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IV (Continued)

"Neither of the servants slept in the

hou*e. The maid came every morning

about 8 o'clock, cot breakfast, straight-

ened up tne house, got lunch and went

home about 1 o'clock. She did not

come back; Mrs. Ford got her dinner
at a restaurant. The coachman lived
over a stable In the rear of the prem-

ises. According to the maid, he hard
no key to the house and came to it

only in the forenoons, when the maid
was present. If Mrs. Ford wanted him

later she called him up on a private

phone. That's the maids story, you

know. Of course, she can't be certain

that Carroll didn't have a key to the

house. The chances are that he had.
"Matilda came this morning as usual,

entered with the passkey, went to the
kitchen to prepare breakfast. Later

she went to call her mistress and
found her stabbed to death. She had

been dead some time; just how long

the doctors haven't decided vat; there

were evidence* of a desperate struggle.

The house had been literally torn to

piece*; all the bureau and closet
drawers had been pulled out and their

contents dumped upon the floor; trunks
and boxes had been unlocked or burst
open and ransacked; the beds and pil-
low* had been ripped open, and the
very picture* on the walls were torn

down and cut to pieces. Evidently the
murd«rer, whoever he was, was search-
ing for something that he supposed was
hidden In the house, and in view of this

letter of yours it isn't hard to guess
what it was. Whether he found it or

not nobody can tell. The maid says

that nothing seems to be missing, but

of course if the murderer was searcn-
ing for a paper or something like that

he might have got It without her
knowing anything about It."

Do you think he got it?" Miss May-

nard leaned forward with clasped

hands. "Oh!" she cried. "I don't want
to be unchristian and think only of
the money when that poor woman is
lying dead. But it's hard to think that
father and I have lost oilr chance to
get back our fortune.'

Wadsworth shrugged his shoulders
"As for the woman." he said slowly.

? 1 don't think that you need waste «ny
sympathy on her. She was a self-
confessed thief, who appealed to your
father only because *he feared that

without his aid she would lose her
booty. I take it that the danger *he
feared was from her husband's accom-
plices; the chances are the scoundrel
robbed his fellow scoundrels, and they

were after him. Altogether, she seems
to have been part of a bunch that the

world can very well do without."
Miss Maynard'* face showed her dis-

tress, but she evidently found no argu-

ment to offer in opposition to the re-
porter's words.

Wadsworth went on. "As for the
treasure," he said, regretfully, "I'm
afraid that the chance of ever finding

It Is slim. I hate to say so"?in truth,
Wadsworth's heart did ache a* h*
looked into the pretty, disappointed
face before him?"l hate to say *o, but

I'm afraid it's true. Not that I think
th* murderer got the clue. I don't
thlhk he did."

Miss Maynard clasped her hands.
"Then?"

"No! I don't think he did," inter-
rupted the reporter. "The extraordi-
nary way in which he ransacked the
honse shows that he had no idea where
to look for it. If he found it at all,
he did so only after absolutely tre-
mendous exertions. You can't Imagine

how he tore things to pieces. Of
course, he might have forced the old
woman to tell him, but he doesn't seem
to have done so. It's hardly probable
that he could have held her prisoner

while he ransacked the house and then
have murdered her in cold blood after
making her telL Besides, you know
she says in her letter that she herself
Is uncertain. Perhaps that assertion
Isn't worth much, but, taken with the
rest of the circumstances, it counts for
something."

The reporter had been sitting on the
edge of his chair as he spoke. He
knew, none better, that he ought to be
about his business, and that every mo-
ment he delayed in getting to work on
me case made It that much harder to
? &!ve. But he found it very pleasant
to sit and talk It over with this bright
eyed girl, and he salved his conscience
with the reflection that after all there
would be comparatively little to do un-
til the coachman was caught.

But now he rose. "I must go," he de-
clared, regretfully. "That letter has
given me the basis of an extraordinary
story, and I must get to work on it.
I'll call later with the news, if you'll
permit me."

Miss Maynard rose uncertainly.
"Please do," she faltered. "But?but?
has my name got to be In the papers?"

Wadsworth did not hesitate. "Not
If Ican help It," he declared, positively.
"Certainly it won't be in them at pres-
ent, and probably it never will be?not
without your full and specific consent,
anyway. At the same time, this thing is
serious. It's murder, you know. Cir-
cumstances may come up that will
make It necessary for you to tel your
story. In that case?"

"In that case, of course, I shall do
what Is right. But until then?"

"Until then you may rest easy. If
Carroll Is caught soon, the whole thing
may be explained without reference to
you or the treasure. By the way, If
you don't mind waiting a moment. Ican
call up the police headquarters and
learn whether he has been caught.
Will you wait?"

"Of course:"
Wadsworth ran down to the public

telephone on the lower floor and rang
up headquarters. Ten minutes later
he was back in the parlor. He was
breathing hard. When she saw hi"m
Miss Maynard rose quickly to her feet.

"Have they caught him?" she gasped.
"Caught him? No, they've let him

go: But they've proved his innocence."
"His innocence. But?"
"Proved it incontestably! His alibf Is

perfect. He was arrested at 7 o'clock
la*;t night, charged with disorderly
conduct and was locked up at the
eighth precinct until this morning,
when he was taken to court, fined and
re.eased. At ? o'clock last night Mrs.
Ford was eating her dinner at her
tegular restaurant. The identifications
are perfect and absolutely incontest-
able."

"But?but doesn't he offer any ex-
planation?"

Wadsworth laughed. "Nobody's been
able to ask him yet." he replied. "You
see, he was let go before it was known
that he was wanted. Probably he's on
his way to the Ford house now, and I
must hustle out there and see him.

/Good by. I'll keep yqu informed."
The girl gave htm her hand. "Good

by, Mr. Wadsworth," she said, "and
thank you. It would have been dread-
ful if I had gone to Mrs. Ford's alone
and blundered into this terrible affair.
I'm so glad I asked you to call in-
stead."

"Are you?" The reporter looked at
her eagerly?so eagerly that a faint
tinge of color stained her already iosj

cheeks. "Are you? Well. Don't you

know that I'm rather glad, too." H*
laughed happily, but after a moment's
hesitation Miss Maynard chimed in.

They seemed to find life wonderfully

interesting and amusing, those two.

V

Fred Carroll, the missing coachman,

did not retufn to the Ford house. He
did not return anywhere. When he paid

his fine and walked out of the police
courtroom he vanished. A newsboy

swore later that he had sold an even-

ing paper, an extra, with an account of
the Ford case, to a man answering his
description who came out of the court-

room about 11 o'clock on the day of the
murder, but after this, however, no one
had noticed him.

In view of his perfect alibi, no one
except Wadsworth was much concerned
about him, though some wonder was
expressed that he should have wanted
to disappear or that he could have dis-
appeared if he wanted to, for the after-
noon papers were filled with descrip-

tions of his peculiar personality. But
as it seemed obvious that he could
know nothing of the murder, interest
in him soon lapsed. Wadsworth alone

endeavored to trace him down.
The task, however, was difficult. Ac-

cording to the maid, he had been in
Mrs. Ford's employ for only about three
months, during which time he had at-

tended strictly to his own business. He
seemed to have hatl no associates and to
be known by nobody. He had always
behaved well, and the maid had no rea-
son to suppose that he drank. The dis-
orderly conduct for which he had been
arrested had consisted, it appeared In
his participating in a street fight. The
policeman who arrested him had gotten

to the scene just in time to see the
other man running away, and to pre-
vent Carroll, who seemed beside him-
self with rage, from following him. In
court the coachman had offered no ex-
cuse and had paid his fine without pro-
test. The officer described the other
man as a "dago" of some sort?whether
Spanish, Italian, Greek, or of some
other nationality, he could not say. To
Wadsworth it seemed at least possible
that this other man might have been
one of Mrs. Ford's "enemies"' and that
Carroll might have been an accomplice.
But he could not prove it.

Wadsworth passed two days in run-
ning down clews as to the whereabouts
of the coachman: then on the morning
of the third day. he went out to the
Ford house to make a fresh search of
the premises.

The policeman at the door welcomed
him with a grin. "Bure. it's just too
late you are, Mr. Wadsworth. sor," he
said. "The young lady's gone."

frowned. Could Bessie
Maynard have gone to the house after
all. He hoped not. "What young lady,
Mullan?" he asked.

"A very pretty young lady. Indade.
sor. Miss Arabella Ford, her name is.
She's niece to Mrs. Ford. She was here
for half an hour and more. If you had
been on the Job, It's the fine scoop you'd
have had. Now I misdoubt the other
boy* will get it."

"Mrs. Ford's niece!" Wadsworth
stared. This was the first time he had
heard about a niece or any other rela-
tive at all of Mrs. Ford. Perhaps this
was the beginning of important devel-
opment*. At any rate, her appearance
was distinctly gratifying.

"Who came with her?" he asked.
"Nobody at all. Bhe Just drove up by

herself."
"Oh!" Wadsworth stared. "Didn't

she bring a note from the chief or any-
body?"

Mullan shook his head. "Sure! ghe'd
no time," he protested. "It's just come
In from Boston, she had, and taken
rooms at the Plaza hotel, and came
around quick in a taxicab."

"Oh!" Wadsworth concealed his
dawning suspicion. "And you let her in
the house?"

"Sure and I did. And why not?"
"No reason at all. You went with

her, of course?"
''Of course."
"Humph:" Where did you say she

was staying?"
"At the Plaza hotel, in Fifty-eighth

street, sor. She came in a taxicab -from
there and went back in it. It's iust
gone she has. Maybe if you will
hurry?"

Wadsworth did not let the officer
finish. "What did she look like?" he
broke in. "Give me her description,
quick."

The officer scratched his head. "Sure,
she was moighty pretty?" He hesi-
tated. "She had the dark hair anddancing eyes and pretty red cheeks,
and?"

"How tall was she?"
The officer brightened. "It's a little

bit of a colleen she was," he declared.
"Sure, it's sweet she looked in her big
water million hat and hobble skirt."

"All right." Wadsworth did not wait
to hear more. Leaving the policeman
chuckling to himself he eppd aw:->v to-
ward the Plaza hotel, eight or ten
blocks distant.

Anxiety lent wings to his feet. Peo-
ple that stayed at the Plaza hotel were
more than likely to grow reticent very
quickly when approached by reporters,
and he knew full well that the first
newspaper nan to call upon the girl
would be far more likely than the
second to get her story. But it was not
so much fear that the girl would not
talk as it was fear that he should not
be able to find her at all that troubled
him! To his mind, the sudden appear-
ance of Miss Arabella Ford and her
sudden departure looked exceedingly
"fishy." She might be all right, and
then again she might not. He more
than half believed that she was not.

Into the hotel he dashed, nodded to
the clerk ?Wadsworth knew all the
hotel clerks; It was part of his business
?and demanded Miss Arabella Ford.

But the clerk shook his head. "No-
body of that name here:" he declared.

Wadsworth's face fell. He knew it.
he told himself. He had known it all
along. "You're dead sure?" he asked
the clerk again. "This is serious: She is
supposed to have come in from Boston
this morning! You're sure."

"Certain sure!"
"All right." Wadsworth scurried out

to the taxicab stand and began to make
inquiries. He soon found the right driver
and learned that the girl had come out
of the ladies' entrance of the hotel, and
got into the taxi and been driven to the
Ford house. After half an hour there
she had been driven back to the hotel
and re-entered. Of course, Wadsworth
concluded, she had simply gone through
the lobby and out by some other en-
trance. Equally, of course, she had
swiftly changed her costume end ap-
pearance and was already safely hid-
den. Her only risk had been at the
Ford house, and Mullen's stupidity had
made it easy for her to do what she
wanted and get away.

But. what had she wanted? What
could there be about the house that had
led her to do what she had done? Wads-
worth could not believe that it we* mere
idle curiosity. Something of very serious
import lay back of the venture. What
could it be? ~

The reporter made these reflections
while speeding hack to the Ford house
in the same taxicab that had carried the
girl. Before starting he had checked
Mullan's description of the girl by the
chauffeur and had telephoned the result

to the Gazette office and to police head-
quarters. It was Just possible that he
might be caught at one of the ferries or
railway stations in attempting to leave
the city. Arrived at the house, the re-
porter hurried from room to room, try-
ing to remember exactly how things had
looked when he had been there before,
and to decide what change, if any, had
been made in them. Gifted with a pho-
tographic eye and a retentive brain, he
felt that the attempt was not entirely
hopeless. Yet it was long before he found
anything that looked suspicious.

At last he reached the large front
room which Mrs. Ford had used as a
sitting room. Nothing in this room
seemed to have escaped the hands of
the marauders; not a closet, bureau or
desk but had been torn out; not a
picture but had been thrown down and
shattered; the very carpet had been
torn up and sliced into fragments by
keen knives. The floor was heaped
with debris piled in amazing corifusion.

The coroner's jury had rendered an
open verdict the afternoon before, and
a maid was just beginning to straighten
the room, untouched until then. Wads-
worth watched her as she worked. Sud-
denly his eyes focused themselves bn a
torn blue picture,, half ripped from a
trumpery frame and apparently doubled
bencatli it.

Wadsworth remembered that picture.
He had noticed it on his first visit to
the house. But somehow It had looked
different then. <He bent to pick It up
and found that instead of being merely-
loosened from the frame and doubled
under itself, as he was sure It had been
three days before, it had been torn into
two pieces. Three-fourths of It was
missing; only one corner still clung to
the frame.

Hurriedly Wadsworth searched
through the pile. The missing part of
the picture was not there, nor could
the maid enlighten him as to its where-
abouts. Somebody had carried it away
since the murder?had done it hur-
riedly, too. Could It have been the girl
?the pretended niece? Carefully Wads-
worth loosened the remaining corner of
the picture from the frame, folded It
up and put it Into his pocket. The
next moment the maid gathered up the
rest of the debris and dumped it into
the large basket for removal.

He went down stairs and cross ques-
tioned Mullen, and learned that that
officer had accompanied the girl in her
trip through the house. At first Mul-
lan was positive that he had not left
her side for a moment; but, shrewdly
questioned, he at last admitted that he
had left her alone for "a minute only"
in the sitting room, while he had gone
down to get a handkerchief that she
had left in the taxicab.

This settled the thing for Wads-
worth. The girl, he decided, was in
some way associated with the mur-
derer. At great personal risk, she had
come to the house and had gone
through it. She had got rid of
Mullen by a pretext and had Improved
the opportunity to rip loose from ltt
frsm a daub worth perhaps 50 cents?
intrinsically. She had done It so hur-
riedly that she had left part of the
picture behind. To Wadsworth* mind,
it followed beyond doubt that the pic-
ture was In some way a clew to the
treasure.

But how was it a clew? Carefully he
examined the fragment that he had
captured.

It was a water color, painted wholly
in shades of blue. The paper on which
it was painted was ordinary drawing
paper, such as was sold in 100 shops;
the painting, so far as he could dis-
tinguish it, was a landscape, carelessly
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executed, but by a rather clever hand,
in great splotches of blue that hid
nearly all the original white surface
of the paper. A leaf of some sort of
palm, probably a palmetto, suggested
that the scene was southern. Beyond
that it suggested nothing. And later
tests, with heat, with chemicals, with
magnifying glasses, with everything
and anything that lngenunity could
suggest, added nothing. So far as any
clew to the treasure was concerned,
the paper apparently might as well
have been blank.

VI
The next two weeks were busy ones

for Wadsworth. Scarcely taking time
to eat and sleep, he raced through the
city, running down clew after clew as
to the whereabouts of the coachman,
the niece, and the rest of the picture.

No suggestion was too slight to be con-
sidered; no chance too small to be fol-
lowed up. Tirelessly he worked, and
recklessly he used the vast machinery

of the great paper to which he be-
longed.

But all in vain. Every clew ended
blindly. Every hope flickered out.
Every suggestion proved faulty. Coach-
man, niece and picture had all dis-
appeared, utterly* and absolutely. At
the end of two weeks he found himself
exactly where he had been at the be-
ginning. About the only relaxation
he had taken in those two weeks was
that which he spent in talking the esse
over with Mies Maynard. He said and
doubtless believed that these talks
helped to clarify his thoughts. Cer-
tainly they did not clear up the case.
An outsider might have guessed that
they tended more in the direction of
wedding bells than In that of solving
the mystery. Wadsworth, at least,
had made up his mind that they should
eventually end at the church door,
though naturally he was cautious in
making his intentions isj that direction
too plain. He guessed very readily
that Bessie Maynard was not one to be
taken by storm.

Cautious as he was. however, he
feared he had not been cautious enough
when Mtss Maynard at last informed
him that she must leave the city imme-
diately. "I don't want to go," she said,
frankly. "But I must. Father has writ-
ten me to join him in Florida as soon
as I can. He writes that he has dis-
covered some surprising fossil bones
down there, something like the wonder-
ful bed he found in Wyoming, and he
expects to stay there for two or three
months Investigating them. He wants
me with him. He really needs me.
Father never could take care of himself,
you know. Besides, to be entirely
frank. Mr. Wadsworth, New York hotel
prices ere rather steep for the daugh-
ter of a government scientist, who has
lost a million dollars' worth of gold.
Ireally can't afford to stay any longer.
I'm afraid there isn't any use in stay-
ing, anyway. So far as I can see. the
situation is hopeless and I guess the
best thing I can do is to forget the
treasure as quickly as I can."

Wadsworth nodded gloomily. 'Tin
afraid you're right," he admitted. "If
anything does come up, it probably
won't be for a long time. The police
have given the case up. That is, they
have decided that it's a simple case of
burglary. Of course, they don't know
as much as we do. As you know, I
haven't told them about the treasure or
the blue picture. They wouldn't take
any stock In either of them anyway,

and the thing would get out sure and
spoil what little chance we have left.
But they know everything else and they

can't find either toe girl or the coach-
man. So?"

"So I must go!"
"I'm afraid there's little use in stay-

ing. I wish there were, but I've got to
tell you the truth. Of course, I'll stick
to the case and do what I can, you
know. I'd do anything to help you."

"Yes, I know It." Bessie Maynard
spoke very softly. "But you mustn't
do too much. We can't let you neglect
your regular work for our wild goose
chase. By the way. father and I will
probably be back In Washington in a
few months, and if you happen to be
down there ?"

"Oh, I'll happen to be there, all
right," returned Wadsworth emphatic-
ally. "I'll happen to be there. Be sure
of that."

After the girl had gone Wadsworth
worked on alone, but without result,
till Drake, news editor of the Gazette,
called a halt. Drake had been accus-
tomed to giving Wadsworth all the
rope he wanted, and for a time he had
made no protest at the reporter's fail-
ure to bring in a story. After a
month, however, he grew restive and
demanded developments, or, at least,
some prospect of developments. When
Wadsworth explained the situation he
shook his head.

"I'll give you one more week.
Waddy." he decided, "and then we'll
drop the case. We're too darned busy
to spare you. Next week things prob-
ably will taper off and you can have
another try, but not now."

In all newspaper offices It.is a pleas-
ant fiction that "this* Is a rush week
and that next week will be easier.
The queer thing about It is that news-
paper men actually seem to believe it.

"In my opinion," went on Drake, the
police are right and the Ford case was
Just a plain burglary. I believe It all
the more because you haven't been able
to prove it anything else, and I'm satis-
fled that you would have done so before
this If there had been anything else to
prove. This treasure yarn of yours
does look queer, but I believe the mur-
der happening when it did was a mere
coincidence. As for the pretended
niece, she was just some curiosity
seeker who got frightened at the hulla-
baloo her visit raised and has been
afraid to 'fess up. Your blue picture
clew isn't a clew at all, except in your
superheated imagination. No. Waddy!
One week more, and then?skidoo for
the Ford case!"

The week passed without develop-
ments, and at It* close Wadsworth
went back to police reporting, pending
the appearance of another mystery. But
he was not satisfied. Every free mo-
ment. Including his "day off," he spent
on the Ford case?without results. So
hard did he work, so persistently did
he flog his brain into conjecture* In re-
gard to this, the first case that had ever
beaten him. that his health began to
give way, and the close of the summer
saw him on the edge of a breakdown.

Drake noticed his condition before
Wadsworth himself did, and called him
Into his office.

"Read this, Waddy!" he ordered,
tossing a typewritten dispatch across
the desk.

Wadsworth took it and read:
Peninsula City. Fla.. April 5.?

For a week or more negroes have
been coming Into town In a panic
from tht western part of the
country. They claim that the
water devil, which Is said to have
been active down here about 10
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years ago. has again taken up his
abode in Lake Okechobee and that
he is raiding the nearby region,
devouring both stock and men. No-
body seems to have seen the devil,
but a good many have seen his
tracks, which resemble those of an
elephant. They always lead down
to the water and disappear. Re-
ports are conflicting and no doubt
exaggerated, but it seems certain
that half a dozen hogs and at least
two negroes have disappeared.
Possibly the negroes got the hogs,
but the refugees contend that the
water devil got them all. Wire
hundred dollars, expenses if you
want me to go in and investigate.

SIMPSON.
Wadsworth nodded slowly as he

finished. "I guess that's it," he re-
marked.

Drake had gone hack to his work.
As Wadsworth spoke he gathered up

the sheets he had just read and tossed
them into a wire basket, from which a
boy snatched them a moment later.
Then he stared.

"What did you say?" he demanded.
"Wadsworth was still studying the

dispatch. "Professor Maynard," he an-
swered. "Bone sharp! Smithsonian!
Discovered dinosaur hiones in Wyo-
ming. Working down near Okechobee
for six months. I?l've had letters
from him?hinting at something curi-
ous. Guess he's been investigating this
water devil."

Drake's eyes twinkled. "That's the
same Maynard who lost the treasure in
that dime novel Ford case, isn't. It?" he
questioned. "Umph! Seems to me he
had a daughter who was up here, hadn't
he?"

Wadsworth blushed. "Yes, he had,"

he admitted.
"Is she with him in the?er?water

devil country?" '*"Yes!"?fiercely.
"Urn! Urn!" Drake ran his hand

through hi* hair distractedly. "Sounds
better even than I thought. "How'd
you like to run down there and look
the thing up? Take your time. We can
spare you for two weeks. Simpson's
our local man there, you know. Get In
touch with him. Send us a corking
Sunday special If you can. If you can't,
why, it doesn't matter."

Wadsworth straightened up. "I'd
be delighted." he answered. "But I'm
awfully busy just now on some private
business, and don't want to leave
town."

"Yes, I know you are busy." retorted
the other, grimly. "And I know what
you're busy about, too. That's why I'm
sending you away before you kill your-
self. The Gazette can't spare you per-
manently, but It's got to spare you
temporarily. You're half crasy on the
Ford case, and will be until you get
out of New York. When you do. you'll
realize that there never was any mys-
tery In the Ford case outside of your
brain. Honest, now. have you gained
an Inch In a month?"

"No, I haven't. But?"
"And you're not likely to go. Go on

down to Florida and see Mr. Maynard
and?er?Miss Maynard, and play with
thl* water devil thing"?he tapped his
dispatch carelessly?"for a couple of
weeks. Then come back, and If there
isn't anything more pressing on hand,
I'll let you take up the Ford case
again if you want to. Two weeks' rest
will do more to solve the thing than a
month's work in your present condi-
tion."

Wadsworth thrust out his hand im-
pulsively. "I understand, old man!"
he exclaimed. "I understand. And
I'm grateful. I do need relaxation.
I'll go!"

VII

Laden with unn,..ila. guncase. suit-

case and camera, Wadsworth daahed
headlong for the gates that led to th*

waiting Florida express. He knew ho

was late and feared If he caught tho

train at all It would be only by a hatr»

breadth. As he neared tho guide rail*

that lead to the passageway ho resi-

ded that some one elae was rushing

for it from the opposite direction and

tried to slow down. But hi* foot

slipped and he plunged ahead, to the
accompaniment of a feminine sn ""*
The next instant he found himseir
crushed in the entry, side by sidewltn
a girl, while all round ajKWt <\u25a0?\u25a0\u25a0*
phalt rang with th* crash of faiun*
impedimenta. .

Quickly Wadeworth recovered him-

self. "I beg your pardon," ho panted

"I hope I didn't hurt you."
The girl had clutched tho rail t«

keep from falling. Her face was rod.
and her hat crooked. To aay the least,

she *eemed somewhat vexed.
"No!" «he gasped. "You didn't hurt

me, but?why on earth didn't you watch
where you were going?"

Wadsworth might have asked an
exactly similar question, but ho fore-
bore. It is to be hoped that hi* for-
bearance wa» not duo solely to thj
very marked attraction*** of th* glrl»

"No! I didn't see you," ho wns begin-

ning, when ioma one touched him on
the shoulder.

'If you will permit ra* to pas*,

mister?" asked a fat. dark little man.
"I fear I mi** my train!"

Th* girl uttered a scream. 'On!
Good gracious!" *he cried. "The train!
Where is it?" She clutched madly at
the article* that »trewed the floor.

"Let me!" Wadeworth reached for
her suitcase.

But she wa* before him. Feverishly

?he caught it up. "Never mind!" *he
cried. "I'll take this. You may bring

the rest." She darted through the
gate.

Wadsworth *currled after her, laden
with umbrellas, suitcase* and hand-
bags, and together they raced down the
platform between two line* of cars,
which to their excited imagination
seemed already quivering into motion.

Behind them the dark little fat man
puffed along. The girl ran swiftly and
well to the Jangling accompaniment of
a score of chains, bags, pendant* and
so forth, that dangled from her belt.
Wadsworth, his coat tails wildlyflop-
ping behind him, galloped after her.
swaying between the two heavy suit-
cases, with the gun case under hi*
arm.

Half way down, the girl turned.
"Hurry!" she panted. "It?it's mov-
ing."

Wadsworth spurted. He came abreast
of an open vestibule in the train on the
right and tossed one suitcase into it.
into the hands of a dusky porter.
"Florida express?" he gasped.

The porter swung the suitcase back.
"Train on the left for Jacksonville,
suh!" he grinned. "Jus' behind you.
suh. Plenty of time, suh. It don'
start for five minutes yet."

Wadsworth turned and met the grin-
ning face of another son of Dahomey.
He did not dare to look at the girl, but
he slowly sizzled beneath the glance
he was sure she was turning upon him.
Meekly he passed the valises over and
fished out his sleeper ticket. "Car J,"
he said, humbly.

The girl, who had kept her ticket In
her hand throughout the race, passed

it over. The porter glanced at the two.
caught up Wadsworth's suitcase and
reached for the girl's.

But she held It back. "Never mind."
she declared. "I'll bring it." Carefully

she followed the porter up tho step*

and Into the car, Wadsworth meekly
following.

The porter came to a stop beside a
vacant section and put down the va-
lises he carried. "Berths three and four,
suh," he said, passing both tickets back
to Wadsworth.

Wadsworth looked at tho girl and the
girl looked at Wadsworth. She was a
distinctly pretty girl, with good eye*

and a mass of blonde hair and a saucy
nose. Her mouth might hare been
sweet if it had not been distorted with
a look of angry suspicion.

Wadsworth, however, did not quail.

He had had time to recover himself.
Besides, he knew her type. Laughingly
he held out the tickets. **Which, will
you have?" he asked.

The girl hesitated. But Wadsworth
had a very taking way. The look oh
anger faded from her face. "Well,** she
cried, "if this ain't the limit. Sayl
Honest now, did you put th* coon up
to doing this?"

Wadsworth grinned. "Ko, I didn't,*
he confessed, regretfully. "X didn't
know you were going to bo here. If I
had I would."

The girl's eyes flashed appreciatively.
"You're all right, Iguess," she declared.
"My ticket's for Peninsula City."

Wadsworth smiled. "So 1* mine," ha
announced.

"Really?" The girl gave a little
shriek. "Say! This sure 1* a coinci-
dence. Sit right down and let's ex-
plore the past and see if our great-
grandfathers didn't fight the battle of
Bunker hill together."

Wadsworth sat down. Evidently his
trip south wasn't to lack amusement.
"Where's the rest of the company?"
he asked.

The girl did not pretend to misunder-
stand. "You win," she granted. "Iquit
'em three months ago. Frohman said
my going would queer the show, hut I
told him that I couldn't help that You
would hardly believe it, but when I
got back from Florida the other day
the theater was still doing business
same's ever."

Wadsworth smiled. "How strange!"
he remarked.

"Ain't it? Dad's got a place in Florida
that's going to make our everlasting
fortune some day. I been staying with
him. I just run up to New York the
other day to keep tab on the Great
White way. Say, what's your name?"

"Wadsworth!"
The train had begun to move, andwas bounding along over the rails that

led out of Jersey City station. It was
late in the day and signal lights werebeginning to flash out In the gathering
dusk. The reporter was enjoying him-
self. He saw plainly that the two days'
trip to Florida was not to be withoutits diversions.

"Wadsworth, eh?" the girl repeated.
"Mine's Lillian St. Clair. Dad's name
is Peterson. It used to be Pedersen.
but Imade him change it. He ain't my
real father. He's a lowbrow, you know
but I'm good to him because he was
ma's husband. Ma was the swell mem-
ber of the family. I get my winning
ways from her. I don't see how sheever Stood for dad. Not that he ain't a
good sort when you know him. What
you going to Florida for?"

"Pleasure! Hunting! Exploring'

"Health!" Mis* St. Clair stared athim. "You do look kinder wilted likea played out mushroom," she agreed
frankly. "Not that you ain't good
looking, too, in a way. Florlda'll a«vWyou up, all right, if you don't go tc«flLfar with your hunting and explorinsY*
and get fever when you're far fromhome and mother?an' if the water
devil don't get you."

ITo Be Continued Next Sunday*
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