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CHAPTER XV,

(ontivued )
After Fifteen Years.

WANT you to look at
these,” he sald calmly,
like & professor ad-
dresaing a  atudent,
“One and all contaln
n very simple fuet which your mother
and you evidently falled to observe,
1 happened to notiee 1t, however, the
first time 1 saw them, 1 refer to
the watermnrk.”

© “The watermark?" repeated Forbea
mechanically,

“Yes. Of course, you know all notu-
paper bears 4 pame or trade maik—
the watermurk as it's called—but it's
Impossible to see It unless one holde
the paper (o the light. Now look at
thin"

He held one of the letters againat
the strong incandescent lght, and,
watermarked on the paper, Forbes
saw for the first time the words:
“Btork's Fine Linen'

“Now look at this and this and
this,” added Mr. Blunt, plcking up
the remalning five letters and hold-
ing them as he had done the other,
“You sea? Btlork's Superfine, Stork's
Iriah Linen, Stork's Far-Away Mall,
Stork’'s Cream Wove, Stork's Old
Irish Parchment. In ghort, although
mix different quadities of paper are
represented here, they are one and
all manufactured by Stork—a Massa-
chusetts concern. Yet theso letters
are supposed to have been written in
#six different cities of Europe,

“Doesn’t It seem rather strange that
American nots paper, and from the
samo firm, should have been used in
cach instance? lIsn't it pulling the
long arm of coincldence bt out of
the socket? It certainly struck me
80, especinlly as I had an idea that
the Stork concern bad no export
trade. However, 10 be sure, I made
dnquiries from the firm, and found I
Was right; they have no export trade
?‘nd‘?unu ur_!l‘:‘wlr paper 18 sold on the

‘ontinent, erelore, this r was
bought here.” ! e

“Then—then you mean my father
must have taken & stock of such
paper with him?"

“No, 1 don't. That's possible, hut
not probable; wery Improbable, in
fact. Your father is supposcd to have
loft Chicago on a Thursday night in
4 great hurry and to have salled on
the Bt. Paul, leaving New York early
Baturday morning Ho mentions
thoss facts, you remember, in his let«
ter. He took no other belongings, no
possessions of any kind in the way
L of clothes; why, then, should he lay
~in & stock of pote paper and of half
A dogen different aualities? Wouldn't
thet be abeer Idiocy? Not, mind you,
mes dly one hox of paper, but six dif
fersnt brands. Doesn't the simple
little fact of those watermarks—un-
observed by ninety-nine people out of
o hundred—ralse & series of questions
that refuse to be satisfactorily ans-
wered 1"

Forbes spoke with dificulty, “Are
you Inferring, then, that my father
did not write thoss letters?”

1 am. Those letters, or the mujor-
ity of them, | venture to say, were
written here In America; they were
composed and written here and matled
In the different cities whose stamps
and postmarks they bear.”
L “But {U's my father's writing!” ex-

claimed Forbes, “I'll swear to that!
thly ‘mulher could have sworn to it
00,

(14

“Your father" replied Mr. Blunt,
“wrote an extremely plain, legible
© hand, very casy to lmitate by any one

at all gifted that way, M, Blanco, the
rreutru handwriting expert perhaps
n the world, will tell you so, 1 found
L ocenslon to acquire a specimen of

our father's writing, and M. Blane:
as compared 1t with these letters, [
know a littlo about science, but he
can explain to you far better than I
- whereln le all the little differences,
though they are remarkably good
forgeries"

Forbes sat down, the aweat pearls
Ing his brow. "You mean then, my
father wasn't a thief? You mean
e didn't commit suicide?

“No, your mothoer's fulth was justis
fied. Forbes, your father was mur-
dered"—

“M-murdered!™

“Yes, | must tell you the truth. He
was Kilod tn defonse of that sevonty-
five thousand dollars he haws heen ac-
cused of stenling, The unjust blot
has stood against his nuane and mem-
ory for ffteen yeurs, but at last time
und events are going to do him jus-
tice, Now, before | go any further,
you must give me your promise not
to Jeave thess rooms to-night, but to
let this question rest entirely with
the law, whetre it properly belongs.
1 mean the queation of bringing your
father's murderer to justice. Have 1

t promise?"
.h‘."n?u have, Mr Ellunt." replied
Forbes, with puale, sot lips,

Th: mmml:. detective nodded and
ploked up the “suledde letter,” the last
lotter writtén supposedly by Robert
Forbes in London.

P e t8 4 musterplece,” pronounced

r, Blunt, “They are all gems in

elr wiy, but this one especinliy.

can hardly believa the writer was
rely fuking up the emotions he so

vidly depicta, writing things he did
not even feel romotely. And, us In
the other letters, it shows an intimate
knowledge of your father's uffalrs.
Yes, they aro the work of a very
clever sort of person, but even the
cleverest make mistakes, and it's an
axiom in our profession that every
cMme / ns its ‘monument.’

“Now this very clever person made

p g akes, left two monuments, in
writlng of these letlers; the fArst
bave agti—failing 0 remsmie

that note papor is watermarked, He
knew enough to get different qualities
of paper—seeing they were (o be
madled from different clties—but he
nelther saw nor thought of the water-
mark.  Withoat those watermarks
none could say this paper was not
purchaséd abroad.

“The sccond and far more deadly
monument s present 1n this mucide
letter; here the writer's cleverness
has gone a little (oo far and got him
Into merious trouble. You obaerve
these blots caused, supposedly, hy
your father's tears; that was a last
artistic, realistlc touch which, no
doubt, at the time occasioned the
writer much satisfuction, Lot us see,
however, what this inspiration, afler
fifteen years, has cost him."

Mr. Blunt produced a small, power-
ful magnifying glass, and held 1t over
the blots. “Seq anything?"

Forbes shook his head, “Just a few
faint, wavy llnea."

“Lisping Jimmie" then brought out
a small tube filled with a fine white
powder; very softly he dusted the
powdar over the blots, spreading It
evonly with the aid of a fine camel’s
hair  brush. And slowly, before
Forbex's eyes, the vague, wavy lines
which he had seen began to aasume a
certaln definite design, standing out
white ngainst the black.

“Now, look,"” said Mr, Blount, hold-
Ing the magnifying glass.

“Fingerprintal” exclaimed Forbes
in u low volce,

"Yen," nodded the other, “Tha dex-
ter thumb and forfinger of the writer,
the man responaible for your father's
death.”

Forbes could make no reply; he was
still sturing at the Angerprints as If
fascinated. There was something bor-
rific about them, something uncanny
nhout the whole performance, In fact,
us If they had taken shape and form
in obedlence to the wave of & magi-
clan's wand. And to think those blots
had been thers during all the years,
holding a secret which at last bad
been wrenched from them by advanc.
Ing sclence.

“They aren't very good,” sald Mr.
Blunt apologetically, “for, of course,
this ian's the first time they've bean
subjected to such a process; they've
been enlarged and photographed at

headguarters. Dut, consldering the
lupse of time, they wers remarkable.
All the letters, howcver, were pre-

served carefully from the light, and
u notice the ink basn't faded in the

t, but looks as fresh us the day It
was panned. There's something rather
grim and ironic in all this, for, of
course, when the letters were written,
the subject of fingerprints wasn't unl.
versully known and hadn't become an
exact sclence, Nowadays youw'll find
your criminal taking particularly
good care not to leave such a deadly
trade maork; but at that time, if the
writer was aware what he bad done
in making thoss artistie blots, there
was no reason to attach any signifi-
cance to it, He had no reason to
suspect he was Indelibly expressing
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his own gulit,

“Now,” continued Mr, Blunt, pro-
ducing a shest of paper from Ris
wallet, “here we have another ex-
hibit—another dexter thumb and fore-
finger. Here, however, black powder
haa of necessity besn employed ln-
stead of white, This also has besn
photographed at headquarters, and,
uniike the others, Is perfoctly clear
and distinct in every particular; you
can muark every line In the whoris.”™

“Isn't this a biank page from a
Isdger?’ asked Forbes, taking the
sheet,

“Yea, You see, sometimes It's nec-
easary to secure finger prints without
a subject's knowledge, and in such
casen blank paper is used. Bay, for
inwtance, 1| want yours; I—or, it | am
known to you, one of my operalives
does the trick—call in the gulse of a
book agent. 1 open and show you,
say, this ledger and Induce you to ex-
amine |t. While doing a0 my hands
accidentally rest on yours for & mo-
ment, pressing your fAngers againest
the paper. Of course, no mark is lef,
no impression apparent, but after-
ward, If the thing has been done
properly, a little black powder and a
camel's halr brush will bring out just
such clear impressions as these,

"l needn’t go into the infallibiMty
of finger prinis; you know that out
of countless thousunds no two are
nlike, and that this system of ident|-
fication Is now recognized and em-
ployed throughout the world, you may
Bay.
“Now let us carefully compare thess
two exhibits, these two printa of dexs
ter thumb and forefinger; notwithe
standing that those on the letter are
far from being perfect [ think that,
even 1o an inexperienced eyve, the sim-
flarity of the whoris will be apparent,
Here, take the glass”

Forbes, In a high state of excite-
ment, obeyed,

"Yeu, Lo, T osee!™ ha exclaimed
at length., “They ure nllke. Whose—
whaose are these? plucing n trembling
lﬂﬂﬂ"r on the ledger leaf. "Whose are
hey ™

Mr. Rlunt eyed him long and stead-
3|3'.v"||u\‘!'l'l't you an idea, Forbes?"'

“No! No! How could 17 Why
should 1T Whose are they? Tell
me!*

“John Maraland's!*

—

CHAPTER XVI.
The Stage Is Set for a Visitor.
f ORBES dropped the glass
with a crash, pushed away
the paper aa If he had
touched a snake, and cow-
in his chalr. white and

‘ |
| |
ered back
shaking.
"Marsland's!" he cried hoaraely. He
covered his eyes with palsied hands,
ig If to shut out his own thoughts,
“They are Marsiand's,” trepeated
Mr. Blunt with mset lips. *““That's a8
true as you sit in that chalr, Don't
you see now why he hated you? This
was the lrreparable wrong done”——
He was Interrupted by the violeat
ringing of the desk telephone, the
sanctity of which, while demolishing
the bullding, had been another of thy
Empire Company's vexatious prob-
lema.
Forbos roused himaclf with an ef-
fort and pleked up the receiver,
“That may be fur me"” sald Mre,

Blunt "I told them 1 was coming
here and left the number.”

It ls for you." roplied Forbea,
passing over the Instrumen! Cen
by the same of Bmith.”

k?

"One of my operatlves,” nodded the
detective,

Ho listened at the instrument with-
out ecomment and rang off with a curt
“All right.”

“Marsland will be here In about fif«
teen minutes, Forbes"

“Will he?' exclalmed the latter
hl:ir.nﬂr “Then he comes at his own
r b

member your promise.”

“I'm not golng to hum; he's coming
to me, That waan't in the promise!

“"Your promise was to let the law
take Its course” replied Mr. Blunt
firmly. "I dddn’t know Marmland was
coming here to-night; though, at that,
I thought it not uniikely. He's been
“‘talled’ for the past week, and Mr,
Smith, one of my operatives assigned
to shadowing him, heard him give this
address to the chauffeur of a taxl,
That's why he called me up”

“And—and do you expect me Lo aee
him after this?" exclaimed Forbes,
pointing to the finger prints. “Do you
expect me to see him as {f nothing
had happened? You say he killed my
futher; then, if 8o, he's u double mur-
derer, for he also killed the sister I
never saw, that never lived! He
ruined my mother's life! He—he'——

"Sit down,” mald Mr. Blunt, "and
pull yourself together, [ know all
you must feel, but you've got to piay
a man’s part, not a child's, and I know
you'll do so. There's no occasion for
taking the law into your own hands,
It I can't rely on you absolutely to
keep control of yourself I'll meet
Marsland outside. He'll be trailed
here by Smith."

"You're right,” replied Forbes in a
low voloce. “l promise to keep myself
In hand. Why s Marsland coming
here?

“I don't know, but I imagine it's for
one of two reasons “to put You out
of the way or to muke & confession——
L can't say which In either case
we'll be dealing with a desperate man,
Marsiand, I should judge. is on the
verge of maduess; if not actunlly in-
sane, then he's mighty near (1. There's
been a great changg in him; you no-
ticed 1t I suppose?

Forbes nodded, He remombered
the nervous hands, twitching mouth,
and the occasional glare of the cyes;
also Maraland'm expression ot hia
parting words: “Don't push me too
far."

"Marsland’'s conditlon has been at-
tributed to overwork,” pursusd Hlunt,
"but it's nothing but the working of
fear and conmclence, and It began
when he learned that night from
Hergstrom your namse was Forbes,
not Hastings; that you were the son
of his victim, For fifteen years ho
hnd managed to forget, but now the
crima suddenly rose up to confront
him, as It weare, The knowledge that
You were the son of Hobert Fortes
1munt have been nbsolutely paralyz.
ng."

Forbes nodded agaln, remembering
how Mursland had acted on that oo
caslon, Small wonder Bergatrom had
been mittedd to run on as he
pleased, for Marsland had been ab-
solutely Incapable of thought or ag-
tlon,

“To Marsiand,"” econtinued Riunt,
“you hecame, unconsclously, & sort
of Nemdosls: he got rid of you in ons
direction only to have You crop up
In nnother; you kKept crossing him at
avery turn, You wero right; he
wanted (o drive you out of the city,
out of the country, If possitile, out
of his life and thoughts., He wonted
tog forget, but you wallda't 1= hin
HY bas tried to find forge1! iiness in
druge and diasipation, with the Te-

sult that he has become a wreck.
This holdup was the last straw, and
it has cust him his position with the
Empire Company."

“What ™

“Yes, 1 underatand he has re-
signed."

Porbes was silent a moment, then
sald: “Do you think he bas any idea
that you know all this? I mean about
my father.'”

"“That 1 don’t know. BHut Marsland
knows me, and he knows also that you
and | are Intimate—you remember he
met me the other day as | waa coming
in here, He also knows—and has for
W month past—that the remaines of his
vietim have been discovered at last™

Forbes made an Incoherent excia-
mation,

“In Chicago,” sald Hlunt. "De you
remember the account In the papers?
They were uncarthed |n the cellar of
a Chicago houss."

Forbes sat, white and maotionless,
fealing almost physically nausecated.
Did bhe remember? Thers arose be-
fore his mind's eye the scene In the
train, Hergetrom holding out the even-
ing paper, the fint, white dimple on
his nose, and asking if he hud seen
the sensational news. HBergsirom had
merely used it as a method of Intro-
ducing Chicago am a subject of con-
versation; he had his own ends to
asrve, and had not the remotest idea
that the gruesome discovery was the
remains of that Robert Forbes whom
he had known, whose theft from the
bunk he had every reason to credit,
whose disgrace he Intended bringing
home on the head of hin son. And he,
Forbes, had diamissed the article at &
glance, lHitle suspecting the awful sub-
merged Interest It held for him, Httle
thinking he was reading about his
own father. The truth was stagger-
ing, nppalling,

“After the firat discovery the case
has been kept pretty well out of the
papers,” sald Blunt, “for we didno't
wint 4 premature dinclosirs of our
suspicions. We've been busy tracing
the varlous owners of the Chicugu
housg' —

He was Interrupted by a peremp-
tory ring at the hall door
o Forbes arose, le and determined

It's all right,” he suid, Interpreting
the other's look. *“I wont't lose oy
udl; you may depend on me, If
that's Marsland, shall 1 yhow him In
here ™

“Yex. Try and act natural. [ don't
know what's up, but we may as well
be prepared for the worst.”  And Mr.
Hlunt deftly transferred an aato.
matje %Ill(ﬂ from hin hip pocket g
the right-hand pocket of his coat.

“Wateh him aharp, Forbes, and
Jockey him (nto wulking nhead of you
up the hall; don't let him gt behind
Yuu for a moment. ‘This is forcin
our hand & hit, but we may as we
come to a show-down right now. 1
don't want him to know |''m here up-

til he enters the room "
Forbes  nodded, “Whnt about
these?" he asked, hurrisd.y, point.

ing to she letters and
leat on the dosk.

“lat them stay where they are,” re-
plied Hlunt, “Now, then, take your
pipe and a book, and don't show what
you feel. 'l be watching through
the crack of this door in case he
should start yomething right off, He
won't, though,"

8o Farbes, pipe In mouth and bodk
in hand, strolled down the hall an the
bell rang for the third time. With
an admijale assumption of indiffer.

lnose-ledger

ence he ouvened the door and con-
fronted Jahn Marsland,

Though his nerves were well ml«zr
contro!. Foroos could bardly v piden
an exclumntion, for Marsland's

e
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face, fat and puffy, had & sort of
greenlsh  pailor, the bloodless lips
were pet In w hard, rigld line, and the
pupils of the congested eyes were so
enormously enlarged an to Al the
iris, He spoke thickly and with evi-
dent difculty,
iood evening, Mr. Forbea"

“Good evening, sir.”

“Muy 1 see you a moment?

Forbes nodded, stepping aside and
closing the door as the other entered.
YStradght ahead, Mr, Marsiand, Inthe
Wbrary, If you please, at the end of
the hall.” He remalned in the rear,
forcing the other to precede him; and
be moticed that Marsland walked
stoop-shouldered and slowly, ke an
oid, old man.

Mr. Blunt, both hands thrust care-
lessly into his coat pockets, stood
lsaning against the mantelplece when
Marsland entered the room; their
eyeas met for a long moment, while o
tense, perfect sllence relgned. Then
Marsiand, with a tw sied sort of salle
and a little shrug, tarned away,

“I didn't know you'd company, Mr,
Forbes,” ho siuld calinly, "but perhaps
Ve Just as well, Yew, Just as well”

He wan now standing by the deak,
and his roving eyes foll on the letters
and the loose-ledger leaf, so apparent
even to the casual glance; o tremor
seemxd to shool throukh him and the
puplle of his eyes dilated, If possible,
further. Blowly, as If ylelding to a
horrible fascination, & superior will
power, he pud forth a trembling hand
and plekéd up the “suleide™ jetter;
then In the swme aluw, numb manner
he lifted the ledger leaf with ity slar-
Ing black Anger prints, After o long,
sllent conlemplation he lfted his
hunted eyes, turning them from HBiunt
to Forbea and back again; his lips
moved, but no sound Issued forth

Hlunt was watohing him, as e hawk
watchen the struggies of a fieid rat,

Y think, Mr. Mirglond,” he said
matter-of-fantly at length, “you've
peen that ledger loaf before, You may

remember ah agent showing you some
samplen fhe other day. It's all of Af.
teen years, however, since you made
those other Anger printa. Tho#o ar-
tistic blots proved rather an unfor-
tunate Inspiration, for you left, ikt the
pune time, the print of your dexter
thumb and forefluger You can see
thit for yourself. Thera's the magni -
fying Elaas if you wish to compare
the two; headquarters, huowever, I8
fulte satisfed that the one person
made hoth™

The groenish pallur changed to i
mottied griay as Marsland replaced
the papers on the desk; he made a
weary gEwsture of resignation and
dropped Inlo n ohalr,

“All very clever of you, Mr., Hlunt,
I'll pdmit,” he wsald, with an effart,
“but quite unnecessary. Quite unnee-
essary. You needn’t put me through
any third degree, any of your stage
tricks; I"m all in, 4uhd | know (£ |
know aas well as you that I've heen

shadowed for the past week. | sus-
pected you were on the soent and
might get me in the long run, for
you're u capahie bloodhound, Mr,
Hlunt; very capable, I'm sure, St
I might have given you a lot of trou-

ble: proving your case wouldn't have
bewn easy. Hut what's tie use? |
cun't gtand 1t any longer, and | came
here to-night to confess to Mr. Forhas,

thougn, I suppose.” glancing at the
lette gou've saved me that trou-
ble."

¥ *nt nodded; the “hlosdhound™ ex-

pression had joft his face, and with |t
the attitude of tense expectancy e
rornoved Liia handw from his pockes,

nand sat dowr Yo' he snld grave
Iy, “I've mivid yuu that troulle, Mr

Marsland.”

secret—

as the heroine of

story you have read.
while to read it.

If you should find a scrap of amber in a snowdrift-—
And if you should find it was the clue to a terrible

You would find yourself in the same odd position
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for instance, | knew he was an old
man and could neither hoar nor ses
too well. | made it m, business to

plelon, And in those days, 1| might
add, the Sscond Natlonal wasn't the
Ereal institution it noyv |a,

“On the night In question, 1 met
Fortws, apparently by aceldent, on
his way home from the bank. I knew
the nights when hoe worked Iate and
that he carried the keys the place.
Alng that generally ha passed through
my atrest on his way te and fom the
subway station,

“Wall, this night T was waiting for
him.  Making the excuse that [
wanted to speak about the renswal
of 4 note soon due, | asked bhim o
step lnto my houss for a moment; al.
wauys obliging and friendly, he con.
sented readily. It was dark, Iate, and
no one saw him enter—or, st least,
they tallod to recognize him Mars-
land paused and wiped the sweat
truom his pallld face,

“L was 4 desperate man, but God
knows 1 didn't mean murder,” he eons
tinued in a low voice, "My ides was
to force the combination from Forbes,
the hlm up, rob the bank and skip to
4 place whers they couldn’t extrudite
me, | lved alone. My wife was dead,
and my daughter, then five yearas old,
wasd staying with her aunt In New
York, There were no servants in the
house, and 1 was absolutely wlone
with Forbes” Marsland was speak-
ing mlower and slower, pausing be-
tween each word,

“I'l mave you and myself the de.
talls; envuxh that Forbes proved fer
more atubburn than 1'd expected, ro-
fusing to reveal the combination, |
was In for It now; | couldn't ko back,
had exposed my hand and must see
the thing through at all costs. | wanm
desperate, and my temper, pever very

, was aroused, [ tried haraher
methods and | wrung the secret from
him at last, but—but he died on my
hande' —

“You flend! You tortured him to
death!" The c¢ry was wrung from
young Forbes as he sprang at the
other with distorted featurea and
cvlenched hands,

Hiunt stuck out an iron arm and
barred the boy's way., Marsland had
not flinched; ho sat with closed eyes
and bowed head,

"Don’t think I'm finding any pleas-
ure in this recital” he d in u mon-
otone,  “I'd t‘l;nu ::l"l.“h everllhll

rt, If possible, a aven't oen-
i’:ma on it. let me finish; there
isn't much more to tell"”

Marsland made another weary ges-

ture. He spoke with Incroasing dif-
ficulty. "The game's up and my race
Is about run. 1've got something tho
matter with me that nothing can
cure—never mind what It s, It's
ovcurred to me 1 ahould make whot-
ever repariation possible, and so 1've
written the Chicago Seconll National,
telling them the truth about Hobert
Forbea., U be In all the papera to
muorrow, 1| suppose. 1 wish could
hiave kept this from my daughter”——
His volee faltered a moment, then
rew stronger. “‘That's Impossible,
owever, If justice Is to be done
She'll llve to curse my name, but, of
course, that's part of the punish-
ment; 'm not kicking aod am ready
to take my medicine; every drop
of It,

“Anather thing, Forbea, befors 1 go
on, That twenty-thousand-dolinr
check you got Is from me personally;
nut a cent of (s Muller's. It repre-
sents my total Intersst in the Empirs
Company. There's no reason why Hol
Muller should suffer for my misdeedns.
For you were right; | knew the Ster.
ling Company must be more or less
of u swindle and had met Hammers-
Iy years ago. He offered me 25 par
cent, of whatever | could induce you,
or any other greenhorn, to Invest; |
neaded the money and thought you
waore rich encugh not to miond If you
ever found out. Heaides, 1'd then be
your fatherin-law and you couldn’t
very well do anything. You foolsd
me completely about your financinl
wtonding, and, perhaps, quite unin-
tentionally, 1I'll admit., At all svenis,
I needed a rich son-inslaw, and, of
course, when | discoversd your pov-
erty and trus ldontity the connection
became impossible.

“Now U'll tell you snbout your father
If you care tu listen; | must get (b
off my mind, tell It to somebody, |1
nesdn’t go Into any other part of my
pant, for 1 daresay Mr, Hlunt oan
oblign you with all detalls.™

Mursland stralghtened up with an
affort, biting his hloodless 1lps

“Don't Interrupt, }leass, for [ find
difficulty in talking.”™

CHAPTER XVII.
John Marsland's Statement,

6 O begin with,” sald Mara-

T Iand, “fAfteen Years ago |
knew Hobert Forbes;, not intimately,
you undersiand, but enough to kKnow
where he lived and to gather somes
thing about his private life, For in-
stance, | knew he was married, bhad

ane child, and was expecting another.
I lived in the same nsighborhood, If

Hved In Chirago, was &
depositor In the Becond
Natlonal, wnd therefore

not the same strest, and all this 1
didn't pecessnrily learn from Forbes
himself, His wifa didn't know me--

though 1 knaw her by might—and 1
never went out with Forbes any-
whers  We wore simply frieadly bunsi-
ness acqualntances.

"Well, & duy came when | needed
money badly; 1 needn’t go Into the
why und the wherefore of It, Enough
that | nesaded money, and for some
time had bean thinking how | could
bewt holp myaself to some of the bank's
funds  Delnkg a depositor and felendly
with Furbes, | was famlilar with the
hank and all pertaining to tt; for In-
stance, | knew on what dayvs it had
the heavient deposita, sshere the wires
of tha burglar alarm ware situared
when the night watchman made bis
fouudy, bls bubits aod pecullaritdes;

Young Forbes mastersd his amotion
with an effort, and, fumbling for a
chair, sat down in a dazed manner,

“After the—the accident,” pursued
Marsland, “1 realized 1 wans In for It
unlesn 1 used my wits. [ sat down,
thought the whole situation over care-
fully, and slowly the plan [ eventually
followed occurred to me. It was my
one chanoe, and 1 took It

“INobbing the bank had now become
more imperative than ever, and I pro-
coedod to dress myself In Forbea'
clothes and to make myself resemble
him as much as possible. At that time
we were much of & sise, both of us
falr-haired and clean shaven. [ real
lzged that boldness was the beat policy.
1 possessod the keys and combination,
know the plan of the bank thoroughly,
and determined to walk right in, take
my chance on not meeting the watch-
muan, or, Iin the subdued lght, my
chanee of pretending | was Forbes. His
presence would arouss pno susplelon,
and | could say | had returped to
plaee mome valuable papers in the
vault or had forgotten something, [ re-
Hed on the watchman's age, my Know-
ledge of his impuired slight and hears
ing, to see me through If we met and
my knowledge of his habita to obviate
such a4 mosting.

“Accordingly, | locked up the houna
and want boldly to the bank, waiting
until § knew the watchman would be
making his rounds in 4 distant part
of tha bullding. | was wearing Forbes'
light gray ulster and gray slouch hat,
and, passing the corner policeman, he
grested me an Forbas, This was o good
augury, and | boldly entersd the bank.
It wos nuw almost midnight.

“The rest proved ridiculously esasy;
in those days the Second National had
no tme lock on (ts safe, and, pussess-
Ing the cumblnntion, 1 opened it with-
out trouble, helpad mysell to all the
uvallable paper eurrency, and packed
it in & satchel taken from uwnder
Forbes's window, | didn't meet the
walchman until about to lwave;, he
apprared In the low hall as I wes
about o luck the outer doors. Speak-
et am much ke Forbes as | know
bow, | greeted bim by name and he
replied in kind, plainly thinking me
the cashier. 1 returned to the ho
patisfied that the Orat part of my rl-f?
fleult  programms lm-r been o pro-
nounosd success, It gave me renewed
confidence wind courige

“For the next forty-elght hours 1
wus busily engaged o removing all
traces of my crime and in making
preparitions for 4 trip abrond. | saw
the agents of the bhouse and took a
five yoars' lvase in order to obviate
dincovery of lts secrat. | also em-
ployed part of my Lume in composing
nndd writing those letiors,” his sombre
eyes turning to the ones on the dJdesk,
“They weren't thought out ip a min-
ute, and | wished to get the whaole
thing off my mind 4s soOn a8 pos-
sible, | touk the precaution of writs
Ing them on different brands of paper.
Farbea's wallet contained specimens
of the penmianship and also informa-
tlon whioch gave me a more complets

knowledgs of his private [ife—persons
wl letters and such,  His writing was
wasy to imitate, and you know." turn-

Ing to Mr. Munt with & grim smile,
“I've always been ratbher gifted that
WRY.

“The rest you knowp 1 locked up
the house, salled tor Kurope, remalned
there slx months or so, and mailed
the letters from different clties,

"On my return 1 lived at the Cht-
cago widdress for a few years, then
sublet the plaes until my lease ran
cut. and moved to New York with
my daughtor and her aunt, That
seventy-five thousand hoad given me

A fresiy start, and, eventunally, enabled
mie Lo Yuy an interest o the Emplre

Compuady.

"The mintake of leaving my Angers
prints | was quite unaware of until
to-night, As for the distovery In the

find out all this without arousing sus. , eellar of the Chicagu house, that was

An accident | conld not foresee. I

wouldn't hive besn unearthed for
erhaps Afly years or more If
iengo subway people hadn't pit

oh that particular site for their new

lfop mnd station; othe the
houss wouldn't have been demob-
Inhed.”  Maraland’s volee had sunk

to & hardly peroeptible whisper. '*

*That's all,” he sald, “"Now let the
Inw take ita course. 1 am willing.”
A spasm passed over his face,
eyrs clowed, and with & sigh he fo
back, breathing heavily and Wit
evegy muscie reluxed. In another meo-
ment he had lost consciousness,

“all the nearest dooton” * seld
Blu In a low voice, hending over
the prostrate man, “You know the
neighborhood better than L But I'm
nfruld (Us 0o une. He's polsoned him-
pelf—ntropine, maybe. * must have
taken a dose before coming hers,
Well, perhinps IU's best, afier all”

A few hours later John Marsland
dicd without regaining consclousnens,
He had made his last sarthly state-
ment.

Later, Jumes Blunt, la reply te
Forbea's queation, guve his side of the
strange and sensational case,

“At the time of advocating the
‘holdup' | was by no means sure of
John Marsland’'s gutlt: [ mean in ref-
erence Lo your father,” he sald. “The
Chicago house had ohinged tenants
so frequently during the n
years that |t took time and trou teo
ostablish the foct that the M I§
who had occupied It at the o
your father's supposed theft waa this
John Marsland. ‘

“My acqualntance with him began
twenly years ago, when ha was ar-
rosted In Indlanapolis fer fargery; I
was instrumental in bringing It home
to him, but through a technicality he
succesded In beating the case. Thus
Te had reason to know me and I him,
Hin early life had been none too good;
his wifa had been separated from BMm
befora she died, and that. was the rea-
son—al the time of the Heocond Na-

Indianapolin, Marsland m:ﬁ E
keep within the law, and 1 )
of him untd Andng him the Presi-

dent-manager of the Empire Com-
pany. )
“Perhaps what first set me thinking
about him In connection with your
father was his hatred for you; it was
entirely unreasonable to suppose that
& man of his eviglent standing and po-
?Itiuu ':vould such menaures, go
O such extremes simply because you
had accused his daughter and Mn
of deceit and bypoorisy, Even his
part in the Bterling iﬂm{ Co
swindle could not explain i1t. It s
e there must be another and ine-
finitely greater reason, and m 1
learned that u John Marsland -
cupled the Chicago house Afteen m
:i..-f' ‘ﬁ‘dvh:dumm w deposmor
rond Natd ., It set ;
- {3; : ' me thinking
“"When at length we asucceeded
proving beyond doubt that the vrﬂt:
dent of the Empire Campany had
a tenant of the Chicugo houwse am
time of Forbea's supposed theft
m?;:?m‘?w. 1 feit I'd hit on
uck, more oapecially when,
digging Into Marsland's past, 1 dl?-
covered he'd gone to Europe for aix
months Iimmedintely after rob-
bery. I knew, of course, his ability
with the pen, and that the forging of
such a hand as your father's wo
be quite in Marsiand's line and #
plicity itself. What I learned from
lh‘el_rl.':tllr:. you know.
6re Is no doubt,"” concluded
Blunt, “that Marsiand, as he Mﬁ
could have kiven us a lot of trouble
If he'd engaged a aharp lawyer and
tought the cuse to the bitter end. I
doubt if we could bave it om
him, even though proving him the
author of those letiers; for it's qui
Il;ulmulbln o prove the t
of Hobart Forbes, Of cou
they are, but the law amua::
clusive proof Lacking that identi.
fication the case would fall to pleces,
I think, for we could nat show & mo-
tive. That's why no #lops were taken
for Marsland's arrest, | knew he wag
losing his nerve under the strain &hd
I wanted to give him rnaush'mp.
to hang himself. [ counted on a wole
unitury confession or on forcing one
from him hy springing these finger«
prints—‘stage tricke’ as he calied 1.
It was characteriatio of Farbes that
forgetting for the moment his o'I!.
Ereat happiness, bhis thoughts should
:urrnI hl'l”:“ Innocent ones who ware
eft behind to bear th are-
o & bruot of M
“This will be awful for Are.
Iand!™ he excluimed, “Wr::'c:'n be
done, Blunt? Can't we kvep It from
her? Keep 1t out of the papers?”
_The other shook his head. “How?
Your father's memory ean only be
vindicated through publielty Any-
wiy, | belleve Maraland spoke the
truth when he sald he'd written all
the fucts to the Chicago bank. And
you simply can't keep such a thing
Quist; the facts are bound to. come
out. [ know how you feel, but that's
the waorst of such cases-—ihat the in-
nocent must suffer fur the guilty,
There's no way out, Forbgs: 1t will
be an the first page of every morning

paper'
The former Dorothy Marstund in
now Mrs Adolph Hergstrom, belng

married the day Forbes and his wife,
nee Willoughby, returned from thelr
noneymoon, For Mr, Morris Levy, on
reading the sensational Aews periain-
ing to his defunct, prospective father.
in-law, broke the ehgaiement in the
prompt and cold-bloodefl ‘manner of
which Dwrothy herself hud once been
guilty; thus st last Bergstrom's r-
tence and  Adelity were rewarded.
They say he has not repented of the
step, and those who knew hipg wife Ia
the old dayw obwerve she has changed
greatly foil the belter.

! (The End)




