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the latter more uncomfortable. The
g8irl came to the rescue again.

“The superintendent said we were to
tell you all about it, more fully than we
told him over the telephone,” said she,
regarding with some doubt the puzzled
face before her. “I suppose that
what you want now. Well, it was sim-
ply this. Last night we went to the
dance at the country club and T worc
it there, you know. When we got
home I was too tired to return it to the
safe, so 1 just left it on my bureau till
this morning. It was 'there when T
&raro.'ﬂ but T was a little late for break-
ast ey

1s

“You always are,” said the brother,
cheerfully.

“——and I did not have time to put it
away then, so I slipped it into one of
the drawers and went down stairs.
That is the whole =story.

And now,

who do you suppose took i
The unwilling audience heaved :
of relief. All through the brief 1
he ,had been ready to take to his heels:
it wa= a thing indeed to stand here
and listen to a story net intended for
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hing stolen, and there was no particu-
lay in his knowing it. He felt
A trifie less than contemprtible. But as
to who bad taken it—whatsoever “it”
the missing article might be—he could,
of course, offer - not the siightest ex-
planation. 1If they had told him what
“it” was—Dbutl they had studiously re
frain®d from doing that; and all he
knew was that it was something that
a voung woman could wear to a dance
and that would fit into a burcau draw-
er, which was not sufficient informa-
tiop to warrant a professional opinion.
Berrien suspected that he looking
more foolish than ever he
had not the slightest idea what a genu-
ine sleuth would do under the
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hande, there was no clew here. With
more } e he followed his guides up

the stairs
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An active man might climb to

at veranda roof by the help of one
of the supporting pillars, and once
there, what was to prevent from
walking into the room th: the
low- window and taking whatever he
wanted. This could easily ve been
done: while the family was
fact. Another and more cars
along the roof, and behold!
clear marks of ‘large boots on the
dusty tin. Berrien’'s triumph was
complete,

“Whe do you think now asked
Miss Be e.

“I think that the thief climbed to the
roof and made his way into the room
through the window. Note the foot-

marks in evidence; they werse
some one.”
“They

serenely.,

made by

certainly were,” =aid t}

“By the tinsmlith vesterday
afternoon. I wouldn't waste much
time on him if I you."” And he
grinned provokingl: Berrien's com-
plete discomfiture.

“You cannot think anyvthing else?”
asked the girl, eagerly, but not kind-
lv. It was evident that the lost article
wWas ox ngly dear to nat
ceedingly anxious re-

e boy,

wete

at

of

her ar

But Berrien could think of nothing

else And his abortive triumph being
over, ie was once more anxious only to
escape He would go straight back to
the . hotel; he would pack- his effects:;
he wotld board the first train that left

¢ Mountainville depot. without both-
ering to question whither it was bound.
He mumbled something about thinking
it over and led the way down the
stairs and out across the lawn.

“I kKnew you would say that,” said
Miss Beatrice, “That is the way they
alway do—in books. T am sure you
know what to do. And I do hope you
" get it back; it was the last thing

papa gave me. 1 am gure you

"on  must emarked the young

gentiema When you do 1 will add

a mgdred dollars to the reward.

Meanw! take thi And he thrust

into Berrien's ‘outraged but helpless
hand a new five Jdollar biill.

“It is luncheo time, too addea
Miss Beatrice, thoughtfully. “Go
around 1o the back of the house and

tell Mrs, Briggs to give vou something

to eat. And be sure to advise us just
as soon as You have any clew.”
Berrien agreed to fulfill the Iatter

obligation, but declined the thoughtful
invitation to lunchieon. He turned
away in the direction of the lane which
had led him Into all this trouble, when
the boy stopp#d him

“By the way, I recall now where [
have heard your mname,” he =aid.
“Don’t you remember, Betty? It's
General Townsend's nephew, He's a
reporter or story writer or some old
thing. I suppose you are not he?’ he

added, facetiously.

“That is who T am,” replied Berrien,
gravely. And they all laughed at the
preposterous. idea.

“Oh, just imagine!” cried Beatrice.
“Dear. dignified General Townsend!”
And she and her brother laughed some
more. “But I never knew detectives
were so jolly,” she continued. “Those
in the books are so dreadfully serious.
But you are very nice for a de-
tective.”

Berrien resumed his jourhey in a
strange frame of mind. He made no
gttempt to conceal from his conscience
<hat he ~ad acted a dishonorable if an
involuntary part. And being burdened
with a sensitive nature, he could not
fail to regard himself with.a certain
contempt. But he still retained some
little of that ,interest which we feel
for things myc‘erlous, as well as a less
logical regard fer the young woman
who had drawn him so neatly into the
net, though this was by no means clear
in his mind. Sp, as he trudged along,
he told himself that he need not be in
such a particular hurry, to leave this
exceedingly pleasant Mountainville aft-
er all Where else were such blue
skies, such green hills, such merry
brooks? IHe noted even that the dust
of the road was mot disagreeable as
he had thought it an hour ago.
Wouldn't he be back in the dingy city
digging short -stories out of his over-

worked imagination soon enough any-
way? Well, then, why hurry away?

Besides, there was another aspect.
Why could not he do this work as.well
as a professional sleuthi? There was
Poe, who was only' a literary man like
himself. What Poe could do why not
Berrien? Wiy not, indeed? he asked
himself as he waiked into the corridor
of the hotel. And so, since a man who
battles with his conscience always
comes forth . victorious, our friend's
trunk remained unpacked that day.

It was still unpacked the next maorn-
ing. Berrlen had thought over the-
case during the afternoon and evening;
he had dreamed about it through the"
night.  All of which mental energy
produced no result, much to the young
man’s surprise. But he was not en-
tirely discouraged. Possibly he had
not examined the premises with suffi-
cient care, or had not listened closely
enough to Miss \Witherton's stéry. For
instance, it would help considerably if
he cauld learn precisely what it was
he was expected to find, His data were .
not complete, he believed. &

This was a logical excuse. So im-
mediately after breakfast he set off
down the dusty road which led to the

seductive lane and_ the gray stone
villa at the end of it.
Miss Beatrice and - the insufferable

brother were again on the tennis court.
The wmorning zephyr toved with the
girl's hair and her cheeks were flushed
from the exercise, and Berrien counld
not be sorry that he had won that
argument with his consclence. She
dropped her racket and sat down om
the veranda steps, and the amateur
detective sat himself at her feet.

“Have you any clew?’ was of course
the first question.

“No-o0, not vet, In fact, it
zling case. a very puzzling case,
deed, Miss Witherton.”

“Really? Well, T have a clew,” re-
torted the girl with splendid enthusi-
asm. *I told you T could help you. It
is just this. Will had one of his friends
here, and he left yesterday morning
immediately aftér breakfast. You must
note that he remained in front of the
house for some minutes while Will
went around to the stable to hurry the
carriage. Now, why could he not have
ciimbed up to my room and . down
again, as you suggested vesterday, be-
fore Will got back?”

“Why noi?” echoed the detective, and
added as an afterthought, “Heave you
reason to believe that this bov would
have any particular use for—it?”

“Why., no. What use could he him-
self have for it? But he could sell it,
ouldn’t he?” Jemanded the girl, re-
ing the detective suspiciously.
“Why do vou ask such -foolish ques-
tions?”

Berrien accepted the reproof meekly,
as he was compelled to do, only ven-
turing to ask who this suspect might
be. And immediately he heard the
name he sank back appalled. For the
name belonged to a man who owned
half the country, and the suspect was
would be unapt

is a puz-
in-

s son! And the son

to steal from his friend’s house what
he could bhuy every day in the year,
no 'matter what It was. This was

treading on dangerous ground and was

ery foolish besides. And Berrien ex-
pressed his thoughts to the girl with-
out any trace of his usual hesitation
and wa compelled to smile at the

thought of old Golden’s son climbing a
veranda pillar to effect a second story
lareq

T mile Miss Beatrice took as a
sneer and the rebuke as—a rebuke, and
was not pleased with either. A light
phacton had been waiting before the
door for some minutes. She climbed
into this without deigning a word in
reply. One glance only sheé bestowed
pon the crestfallen detective, and that
was surcharged with scorn. As he
watched her drive off down the gravel
road it dawned upon him that his task
was a thankless one: his best efforts
w d go unnoticed unless they brought

success—and what chance was there of
that?

The voung man walked back towadrd
the village somewhat wearily. Out on
the main road a slovemnly individual
was trudging along through the dust
in the same direction. The fellow was
inclined to be sociable, =aid it was a
pleasant day and asked for some top-
ographical information, to which Ber-
rien replied churlishly and inaudibly
and hurried on. He was not in a so-
ciable humor; 1| forgot the episode
immediately,

But the siovenly gentleman did not
forget, it appeaved, Berrien,. strolling
about the village streets that evening,
met him. again and could not help
noting the Keen glgnce.that sliot from
the lazy eyves, TFurthermore, the man
had bheen to the' hotel during his ab-
sence.and had made certain particular’
inquiries at the desk concerning one
of the guests whp answered clozely to
Mr. Berrien's description. He would
like to know how long the said gen-
tleman had been there, whether he
had been often away from the house
during the sojourn, where he' had
heen and many other things which
were none of his business. All this
Berrien learned from the hotel clerk
when he returned, and being in a
pleasanter mood by “this time, was
really flattered and amused by the
fellow’s attention,

The next morning brought the u;«ual
perplexity to the yvoung man. He was
becoming accustomed to this =state of
mind by this time, and for himseilf
was not greatly worried thereby. But
tne experience of the preceding morn-
ing made him doubt his welcome on
the Witherton estate unlets he .came
with results for inspection. And re-
sults he had none to offer. Could he
but think of some plausgible - theory!
Was his imagination, dead? What
could serve as his excuse today? He
searchied for it through the morning
and through the afternoon and found
it not: and when the sun was low he
went without it.

Miss Beatrice was again on the ver-
anda, And Berrien again sat himselfl

e

at her feet. The girl was dressed in
no tennis costume now, and Berrien,
whose tastes were not athietic, was

charmed with the change. And he knew
instinctively that the change was not
in the gown alone; she might romp
with the boys in the morning, but
he knew she would not be less quick
1o feel the spell of the summer twi-
light. e

Far away the last sunlight lay on
the mountain tops. g The tiny string of
river grew dull and gray. A light mist
spread low down over the lawns and
the woods. Crickets and katydids
joined in their evening chorus; other-
wise the world was solemnly still.

“Have you—lave you discovered any-
thing?’ asked Beatrice, in a low voice.

*No-0." =aid the man, “I have mnot.
No-o. I am sorry--but does it matter
much at & time like this? Look at the
light on those mountain tops and the
purple shade below; and the river, and
the evening star. Isn't it beautiful—
beautiful?” " £ ;

“Yes,” said the girl, dreamily. o |
have sat and watched it a thousand
times, and have never grown. tirgd’of
it; and have always felt the same’—

“Of course,” said thie man. *“Who has'
not?” .

“Yes, but vou, a police—] should say
a detective, aren’t you rather. strange"”—

»

She did not finish, and Berrien had co

nothing to say. The two sat In silence
for many minutes. The ‘light faded
from the far peaks, and the world grew
very gray. A servant lit a lamp in the
room behind them. '“It is rather cool
out here,” said Beatrice with a slight
start. -“Won't you com‘o»in‘—-mt‘u—j
- 2 i
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1 mean-——TI suppose you will have to s

And Berrien, who knew that it was
not at all coal., supposed he would.

It was growtg bladk in the laue, but
Berrien stumbled along without much
regard to the way of his feet. Ther
was an indesgcribable exhilaration in
his heart which left him little care for
real 1ZS. Onee, however, he was
sure he saw a shadowy forn
of him down the Jawne: but it was \
a shadow, and he did not care, ut
out on the main road, where the gloom
was not as yet so deep, he sawtit was
2 man who marched ahead of him, and
the slovenly gentleman at that. SO
the =slovenly gentleman had heen up
the lane! Immediately Berrvien's mind

returned to its everydayw. balance.

So the slovenly gende‘man had been
up the lane!  Now,. .t wasi a place
where no one would he thaf Wbur of
the day who had not particular busi-
ness there, What regsen or right
could the slovenly.gentleman have for
walking titer~? -No honest one, gurely.
Here gt last was something suspicious;
here was a suspicious character. And
as in all Mountainville and its neigh-
boring country Berrien had found none
otheér such, could far wrong in
supposing that this one suspicious
character was the thief for whom he
was supposed tuv be searching?

A few minutes before he had felt a
great kindness toward all the world: it

e

was now all centered in the man
shufiling along before him in the twi-
light. I{e felt grateful to him; he was
sorry for his churlish bLehavior of the
day before. He hurried his steps and
caught up to him: he walked beside
him and talked of the pleasant g¢ven-

ing and the beautiful country. The
dim light of the little roadhouse tinted
the darkness: he asked him in to
drink. -

He was a sullen fellow, this slovenly
gentleman. He might have feared that
Berrien would empty a vial of poison
into his glass, so intently did he watch
his_eyery movement.  The young man
noted this, but was not to be hafled by
such boorisliness. He put his hand into
his pecket hy chance and fejt there
the crisp new bhill which young Mr.
Witherton had.given him his first dav
on the case. In an instant he had
pressed it into the hand of the sloven-
ly gentleman, with the kind sugges-
tion that he expend it for cigars. The
man seemed embarrassed and Berrienp
walked across the room, where were
some matches, to light his own cigar.

And lo! when he turned around the
man had vanished like a figure in a
dream.

Mine host of the tavern declared lre
had walked out of the door, but Ber-
rien was not prepared to accept such
a matter of fact explanation, At any
rate, he was disappointed. He had in-
tended to follow this man back to the

village, to discover his lodging place,
to track his movements till he sheuld
again discover him in some suspicious
position. Then he would confront him
and proclaim him the thief. And with
such a triumph as this he might hope
to resume his true character with some

possibility of forgiveness from Miss
Beatrice.
It was still possible that he might

overtake the fellow on his way back
to the village. He started in hot haste
and continued walking at his best
speed, but no slovenly gentleman! The
remainder of the evening passed away
in an unrewarded search for the fugi-
tive. The detective, abandoning the
hunt at a late hour, returned to the
hotel disappointed and tired out, and
by no means grateful to the slovenly
gentleman or any one else,

Berrien awoke the next morning
with the feeling that his days of theo-
rizing were past and that today he
must work. He was sorry; he did not
feel like doing work. He would have
been glad to g0 to the ‘Witherton
home in the unostentatious character
of a summer vacationist. But that, of
course, was out of the question. He
would have been glad enough, in his
role of ‘detective, to find a welcome
similar to}‘that of the evening before.
But he suspected that that was out of

the question, too. Could he tell Miss
Witherton in  the morning  sunlight
that it was  of ‘ small conseqience

whether her ‘stolen article was recov-
ered or not? Hardly. the morning
sunlight was s0 unsentimental.

Well, there was the slovenly gentle-.

man theory to work on. If he had
been loitering about the house the day
before why should he not do so_again
today? Why .not, indeed? Berrien
nceived an idea, and it was the more
welcome because it was the only one
of -its kind that would shapé itself in
his head. He'could conceal himself be-
hind some bushes at the edge of the
clearing, and if the man came up the
lane he would see him without being
|§en;:then‘he;wonldc find out what he

3
/
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Wwas doing there, and then would come

the grand clmax as he had imagined
it last night.
» the detective breakfasted in some

e and started’ off in Dblithe spirits.
'here wa it is true, a letter from 3
uncle, the general, which was sugz
tive of trouble to come. The old
tleman would arrive in Mountainvi
that afternoon. and would stop with
sonme friends over Sunday. He would

ip his nephew 3 the hotel [ as

after his arri possible. The
nephew trusted sincerely that > he
,would be through with present
yefore that timne whd that

i would ever trauspi to
his pompous ol el acy
with it.  But all tbis he forgot
1Meared his destination.

He.walked up the familiar lane, and
as he had planned took his station be-
hind a thic lump of b es, whieh
zave him a view some « nee down
tim lane itself as well as over the lawn
and ‘driveway and the front of the
broad gray house. He could not haye
found a better point of observation.

and he congratulated himself upon his
idea. He settled himself to wail.

It was easy enough and comfortable
enough at first: but as the early hours
wore away his patience went with them
and no slovenly gentleman appeared.
Could the fellow disappoint him after
he had planned everything so neatly?
He could not believe this, though it
did dawn upon him that he had made
the plans without considering at qall
those of his adversary.

He amused hims
house. He saw Beatrice and the in-
sufferable brother. He saw the girl
glance several times in the direction of
the lane and wondered what she could
be examining in that quarter. The
morning tennis was ended and Berrien,
looking at his wateh, saw that it was

watching the

past noon. Bealrice and the boy dis-
appeared into the house, presumably
for luncheon. Rerrien was sorry he

had breakfasted in such needless haste.
There ‘was a handful of wild black-
berries on a4 nearby. bush: he ate these.

It had become meonotonous by this
time. It became well nigh unbearable
as the afternoon wore on. But he
would stay right there till night if
necessary. He was privileged to resign
the task and retreat to the hotel when-
soever he pleased, but he did not please
to retreat. As for advancing upon the

house and Miss Beatrice, that could
not be done till he had something to
show—till he had found the slovenly
gentleman, in fact, So the afternoon
went,

He saw Mr. Will drive off alone in &
lightt carriage. He saw Beatrice re-
ceive some gird friends on the veranda:

they, too, drove away at last, and the
girl, with another glance toward the
lane, again went inside. And Berrien
saw no more of any of them. The sun
was very low now; it was time for din-
ner; it would soon dark. The de-
tective began to lose his determina-
tion, as a man will who is tired and
hungry. He was Dbeaten again, as
usual: he was always being beaten, he
told himself, and the only thing to do
was to give it up and go back to the
hotel and to New York, where Miss
Witherton would never hear of him
again.

But what was. this? There was a
rustling of the underbrush and a man
moved through the bushes not ten feet
from him. At was the slovenly gentle-
man, and he was throwing his whole
heart and soul into tha process of
cursing some one, And so like were
the words of this excoriation to those
in Berrien's own mind that he under-
stood intuitively that the fellow must
have had a day’s experience similar to
his own. Ile too had been waiting be-
hind a bush for some one-—an associate
in crime, presumably. The hour had
come,

He ceuld have treated the gentleman
courteously in the morning and even
with some civility in the afternoon,
but that was over now. He had been
kept waiting unreasonably long: he
wonld drag him before Miss Wither-
ton with as little pity as the Caesars
led their captives at their chariot
whecls down the Appian way. ife
sprang from his cover and grasped the
slovenly one by the back of the neck.

And ‘then there was surprise for
Berrien. The man had impressed him
as a remnant, slightly gamaged by fire
or water. He was quickly - disillu-
sioned. With an agile twist the cap-
tive wrenched himself free and turned
upon his nonplused captor. And as
the, thought of a struggle had never
entered the latter’s head, he was at a
loss to decide what to do. ’

He was strong: enough -muscularly.
But the same lack of training which
had placed him at a disadvantage on

he

SLOVENIY

the echivalric warning, “on guard!” it
might still have been the worse for
the i¥ gentieman. But he did
no such thing. in an instant Berrien
felt hims struggling in the embrace
of =a arms that possessed the
sinuous aet ty of the eel and the
ten: of the octopus. In another

il

nis of cold steel join-
ing ! gether. In yet an-
other instant he was looking into the
barrel of big revolver; and the man

-

was dr 1z him across the lawn to-
ward the house handcuffed and help-
less,

The struzgle. brief -as it was, had
gtill bean attended with sufficient noi

to brinz the peuple scurrying frem the
mansion like so many bees from a brok-

en | confused and frightened.
Arot the corner from the rear of the
house ran the servants; and not less
quickiy their voung mistress emerged
from the front dJdoor to the veranda.
And all of this andience watched the
slovenly gentleman drag the nonplused

Berricn across the lawn to the front of

the house.

Onee there the gentleman removed
his "clutcheés from his prisoner and
stepped backward into a herele pose,
still keeping the revolver accurately

leveled, however. He wiped the perspi-
ration from his forehead with a flourish.
“I guess we've got the man, miss,” he
said to Beatrice.

“What do youn mean?”
girl, gazing from captor to captive
utter perplexity. But there was no
hesitation in her manner as she stepped
squarely between Berrien and the lev-
cled weapon. “What do you mean?
What are you doing here?” she con-
tinued, indignantly, pointing a scorn-
ful finger at the slovenly gentleman.
“What do yota mean by acting like this?
Who are vou, anvwa -

“Merely the detective you engaged on
the case,” was the serene answer. FHe
fumbled through his pockets with his
disengaged: left hand and drew forth
a nickel badge, at which the lads re-
fused to look.

demanded the

“You arc an impostor—+a vile im-
postor,”. she cried. . “Ypu have stolen
that hadge, I presume. Mr. Berrien is

the detective. I want you to take these
things off of his wrists and to put away
that pistol and to leave these grounds
immediately or I'll. telephone to the
village for the coroner—I mean the
constable—and have you arrested.”

“A woman's intuition, oh, yes,” said
fhe man with a sardonic grin. “What
fine discriminatin’ taste you've got,
miss. You seem to think a lot of the
gentleman. Don't you know that he's
the chap stole your necklace?”

“Was it necklace?’ cried Berrien,
iin his interest at the dlsclosure forget-
ting the humiliailon eof his pesition.
“Was it really a necklace, then?”’ Im-
mediately the amazement on the girl's
face recalléd him to his surroundings.

“Was it a necklace?” repeated
Beatrice. “Do you actually mean that
vou did not know what it was? Then
vou Aren't you really the de-
tective, after all?”

“pidn't I tell you I was not? But be-
lteve me, Miss Witherton, ‘I am not
the. thief, either.”

“Of course not,” sald the detective—
the real detective—with another tan-
talizing grin. “Of course you ain't,
young -man, You're above suspicion,
are you?' He turned more politely to
the young woman. “No wonder he's
fooled you, he's a good one. He stops
at the best hotel in the place, and plays
the gentleman mighty fine. He's fooled
everybody but me. I don't know just
exactly how he managed to get hold of
that necklace, but he .got it all right.
Then he comes to you and palms him-
sell off for a detective, and hangs

around here to se~ what else he caw’

get. Haven't missed anything, have
you? Oh, yes, he's a slick one. Caught
on to me as soon as he saw me; tried
to bribe me with a five dollar bill, but
that didn't go with me. We'll step in
to the light and see what we ecan find
on him. Here, you, come along.”

And Berrien, still unable to say a
word in self-defense, felt himself
grabbed none too gently by the arm
aind led ont of the gathering darkness
into the illuminated library.

“But he didn't” began Beatrice.

“Yes. yes, miss; I know:(hes-a good
‘one. TRut he's the man. - Why, We's the

only suspiclous person in _the . whole
piace,  He couldn’t fool 'rte. You just
leave it to me, and I'll find out what
he's done with it. Never ‘femr, we'll
get it back for you." P B

And th= sleuth, stopping another ex-
postulation from the girl, fixed ‘his eye

sternly upon his captive and moistened *

‘his'lips. But the inguisition was halted
ere it begam. A
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step on the veranda and a measured,

dignified tramp, and e them
both. Young Mr. Wit Gen-
eral Townsend came into the hall, and
both paused in amazement at the
threshold of the room.

“In the name of creation what is it
all about, George?” demanded the gen-
eral.

“It's—it's all about a necklace some
one stole from Miss Witherton's room,
I Dbelieve.” said Berrien, ruefully
“When I first came here they thought
I was the detective come to look. for
it; now the detective has come, and he
thinks I am the thief: and what think
I—¥ don't know—1 don't p

There was somet!

ness and of bitte
situation was bey
serious, The general
the detective wit

rnes

ey ond

revolver
and

tg the prisoner with his handeunffs
d?sr»*put:\hlo appearance He sank
down in a chair and laughed and
laughed. as only a dignified man can
langh when he forgets to be dignified.
And Mr. William brayed upreariously.
Bealrice laughed, t¢ a trifle -
vously. And the o r Berrien
to do was teo X thout
much mirti. alone re-
mained unmoved.

“I hate to interrupt y« leasure,
said Berrien with ratl sarcasm,
“but when you finish will you
be kind enough to tell the fellow I am
not a thief?”

“Yes, George. It t: s time to recover
fro a joke like th put
away your reveiver gen-
tleman is my nephew, t! r pot
claink any great pride t! relation-
ship at present. But any rate, he
did not steal the nec

“No? Well, then,

“That is just it,” witered Beatrice.
“That is just what T tried to teli "
and you wouldn't le No one e

it. 1 found it oenly ternoon. ou
see, [ could not have put it in e draw-
er- 1 thought I put it in: T found it by
chance in another one I—1I don't see
hoavi it -happened;, I'm su

Anud she unciasped from about her
neck. & string of pearis with a heaut 1
diamond pendant 2 nded it to the
detective. He was « rassed; he was
not inclined to lose sward and his
prisoner so easily. But when a refer-

ence to his note book had made it plain
that this was beyond doubt the article
he was detailed to recover, he yielded
ungracefuily,

The handeuffs the
volver disappearcd and the dete
himself departed, mumbling somse

re-

€a

about a funny mistake all around, the
first he had ever made. in fact T

general neglected not opoortunfty
to delivey a briefl =« on the fool-
fshness of pla edged tools,
then be, too, ! Mr. Will, left
the room (o pay is awanects to Mrs,
Witherton., Beatrice nd  Berrvien re-

mained glone

The girl he pearls of her
necklaece. She ave heen coun
ing them, hHhut en Knew she was
not. He roted anxiousl gueer little
twitch at the corner of her mouth; he
thought it represented a just ange:

But he was wrong; i§ was mirth. She
dropped into a chair, even as the gen-
eral had done, and laughed as heartfly,
but more musically and with less jar to
the young man's seasitiveness,

“But it is not thing to
I am sure,” she deciared earnestly when
her mirth was done. “Why did you
say you were a detective and decelve
us so in every way? I never should
have thought it of you. How could you
do it™

“T didn’t. I told you
vou laughed in deri 1. which was un-
kind. And your brother hullied me, and'
you bullied me, continually. And you
sent me to eat withh your servants. Was
that courteous?" asikked the man with
Napoleonic strategy. “Besides, you
must remember I should have found the
necklace if it had really been stolen.”

“If you had first found out what you
bad to find. Oh, yes, you were vesy
clever, Mr. Berrien,” was the retorl
But there was not too much resent-
ment in it

“You said I was very nice.” he urged.

“Ye-es—for a detectivxe.”

And Beatrice walked to the window
and studied the outlines of the hills.
.Berrien followed. her across the room:.
His hour had surely come. As a logiclan,-
at least, he was neot lacking in seilf-
confidence.” It was fer him to demeon-
strate'that a man, “nice™in an assumed
role, must'be “niee’ alse in his true
‘character. He could do it, if only the
argument were an impersonal one and
if only the judge were not possessed $
such’'arbitrary pewers. "

He reached down and took the neck-

a

laugh at,

who T was, and

carriage ‘rattled over rlace’ and the hand that held it ama

thig very spot the day: of his first visit  the gravel and stopped before the door. kept both. - Man and maid gazed out

served him the same turn

now. If the

B

' the Berrien
slovenly gentleman bad accorded him voic

1
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e ieard: a high pitched young .upon the wonderful starlit world about
.and & deep bass old one, a ljght —and'the argument was never made.



