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A WRONG CLUE

By Maurice Voltmar Reed
(Cppyright by W. G. Chapman.)

" "The very thingrsir-LJdeal- in fact.
I fancy few novices would think of
using this safe covert as I do profes-
sionally."

Thus Pettigrew Simpson, Detec-
tive with a large D. He swelled up
and was blusterous and fancied he
was making a solid impression upon
his auditor. It was a moment of su-

preme distinction, for the person he
spoke to was no less an individual
than a live, bank presi-
dent.

"Very well," said the financier,
"you now your business, I assume. I
won't say your idea is not a good
one. I deplore the necessity, how-

ever, that shuts you up in a dark,
drafty cockloft for an indefinite pe-

riod of time." f
"An exigency of the profession,

sir," replied Simpson, airily. "Many
a time I have stayed all night on the
slanting roof of a house, in the wet
and rain, watching my quarry. In
fact "

But the voluble sleuth was shut off
abruptly by the arrival of a business
client for his auditor.

"Take your own way," were the
final words of the bank president
"only so that you recover the money
and catch the culprit."

Pettigrew Simpson had "a case."
It appeared that twice within a
month the Planters' National bank
had lost a package of bank notes. In
both instances they were small par-

cels. Each had contained ten one
thousand dollar bills.

The packages had mysteriously
disappeared from the currency pen.
There were only two persons behind
its secure grating. One was the son
of the president of the institution,
"learning banking," and, as he was
independently rich personally from
his mother's estate, there was no rea-
son to suspect him. His assistant was

Elfrida Burrows?ainty7'pfen
ty, for five years a trusted employe
of the bank.

Simpson, detective, had shadowed
the young man for a week. His hab-

its were beyond criticism. As to Miss
Burrows, she lived plainly, dressed
modestly, and about all that Simpson
learned concerning her was that she
was engaged to the credit manager
of the bank, Roy Desbrough.

Now a new and brilliant idea had
come to Simpson, which he had just
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Cast a Furtive, Hurried Glance All

About Her

imported to the bank president. En-

tirely surrounding the lofty sides of
bank room was an ornamental grill
to shut off the barren unfinished
space just under the' roof. The plan
of the sleuth was to locate himself
there with a pair of opera glasses and
select anyone of a hundred interstices
in the grill work to secure a com-

plete unsuspected view of everybody
in the bank.

"Clever idea; no pilferer can pos- -
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