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As soon as the Monzolian reached
New York the survivors of the Irvessa
had !anded  Pinckney hurried to Pitts-
burz on the first train, but Sommers
stayed over a few hours to make the
trip with I'runces and her mother
Mr. Durant had met them there, and
all came on together. The steel man
was not given to many words. Som-
mers was equally undemonstrative.
They had wrung each other's hands
with murual respect and esteem. but
there hnl been no words of the rela-
tion which all knew must exist be-
tween l!w voung officer and Frances.
The gir! had said nothing. Even her
mother was not in her confidence.

On the trip from New York to Pitts-
burg Mrs. Durant had found time to
take up the subject with her husband.

“It's no use, George,” she said. “Ed-
ward hasn’t a chance. ‘That wreck
killed any feeling she ever had. We
were all in the wireless room, and
when he began to bungle and send
foolish messages Mr. Sommers just
caught him by the collar, pulled him
away from the key and put him out-
side. If you had seen Frances' face
then you would know Edward was
done. You must give Mr. Sommers ev-
ery opportunity to clear himself of
blame.”

George Durant nodded in agreement.

“I'l give him every chance, my
dear.,” he said. “Give him a chance,
that's all any man can ask.”

Now the day of Sommers' chance
was at hand. for Mr. Durant had put
his books and the entire force of the
works in charge of Bradley to ferret
out the truth.

Pinckney, with a few hours’ start,
hurried to the works as fast as possi-
ble. He wanted to meet Marsh before
the f{investization began. He must
know what Marsh had told Bradley.
Their stories must agree. But the first
blurted question brought another sur-
prise to the chief conspirator.

“I haven't seen any secret service
man. There hasn't been any around
here.” protested Marsh.

Pinckney shook his head impatient-
Iy.

“Don’t be foolish. Marsh. You saw
him and talked to him. He questioned
you here nearly a month ago. His
name was Bradley.”

Marsh, thoroughly frightened at the
idea of secret service men working on
a case, could only redouble his pro-
test.

“I haven’t seen him. 1 haven't talked
to anybody 1 didn’t know in a month.”

Pinckney gave a relieved sigh.

“Then he bluffed me.” he said. “But
now listen. This investigation is com-
ing off today. \We're all right. 1f you
keep vour head for half an hour you
can’t go wrong. And we begin work
on a government contract for the
Rhinestrom tomorrow.”

“What must 1 say?” inquired the in-
ventor of the Rhinestrom gun weakly.

“Swear that Smith was drunk and
say that T and Sommers were in the
furnace room when the gun went into
the tempering bath. Then Bradley
can't prove anything to save his life.
Don’t let him frighten you. He'll try
to, but keep your nerve. If he asks
you about the Rhinestrom gun don't
know anything about it.” 2

Marsh, naturally nervous, was now
trem:bling with fear

“You Lnow of those Kkilled and
wounded, Mr. Pinckney. We both de-
serve state's prison for it.”

Pinckney grabbed the little man by
the shoulder to shake some courage
into him.

“Don’t get chicken hearted, you fool,”
he cried angrily. “I feel as bad about
the accident us you do, but we can’t
think of that now. It's state's prison
or a forrune sor you. Marsh. Now
keep yonr nerve. How did we know
the gun was goiug to explode? I never
thought it would stand the test at the
proving gronnd. Come on in the office,
«pd T'tl give you a drink to brace
you.”

They were «till i the inner room
when Dradley, cool and debonalr, as
usual, strolied into the outer office.

“How =zre yvou?® he srid genially to
Mazie O'Brien, the pretty stenogra-
yher, pegzing away in one corper at

Ler machine. “I was looking for Mr
Pinckney.”

“He's in the inper cffice with Mr
Marsh.” responded ithe girl.

Bradley nodded.

“Sure. Ile seut for Marsh as soon as |
he came, didn’t he?"

“Yes,” replied the girl curiously.
“How did you know that?”

Bradley smiled, =
“Mind reader.,” he suggested. then |
added. with a serious explanation, “I Ia
have an engagement with him. so [J
thought they'd be waiting for me” |
“Shall 1 teil bim you are here?*!
asked the stenographer |
Bradiey made i Lusty objection. }
“Oh. no: don’t bother. 'l wait M
they get through. 1 vus just woing te '
see them on o little L asiness about tho i
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*Su Rbinestrom, (ka3 loventor of
the gun they're making here. Can't
vou give e his addiess? If you don’t

} » last letter you
' [
Vo i ver sent him any let-
ters,” Mazie returned curiously. *If

cu want his address, why don't you
Mr. Pinckuey?”

Dradley smiled.

“That’'s a good idea,” he said. “I'll
just do that. You tiake all Mr. Pinck
ney's dictation, don’t you?”’

The g .! Lad bezun to wonder at the

questioning. Pradley looked well and |

was pleasant. Dut what did he want?

“Yes, I take Mr. Pinckney's dicta
tion,” she agreed cautiously.

“And he’s never written to Rhine-
strom?’ demanded Bradley, with sud-
den steruness,

For 4 moment the girl flared up.

o vho are you anyhow? What
do 3 vn \\aut" Are you trying to pump

Hor questioner smiled blandly.

“Oh. please don't suggest such a
thing.” he said. “I'm going in the
works now to see a man named O'Lea-
ry. When Mr. Durant comes tell him
that Mr. Bradley of the secret service
is in the works, then send for me.
Goodby. Much obliged for what you
had to tell me.”

Mazie O'Brien leaned back in her
chair, looking after Bradley with a
curious expression on her face.

“Well. what do you think of that?”
she said to herself at last in astonish-
ment. “Him a detective! Well. he's a
pretty good looking fellow—for a de-
tective. 1 wonder what's up. 1 remem-
ber he was around here n month ago.”

Ten minutes later the detective was
back in the office in time to meet
Frances entering with Lieutenant
Sommers.

“I'm glad you're here, Miss Durant.”
he declared earnestly. “Would you
mind if 1 .:sl\ you some questions on
investigation”

The girl smiled at the idea.

“Will T mind?’ she exclaimed. “You
know I'll do anything in the world I
can to clear NMr. Sommers of any
blame. Ilave you found out anything
so far®”

Briadley shook his head.

“I've ot no positive proof. bnt 1
think 1 shall have before this investi-
gminn is over.”

“And Mr. Sommers wills he cleared
when he goes before the cosirt of in-
quiry at Washington?" persisted the
girl.

Bradley bowed.

“I certainly hope so, Miss Durant.
You know how pruch T owe to Mr.
Sommers and to you. 1 feel sire he is
innocent of any neglect or wromgdoing.
and you can depend on me to work my
head off to clear him. ¥verything will
depend. however, on what 1 can get
from Marsh.”

Frances looked surprised.

“I can’t think Marsh is guilty.” she
admitted anxiously. *“Ie's been in the
works for years. and nothing's ever
been said against him.”

Bradley nodded.

“I know all that, Miss Durant. But
may 1 tell you a secret? I bhelieve
Marsh is the inventor of the Rhine-
strom gun, and if 1 can prove that the
rest is easy.”

“And if you ecan't?" the girl asked
fearfully.

Bradley smiled with confidence.

“I mnever let myself look on that
side.” he said. *“Now 1 must leave you.
T'll be back in a few minutes.”

When the door had closed on Brad-
ley the girl turned impulsively to Som-
mers at her side.

“What will you do if you find they
are against you?" she asked bluntly.

The man looked at her seriously.

“There is nothing that I can do then.
_Frances. I'll be-dishonored, a disgraced
man.”

“You mean,” she persisted, “if this
investigation discloses nothing and the

h\_

“You nced mot come back to mc, Jor I
will:come to you.”

court of inquiry at Washington finds
against you that you will not come
back to me?”

An expression-of pain crossed Som-
mers' face, but his answer came out

i straight:

“How could 1 come back to you,
dear? A cashiered naval officer, dis-
graced for life, eomldn’t come to you.
I couldn’t ask that sacrifice of you.”

Inmpulsively the girl had laid 'her
hand on his oom

“Then listen, dearest,” she said sott-
Iy. but with determination that would
not be denied. “If the Washington au-
thorities place the blame of the acci-
dent upon yow, If son are dislmnorod
and disgraced. you need 1ot come Lack |
10 me” She paused a moment, theu |

-1'd-»d softly. ralsing her eyes to hin). { dvaughtsman. ~Ile was drunk, and he
“You need not comge back to me, for 1 |

v.ill come to you.”
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s you to find just where the
ies, and if any men in any em
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Diradl v bowed.
am convinced of your sinecerity
he said, “and I shall take full ad

“Whom do you wish to question
first?” asked Durant.

“Marsh,” replied the secret service
man promptly.

The owner of the plant Immediately
sent a boy to call the head draughts-
man.

“And after Marsh?' he suggested.
“We might as well have the names of
all the witnesses, so we can call them
quickly.

Bradley smiled.

“The second witness will also be
Marsh.”

“And the third?" suggested the puz-
zled steel man.

“Marsh again,” came the grim reply.

Mr. Durant looked up surprised, a
little startled.

“You have settled on Marsh, then, as
the guilty man?"

Eradley shook his head.

“Oh, by no means, Mr. Durant. T am |

merely getting at the truth.”

I'inckney had been sitting grimly.
his brows drawn down, listening to the
talk of Durant and the secret service
man. Now he broke in with some im-
patience:

“I don't think this is treating Marsh
fair, Mr. Durant. This detective's atti-
tude is apt to grejudice you against a
capable and proved faithful workman.”

Mr. Durant turned on Pinckney, sur-
prised.

“1 don’t think, Edward.,” he said,
“that I am apt to be prejudiced against
a gocd workman merely because he's
asked a few questions. Mr. Bradley
may want to ask you some questions,
but 1 don't think that can prejudice me
against you."

Before Pinckney could reply Marsh
entered. He was in his shirt sleeves,
having just come from his desk, and
he stocd beside the door, looking about
the room furtively, suspiciously. fear-

fully. Mr. Durant smiled in frivndly'

fashion, for Marsh had worked many
years at the plant, and he liked him
immensely.

“Marsh.” bogan the steel man, “‘this
is Mr. DBradley of the United States
secret service. Ile wants to ask you
some questions about forging the Som-
mers gun. I want you to tell him
everything you Eknow in counection
with that affair.”

“Yes, sir” replied the head draughts-
man, but his tone was so weak that:

Pinckney. fearful of his fellow conspir-
ator’s strength and courage, broke in
almost angrily:

“Marsh was not i charge of that
job, and consequently he”— Dradley
turned quickly. Ilis smile was just as

"“avrsh was not in charge of that job.”
bland, but in his voice there was a
steely touch that showed that he would
not brook interference. .

“I'l do the. talking, if you please,
Mr. Pinckney.”

“But. 1 tell you. he had nothing to
dlo with it.” insisted the general man-
ager angrily.

Bradley turred to Mr. Durant.

“I understoed that I was to have full
swing here, Mr. Durant?”

The 6wner of the works nodded.

“Now, Marsh, who was in charge of
that job?”

“Smith,” replied the witness.

“Was he drunk %’

Marsh hesitated, looking weakly
from Sommers to Pinckney.

“Yes, sir, he was,” came the admis-

Bradley’s smile did not change as he
asked his next question in the same

“Why. then, was he allowed to be in
charge?”

“Well, we were all there to keep
‘watch of him,” he faltered at last.

The questioner looked puzzled.

“Whom do you mean by we?” he
axked.

“3r. Pleckney and me and”— The
witness faltered, and Pinckney ended
for Lim sharply:

“And Mr. Sommers.”

“Yes, and Mr. Scmmers,” agreed
Alarsk eagerly.

The swile had left Bradley's face
when he turned coldly to Pinckney.
“I am not questioning you, Mr.

Iy. and 1 hope when 1 do you'll be as
eager to answer. Then he turned
back to the rattled witness. *“Was
Smnu dnschalg«i"

“lI—I think s0." faltered the head

was discharged. twcause Mr. Durant
never allows that.”

“When was he discharged ¥’

“I don’t remember exactly.”

“But he's working in Mendvilte in

the next sharp question that brought a

v stenographier, Mazie O'Brien, |
| Pinckney into a seeret panie, while !

startled surprise to Mr. Daurant, be-
cause one of the cardinal’ rules of the
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Durant workhs was tuevel s Gars
nn discharzed tor inetliciencey or
drunkenness
The steel nun tarned i his chair to
look sharply at Pinckuey. tor Piuckney
was also apting manazer of the Mead-

vilie plant. The gquestion had thrown

Marsh was openly tlustered It this

detective had found Smith caretully |
hidden away under an assumed name |

in the Meadville plant, what might he
not know?

“I—1 heard he was in Meadville.”
faltered the conspirator under tire.

He looked appealingly at Pinckney,
but Bradley, the tmperturbable, gave
him no rest,

“What time of day did that gun go
into the furnace, Mr. Marsh?"

Again Marsh looked hopelessly for
the help that could not be siven,

“1 don't know. sir.” he said at last.

Bradley lifted his eyebrows, sur-
prised.

“But you told Lieutenant Sonimsers
it was going in at 6 o'clock,” he said
sternly. “Didn’t you tell himm that?”

The witness was in a panic now. He
did not know which way to turn

AMr. Durant was looking at him
sharply. The shrewd steel man was
beginning to realize that there was
something back of all this, something
disereditable, and he sat there, his
face getting grimmer and grimmer and
bis jaws setting harder with each sharp
question and faltering reply—sat there
sternly walting to administer justice
so soon as guilt could be proved.

“I think I did,” admitted Marsh at
last.

“But you don't know?' persisted
Bradley.

“Not for sure,” the witness faltered.

The detective said nothing to that,
but his smile spoke volumes. Plnck-
ney saw it and moved uneasily.
Marsh caught it, and a cold chill be-
gan to race up and down his spine.
But apparently Bradley was satisfied
along that line, for the next question
branched to another side.

“If the gun had gone in the furnace
at 6, when was it to come out, Marsh?’

“About 2.”

“And it came out at a quarter past
12, so it must have gone in between
3 aud 4, mustn't it¥"

“Yes, sir, 1 suppose; 1 believe it
must sir,” faltered the witness pain-
fully.

The next question was put like a
shot.

“Did you ever invent a gun?"

Marsh’'s mouth dropped open. His
face became chalky. His eyes rolled
about the room piteously, seeking for
ald, but none was there. Ile saw only
the grim, stern face of Mr. Durant, the
hard eyes of Pinckney, with a terrible
contempt and fear in back of them; the
eager, determined look of Sommers,
the anxious fearfulness of Frances,
and, lastly, the cold, calm, deadly smil-
ing man who questioned him. With a
gasp and gulp be managed to collect
himself.

“No. sir,” he said firmly.

“What? You mean to tell me you
never invented a gun?' demanded
Bradley steruly.

Marsh thought he caught a hint of
disappointment in the tone, and it gave
him courage.

But the disappointment, if there was
any, was hidden promptly by the
sneering smile of the secret service
man as he said:

“Why, you surprise me, Mr. Marsh.
Then you don't know Mr. Rhine-
strom?"”

“No, sir,” he faltered.

Bradley merely smiled.

“You've never seen him here, Mr.
Marsh?"

“No, sir,”” reiterated Marsh more
firmly.

Bradley's nest question was still
hurled at the same point.

“Has he ever been at the works, Mr.
Mareh?”

Marsh looked about again wildly.

“I don’t know,” he blurted at last.

“Ah, very interesting,” smiled Brad-
ley.  “You don't know Mr. Rhine-
strom”  You've never seen him?  You
don’t know whether or not he's ever
been at the works”  You've never in-
vented a gun yourself, of course. And
the one thing you do know is that Mr.
Rhinestrom is the inventor of the gun
you are in charge of forging. You are
sure of that, aren’'t you, Mr. Marsh?
Take your time. Don’t be in a hurry
with your answer. All we want is
the truth. Now, you know Mr. Rhine-
strory is the inventor of the gun, don't
youtr”

There was so much satirical con-
tempt in the way the question was
put that the cold sweat broke out on
Marsh. Ile looked helplessly at Pinck-
ney aund in his hard eyes read despera-
tion, but not despair. Pinckney, crook-
ed though he might be, still had all
the courage of the really big villain.
The sight of Lis courage helped Marsh
to falter out his answer.

“Yes, sir.”

The next question was entirely un-
expected.

“What royalty does Rhinestrom re-
celve for the gun, Mr. Marsh*”

There wvas a long pause. Marsh
looked about helplessly. Quite ob-

viously he was going to pieces. Pinck-
ney knew that question must not be
answered. It meant everything. If
Marsh told what he thought the real
royalty might come out and the true
fnoventor, in desperation and anger,
would blurt the truth. It must be
stopped. Pinckney sprang to his feet.

“This 1s ridiculous,” he exclaimed.
“These questions are all silly. What
does Marsh know about all this? How
can Marsh know anything about roy-
alties?”

Bradley turned to the owner of the
works.

“Mr. Durant, will you kindly tell
Marsh what royalty you pay this
Rhinestrom "

The steel man looked puzzled. angry.
He did not understand the drift of the
questioning. He had not the slightest
suspicion that Marsh was the real in-
ventor of the Rhinestrom gun, and so,
quite naturally, he looked on the ques-
tions regarding royalty as entirely un-
necessary prying into a business secret.
For a moment he did not reply, and
Bradley repeated his question. Then
Pinckney broke in angrily.

*“1 thought Mr. Bradley came here
to inquire into the Sommers gun,” he
sneered.

The secret service man kept his tem-
per as he turned to Mr. Durant, to
speak in a tone of polite regret.

J'XYou_invited me here. Mr. Durant,
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to ask such questions as I saw fit to

get at the facts concerning the de- |
. struction of a gun. Do 1 understaud
you refuse to answer the tirst ques- |

tion?"”
Mr. Durant hesitated.

ter.,” he protested at last. *1 see no
bearing in that question on the matter
in hand.”
Bradley shrugged his shoulders.
“I'm sorry,” he said regretfully. *1

ask it only fér Mr. Marsh's informa- |

tion.”
“What has Marsh got to do with

what I pay for patents?’ exclaimed !

Durant angrily.

Bradley, still unrufiled, turned to
Marsh with a smile.

“Suppose you tell him, Marsh,” he
suggested.

“Nothing at all, sir,” the inventor
muttered hastily.

Pinckney would bhave broken in
again, but the detective stopped him
sharply with a gesture.

“Wait! Marsh, can you tell me
straight to my face that it would mean
nothing to you to know that Mr. Du-
rant pays a royalty for the Rhinestrom
gun of a thousand dollars an inch?”

An expression of amazement swept

.over the face of the badgered witness.

*One thousand!” he gasped; then he
stopped short, looking at Pinckney
venomously.  The chief conspirator
caught the look and realized its dan-
ger.

“Marsh won't believe,” he eried has-
tily. But again DBradley cut in, step-
ping between Pinckney and the wit-
ness so that mneither could see the
other.

“Keep qulet, Mr. Pinckney,” he de-
manded sternly. “I can prove what [
say. Now, Marsh, what do you say to
a royalty of a thousand dollars an
fnch?”

The little man was past the stage of
fear now. He saw the whole trick.
He realized how he had been duped.
He had only to tell the truth and ruin
both Pinckney and himself, but then
he hesitated. To tell the truth—what
would that mean? It would mean
state prison possibly and disgrace.
And Marsh was not big enough to take
a great revenge. Finally he looked
down.

“Nothing,” he said at last.

“Nothing!” demanded Bradley.

Asain Mr. Durant interfered.

“Mr. Bradley,” he exclaimed sharp-
Iy, “1 see no reason for your ques-
tions or your attitude. I can't for the
life of me see what you are getting
at.”

“l can,” supplemented Pinckney,
sneering.  “I've had experience with
Mr. Bradley's style of bluff.”

jradley paid no attention to the gen-
eral manager, but turned, speaking to
Mr. Durant, but looking at Marsh.

*I will explain, Mr. Durant. Lieu-
tenant Sommers is an honest man. It
is to him and the girl he loves that Mr.
Pinckney and your wife and I and a
score of others owe our lives. Tomor-
row he is to answer in Washington for
an accident in which two men were
killed and others maimed and crippled
for life. One man is totally blind.”” A
sharp intake of breath and a gasp of
horror from Marsh made him pause,
then repeat over solemnly with em-
phasis: “One forever and ever blind,
a lad of twenty, who must grope his
way through this world to the end of
his way.” Marsh was shuddering now,
for the picture brought up to him that
other lad of twenty, his own son, who
had died blind. With inexorable cool-
ness Bradley continued:

“l know Lieutenant Sommers f{s
blameless in this affair, and I am here
to tind some one to answer the cry of
justice which comes through the tears
and sobs of the mothers, sisters and
sweethearts of those boys. And I'll
find him. Mr. Durant; I'll find him.”

A pitiful picture was Marsh, half
stooped. half crouched, shuddering
with horror at the thought of what he
bad helped to do. Irances saw and
completely gnisunderstood his attitude.
Her eyes filled with tears of sympathy.
She stepped over and put her hand
gently on the arm of the shuddering
man. "

“Mr. Bradley. 1 beg of you not to
question Mr. Marsh any further.” she
pleaded. “I’'m sure if Mr. Marsh knew
anything about the forging he would
tell you. No one knows the horrors of
that accident better than he. No one
could know. Ile had a son who was
blinded in an accident”—

Her voice grew very gentle as she
vontinued: *I was with him at his
hoy's bedside when he died. I know
the anguish that he felt then.” She

let hier arm slip gently around the old
man's shoulder. “And I know if there
was anything to tell he"—

She got no further, for, with a shud-
dering cry of terrible anguish, the
man drew away from her arm.

“Don’t,” he moaned—*doun’t say any
more! I can't stand it. I'm going to
strip my soul naked to God and end
this.”

He stood up straight to face Brad-
ley, no longer the frightened, shud-
dering coward, with a guilty secret,
but a man who had done wrong and
knew it, a repentant sinner eager to
tell all. There was a look not merely
of anguish, but almost of exaltation, on
his face. Pinckney saw it and made
his last desperate appeal.
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“Here, Marsh!™ lie Shouted sharp -,
But the little man was past ms in-

{ fluence now. e facesd tbis former

bully, wide evad, unafraid, desperate.
“If you speak to me again, as there

{is a God above us, 1 will kill you
| where you stand!™ he said in a low
“B $ ivate 'SS mat- | s - %
But this is a private business mat- | tense voice of fury. Then with a

| quick move he reached to hLis pocket,

“You'rcathicf, Pinckney! Do youhear?”
and the watchiers saw the gleam of a
pistol. They did not know the little
man now. e stood straight up, bold,
eager, repeutant.

“Listen,” he said. *“And any oue |

here who values hLis life will let me

alone. I am the inventor of the Rhine- |
strom patent. I know what Mr. Brad- |

ley meant about the royalty. You're a
thief, Pinckney! Do you hear? A
thief! Why don't you speak? Deny
it if you dare, you thief!”

There was a gasp of surprise, of hor-
ror. X

“You told me the royalty was to be
a hundred dJollars an inch. Now 1 find

it's a thousand. ‘That was why the |
patents could not be in my name—you
wanted to steal. And that was why you |

wanted that gun of Sommers’ killed,

go that you could get the government |

to take mine—mine,” he repeated, |

bringing his fist violently against lnsl

chest—"not Rhinestrom’s, but mine!

And you were to get nine times :l:?
much as me. You told me to furgcl

that gun before Sommers came. You |
got Smith drunk and put him in |
charge of that tempering bath—you! |
And you know it—and 1 was a party |
to it. 1 stood for it. I saw the rotten

work was done. And I waited, day

after day, night after night—sleepless,

afraid, 1 waited. And one day in a |
whisper through the works the news |
came. How do you think 1 felt since |
then? 1 am a murderer, and so are |
you! And you mot only have that on ;

your soul, but you would disgrace an-
other man. 'The dead are enough for |

me.” His face took on a look of aw-

ful, supernatural fear as he went on.
“They whispered to me in the night,
and the sightless eyes of the lad, blind-

ed., blink at me through the darkness. 1

And it's the face of my boy with sight-

less eyes accusing me. I won't stand |

it, I tell you. I'm going with my soul
naked to the lash before my God and
cry for pity and forgiveness.”

Amazed, horror stricken. finally dum- |
founded, the listeners had huung spell-
bound through the terrible confession.
When it was finished for one moment |

no one moved. Then Marsh, with a ;
little, gasping catch in his throat, turn- '
ed and walked quickly out of the of- |
fice, and as he went through the door ;

they saw a gleam of his revolver. The

door closed, and Bradley. the first to |
recover, sprang toward it, but even |
the quick secret service man was too |
late. He jerked open the door. There |

came a sharp report. DBradley stepped
back inside and closed the door.

“Ile’s gone,” he said.

Next Pinckney, as oue coming out
of a daze, looked up, and the secret
service man touched him sharply on
the arm. Those curiously shrewd, hard
eyves were looking into the eyes of the
general manager, and in that look
Pinckney read that the game was up.

“WIll you come with me, Mr. Pinck-
ney?"  DBradley's voice was courteous,
polite and cold and hard as steel. *I
hope you won't make any trouble. 1
dou't care to walk you out handcuffed
before the men.”

The chief conspirator, cool to the |
last, nodded.

“1I'l come.” he said curtly. ’l‘bt'u,
accompanied by Bradley aund followed
by Mr. Durant, be walked out coolly
to the door through which Marsh had
gone to death.

The stenographer already had taken
her departure. Sommers and I'rances
were alone.

“My own!" he whispered.

The girl's arms slipped up about his
aeck naturally.

“Let us go away,” she murwmured.
“Take me home.”

* THE END.
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Olympia Malt Extract

Af .pure non-intoxicating extract of barley-malt and hops.
in extract and lower in alcoholic content than any other malt
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