ‘rapped out Mr.
Narkom in a tone of exasperation. “Oh,
welli, where’s her card? What with one
thing and another, this morning’s work
has practically gone to blazes. Not a
puinute’s peace, by James! What'’s the
dy’s name, Petrie?”
““Inspector DPetrie came forward, a
girip of pasteboard in his hand upon
svhich was engraved a name and some-
tﬁ\i written in a woman’s hand under-
mneath.

“sMiss Maud Duggan. H'm. Scotch,

i take it. And what's this! School
friend of Miss Allsa Lorne. — Ailsa
Larne, eh? Haven't heard from her in

3 month of Sundays. Said her busi-
#ss was important —eh, Petriez”-
§“Very important, sir.”
Y0 rywell, then, show her up. This
dioher business requires entire quiet,
afd so long as I can’t seem to enforce
jat; 1. might as well attend to the
ammatter in hand.” ’s
A Very gopd, : sir.”
i drey;v. 'Meanwhile Mr.  Narkom
d his arms into his coat — it was
and the heat-wave had London
; and allied with an equally
yrm problem he had thought himself
fully justified in shedding it — and sat
¢ his desk, drumming his fingers upon
-~ top of it to the tune of “God Save
e King.”
bA moment later “Miss Maud Dug-
in” was standing before him —a slim,
le-faced woman with dark-ringed
es and a twitching, nervous mouth.
&8he came toward him, fands clasped
@ver heaving breast, entire bady aﬂa;;‘ne
)
Nzrkom, waving her to a seat with
pne too much cordiality, mentally la-
lled her “highly strung,” and.seated
mself with an effort to interest him-
1f in what she had to say.
& “Miss Duggan, I believe?” he began,
ith 2 creditable attempt at cordiality.
riend: of Miss Lorne’sp”
“Phat’s right,” she said in a hesitat-

#cceat that told of the part of the
i British -Isles which gave her birth. “I
;n- a friend of Ailsa’s —an old school

riend — although we haven’t seen each
otler for a matter of five years. But
i wrote to her — when the trouble began
L.and she told me to come fo you.

Bowing, Petrie | pe

iz voice, with just a trace of Scotch

}-Iere‘ is ber
i

letter, if you care to gee

“I prefer to listen to your version
of the story first, my dear young lady,”
returned Mr. Narkom, with a reassur-
ing smile. She was palpably nervous.
“You are in trouble, of course? No
one ‘ever visits these offices for any
other reason. Now just set yourself
at ease and tell me all about it. Is
it a family matter, or what?”

“Yes, it is a family matter. "And a
very serious one at that, Mr, Narkom,”
returned Miss Duggan in her rapid
voice. “And I am so worried I don’t
know which way to turn — and so, in
desperation 1 came down — all the way
from Scotland —to consult you. You
will help me, I know. It is about my
father. His life is in danger, in very
grave danger, and I am afraid that
even now, while I am away, something
may happen to him, and that woman
practise her cunning successfully at
last.”

“In danger?” Mr, Narkom sat for-
ward in his chair, his professional in-
stincts awake at the word. “Who is
the woman of whom you speak, Miss
Duggan, and why should she have de-
signs on your father’s lifez Begin at
the beginning and tell me where you
live, and all about it. There’s plenty
of time, you know, Things don’t hap-
pen so rapidly as a lot of you young
people imagine. You are Scotch, are
you not#”

“I am. And my father is Sir An-
drew Duggan, of whom you have 1o
doubt heard. He — he has large posses-
sions in Scotland. A big landowner
you know—"

“And.a hard one,” said Mr. Narkom
mentally, recalling certain paragraphs
about the gentleman which appeared
from time to time in the Scotch pa-

TS,
“Our home is at Aygon— Aygon
Castle, in Argyllshire. And there are
two. of- us by our r{m:her’:a first mar-
riagé — my brother Ross and me. Ross,
as you know, is heir to the estates, of
course as eldest son of the line (that
part of them which is entailed); but
scme seventeen years ago my father
merried again, an Italian woman whom
he met upon one of ‘his periodical jour-
neys abroad.” -

“And this is the woman in question?”

«It is!” Her voice ran up a tiny
scale of excitement, She shut her hands
together and breathed hard, and lean-
ing: forward in her seat, let her big
dark eyes dwell a moment upon his
face. “That woman is a would-be mur-
derer, a fiend .incarnate, prompted to
heaven knows what awful action by her
ambitions for her son Cyrill”

“Your father’s child?”
" “My father’s child. Cyril is sixteen
this birthday — a nice lad, but with all
the Latin traits of his mother’s race —
those traits which mix so badly with
our Scotch character, Mr. Natkom.
Paula has planned this thing from the
beginning — slowly, secretly, steadily.
She has planned to wrest the estates
from Rods, to turn his own father
against him, so that at the last he will
remake his will and leave all that he
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_:,Wushington, Towa, March a8
f‘Whiatling Lyd” Hutchison, the same

Slucky- girl who last year carried the
colors of “Smoky” Gaston, put out of
p he race for injuries, to a spectacular
ish with her own, came in just oo
ate for the money in the 19:.7.3 Dog
rby. run off here on Washington's
irthday. o :
Though “Smoky” Gaston won the
rse, no money cotild have hought the
a":elcomc which greeted the girl as she
rought her team of *“huskies” across
e finishing line.
i wWhistling Lyd” is the most farnous
£ the very few girl dog-sled drivers in
the world. She won her name from the

1923 ,Dbg Derby -Won
By “Smoky’’ Gaston;
Girl Driver Place

s f

. |

—

shrill chirrup with which she urges on
her dogs, a whistle such as few' girls
are able to achieve,

Gaston, winner of the derby this
year, made the twenty-five miles over
snowy mountain trails :n two hours,
nine minutes and 88 seconds, ciipping
| twenty-six minutes off the 1922 mark.

Had it not been for several bare
spots on the trail, where the degs were
obliged to drag the sled over ground
{from which the snow had melted, Gos-
{ton would have beaten the -wverld’s rec-

minutes of beating it.
Ten drivers drew places, of whom
two were women, Lydia Hutch'nson

.|ler and I were only children (I am

lord. As it was he came wirhin eight

possesses to Cyril—and rob Ross of
i rightful inheritance!”

“My dear lady, have you any found-
ation for believing this?” put in Mr.
Narkom at this juncture, as she paused.
“An ambitious woman is not necessari-
ly a potential murderess, you know.”

“But this ore is. One can see it in
her eyes when she looks at Ross, and
one can read it in every gesture —
every thought that passes across her
face. She is a dangerous woman, Mr.
Narkom, who will stop at nothing. Her
own father, I believe, had a career that
was shrouded in mystery, so far as we
can trace, but there was theft in it,
and crime, too — that much I'have as-
certained. Hig daughter is the fitting
descendant 'of the family, I repeat,
there is nothing she will stop at—
nothing! — and now that Ross has tak-
e1 up with this electricity installation
—he has been mad on engineering ever
since he was big enough to toddle, but
Father would not .permit him to go in
for it — Lady Paula has used it to her
own desperate plans, and has practi-
cally succeeded in turning Father
against Rqss, so that the two hardly
speak when they meet,. and avoid eacnh
other as much as possible in the daily
rcund of life” A

“And what, my dear young lady,
rakes you think that —er—Lady
Paula would wish to murder your
futhers”

“My eyes— and my ears, too. Both
of which are sharper than one ‘might
iragine.. When Paula mixes my fath-
er’s food —he is an old man and full
of whims and cranks, Mr, Narkom, and
he has been much attached to his sec-
ond wife and trusts her absolutely —
and. at night he takes bread-and-milk
for supper, nothing else. And no one
but 'Paula must make it. She has a
littlé sitting-room of her own just off
my father’s study, where there is a
little gas-stove and all the necessary
perapherpalia for mixing an invalid’s
food, and last week I made a point of
going in to watch her— found an ex-
cusc to get some notepaper and stepp-
ed into the room quietly. She was stir-
ring the milk in the saucepan, and in
her hand was a little phial of some
whitish powder which she was just
about to empty into it when the sound
pf my step ‘startled her, Instantly she
swung round, went as pale as death,
and clapped her hand to her heart.
‘How you startled meP she exclaimed.
‘You should not enter the room. so
softly, Maud. It is dangerous’ ‘Not
more dangerous than what-you are at
present doing, I wanted to answer,
but I dared not. I had no proof, and
to accuse her without it might only
make Father turn entirely from Ross
and me in his quick-tempered, irascible
fashion, But she slipped the phial in-
to her pocket and finished making the
bread-and-milk while I fumbled in the
stand where the house paper is kept,
all the time watching her from the tail
of my eye. And I could see how her
hands trembled, Mr. Narkom, so that
she slopped the milk over into the
saucer from the cup. It’s poisoning
she is practising upon him — I know it,
intuitively” She clenched her hand,
and sent an agonized look into the Sup-
erintendent’s face, “And all because
she is determined to get the estates for
Cyril, and then-kill poor Father, and
take everything, and turn us all out of
our rightful home[”

Mr, Narkom took out his handker-
chief and wiped the beads of perspira-
tion from his brow. The day was warm,
and this excitable and evidently very
much upset young woman only made
matters warmer. -

“Come, come,” he said in his paternal
way. “Isn’t that going a little too. far
__to accuse a woman of poisoning up-
on such slight evidence? How is your
father’s health?”

“Failing eve? day. Every day he
grows weaker, but he will see no doc-
tor — does not believe in them and will
never let one enter his house if it can
be avoided. But he is weakening stead-
ily. And it is not because of his sev-
erty-six years, either, for a haler and
heartier man never lived — until Paula
started this wicked thing upon him,
and began making him bread-and-milk
for supper. She says he eats too heavi-
ly; that it is not good for him. And
Fether takes every word as law.”

“A somewhat unwise course with any
woman — begging your pardon,” put in
Mr. Narkom with a smile, “And now
tell me what arrangements your father
has made for the future of his second
wife and her son. Or don’t you know?”

“As it happens, I do. Father is a
great stickler for inheritance —or was
until Paula got hold of him —and upon
his marriage with her, when my broth-

twenty-seven and Ruoss is twenty-nine),
he made this point quite clear to her,
1 understood, assuring her upon the
birth of Cyril of a sufficient income for
her own and Cyril's needs when death
should claim him for its own,

“Paula, however, has always wanted
Aygon Castle; always envied us as its
rightful owners; always said what she |
would do with it if it belonged to her. |
And now that Ross has taken up with|
this electrical hobby (an extravagant
one, as you no doubt know), he has in-
stalled a complete lighting plant in the
Castle instead of the musty old lamps
which we used to use, and has thereby |
frightened all the old tenants of the
place nearly out of their wits. For
they have never seen such a thing be-
forer =

“And yet we live in modern times,
and in the year of grace Nineteen-
Twenty-Two,” said Mr. Narkom quiet-
1

“But you must remember that our
village is miles away from anywhere,”
she returned quickly. “It is a sort of
rock-bound fortress which is almost as
impenetrable as the fortresses of old.
Miles of heather-covered hills and crags
surround us, and the nearest town —
Cragnorth —is a three hours’ journey
away. Many of the villagers have never
even seen & train, so that this modern
installation of electricity into the old
castle is like some witcheraft that ter-
rifies them. Paula has made a tremen-
dcus fuss, too, saying that the place is
ruined, that it is vandalism, and has
so inflamed Father that quarrels take |
place all the time between him and
Ross, and he has threatened to disin-
herit him if he continues in such mad
practises.”

Mr, Narkom nodded vigorously sev-
eral times.

“Aha! now we have come to the root
of the affair altogether,” he said with
some satisfaction. “That was the point

!and Clara Colwell.

1 was waiting for. Your father has

N

“He hag . And in my presence.”
actually volunteered tunae siatement,
Miss Duggan3?”

“And how does your brother Ross
take it?”

“Ross has the family temper, Mr.
Narkom. ~ Ross said hot words which
he should never have uttered, and then
dashed off to his fiancee’s house, three
miles distant —a sweet girl, whom we
all'love —and did not come back until
the next afternoon.”

“I see, 1 see. A very unpleasant
affair altogether. And ydu, naturally
loving your brother, Miss Duggan, have
pieced things together, and have now
come to me to see what I can do for
you? I must have a few minutes to
think this over.” A finger touched the
bell at his side. Almost immediately
a head appeared and Mr, Narkom gave
his orders, “Tell Mr. Deland to come
here, Petrie. I want to speak to him.”

“Ve:'iy good, sir,”

“And now, to look the thing straight
in the face, You can bring me no ac-
tual proof of guilt upon your step-
mcther’s part but your own love for
your brother and your women’s intui-
tion, added to what you have seen. Une
can bank upon a woman’s intuition
very often — but not in a’case of this
sort. That you will readily understand.
However, something is obviously wrong
and wants looking into. So I've sent
far one of my best men, Miss Duggan,
and if he thinks enough of the case to
take it up, I will entrust the matter
entirely to him. He happenes to have
looked- in this morning, luckily, an—
here he is!” :

Even as he spoke, the door opened,
and Mr. Deland came in. He was a
tallish, well-set-up man, with eyes neita-
er green nor gray, but with that some-
thing in the bearing of him which mute-
ly stands sponsor for the thing called
Birth, And he was dressed in the trap-
pings of the average young-man-about-
town. Anything more unlike a police
officer or a private detective, would be
difficult to imagine,

Mr. Narkom crossed over to him
and, drawing him aside, with a mutter-
ed apology to the anxious-faced girl
who watched him, spoke a few words
in a low tone into his ear. Mr. De
land’s, expression changed from feigned
interest to the real thing, The two men
spoke again for a few moments in the
same low-toned voices, and then Mr.
Narkom addressed her.

“Miss Duggan,” he said, father pom-
pously, she thought — “Mr, Deland has
promised his interest in the case. 1
have given him but the barest outlines.
It is for you to fill in the story in the
manner that you have filled it in for
me. Sit down, Mr, Deland. Now, Miss
Duggan, please begin all over again.”

She looked into this strange man’s
eyes with her own anguished ones, and
bit her lip a moment to keep back the
tears that had been impending since
the beginning of her story. Her lips
trembled. But the eyes were: kind —
and understanding. Something in the
face spoke to her as lips can never do.
She learned forward in her seat, shut-
ting her hands together one upon an-
other in her distress,

“Mr. Deland,”, she said broRenly,
“help me, please — please! I am in de-
spair; every moment that passes! I
am terribly afraid for Father's life,
even as I have told Mr. Narkom here.
But there are some things which a wo-
man cannot tell. Those things which
she feels in her heart — and has no con-
crete facts with wHich to explain them.
Father will die if you do not come to
my rescue immediately, He will die,
and by no natural means. I tell you,
my father is being poisoned slowly; and
because of his very laciturnity none of
us can save him! Even now, as I sit
here, something tells me that things are
not right with him, or with Ross, my
brother! Al 'my life long ‘I have had
these premonitions. There must be gip-
sy blood in me, I think. But there it
is, Oh, help me to save him, to save
my brother Ross’s interitance. And
my blessing will go with you to the
end of your days!” !

CHAPTED 11,
Cleek To The Rescue

She stopped speaking suddenly and-

choked back a sob, covering her face
with her gloved hands, and for a mo-
ment Deland sat looking at her, eyes
narrowed, and the curious little one-
sided smile so characteristic of the man
travelling up his face. Here was very
evident distress indeed. And real, too,
if he knew anything of women. And
ye:— where was the evidence, the in-
tention to murder, as she had suggest-
ed? 'There was absolutely nothing to
g> upon but a woman’s intuition — and
that, strangely enough, very rarel went
wrong. He'd bank a good deafl upon
a woman’s intuition every time, and
féel he’d get good credit,

“Listen, Miss Duggan,” he said, lean-
ing forward in his seat and surveying
h:* with keen, critical eyes. ‘“You are
very grieved, I know, but, as Mr. Nar-
kom has just told me, you have noth-
ing to go upon but— actually — your
own intuition. My friend here does not
always bank on that, I do. A wom-

e: than a whole chain of circumstan-
tial evidence. That is where Mr. Nar-
kom and I differ —eh, old friend?. . .
At any rate, as there is another case
besides yours up in Argyllshire await-
ing my investigation, T'll tell you what
I'll do. I'll come‘up to Scotland to-
morrow—tonig:g in fact, by the mid-
night train —and look into both cases
at once. And if I can find anything
requiring my assistance PlI gladly give
it. How will that do?” -

Mr, Narkom stifled an exclamation
of surprise, Here was an interest
which he had never dreamed of awaken-
ing. Cleek (for such was the admir-
able geptleman. in his  admirably cut
clothes) rarely, if ever, showed such im-
mediate interest unless there was more
in the thing than met the eye in the
first place, And although this Miss
Duggan was obviously in earnest, he
himself would be inclined to put the
thing down to a woman’s.natural jeal.
ousy for her rightful possessions, and
a natural love for the man who was
beloved to her by all the ties of flesh
and blood and for whom she would
fight, if necessary, to the bitter end.

—and paid very little attention to it.
The poison story was weak — undeni-
ably weak —though no doubt Miss
Duggax firmly believed in it. A thou-
sand things might have heen contained
in the phial other than the poison to
| which her jealous mind had instantly
leapt. Powdered aspirin, perhaps, or
whatnot. And for Cleek to take such
an immediate interest — Cleek!

He sucked- in his breath noiselessly.

“Gad!” thought he, “there is more in
this than meets the eye; of that I'm
sure, or he’d never take such an inter-
est in it. Of course, there’s those illicit
stills in the same county, but . . .
well, anyhow, I was right in sendifig
for him, by James! It was worth tak-
ing a chance over.” ST

Then he turned his eyes to where
Miss Duggan had leaned forward sud-
denly, her wet eyes alight with grati-
tude and face instantly transfigured.

“Ohy;-will youp—will you? How
good of you, how very, very good I”
she ejaculated with a little half-sigh of
utter relief. “That is all I ask, Mr, De-
land, Someone will come and see—
sec for themselves how things stand at
Aygon Castle, I tell you my intuition
is very rarely wrong, and if harm does
not come to-my poor father before this
week is out, then I have made the first
mistake in all my life. But I'm net
mistaken. - Of that I am positively, ab-
solutely sure!”

“«Well, let’s hope you are, my dear
young lady,” said Mr. Narkom, in his
practical fashion, getting to his feet at
a sign from Cleek, to show that the in-
terview was over at last. “You are
lucky to have the help of Mr. Deland,
I must say. Personally I never thought
fo: an instant that your case would in-
terest him, but as it has, you'll no doubt
meet on the midnight express — eh, De-
land? — and travel up to gether? And
now, ‘as I have a lot of business on
hand, P'll wish you a very good morn-
ing and luck.”

“Thank you” She got to her feet
and put her gloved hand into his. “You
have been very, very kind, And I hope,
too that you are right concerning my

CINDERELLA, 8, ELECTS TAXI PILOT
 JEHU OF HER PUMPKIN COACH

Dubs Him “James” and Commandeers His Cab for 2-Hour Jaunt
Without Cent to Her, Name; Plays “Lady” Until She Gets

Home, When Mother Acts.

(New York Tribune)

To Frank Wuertz brooding over the
cost of gasoline at the wheel of his
taxicab in the Lackawanna Railroad’s
Hoboken Ferry slip yesterday, there
appeared a dainty vision in a fur-
trimmed coat and hat of the fashion-
able fawn shade.

“Pardon me,” said the vision, who
Frank judged would be about eight
years old, “but is you name James?”

Frank said his name was not James.
Further, not being the type that is
stingy, with conversation, he added
gratuitously that his name was Frank.

“Oh,” said the vision, her pretty
features overcast with the shadow of
a regrettable disappointment. “That’s
really too bad. If it had been James,
or ‘even Pierre”—Peer, she [callcd it—
“f might have engaged you. But
perhaps you wouldn’t mind if I called
you James? Would you, Frank?”
Frank Becomes James,

Frank, after a moment’s thought,
said that he wouldn’t mind a bit. “Call
me,” he said, “call me anything you
like.”

“In that case,”
will engage you.
me, please!”

Well, funny things happen on a taxi
stand. Here was an eight-year-old
child who wanted to hire a cab. Prob-
ably going to friends, thought Frank.
This James stuff, of course, that was
just a kid idea, She must have rela-
tives some place. Probably going to
them. A fare’s a fare.

Frank opened the door and held it
courteously ajar as the vision climbed
in. “Where do you want to go?”
Frank asked.

“Home, James,” said the vision.

“Sure, Mike,” said Frank,
where’s home?”

“How silly of me,” said the vision.

said the vision, “I
Open the door for

“but

| “Let me see, Why, Secaucus, I think.”

“Secaucus, you think,” said Frank.
“Don’t you know?”

“Drive me to Secaucus, James !” said
the vision.

So they drove to Secaucus,

At Secaucus Frank turned around
and asked for a more definite address.

“What's the street number?” he de-
manded.
The vision surveyed - Secaucus

through the window and pleated her
nose in disapproval. It appeared that
she didn’t think much of Secaucus.

«Pm afraid T made a mistake,
James,” she apologized prettily.

«“The he——, I mean is that so?”
said Frank.

“Yes,” said the vision. “What I
meant to say was Fairview.”

«Jt don’t sound a bit like Secaucus,”
said Frank, in whose mind suspicion
was now mounting dark and sinster.

The vision waved a dainty hand and
suid: “Drive me to Fairview, James.”
.They Drive to Fairview.

So they drove to Fairview.

“Now, where do you live?” demanded
Frank who had been thinking severely
all the way from Secaucus to Fairview,
which is four miles, It is another four
miles from Hoboken to Secaucus.

«f live in Weehawken,” the vision
szid. camly.

Frank drove to the police station.

“] was playing lady,” the vision ex-
plained, adding that her name was
Margie Eneddon and she lived at 1408
Palisades avenue, Weehawken.

«Take her home,” said the police.

So Frank-James or James-Frank, as
you prefer, drove her home. Making
sixteen miles and two hours or riding.

“Movies,” said Margie’s mother
briefly, reaching for the flat hairbrush.
«And she played hookey from school

to do it, too”

ar’s intuition is often a great deal saf-.

He had seen this sortof thing before -

intuition. But I am afraid not, Thank
land? —and travel up together? And
you, too, Mr, Deland. Shall I expect
you tonight, then, by the midnight ex-
press, or would you prefer to travel
alone?”

Cleek bowed.

“Certainly not. I, shall be glad of
your company, if you will permit me
to travel with you, Miss Duggan,” he
responded gallantly — feeling, however,
that he would have preferred to travel
alone, if politeness permitted him to
say so. “There will be a good deal of
reading that I shall have to do, but if
you'll pardon that . « . Tonight, then,
by the midnight express. I shall look
fo: you outside the Third booking—
office, at 11.40. And I shall alre {
have secured two corner seats. Bac
to the engine, or fot?”

“Back, please,” she made answer, giv-
inz his hand a grateful squeeze on part-
ing. “How kind you are! T feel hope-
ful already! Somehow, you inspire me
with confidence, Mr, Deland, In your
hands I know things will not go amiss.
1f we can only get there in time —"

She shrugged her shoulders, and let
the rest of the sentence go by default,
and then, bowing sh;%htly to each in
turn, took her departure, a graceful,
elegant figure, bearing in every line and
looi the mark|of the noble ancestors of
one of Scotland’s noblest families.

Ag the door closed behind her, Cleek
wheeled round, and striding over to Mr.
Narkom set a hand upon each of his
podgy shoulders, and stood a moment
Jooking down into his face. Then he
gave a short, sharp laugh, and let his
hands drop.

“A dolar to a ducat but there’s mofe
in -that than meets the eye,” he said,
with a lift of the shoulders and a twitch
of the lip. “There’s a woman who has
sincerity written upon her soul but
hasn’t a jot or tittle of actual evidence
to offer us. Your method would be to
send her home again, until she brought
you the poison bottle or the cork of it,
or the bread-and-milk into which the
stuff had been poured — eh, old chap?
. . And mine —what?” He spread
out his hands, and shrugged his should-
ers, and swung upon his heel with a
laugh for the rueful expression upon
Mr. Narkom’s face. \

“Oh, 1 say, old fellow —
the Superintendent excitedly;
Cleek’s uplifted hand silenced him.

“Familiarity breeds—the best of
comradeship ! — ndy friend. And a lit-
tle dig in the ribs now and then should
never be read amiss. I owe all I have
to you, Mr, Narkom. You know the
deeps of my gratitude. And if I am
not permitted something to tease . .
Ok, you silly old booby! You’ll never
be a policeman to the end of your days.
There are too many sensitive nerves
running round underneath that plump

bégan
but

.

‘| an@ portly exterior of yours. And your

heart’s too soft! But don’t let us stray
from our business in this ridiculous
fashion, for time slips by and the hour
is’t half long enough for what must
be done in it. Tell me briefly what
she told you, and in as near her own
words as you can remember, and then
T'Il be off and away to make arrange-
ments for tonight’s journey. If there’s
nothing in this thing, I'll send you a
wire: ‘Empty.

“You'll understand. If there is, then
the word ‘Full’ will answer quite satis-

factorily, without giving away our plans
to any interested persoms. As for the
whiskey-still business, what more per-
fect harbour for it than those craggy,
heather-covered hills of Scotland? Tll
have news for you, my friend, never
fear; and immediately I hit upon any-
thing, Dollops shall send it tr_avelhng
over the wire in our own special code
7 you.”

“What a man you are, Cleek! ‘What
a fund of restlessness, untiring interest
and intelligence!” said Mr. Narkom; ds
b laid a fond hand upon Cleek’s sleeve
and looked up into his smiling face.
“Gad! The Yard would go to pieces with
out you nowadays. You saved us from
collapse in the old days of that Maureva-
nian business, when the whole country
seemed to have run amuck — and blam-
ed the police for it! And you're sav-
ing us every time now, What we’'d do
without your brains and ybur pluck
and your wonderful birthright, which
disguises you so successfully that even
I, your best friend, don’t know you,
when you choose — well, .I can’t say.
But my blessing with you, Cleek, and
the best of luck! Youll find *what
you're looking for, 1 haven’t 2 doubt.”

“Yes, I'll find what I’'m looking for,
Mr. Narkom; I’m certain of that,” said
Cleek quietly, the queer little one-sided
smile travelling up his cheek once more.
«1 don’t wish to sound egotistical, but
tngre are few things can beat your
humble when his mind’s made up. Else
how would I have travelled back from
the underworld into such a position of
trust and uniqueness as this? Only
that a woman’s eyes lit the way for me,
and a man’s great heart opened the
door — and the erook determined to be-
ccme the gentleman, and pitched into it
forthwith all he was worth. Cussed —
that’s me!”

CANADA’S QUEEN OF BEAUTY.

(By Ewyn Bruce MacKinnon.)
She already! much possesses
Of beauty, who wears Beauty’s tresses.

Nor cirque of coruseating gem
Could add to nature’s diadem,

The long-lashed, subtile lids enshrine
The jewels of the soul, that shine

In purést ray, nor earth so rare
A treasure hath which could compare.

'Neath Cupid’s arch of cherry-glow .
Gleam milk-white pearls in matchless
row,

As fun-full dimples, all the while,
Like playful pucks, attend each smile.

The coyish cheeks, that needs comply,
Would tint the rose—for beauty’s shy—

As blushing nature adds a grace
Of innocent hue to the lively face.

To prove her charms are Beauty’s quite
All beauty lessens in her sight.

Nor tutored tinsel more adorn
So perfect flows the motion born.

Ah, such an'one of modest mien
The Maid of Milos may have been!

Nor Canada lost the precious mould,

For beauty lives as in Greece of old.

“And clean! And with those two at-
tributes Hercules was enabled to clean
out the Augean Stables and prove him-
sel. ready for anything that came,” sup-
plemented Mr. Narkgm, with a noigy
sigh. “Cussed and clean! That’s your
motto. I’ll back it every time. . . .
Now, then, to business. e've thrown
enough bouquets at each other to last
for a lifetime! There’s a diskens of a
c!pher case which is tying me into knots
at present, so I need all my faculties
to untie myself again! Here are the
facts, Cleek. Nothing much, but you
will make more than I can of them;
s0 here goes”

And so it came about that when Cleck
left the offices in Scotland Yard that
afternoon, and strolled leisurely down
tcward his diggings in Clarges Street,
he was in possession of the full story,
just as Maud Duggan had told it to
Mr, Narkom, and had gleaned there-
with one or two incidental conclusions
upon his own account.

The journey to Scotland was likely
to prove a fruitful one. And he was
to see the gaunt crags of that most
majestic ' and rugged country ufZer
more interesting conditions than he had
at first bargained for,

But how interesting and how tragic-
allly enthralling, even Cleek himself
was not able to foresee.

(To Be Continued.)

REV. DR. MYERS SAYS
SWEEPING REVIVAL
IN RELIGION NEEDED

|
: (Boston Herald.)

The Rev. Dr. Cortland Myers of Los
Angelqs, former pastor of Tremont
Temple, preaching last evening at
Symphony hall, declared that the pres-
ent time is a perilous one for the world,
the nation and the individual and that
tpe only remedy for such a condition
lies in a sweeping revival of religion.
The United States calls itself a Chris-
tian nation, but it is not, he said, be-
cause one-half of the people in it have
never crossed the threshold of a
church.

“The present-day tide is away from
the church,” said Dr. Myers. “The
materialistic attitude of the time sep-
arates us from the spiritual and eternal
things. Americans are guilty of pre-
sumption. We think we are different
from the people in other parts of the
world, and somehow God has marked
us specially.

“We need a revival of morals, a
sweeping ethical ‘revival, but back of
all morality must be religion, and re-
ligion must come down from God. . The
spiritual force is the greatest of all, and
the church of God can saye humanity
by marshalling the forces of Christian-
ity. If we would give God a chance
He would startle the world.”

Referring to the 18th amendmen%
Dr. Myers scored those who break if.
Many citizens who claim to be leading
men break the law and boast about it,
he said.

Speaking of moral conditions in Los
Angeles and Hollywood, he declared
that there was nothing there worse than
in New York or Boston. New York,
he said, seems to be a repetition of
Babylon, and may meet the latter’s
fate.

. Throughout his sermon, Dr. Myers
appealed to his hearers for an awak-

ened spiritual sense.

VWhitney-Norton Wedding In Paris

March 5; Dancer’s Suit Forgotten

s
Cornelrus

Purrows Jontarne |
\

==

Paris, March 8—Despite the vicious
tongues of gossip, despite the recéntly
defeated suit of Evan Burrowes Fon-
taine, a dancer, Cornelius Vanderbilt
Whitney and Miss Marie Norton will
be married here on March 6.

The banns were published on Feb-
ruary 19, and Mr. and Mrs. Harry

Payne Whitney, the young man’s par-

S

ents, have sailed for France to be pres-|
ent at the wedding of their only son. |

Young Whitney was recently made|
the defendant in a suit brought by thei
dancer, who asked damages for breach |
of promise, declaring she acted only to|
“safeguard the future” of her son,|
whom she called Cornelius Vanderbilt
Whitney, Jr. :

The suit was defeated because it
was shown by Whitney’s attorneys that

the Fontaine woman, while represent-
ing herself as unmarried, had obtained
annulment of her marriage through
fraudulent representations that she and
her husband had never lived together.

The husband,  since dead, left an
affidavit in which he told of an
dancer’s plan to secure an annulment
of their marriage by collusion. This
testimony caused the suit to be thrown
out of court




