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I . CHAPTER VI.

--IfThe Voice in the Telophone.
L "flWell, Bertie?"" Mrs. Winter had

A back to her parlor in the most
ifie manner in the world. Her sub-jio- n

struck Rupert on the hcim;
ifas as if sho were stunned, ho felt.
.Jo was sitting opposite her, his

rather short figure looking
tlnkcn in the huge, ugly, upholstered
i.f chair; he kept an almost d

attitude of military crectness,
Jpvkich he was conscious, himscll;
..flat which ho smiled forlornly, rc- -

. ing tho samo pose in Haloy when-f- r

the sergeant was disconcerted.
But first," pursued his aunt, "who
Lthat d bell hoy with
rn you exchanged sisals in the

colonel suppressed a whistle.
Beekv, you to a wonder Did

eS T notice? And he 6i'mply shut the
of his hand! Why, it's this way:

fas convinced that Archie must bo on
premises j he couldn't get off. So

Telephoned a detective that I know
,e, a private agency, not tho police,

me a suro man to watch. lie
up as a bell-bo- y (with the

Jjel manager's consent, of course);
Oier I, or Millicent, or that boy has
,tt an eyo on the Kcatcham doors and
. jjnext room ever since I found Archio
JR gone. No one has gone out with-'3jfo-

seeing him. If an' suspicious
JBon goes out, we have it arranged to

-- ain him long enough for me to get
V; jood look. I can tell you exactly

a" left tho room."
' ilt is vou who are the wonder, Ber- -'

4 & saitf Aunt Bebccca, a little woar- -

n but smiling. "Who has gono

.' At seven Mr. Keatcham's sccro-- '
y went down to tho offico and or- -'

ed dinner, very carefully. I didn't
but my sleuth did. He hadfhim, and the valet of the

aatcham part' pointed out to him;
'! j'saw them. The' had one visitor,

lhg Arnold, tho Arnold's son "
.ijThc one who has all the orange

(ves and railways? Yes, I knew his
jh'er."

jjThat one; he only came a few mo-jlp- ts

since. Mr. Keatcham aud his
Mvetary dined together, and Keatch-BjfJ- s

own man waited on them; but
ittwaiter or is floor brought up tho
Jjos. At nino tho dishes were brought

ffif and my man helped Keatcham's
'apt to pile them a little farther down
.itrcorridor in the hall."'

These items the colonel was reading
ftof his little red book.

Yoy have put all that down. Do
jlthink it means anything?"

'j i'l have put everything down. One
(fc weed until there is a crop of

you know."
murmured Aunt Bcbecla,

JjyJTnie" head thoughtfully. "Well,
else happen?"

'jliil'he secretary posted a lot of let-a"i- n

the shute. They are all smoTc- -

Yes " he was on his foot
the door in almost a single

There Itad been just the
tattoo 011 the panel. When
was opened the colonel could

Tattle of the elevator. He was
to catch it, but he could see

Three gentlemen stood
car. One was Keatcham. the

had their backs to Winter,
to be supporting Keatcham,
pale. Ho say the colouel
at him a single glance in
something like a poignant

what, it was too brief for the
to decide, for in the space of

a shoulder of the other
and simultaneously the

car began to sink.
Iaow. was need to decide instantly

follow, who stny on. guard.
bade the boy go down' by the

with a kind of bulldog
he clung to the rooms. Tho
to fetch the manager and the
tho Keatcham suite.

while Bupert paced back and
the closed doors, whence

the rustle of packing
murmur of voices. Presentlv

valet opened the farther
spoke to some one inside.

he said, "tho porter
to be "ore now."

was there; at least he
down the corridor which

elevator, trundling his truck
He entered the rooms aud

about the luggage,
tho colonel stuck to his

v. rd until the valet and auother man,
f Jean-shave- fresh-face- young man
'ft 5m tho watcher had never Been be-- h

ca,nf om of the room. The valet
,' grinteudcrl the taking of two trunks,
.l epling tickets and checks from the

ter with a thoroughly Anglican sus-- i
Ion and thoroughness of inspection,

'j lo the young man stood tapping his
naculatc trousers-le- g with tho stick

j his admirably slender umbrella.
1 L'lt's all right. Oolvin," he broke

impatiently; "three tickets to Los
geles, drawing room, one lower
Jth, one section, chocks for two
nks; come on!"

: lejy methodically the man called
yin stowed nwny his green and red

! is, first in an envelope, thou iu his
k'etbook, finally buttouing an

over all. Ho was tho image
rather stupid, conscientious Eng-servin- g

creature. Carefully he
ted out a liberal but not lavish
for the porter, and watched that
tionary depart. Last of all, ho
jd the door,
ith extreme courtesy of manner,
ter approached tho young man.
Pardon me," said ho. "T am Colo-Winte-

my aunt, Mrs. Winter, hasI rooms near yours,' and she finds
she needs another room or two.

you leaving yours?"
rhoso are Mr. Keatcham's rooms,
mine' the voung man responded
cly. "Ho is leaving them."
When you give up your kevs, would
mind asking the clerk to send them

1o mo?" pursued the colouel.
om threo twentv poven."
Certainly." rcp"licd tho voung" or would you liko to look at- n a moment now?"

i fcWhy if it wouldn't detain you,"
jtated Winter; he wns hardly- pre-.- !
id for tho offer of admittance.
jGet tho elevator tind. hold it a

j lite, Colvin." said the voung man,
ajhe instantly fitted the' key to tho

he flung open.
Excuse me," said he, as thev stood

r he room, "but aren't vou the Colo-- '
fevln,ter w1jo held tliat mountain
l to let the other follows get off,

.1 r, ammunition was exhaust- -

T seem to recall some such episode,
: ! it sounds rather gaudy the wav

kjj put it."
1 read about yoi in the papers;
swam a river with ITunston; did all
s of 6tunts "

A Or the newspaper reporter did.
gtf-don'- t happen to know anvthing

J ?Mthe pnC0 o thcs0 rooms, I
tut ho.

showed tho colonel through all the
rooms with vast civility. Ho seemed
quite indifferent to tho colonel's in-

terest in closets, baths and wardrobes;
ho only wanted to talk about tho Phil-
ippines.

Tho colonel, who alwa3s shied liko
a mettled horse from tho flutter of his
own laurels, grew rod with discomfort
and ratrlcd the doorknobs.

"There tho suite ends," said the
young man.

"Oh, wo don't want it all, only a
room or two," Colonel Winter de-
murred. "Any one of theso rooms
would do. Well, I will not detain you.
Tho elevator boy will be tired, and
Mr. Keatcham will grow impatient."

"Not at all; ho will hnvo gone. I
I'm so very glad to have met you,
Colonol "

In this manner, with mutual civili-
ties, the' parted, the young man es-

corting the colonel to his own door,
which the latter was forced to enter
by the sheer demands tf tho situation.

But hardly had the door closed than
ho popped out again. The young man
was swinging round tho corner next tho
elevator.

"Is ho an innocent bystander or
what?" puzzled tho soldier. Ho

his march up and down tho cor-
ridor. The next room to tho Keatcham
suite was ovidontly held by an agent
of the Fireless Cooking Stove, since
one of his samples had strayed into
the hall and was mutely proclaiming
its own exceeding worth "in very black
letters on a very white placard.

"If tho young man and the valet
are straight goods, tho key will como
up reasonably soon from tho office,"
thought tho watcher.

Sure enough, the keys, in tho hands
of Winter's own spy, appeared beforo
ho had waited three minutes. He re-
ported that the old gentleman got into
a cab with his secretary and the valet,
and the other gontlemen took another
cab. The secretary paid tho bill. Had
he gono sooner than expected? No;
he had engaged the rooms until Thurs-
day night; this was Thursday night.

The colonel asked about tho next
room, which was directly on the cross
corridor leading to the elevator. Tho
detective had been instructed to watch
it. How long had the Fireless Cook-
ing Stove man bad it? Thoro was no
meat for suspicion in the answer. Tho
stove man had como tho day before tho
Keatcham party. Ho was a perfectly
commonplace, good-lookin- g young man,
representing tho Peerless Fireless
Cooking Stove with much picturesque
eloquenco; he had sold a lot of stoves
to people in the hotel, and ho tried
without much success io tacklo "old
Keatcham"; he had attacked even the
sleuth himself. "Ho gave me a mighty
good cigar, too," chuckled the red-
headed one.

"Hmn' you got it now?"
"Only tho memory' tho boy

grinned!
"You ought to have kept it, Bird-sa- il

would tell you; you. are watching
overy one in these rooms. Did it have
a necktie? And did you throw that
away?"

"No, sir, I kept that; after I got to
smoking, I just thought I'd keep it."

When he took the tiny scrap of pa-
per from his pockotbook tho colonel
eyed it grimly. "A de Villar y Vil-lar- ,"

he read, with a slight ironic in-
flection. "Decidedly our young Fire-
less Stovo promoter smokes good ci-

gars!"
"Maybe Mr. Keatcham gave it to

him. He was in there."
''Was he? Oh. yes, trving to sell

his stove but not succeeding?"
"He said he was trying to get past

the valet and tho secretary; he thought
if he could onl' get at the old man
and demonstrate his stovo he could
make the sal?. Ho could cook all
right, that feller."

The colonel mado no comment, and
presently betook hiinself. to his aunt.
She was waiting for him in the parlor,
playing solitaire. Through tho open
door the white bed that ought to have
beeu Archie's was gleaming faintly.
The colonel's brows mot.

"Well, Bertie? Did you find any-
thing?" Mrs. Winter inquired smooth-
ly.

"I'm afraid not: but here is the re-
port." Ho gave it to her, even down
to the cigar wrapper.

"Tt doesn't seem likely that Mr.
Keatcham has anything to'do with it."
said she. "He, no doubt, has stolen
many a little railway, but a little- boy
is too small gnme.""

"Oh, I don't suspect Kcatcham: but
I wish T had caught the olevator to-
night. He looked at mo in a mighty
queer way. '

"Did you recognize his secretary as
any one whom you over saw before?"
asked Mrs. Winter.

"I can't say," was the answer, given
with a little hesitation. "I'm not
suro."

"I don't think I quite understand
you, Bertie; better make a clean breast
of all you know. I'm getting a little
worried myself."

The colonel reached across the cards
and tapped his aunt's arm affection-
ately. He felt tho warmest impulse" to-

ward sympathy for her that he had
ever known; it glistened in his eyes.
Mrs. Winter's cheeks slowly crimsoned;
sho turned her head, exclaiming, did
she- hear a noise; but tho colonel's keen
cars had not been warned. "Poor wo-
man." he thought, "she is worried to
death, but she will not admit it.""Now, .Bertie," said Mrs. Winter
calmly, but her elbow fell on her cards
and spoiled a vory promising game
of Penelope's Wpb, "now, Bertie, what
are you keeping back?"

Then, at last, the colonel told her of
his experience in Chicago. She heard
him quite through without comment,
and ho could detect no shift of emo-
tion in her demeanor of absorbed but
perfectly calm attention, unless a cer-
tain tension of attitude and feature
(as if, hp phrased it, she wore "hold-
ing herself in") might be so consid-
ered. And he was not suro of this.
When he came to tho words which
thick in his throat, the sentence about
Miss Smith, she smiled frankly, almost
laughed

At the end of the recital and the
colonel had not omitted a word or a
look in his memory she merely said:
"Then you think Cary Mercer .has kid-
naped Archie, and the g

Harvard boy is helping him?"
"Don't you think it looks that way,

yourself?"
Sho auswered that question with an-

other one; "But you don't think, do
you, that, Janet is the Miss Smith men-
tioned?"

His reply canie after an almost im-
perceptible hesitation: "No!"

Again she siuilod. "That is because
you know Janet; if you didn't know
Iter you would think tho chances were
in favov of their meaning her? Natur-ally- l

Well. I kuow Cary a little. I
knew his fnther well. T don't believe
he would harm a hair of Archie's head.
He isn't .1 cruel fellow at least not
toward, women and children. I've a

notion that what he calls his wrongs
havo upsot his wits a bit, and ho might
turn the screws on the Wall Street
crowd that ruined him. That is, if ho
had a chance; but ho is poor; ho would
need millions to get even a chance for
a blow at them. .But a child, a lad who
looks liko his brother no, you may be
sure ho wouldn't hurt Archie I Ho
couldn't."

"But. the name, Winter; it is not
such a common name; and tho words
about a lady of of "

"An old woman, do you mean?"
said Aunt Rebecca, with a little curv-
ing of her still unwrinkled upper lip.

"It counds so complete," submittod
her nephew.

"Therefore distrust it," Hho arpned
dryly. "Gaboriau'a great detectivo and
Conan Doylo's both have that same
maxim not to pick out easy answers."

Winter smiled in his own turn.
"Still, sometimes tho easy answers
are right. Now hero is tho situation:
I hear this conversation at tho depot.
I find ono of tho men' on tho samo train
with me. He, presumably, if he is Cary
Mercer, and I don't think I can bo
mistaken in his idontity "

"Unless another mau ia making up
as Cary!"

"It may seem conceited, but I don't
think I could be fooled. This man had
every expression of tho other's, and
I was too struck by tbo I may almost
call it malignant look ho had, not
to recognize him. No, it was Mercer;
ho would certainly recognize you, and
ho would kuow who I am; ho would not
bo called upon to 6nub me as a possible
confidonco man."

"That rankles yet, Bertie?"
He made a grimace and nodded.
"But," ho insisted, "isn't it so?

If he is up to somo mischief, any mis-chi-

doesn't care to havo his kin
moot him that is tho way ho would
act, don't you think?"

"Ho might be up to mischief, yet
havo no designs on his kin."

"Ho might," said tho colonel mu-
singly. A thought which ho did not
contido to the shrewd old woman had
just flipped his mind. But ho wont on
with his plea,

"no avoids vou; he avoids me. He
is seen going into Keatcliara's draw-
ing room; that means some sort of an
acquaintance with Keatcham, enough
to talk to him, anyway. How much,
I can't say. Then comes the attack by
the robbers; ho is in another carf so
thoro iB no call for him to do anything;
thoro is no light whatever on whether
ho had anything to do with tho rob-
bery.

"Then we como here. Keatcham has
the room next but one. Archio goes
into his own room; we seo him go; I
am outside, directly outside; it is sim-
ply impossiblo for him to go out into
tho hall without ray seeing him; be-
sides, I found tho doors outside all
locked except the ono to tho right
where wo entered your suite; then we
may assume that ho could not go out.
lie could not climb out of locked win-
dows 011 tho- third floor down a sheer
descent of somo forty or fifty feet.
Your last room to the right, Miss
Smith's bedroom, is a corner room;
besides, sho was in it: that excludes
oyer' exit except that to the left. Wo
find Mrs. Wigglesworth was absent,
and thero were evidences of an at-
tack of some kind carefully hidden,
afterward. But thero is no sign of tho
boy. I watch tho rooms. If ho is hid-
den somcwhero in Keatcham's rooms,
the chances are, after Keatcham goes,
they will try to take him off. I don't
think it probable that Keatcham knows
anything about the kidnaping; in fact,
it is wildly improbable. Well, Kcatch-
am goes: "immediately I get into tho
room. The valet and tho young man
visiting Keatcham, young Arnold, let
me in without the slightest demur.
Either they know nothing of the boy
or somehow they havo got him away,
else the- - would not let mo in so easily.
Maybe they are iguoraut and the boy
is gone, both. We go to the rooms
very soon after; there is not the small-
est trace of Archie."

"How did he get out?"
"They must have outwitted me,

somohow," the colonel sighed, "and
it looks as if he went voluntarily; thero
was 110 possible carrying away by force.
And there was no odor of chloroform
about; that is very penetrating; it

'would get into the halls. They must
have persuaded him to go but how?"

"Tf fhoy havo kidnaped him," said
Mrs. Winter, "they will send mo somo
word, and if they have persuaded him
to run away, plainly he must bo ablo
to walk, ami that mess iu Mrs. Wig-
glesworth 's room doesii 't mean any-
thing bad."

"Of course not." said tho colonel
firmly.

Then, in as casual a tone as he could
command: "By the wav, where is Miss
Smith? Sho is back, "isn't she?"

"Oh, a long time ago," said Mrs.
Wintor. "I sent her to bed."

"I've been frank with you. You
will reciprocate and tell me why, for
what, you sent her out7"

Mrs. Winter made not tho least
evasion. Sho answered frankly: "1
sent, her with a carefully worded

but you needn't tell Mil-liccn- t,

who has also gono to bed, thank
heaven I sent her with a carefully
y.'ordcd advertisement to all tho pa-
pers. It will reach the kidnapers, and
it will not reach any one else. See."
Sho handed him a slip of paper from
her card case. Ho read:

"To the holders of Archio W: Com-
municate with B. S. W.t samo address
as before, and you will hear of some-
thing lo your advantage. Perfoctly
safe:"

The colonel read it thoughtfully, a
little puzzled. Beforo he had timo to
speak, his quick oars caught the sharp
ring of his room telephone bell. Ho
excused himself to answer it. II16
room was the last of tho buite. but ho
shut the door on his way to tho tele-
phone.

He expected Haley; nor was ho dis-
appointed. Haley reported in Span-
ish that he had traced the automobile;
it was tho property of young Mr. Ar-
nold, son of the rich Mr. Arnold. Young
Arnold had been at Harvard last year,
and he took out a Massachusetts li-
cense; ho had a California ono, too.
Should he (Haley) look up young Ar-
nold? And should he come to report
that night?

The colonel thought ho could wait
till morning, andt a little comforted,
hung up tho receiver. Barely was it
out of his hand when tho bell shrilled
again, sharply, vehemently. Wintor
put the tube to his ear.

"Does any ono want Colonel Win-
ter, Palaco Hotel?" he asked.

A swoot, eager, boyish voice called
back; "Undo Bertie! Undo Bertie,
don't you worry; I'm all right I"

"Archie!" cried tho colonel.
"Whore are you?"

But thero was no answer. He called
again, aud a second timo; ho told tho
lad that they wore dreadfully anxious
about, him. Ho got no response .from
tho boy; but anotlier .voice, a. woman's

voice, said, with cold distinctness, as if
to somo one in tho room: "No, don't
let him; it is impossible!" Thon a
dead wall of silence and Central's im-
passive ignorance. He could get noth-
ing.

Rupert Wintor stood a moment,
frowning and thinking deeply. Di-
rectly, with a shnig of tho shoulders,
ho walked out of his own outsido door,
locking it, and went straight to Miss
Smith's.

Ho knocked, at first very gently,
then more vigorously. But thoro was
no answer. Ho wont away from tho
door, but did not his Toora.
Ho did not bear to his aunt the news
which, with all its mcagorness and irri-
tating incompleteness, uad boen an
enormous relief to him. He simply
waited in tho corridor. Fivo minuteB,
ten minutes passed; then he heard tho
elevator whir, and standing with hia
hand on tho knob of his open door, ho
saw his aunt's companion, dressed for
the streot, step out and speed down the
corridor to her own door.

The other voice tho woman's voico
had been Janet Smith's.

CHAPTER VH.

The Haunted House.
A d automobile runabout

containing two men was turning off
Van Ness. Avenuo down a narrower and
shadier side Btreot in the afternoon of
the Sunday following tho disappear-
ance of Archie Winter. One of tho
occupants seemed to bo an invalid
whom the brilliant March sunshine
had not tempted out of his heavy wrap-
pings and cap; the other was a short,
thick-set- , corduroy-jackete- d chauffour.
Ono marked the runabout at a glance
as a hardly used livery motor car; but
a moment's inspection might have
shown that it was running with ad-
mirable smoothness and quiot. The
chauffeur wore goggles, henco his eyes
were shielded, but ho turned a broad
smilo upon tho pallid cheeks and
sharpened profile beside him.

"Colonel, as a health-seeke- r who
can't keep warm enough, you'ro
great!" ho cried. "Lord, but you
look tho part! "

"If I can't shed somo of these con-
founded mufflers soon," growled tho
pale sufferer addressed, "I'll get so
red with heat it will como through my
beautiful rfowder. I hopo those fol-
lows won't seo us, for they will bo on
to us, all right."

"Our own mothers wouldn't bo on
to. us in these rigs," tho chauffeur re- -

Elied cheerily; he seomcd to bo in a
mood; "and lot us onco got

into tho house, and surprise em, and
there'll bo something drop. But I
haven't really had a chanco to toll you
tho latest having to pick you up at
a drug store this way. Now, let's sum
things up! You think the boy got out
through Keatcham's apartment? Or
Mrs. Wigglesworth 's?"

"How else?" said the colonel, "ho
can't fly, and if he could, he couldn't
fly out and then lock tho windows from
the insido."

"I see" the chauffeur appeared
thoughtful "and the Wigglesworth
door was locked. You think that
Keatcham is in it, somoway7"

"Not Keatcham," said tho colonel.
"There was another man in tho car
Atkins they called him, though he has
disappeared. But. Mercer remains. His
secretary and that valet of his; I think
the secretary is Cary Mercer. Tho boy
might have slipped out in those few
moments we wore hunting for him in-
side. Afterward, either Mrs. Mel-
ville Winter or I was on guard until
your man came. He might go to the
Fireless Stovo man, slip out of his
rooms, and round the corner to tho ele-
vator in a couple of seconds. Then, of
course, I might see their rooms "

"Provided, that is, the Fireless Stove
drummer is in the plot, ioo."

"Tho Fireless Stovo drummer who
smokes Villar v Villar cigars? He is
in it. I think, Birdsall."

"Well, I'll assume that. Next thing:
you get the telephone call. And you
say the voice sounded chipper; didn't
look like ho was being hurt or bothered
in any way, did it?"

"Not at all. Besides, you know tho
letter Miss Smith got this morning?"

"T think I'd like another peek at
that: will you drive her a minute, while
I. look at. tho letter again?" Tho in-

stant his hands were free, Birdsall
pulled out the envelope from his leather-rim-

med pocket.
It was roctangular in shapo and

smaller than tho ordinary business en-
velope. Tho paper was linen of a
common diamond pattern, having no
engravod hcadiug. Tho detective ran
his eyes down- the few lines written
in an unformed boyish hand. There
was neither date nor place; only theso
words:

Dear MIps Janet Don't you or auntlo
be worlcd about mo because I am well and
safe and having a good time. I had the nose
bleed that Is why I spotted tho carpet.
Tell auntie to plenso pay for It out of my
next week's allowance. Be sure and don'twory. Your aff. friend.

ARCHIBALD PAGE WINTER.
"You'ro suro this is tho boy's writ-

ing?" was the detective's comment.
"Sure. And his spelling, too."
"Now," said Birdsall, watching tho

colonel's keen, nquilino profile as ho
spoke, "now you notice t hero's no
heading or mark 011 the paper: and
the watermark is only O. K. E., Mass.,
1D04. And that amounts to nothing;
those folks sell all over tho country.
But you notice that it is not tho
ordinary business paper; it looks rather
ladylike than commercial, doesn'tit?J'

Tho colonel admitted that it did look
so.

"Now. assuming that this letter wns
sent with the connivanco of tho kid-
napers, it looks as if our voung gentle-
man wasn't in any particular danger
of having a hard time. To me, it looks
pretty corrain ho must havo skipped
himself; tolled along someway, maybe,
but not, making any resistance. Now,
is thero anybody that you know has
enough influence over him for that?
How about tho lady's maid?"

"Randall has been a faithful servant
for twenty years, middleaged, serious-minde-

decent vromau. Out of the
question."

"This Miss Smith, your aunt's com-
panion, who is fche? Do you know?""A South Carolinian; good family;
sho has lived with my aunt as secre-
tary and companion for a vear; my
aunt is very fond of her,"

"That all you know? Well, I havo
found out a litlo more; she used to
livo with a Mrs. James S, Hnstings, a
rich Washington woman. Tho lady's
only son fell in lovo with her; some-
how the marriago was brokon off."

"What was his namo?"
"Lawrence. They call him Larry.

He went to Manila. Maybe you'vo met
him there."

"Yes, T knew him; I don't believo
he over was accepted by her,"

"I dou't know. I have, only had two

day3 on her biography. Later, sho
went to Johns Hopkins hospital. One
of tho doctors was vory attentive to
hor hut it did not como to anything.
She didn't graduate. Don't know
why. Then sho went to live with Miss
Angela Nelson, who died and left her
money away from her own family.
Thoro was talk of breaking tho will;
but it wasn't done. Then sho came to
Mrs. Winter."

Tho colonol was silent: thero was
nothing discreditable in these details,
llo had known beforo that Janet Smith
was poor; that sho had been thrown on
the world early; that she must earn
her own livelihood; yot. somehow, as
Birdsall marshaled tho facts, thoro was
an in6idiouB, malariouB hint of the ad-
venturess, bandied from place to place,
hawking her attractions about, wheed-
ling, charming for hire, entrapping

young cubs Larry Hastings
wasn't moro than twenty-tw- o some-
how he felt a revolt against the picture
and against the .man submitting it
and. confound Milliccnt!

Tho detective changed the manner of
his questions a little. "I suppose your
aunt is pretty ndvanced iu years,
though she is as well preserved an old
lady as I havo ever met, and as shrewd.
Say, wouldn't sho be likely to leavo
the boy a lot of money?"

"I dare say Tho colonel was con-
scious of an intemperate impulse to
kick Birdsall, who had beon such a
useful fellow in tho Philippines.

"If anything was to happen to him,
who would get tho money?"

"Well, Mrs. Melville and I are next
of kin," returned tho colonel dryly.
"Do you suspect us?"

"I did look up Mrs. Melvillo," an-
swered tho unabashed detective, "but
I guess she's straight goods all right.
But say, how about Miss Smith?"

Tho colonel stared, then ho laughed.
"Birdsall," said ho, "there's some-
what too much mention of ladies'
names to suit my Virginian taste. But
if you mean to imply that Miss Smith
is going to kill Archio to get my annt's
money, I can tell you you are 'way
off! Your imagination is too activo
for your profession. You ought to hire
out to tho yellow journals'

His employer's satire did not even
flick the dust off Birdsall 's compla-
cency; ho grinned cheerfully. "Oh,
I'm not so bad as that; I don't sup-pos- o

sho did kill the boy; I think he's
alive, all right. But say, Colonel, I'll-giv-

it to you straight; 1 do think tho
senora coaxed the ooy off. You ad-
mit, don't you, ho went off. Well,
then, he was coaxed, somehow. Now,
who's got influence enough to coax
him? You cross out tho maid; so do
I. You cross out Mrs. Melvillo Winter;
so do I. I guess wo both cross out
tho old lady. Well, there's you and
the 6onora left. I don't suspect you,
Goneral."

"Really? I don't see why. I stand
to make moro than anybody else, if
you are digging up motives. And how
about tho chambermaid?"

Birdsall flashed a glance of reproach
on hiB companion. "Now, Colonel, do
you think 1 ain't looked her up? First
thing. Nothing in.it. Decent Vermont
girl, threo years in tthe hotel. Camo
for her lungs. Sho 'ain't in it. But
lot's get back to Miss Smith. Did you
know she is Cary Mercer's sister-in-law?- "

Ho delivered his shot in . a casual
way, and the colonol took it stonily;
nevertheless, it went to tho mark.
Birdsall continued. "Now, question
is, was Mercer tho secretary 7 You
didn't see the man in the elevator,
except his back. Had he two moles?"

"I couldn't see. He had different
clothes; but still there was something
like Mercer about tho shoulders."

"Burney didn't get a chance to take
a snapshot, but ho did snap the stove
man. Here it is. Pull that book out
of my bocket."

Obeying, tho colonel lifted a couple
or small prints which ho scrutinized in-
tently, at tho end, admitting, "Yes, it
is he all right. Now do you know
what I think?"

Birdsall couldn 't. form an idea.
"I think tho Koatcham party is in

it; and I think they are after' bigger
game than Archie. Maybo the train-robbe- rs

v"ero a part of tho scheme
although I'm not so sure of that."

"Oh, tho robbers were in it all
right. But now come to Miss Smith;
whore does she come in? Or are you
as sure of her as Mercer was in Ch-
icago?"

If he had expected to get a spark
out of the Winter tinder by this scrap-
ing stroke, he was mistaken; the sol-
dier did not even move his brooding
gaze fixed on the hills beyond tho
house roofs: and he answered in a
level toue: "Did you get that story
from mv aunt, or was it Mrs. Moi-ville- ?

J'm pretty certain you got your
biography from that quarter. My "aunt
might have told her."

"That would bo betraying a ladv's
confidence. T'm only "a deteoti'vo,
whose business is to p'ry, but I never
go back on the Indies. And I think,
.same's yon. that the lady in question
is a real. nice, high-tone- lady: but J
can't disregard the evidence, t never
give out. mv system, but I've got one,
all the same. Look here, see this pa-
per?" he had replaced tho envelope
in his pocket; he pulled it out agin;
or rather, so the colonol fancied, until
Birdsall turned the envelope over, re-
vealing it ro bo blank. "There's a
sheet of paper inside; take it out. Look
at tho watermark, look at the pattern;
then compare it with this letter"handing the colonel the original en-
velope. "Same exactly, ain't t.hey?"

Tho colonel, who had studied the two
sheets of paper silently, nodded as si-
lently; and he had a' premonition of
Birdsall 's next sentence before, it came.
"Well, Mrs. Melville Winter, this
morning, took me 1.0 Miss Smith's deslt.
where we found this and a lot more
liko it."

"You seem to bo right in thinking
tho paper' widely distributed, " ob-
served the colonel.

"And you don't think that sus-
picious?"

"T should think it more suspicious
if tho paper wre not out on her desk.
If she is such a do.-- ono ns you seem
to think, she would hide such an in-
criminating bit of evidence '

"She didn't know we suspected her.
Of course, vou haven't shadowed her
a little bit?"

"Thero is a limit to detective duty
in the case of a gentleman," returned
the colonel haughtily. "I have not."

Little Birdsall sighed; then in a
propitiatory tone: "Well, of course,
wo both tli ink there aro other people
in the job; I don't know exactly what
you mean by bigger game, but I can
mako a stnggcr at it. Now, say, did
you got any answer when you wrote
to Kcatcham himself?"

"Yes," said the colonol grimly, "Iheard. You know the sort of letter I
wrote; telling him of our dreadful
anxiety and about the lad 's being an
orphan; don't you think it was the
sore of letter a. decent man would

answer, no matter how busy he might
be?"

"Sure. Didn't you get an answer?"
"I did." The colonol extricated

himself from his wrappings enough to
find a polo blue envelope, which' ho
handed to Birdsall. at tho samo timo
taking tho motor handle. "You see;
typewritten, very polite, chilly sort of
letter, kind to mako a man hot under
the collar and swear at Keatcham's
hoartlcesness. Mr. Koatcham unable
to answer, having boon ill since ho
left San Francisco. Did not seo any-
thing of any boy. Probably boy ran
away. Has no information of any kind
to afford. Aud the writer is very
sincerely mine. The minute I read it
I wns. "sure Mercer wrote it; and he
wrote it to make me so disgusted with
Kcatcham I wouldn't pursue tho sub-
ject with him. Just tho same way he
snubbed my aunt; and, for that mat-
ter, just tho way ho tried to snub 1110

on the train. But he missed his mark;
I wired every hotel in Santa Barbara
and ever' one in Los Angeles; and
Keatcham isn't there and hasn't been
there. He has a big bunch of mail at
Santa Barbara waiting for him, for-
warded from Los Angeles, but ho
hasn't, shown himself."

Birdsall shot a glance tof cordial ad-
miration at tho colonel.' "You're all
there, General," he cried with

familiarity. "I'vo been
trying to call up the Kcatcham outfit,
and I couldn't get a line, either. They
haven't used the tickets they bought
their reservations went empty to Los
Angeles. Now, what do you make of
that?"

"I mako out ttfat Archie is only part
of their game," replied the soldier.
"Now see, Birdsall, you are not going
to get a couple of rich young college
fellows to do just plain kidnaping and
scaring women out of thoir money "

"Lord, General," interrupted Bird-sai- l,

"those college guys don't turn a
hair at kidnaping; they regularly steal
tho president of tho freshman class,
and tho things they do at their hazing
bees and initiations would mako an
Apacho Indian sit up and take notice.
I tell you, General, they're the limit
for deviltry."

"Somo kinds. Note that kind; it's
too dirty. Arnold was one of tho clean-
est football players at Harvard. And
I don't know anything about human
naturo if that other youngster isn't de-
cent. But Mercer es un loco; you can
look out for anything from him. Now,
see the combination. Arnold was at
Harvard! I havo traced tho motor car
they used to him; and then, if you add
that his father is away safe in Europe
and ho has an' empty house, off to one
side, with a quantity of space around
it and tho reputation of being haunted,
why--""It looks good to mo. And I under-
stand my men have got around it on
tho quiet all right. How's your man
Haley got on, hiring out to tho Jap
in charge?"

"Well enough; tho Jap took him
on to mow, but either Mr. Caretaker
doesn't know anything or he won't tell.
He's bubbling over with conversation
about the flowers and tho country and
tho Philippines, where he used to be;
but he only knows that the honorable
family aro all away and he is lo shuu
the house. Aren't wo almost thorc?"

"Just around the corner. I guess
when you soe it you'll think it's just
the patio a spook of taste would freeze
to."

"Why is it haunted?"
"Now you havo me. I ain't on to

such dream stuff. Gimme five cards.
Mrs. Arnold died off in Europe, so
Hain't her; and the house has only
been built two years; but tho neighbors
have seen lights and heard groans and
a pick chopping at the stones. Somo
folks say the land belonged io an old
minor and he died before he could tell
where he'd buried his mazuma; so ho
is taking a. littlo buscar after it.
There's the house, General."

Tho street climbed a gentle hill, and
on its crest a largo house, in mission
stylet looked over a pleasant land. Its
position on a corner and the unusual
size of the grounds about it gave the
mansion an effect of space. Of. almost
rawly recent erection though it was,
the kindly climate had so lostereu the
growth of the pines, acacias and livo
oaks, the eucalypti and the orange
trees, which made a rich blur of color
on the hallside, had so lavishly tended
tho creeping ivies and Bougainvilleas
which masked tho rouuded lantern
arches of the stern gray facade, and
so sumptuously blazoned the flower-
beds in the garden on the one hand,
yet. on the other, had so cunningly
dulled the greenish-gra- y of the cobble-
stones front California arroyos in
chimney and foundation,, and had so
softly streaked the marble of tho gar-
den "statues and the plaster of walls
and mansion with tiny filaments of
lichens or faint green moss, that the
beholder might fancy the house to be
the ancient homo of some Spanish
hidalgo, handed down with an heredit-
ary curse, through generations, to the
last of his race. Ono was tempted to
such a flutter of fancy because of tho
impression given by the mansion. A
sullen reticence hung about the place.
The windows, for tho most part, were
heavily shuttered. Not a pane of glas3
flashod back in the sunlight; even
those casements not shuttered turned
blank dark grocn shades, liko bandaged
eyes, on the court and the beautiful ter-
races and the lovely swoop of hillsides
where tho wonderful shadows swayed
and melted. .

The bent ngure or a man raxing,
distorted by the perspective, was visi-

ble just beyond the high pillars of the
gateway, llo paid no attention to tlio
motions of the motor car, nor did ho
answer a hail until it was repealed.
Then he approached tho car. Birdsall
wus in tho roadway trying to unlock
tlui gate. The man. whose Japanese
features were quite distinguishable,
bowed; ho explained that the honor-
able owners were not at homo; his in-

significant self was the only keeper
of the grounds. Ho spoke sufficiently
good English with tho accompaniment
of a deprecatory, amiable smile. Bird-
sall. in turn, told him that his own n

was a very great gentleman
from the oasl who belonged to a

of vast power which was invest!-'.ratin-

spectral appearances, and that
ho had come thousands of miles to seo
the ghost.

The .Japanese extended both hands,
while tho appeal of his smile deepened.
"Too bad, velly," ho murmured, "but

'not leally any g'lost, no, uev'."
"Don't; you believe in tho ghost?"

i.i'JjjftHByJ
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asked Colonel Winter.
"No, mo Clistian boy, no believs

not'ing. '

"All the sameo." said the colonol,
laboriously swinging himself from his
vnntago ground of the motor soat to
the flat top of tho wall, thence drop-pin- g

to tho greensward below, "'alle
samce, like go iu house hunt ghost." IHHe crncklcd a banknote in the palm of IHthe slim brown hand, smiling and nod-din- g

as if to break the force of hiu
brusque action. Meanwhile, Birdsall '
had safely shut, off his engine beforo
he placed himself beside the othera
with an agility hardly to bo expected
of his rotund build.

As for the caretaker, whether because
ho perceived himself outnumbered, or
because he was reallv void of

he accepted the money vrith
outward gratitude and proffered his
guidance through the garden and tho
orchards. Ho slipped into the role of
cicerone with no atom of resistance; ho
was voluble: he was gracious; he was
artlessly delighted with his'senors. In
spito. of this flood of suavity, however,
there seemed to be no possibility of
persuading him to admit them to tho

Assured of this, the two fell back
for a second, time for the merest eve-- I

flash from the detective to the soldier,
who at once limped briskly up to the
Jap, saying: "We aro very much
obliged to you; this is a beautiful
house, beautiful gardens: but wo want
to sec the ghost; and if you enn give
me young Mr. Arnold's address I will
see him or write, and we can come
back."

The gardener, with many apologifs
and smiles, did not know Mr. Arnold's
honorable address, but he drew out a
soiled enrd. explaining that it bore tho
name of l,he gentleman in chargo of
the property. Birdsall, peering over
tho Jap's shoulders, added that it was
the card of a well known legal firm.

"Then," said the colonel with
"we will thank vou again

for your courtesy, and what's that?"
The Jap turned; they all started at

the barking detonation of some ex- - vM
plosion; while they gazed about them
there came .another booming sound,
and they could see smoke pouring from
the chimney and leaking through tho
window joints of a room in tho, rear
of the house. Liko a hare, not break-in- g

his wind by a single cry, tho J;ip
sped toward the court. The others
were hard on his heels, though tho
colonel limped and showed signs of
distress by tho lime they reached tho
great iron door.

The Jap pulled out a key; ho turned
it and swunq tho door barely enough
to enter, calling on them to stay out;
he would tell thorn if he needed them.

"AucusTly stay; maybe honolablo
t'icves. he cried.

But the detective had interposed a
stalwart leg and shoulder. Instantly
the door swung open; ho acted as if
ho had lost his wits with excitement.
"You'ro burning up! Lord! You'ro
burning. Fire! Fire!" ho bawled, jHrushing boldly into the room.

Winter followed him, also calling
'aloud in a strident voice. And it was
to bo observed, being such an unusual
preparation for a conflagration, that
he had drawn a heavy revolver and
ran with it in his baud. Before he
jumped out of the car he had discarded
his thick topcoat and all his wrappings,

An observer, also (had there beeo
one neaO. would have taken note of
a robust Irishman, who had been weed
ing the flower-bods- , and would have
seen him straighten at. the first peal of
the explosion, stare wildly at tho chirr-ney-

before any distinct smoke was
to be seen, then rnu swiftly and climb
up to a low chimney on a wing of thp
house, watering-po- t in hand. He would
have soon him empty his inadequate
fire extinguisher and rapidly descend
tho. ladder, while the smoke volleyed
forth, as if defying his puny efforts:
later, ho would havo seen tho'watoring-po- t

bearer pursue the others into the
house, omitting noble yells of "Fire!"
and "Help!"

Further, this same observer, had ho
boen an intimate friend of Sergeant
Dennis Haley, certainly would havo
recognized that resourceful man of war fl
in the amateur fireman.

(To be Continued)

Tested mi Froveis I
There Is a Heap of Solace in Boing

Able to Depend, Upon a Well-Earno- d

Reputation.

For months Salt Lako City reader?
havo seen the constant expression of
praiso for Doan 's Kidney Pills, aud
read about tho good work they have
done in this locality. Not another remo
dy ever produced such convincing proof

Mrs. Sarah Pearson, living at 512
Elizabeth St., Salt Lako City, Utah,
says: "I gave a statement recommend-in-

Doan '3 Kidney Pills in 1002. and at
this timo think nust as highly of thorn.

j 1 havo used them on many occasion
during the past livo years, when suffer
ing from attacks of kidney trouble and
backache, and they never fail to givo
the most satisfactory results. I think
I can unhesitatingly recommend tho
remedy to others suffering from kidnuv
trouble. I inherited my kidney troublo
and suffered for many years. Sharp
pains passed through my back and loins,
and thoro was a weakness of tho kid-ney-

I procured a box of Doan's Kid-nc-

Pills at F. J. Hill's drug storo and
they gave me relief at once. I cou-tinn-

taking them and they cured me
in every sense of the word. I ndviso
anyone "suficring from the same diseasu
to take Doan's Kidney Pills." H

For salo by all dealers. Price 50
cents. Fostcr-Milbur- n Co., Buffalo, jHNew York, solo agents for United

Remember the name Doan's and
take no other.

"liltl'iS Tise Most Imoortam-- l HWi Hem
$MJ f' of the first mcnl of tho dav is coffee.

T' ( Are vou ccttin" tUo best in thc markct

ttllC 'IjJi further; if you are l.ot, get a samplo
pound here and then buy as you like,

WWM0r where you like, but our M. and J. Cof .

rv'r3'ill(li:' :cc' nt"'t0 ccnts t,lu l)0UI"d' is a fireat
ycL ifciT-U-- - :av0rile wth ,,lir patrons. IHlffi& T. E, HARPER , H

C"'7"C' . Phonos 5i. 85 E. Socoud Soutb. '. iH


