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CHAPTER I.-Th-? story opens at
Monte Carlo with Ccl. Terence O'Rourke
in his hotel. O'Rou -ke, a military free
lance and somethin ; of a gambler, is
dressing for appeara:ice in the restaurant
below when the sound of a girlish voice
singing attracts his attention. Leaning
out on the balcony he sees a beautiful
girl who suddenly disappears. He rushes
to the corridor to see a neatly gowned
form enter the elevator and pass from
sight.
CHAPTER II.-O'Rourke's mind is

filled with thoughts of the girl, and when
he goes to the gaming table he allows his
remarkable winnings to accumulate in-
differently. He notices two men watch-
ing him. One is. the Hon. Bertie Glynn,
while-' his companion Is Viscount Des
Trebes, a noted duelist. When O'Rourke
leave the table the viscount tells him he
repesents the . French government and
that he has been directed to O'Rourke as
a--man who would undertake a secret
mission.

CHAPTER TI.-At his room O'Rourke,
who had agreed to undertake the mission,
awats- -the viscount. -O'Rourke finds a
metn12 letter in his apartment. The
viscount arrives, hands a sealed package
to O'Rourke, who is not to open it until
on 'the ocean. He says the French gov-
ernment will pay. O'Rourke 25,000 francs
for his services. A pair of dainty slip-

erlp are seen protruding from under a

doorway curtain and the viscount charges
BO'ourke with having a spy secreted
there

CHAPTER IV.-When the Irishmar
gosto his room he finds there the own-

rof the mysterious feet. It is his wife,
eatrix, from whom he had run away a
ar previous. They are reconciled, and

opt-ning the letter he had received, he
lln&s that a law firm in Rangoon, India,
offers him 100.000 pounds for an Indian
jewei known as the Pool of Flame and
left ti him by a dying friend. O'Rourke
tells his wife that it is in the keeping
of a fr.end named Chambret in Algeria.

CHAPTER V.--O'Rourke is forced to
light a duel with the viscount. The brag-
gart nobleman as worsted in the combat
and acts the poltroon.
CHAPTER VI.-The loyal wife bids

O'Rourke farewell and he promises to
soon return with the reward offered for
the Pool of Flame. He discovers both
Glynn and the viscount on board the
shi which takes him to Algeria.
CHAPTER VII.-Chambret has left Al-

geria and O'Rourke has to gain a mili-
tary detachment going across the desert
to reach his friend. As he finds the latter
there is an attack by bandits and
Chambret Is shot.
CHAPTER VIII.--Chambhret dies telling

O'Rourke that he has left the Pool of
Flame with the governor general of Al-
geria. He gives the colonel a signet ring
at the sight of which he says the official
will deliver over the jewel.
CHAPTER IX.-O'Rourke is attacked

by Glynn and the viscount who ransack
his luggage, but he worsts them in the
conflict.
-CHAPTER X.-When he arrives at Al-

geria the Irishman finds the governor
gneral a- ay. He receives a note from
Ds Trebes making a mysterious appoint-

ment. '-

CHAPTER XI.-The viscount tells
O'Rourke that he has gained possession
of the .jewel .by stealing it from the safe
of the governor general. He does not,

-however, know who has offered the re-
'ward for it. He suggests a duel with
raplers, the victor to get that Information
and .the .jewel.
CHrAPTEIR XII.-In the duel O'Rourke

masters his adversary and secures pos-
session of the Pool of Flame.
CHAPTER XIII. - The efforts of

O'Rourke are now directed toward speed-
fiy getting to Rangoon with the jewel
and_he starts_y ship,
CHAPTER T17.-He finds the captain

of the vessel 1:o be a smuggler who tries
L to steal the jewel from him.
L- CHAPTER XV.-The jewel is finally so-

ered by the ship's!captain and O'Rourke

CHAPER VI.-iththe aid of onSDanny- and his sweetheart, O'Rourke re-
covers the Pool of Flame. .

CHAPTER XVI. - O'Rourke again
forms his plans to pursue his journey-to
Rangoon~.
CHAPTER XVIII.-On board ship onci

more a mysterious lady appears who puz-
eand interests the Irishman.

V' CHAPTER XIX.-O'Rourke comes up.
en a lascar about to attack the lady,
who Is a Mrs. Prynne. He kicks the
man Into the hold.
CHAPTER XX.-Mrs. Prynne claims

she is en route for India on a mission
fir- tIm hi--

CHAPTER XXI.-The ship captain 2s
offered money to Increase the speed of
the vessel toward Its destination.
CHAPTER XXII.-There are suspicious

occurrences on b-oard, and a lascar seems
to be watching O'Rourke and Mrs.
Prynne.
'CHAPTER XXIII.-The woman tells of

some one prowling about the cabin and
trying the door of her stateroom.

6~APTER XXIV.-O'Rourke is at-
tacked by the lascar, who secuires the
Pool of Flame, the captain is shot and
the lascar jumps Into the sea.

TNEPTER 3OCV.-Tlie 'iiip arrives in~S, and O'Rourke learns that Mrs
-nne has preceded him ashore.

CHAPTER XXVI. - Danny hanas
O'Rourke the Pool of Flame which he
has stolen from Mrs. Prynne. It is the
real jewel, the one lost at sea being a
counterfeit
CHAPTER XXVII.-O'Rourke goes to

Calcutta determining to get rid of the
jewel and out of the country.
CHAPTER XXVIII.-He discovers Des

Trebes disguised and now knows that
Mrs. Prynne was an accomplice of the
nobleman.
CHAPTER XXIX.-Finally he gets to

the lawyer who has offered the reward.
CHAPTER XXX.

Toward the close of the following
day the Poonah dropped anchor in the
river roadstead off Rangoon; and with-
In the ensifing hour her passengers
had deserted her, De Hyeres and Miss
Pynsent In their van, O'Rourke among
the last to leave. And nothing hin-
dered him, not the least hitch delayed
his disembarkarlon. It was curious,
It was incredible, it was disturbing.
He took away with him no ease of
mind whatever.
There were tlkkagharries waiting,

and without a breath's delay the ad-
,.enturer and his servant clim6e.d -intc
the nearest and desired to be con-
veyed to the offices of Messrs. Sec-
retan and Sypher. The vehicle whirled
them swiftly away and Into the malin-

traveled way of Rangoon, Mo&
street.

In front of a structure of stone and
iron so palpably an office building
that it might have been transplanted
to the Strand without' exciting com-

ment-save for the spotless cleanli-
ness of it-their tikkagharry drew up.
The gharriwallah indicated the of-
fices of Messrs. Secretan and Sypher,
one flight up-and named his fare.
O'Rourke paid him and alighted, with
Danny at his heels and his heart try-
ing to choke him. The hour of ful-
filment was at hand-and all was

well! He who had faced death in a

hundred shapes of terror, unflinching,
found himself in a flutter of nerves
that would have disgraced a school-
girl
He dodged into the building, took

the steps three at a stride . . . and
suddenly found ..himself i4 the pres-
ence of, more than that, closeted with
the man to meet whom he had crossed
half the world at peril of his life:
Mr. Lansdowne Sypher.

"Colonel O'Rourke?" Sypher's man-

ner was very cordial. "I'm glad to see

you. You are within your time, yet I
had begun to despair of you. Be
seated." He indicated a chair beside
his desk. "And permit me; you of
all men will appreciate the precau-
tion."
He laughed and went to the win-

dows, adjusting the wooden shades in
such a manner that the light was

tempered and no portion of the room
could be visible to anyone spying
from a window in one of the adjacent
buildings. The he turned and smiled
cheerfully at the stupefied adventurer.

"I have it here," said O'Rourke; "safe
be the mercy of several highly poten-
tial saints!" He laughed uneasily,
fumbling in his breast pocket. "There
it is," said he, tossing the stone in its
chamois covering ipon the solicitor's
desk.

Sypher himself betrayed some evi-
dences of nervousness as he sat for-
ward and lifted the case by its leath-
ern thongs. He let it dangle before
him for an instant, watching it with a

curious, speculative smile. . . .

"Well," he said, "really . . . !
And after a pause; "I congratulate
you, Colonel O'Rourke. And I admire
you immensely. . . . You see,
when this commission was offered us,
I considered seriously the project of
going in search of you in person and
bringing the stone back to Rangoon
myself. But then-although I'm not
really a timorous man-I knew the
circumstances so well-I feared I
should never reach Rangoon alIve.
Yes." He thrust a hand into hie waist-
coat pocket and produced a penknife,
with which he began to slit the
stitches that enclosed the ruby.
"You've been wondering, no doubt,
why so enormou~s a reward was of-
fered. . - .

"I have that?' assented O'Rourke.
"It was partly because of the dan-

ger," said Sypher, intent upon bis oc-

cupation. "You know, these Burmese
are a curiously pious folk; when one
of them grows rich he employs the
major part of his fortune in building
a temple-or In some such work. This
particular gentleman-a very wealthy
merchant-chose to give half of what
he had to the restoration of the Pool
of Flame to the Buddha from which it
was originally stolen. But he, too,
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toucIh It so long as it remains away
from its Buddha. So he came to us.

.. . I myself am not superstitious,
but . . .

He ceased to speak abruptly, for the
Pool of Flame lay naked, a blinding
marvel, In the hollow of his palm.
O'Rourke heard him gasp and was
conscious of his hastened respiration.
Watching the man intently, he saw
a strange shade of pallor color his
face.
"'Tis meself," said the adventurer,

"that's no more superstitious than ye,
sir. Yet I'm willing to confess I'm
glad the thing's out of me hands at
lat"-

S-ypner seemed to_recollect imseli
as one coming out of a state of stu-

por. He stood up and buttoned the
ruby carefully into a pocket of his
trousers. "Come," he said crisply.
"Let us step across the street to the
bank. The money's there for you, air
-the reward."

CHAPTER XXXI.

Back in his stateroom on the Poo-
nah, O'Rourke threw himself into the
lower berth and lay there, a forearm
flung across his eyes, thinking ex-

citedly, disturbed by formless fore-
bodings.

Beside him Danny was packing in-
dustriously, with now and Paain a

pause during which he would stand
reflective, his gaze fixed upon kis em-

ployer's face, a little puzzled and per-

plexed.
The Poonah was pausing overnight

to discharge and take aboard cargo;
for this reason O'Rourke in his haste
to get ashore had not delayed to take
his luggage with him. . . . On
deck, fore and aft donkey engines
were puffing and chugging and chain
tackles rattling as they lifted freight
to and from the hold and the lighters
alongside.
Abruptly, without moving, O'Rourke

spoke. "I'll want evening clothes,
Danny," said he. "'Tis dining I am

tonight with Mr. Straker and his
niece, Miss Pynsent, who came with us

from Diamond Harbor. 'Twill save a

bit of bother to dress before I go
ashore."
"Aw-w," said Danny, assimilating.

. "And the missus?" he said
suddenly, some minutes later. "M'an-
In' Madam O'Rourke, sor. Did ye get
no word from, her?" ..

"For what else would I be driving
to every hotel in the town after leav-
Ing Mr. Sypher, Danny, but to inquire
for her? She's not here; but she'll
come, be sure. She's still got several
days-three or four-in which to keep
our tryst. 'Tis discontented I am not
to find her waiting for me, but I'm
satisfied entirely she'll keep faith."
"And," insisted Danny eagerly-

"beggin' yer honor's pardon-but what
will ye have to tell her, sor?"
O'Rourke sat up. "Have to tell

her? What d'ye mean?"
"I mean, sor, I'm dyin' wid the wish

to know how ut's all turned out.
Plase, yer honor, won't ye be tellin'
me? Is ut-is ut all right?"
"Bless your heart, Danny!" laughed

O'Rourke, "'Tis so dazed I've been
that I never thought to tell ye-think-
ing all the time that ye knew. 'Tis
all rightj indeed, me boy. The Pool of
Flame's In Mr. Sypher's keeping and
he money's in mine-in the bank,
Danny, payable to me order. Think of
It-one hundred thousand pounds of
real money, and all me own. 'Tis
ridiculous, 'tis absurd. 'Tis meself
hardly credits the truth of It all; yet
I was there-saw the man, gave him
the jewel, went to the bank with him
and for the space of five minutes sat
at a table, with all that money before
me, counting it over, bill by bid, a

square hundred of them, each for a
thousand pounds. guaranteed by the
Bank of England! . . . Think of
that-all that belonging to me-to me,
O'Rourke! . ..'
"Thank God!" breathed Danny de-

votedly. "But did ye l'arn nothin'
about the stone?"
"Little enough, Danny-only a part

of the meaning of the .whole divilish
business; the rest I'm to know to-
night. Mr. Sypher '11 be tellin' me
after we've dined; he wants to hear
me 'own end of the story, too."
Sypher had very explicitly namied

Mis dinner hour, after the formal Eng-
sh fashion, nowhere and by nobody

more rigidly observed than by the
Englishman in the Orient; "eight for
eight-thirty," he had said. And as
O'Rourke, a very dignified and Impos-
ing O'Rourke in his evening dress,
waited for a sampan on the lower
grating of the Poonah's passenger
gangplank he had a round three-quar-
ters for an hour for leeway-ample leis-
ure for an interested inspection of
that part of Rangoon lying between
the floating jetty and Sypher's resi-
dence in a suburb near Dalhousie
Park.
Danny remained aboard ship only

temporarily, being instructed to follow
with O'Rourke's belongings to suitable
accommodations already engaged at a
hotel on the Strand, overlooking the
roadstead; from whose windows
O'Rourke was promising himself the
pleasure of watching the arrival of
the steamship bearing his wife to his
arms.
"Bless her dear face!" said he soft-

fly. "'Tis meself will be desolated if
she's not aboard that Messageries boat
due tomorrow-now that I can go
back to her, a man of property, no

longer a pauper ne'er-do-well! Think
of that, ye lucky dog!"
A sampan slid noiselessly in beside

the grating. O'Rourke let himself cau-
tiously into it and incontinently col-
lapsed upon the rear seat as the boat
slid away toward the shore lights,
yielding to the vigorous sweeps of the
single long oar wielded by the Bur-
man In the bows.
Ashore, a tikkagharry caught him

up and bore him down the silent road
that winds between the Strand and
the river's edge, then whipped into
Mogul street,- where the fluent tide
of life ran broad and deep beneath a

glare of light.
All too quickly the tikka whisked

out of the main channel of the city's
life, out beyond the Mohammedan
mosque and the Chetti's hall and the
Christian chapel, and into the soft,
dense night of the countryside-a
world of darkness sparselystudded with
dim, glowing windows; and all too
soon, again, it swung off from the
highway into a private drive, crunched
over gravel and stopped before the
illuminated veranda of a native bun-

O'Rourke got down, discharged the
driver and ascended the steps, a little
puzzled to find no one waiting to wel-
come him, whether Sypher, Miss Pyn-
sent, or at worst a servant. Surely
he was expected. . . . But nobody
appeared. The grating tires of the
departing tikkagharry had made noise
enough to apprise the household of
the arrival of a guest, one would think.
Nevertheless O'Rourke remained un-

greeted.
He stroked his chn, perplexed, won

dering if by mischance the nativf
driver had brought him to the wrong
bungalow. But it was now too late to
call him back and make sure. And
this verandah, still and empty as it
was, softly lighted by lanterns depend-
ent from its roof, was to him a small
oasis in a world of darkness. With
out advice he was lost, could find his
way no other where. He would have
simply to wait until the house.
hold came to life, or until by his own
efforts he succeeded in quickening it.
He tried to do this latter to the

best of his ability by tapping a sum-
mons on the door-jamb. Through the
wire insect-screens a broad hallway
and a staircase rising to the upper
floor were visible. Limp, cool-looking
rugs conceived in pleasing color
schemes protected the hardwood floor
ing. To the right a door stood aja
and permitted a broad shaft of lighl
to escape from the room beyond. On
the other hand a similar door, like
wise open, showed a dimmer glow.
Two other doors were closed;
O'Rourke assumed that they led tc
the kitchen offices.
Having waited a few moments with

Dut event, the Irishman knocked a see
Dnd time, and would have knocked a

third when he thought better of ii
and glanced at his watch. It was only
a matter of ten minutes after eight;
strictly interpreting the intent of
Sypher's Invitation, .

he was a trifle

ery Py
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in 'the breeze. A number of wickel
armchairs stood about, invitingly fur
nished with cushions. O'Rourke se
'lected one and disposed himself tV
wait. ---

After five minutes he frownes
thoughtfully and lit a cigarette.

"Faith, 'tis 'a fine surprise he's giv
en me," he said, irriesolute. "But I
can't be- premeditated insult. Wbh
should it be? And they can't all b
out. 'Tis sorry I am I let that drive
go; more than likely this will be th
wrong house entirely. That must b~
the trouble. I'll just go, quietly fol'
up me tent and decamp before the In
habitants, if any there be, discove
me and run me off the premises."
But at the head of the steps, wit]

foot poised to descend, something re
strained him; it would be difficult t<
say what, unless It were the unbroken
steadfast, uncanny quiet. "inl have
look" he determined suddenly; "per
hiaps . . ."-
He turned to the right and stoppe<

before a long, open window, looking
into what seemed to be a music roon
and library combined. Brillant4y il
luminated by hanging lamps of un
usual brilliancy, the interior was clear
ly revealed. ,And with an abrupt ex
clamation the adventurer entered, feel
ing for the revolver, to carry whici
had of late become habitual with him
The room was simply furnished, i

tastefully. There was a grand piant
near the veranda windows with a mu
sic rack and cabinet near by. Dis
persed about the floor were a few com
fortable chairs, a rug of rare Orien
tal texture, two consoles adorned wit]
valuable porcelains. In the middle o:
the room stood a draped center-tabl4
littered with books and magazines; to
ward the back a long, fiat-topped desk
And against the rear wall, ordinaril]
hidden by a folding screen of Japan
ese manufacture, now swept aside
was a small steel safe. Upon this
O'Rourke's attention was centered
He remarked that it looked new and
very strong; It was open, disclosing
a variety of pigeonholes more or less
occupied by docketed documents, and
a ismaller interior strong-box.
Between the desk and the safe a mar

lay prone and quite motionless. He
was dressed for a ceremonious dinner,
and apparently had been struck down
in the act of stepping from his desh~
to the safe. For beyond all doubt he
had been murdered. The haft of a
knife protruded from his back, buried
to its hilt just beneath his left shoul
der-blade.
O'Rourke moved over to the body

and lifted it by the shoulders, turn
in +ha feu to the liht Than, with

a low oath, he dropped it.
A small sound, so slight as to be all

but indistinguishable, penetrated
O'Rourke's stupefaction. He stood
erect, looking about, telling himself
that the noise resembled as much as

anything the hushed cry of a child
sobbing in sleep, soft and infinitely
pathetic. Unable to assign its source

elsewhere, he attributed it to the
stricken man at his feet; and in a des-
perate hope that the pulse of life
might still linger in Sypher's body, he
knelt, withdrew the knife. turned the
corpse upon its back, and laid his ear
to its breast, above the heart. Be.

yond dispute, Sypher was dead.
"Poor divvle!" muttered the Irish-

man. . . . "The Pool of Flame!

CHAPTER XXXII.

For several minutes O'Rourke re-

mained beside the body, making two
notable discoveries. For he was quick
to note the fact that one of the dead
man's hands was tightly clenched,
while the other lay half-open and
limp. The former was closed upon a

leather thong so stout as to resist any
attempt to break it by main strength,
so firmly held that the murderer had
found it necessary to sever it with
a knife. The knife itself was there,
for proof of this; the sheen of light
upon its mother-of-pearl handle caught
the Irishinaa;s eye.
Picking it up, he subjected it to a

close examination that, however,
gleaned no information. It was sim
ply a small pocket penknife, little
worn, with blades of German steel. It
carried no identifying marks and told
him but one thing-that the assassin
had been a European; a native would
never have bothered with so ineffec
tual a thing when a sturdy weapon,
serviceable alike for offense and de
fense, would have served its purpose
equally well.
From this he turned to the dagger

which he had taken from the body;
a stiletto with a plain ebony handle,
unmarked, unscratched, apparently
fresh from the dealer's showcase. It
meant nothing, save that it indicated
still more strongly that the murderer
was most probably not a native. A
Greek or an Italian, a Genoese sailor
or a native of Southern France-say
a seafaring man out of Marseilles-
might have carried it.
"Oho!" said O'Rourke, speculative

PA Frenchman, mayhap!"
He got up, satisfied that he would

learn nothing more by continuing hiE
search of the solicitor's body. Th(
mental link between the fact of the
crime and its perpetrator was inevita,
ble; O'Rourke believed implicitly thai
Sypher had been murdered by Det
Trebes masquerading as "De Hyeres.'
And .he could have done himself at
injury in the impotent fury aroused bI
realization that he had permitted him
self to be so childishly hoodwinked
despite the suspicions he had enter
tained of the soi-disant "De Hyeres.
He felt himself responsible, since h<
had neglected to warn Sypher. It ha4
been on his tongue's tip that after
noon, when Sypher himself had divert
ed the warning by his request that the
O'Rourke could more comfortably spih
his yarn after they had dined.
"Poor divvle!" said the adventurel

again. He stooped to spread hit
handkerchief over the staring, pitifu
face. "And poor, poor young woman!
He was startled by the thought o

Sher; for the first time it entered int
his comprehension, until then boundet
by the hard and fast fact of the mur
der. Now instantly his concern abou
the crime was resolved into solicitud<
for the girl. What could have hai
Ipened to her? What had become c
the servants, whose sudden deserto
Shad left the house so sinisterly quiet

Swept on by a fervor of anxiety o1
the girl's behalf, O'Rourke glance<
quickly about the study to assure hin
self that he had overlooked nothing c
Simportance, then passed out into tha
-main hall or reception-room. Here thi
most searching inspection revealei
nothing amiss. He moved on to thi
other room on the main floor ani
found himself in the dining-room; her,
again all was in perfect order.
The kitchen offices in the rear c

Ithe house next received his attention
he found them completely untenanted
having apparently been abandoned Il
desperate haste. Everything was iE
disorder; the meal be had beerr it
vited to partake of was cooking to cit
Iders in pots and ovens; a heavy of
fense of burning food thickened th<
Iatmosphere. Half-stifled, he left the
place as quickly as possible, returne<
to the main hall and ascended to th<
upper story.
Here he found three bed-chamber:

and a bath. He first entered Sypher's
then the room evidently occupied b:
Miss Pynsent, fmnally what was un
questionably a guest-chamber, discov
Iering nothing noteworthy until hi
reached the latter. And here he re
ceived a shock. Thrown carelessi3
across the foot of the bed was a worn
an's evening wrap, while on the bureat
were gloves, long, white and fresh, bui
wrinkled from recent wear, and a silk
en veil: Painly these were the prop
erty of the fourth guest, whose place
had been set at the table below, but
of whose identity he had not been ap
prised. Presumably, he reflected, she
(whoever she was) had been intended
as the fulfillment of Sypher's hinted
surprise.
A guess formed vaguely in his brain,

and 'suddenly curdled into a suspicion.
He took the gloves in his hand, ex-
eimining them for marks of identifica-
tion, but found none. But in one cor~
ner of the veil he discovered an em-
broidered initial-the letter B.
"Beatrix?" he guessed huskily. "I

it possible? . . . He promised me
a surprise. . . .'Twould have been
like he to an It with him-andr 'tii

'uite po siLic she reacL:-. Rangoon
before I. . . .M y wife! . . ."

Hastily he returned to the evening
wrap, a fascinating contrivance of lace
and satin unquestionably the last cry
of the Parisian mode, such a wrap as

his wife might well have worn. But
beyond Paquin's label stitched inside
its dainty pocket it boasted no dis-

tinguishing mark.
He stumbled hurriedly from the-

room and down the stairs, returning.
to the study where Sypher's body
lay; tortured by mounting fears, he
stoed and looked blankly about him,
at a loss where next to turn, if almost
preternaturally alive to every sound
or sight that might afford him a clue.
. . . He fought against a suspicion,
that crawled like a viper in his brain..
Had he, after all, been deceived in
Sypher's niece, Miss Pynsent? Had
that innocent charm of hers been a

thing assumed, a cloak for criminal du-
plicity? Had she in reality been Des
Trebes' accomplice? Had those clear
and limpid eyes of youth, all through
that voyage been looking forward to
such a scene, to such a tragic ending
as this? Could she have afforded the
Frenchman the aid he needed to con-
summate his chosen crime?
For he was now ready to believe Des

Trebes the prime mover in this terr-
ble affair; he no longer entertained:
a shred of doubt that his enemy had
traveled with him from Calcutta un-
der the disguise of "De Hyeres." AM
he believed the man had planned this
thing far aheadr else would he, have
surely taken som'e overt step to pre-
vent O'Rourke from delivering the
ruby to Sypher. He divined acutely
that, despairing .of any further at-
tempt to win the jewel from him, Des
Trebes had turned his wits to the task
of stealing It from Sypher; somebody
naturally miuch less to be feared than
the adventurer.
But on the other hand, if the girl

had not been Des Trebes' assistant-
what had become of her? And what
of her guest-the lady one of;whose
initials was B? -

It was not inconsistent with. Des
Trebes' whole-hearted villainy that he-
should employ a gang of thugs suffi-
ciently large to overpower and make
away with bodily and in a body Miss
Pynsent, her guest and the servants.

. . "Great God!" cried O'Rourke.
"If it be in truth my wife-!"
Without presage a thin but impera-

tive tintinnabulation broke upon the.
silence of the house of death. O'Rourke
jumped as if shot. Somewhere in one
of the other rooms a telephone bell
was ringing. Tt ceased, leaving a

strident stillness; but before he coulo.
move to find the instrument and an-
swer thie call, there rose a second ime
that moaning sob which first he had
attributed to an impossible source,
then, in the turmoil of his thoughts
had forgotten.
He waited, listening intently. The

telephone called again and again sub-
sided. Then a third -time he heard the-
Igroan, more faint than before, but suf-
ficiently loud to suggest its source.
He moved warily toward the windows
and out upon the veranda-hounded
by the telephone. But that would
have to wait; here was a more tir.
gent matter to his hand. Between the
1long, insistern. rings thie moaning wat
again audible; and this time he 1o-
cated it acurately. It came from the
lawn, near the edge of the veranda,
1He stepped off carefully, but almost
stumbled over the body of a man wha4
flay there, huddled and moaning:,
)"And another!" whispered 'the ad'

Iventurer, awed., "Faith, this Pool ol
Flame . .."
tHe was at once completely horrined
and utterly dumbfounded. Nothing he
had come upon within the bungalow
fseemed to indicate that there had been
Sanything in the nature of a struggle.
?prior to the assassination of Sypher-
iHe had up to this moment consideredi
it nothing but a cold-blooded and cow-
Iardly murder; the man had apparenti-
1ly been struck down from behind in tot
tal ignorance of his danger. O'RourkE
had deduced that Sypher had risei
from the desk to put the jewel in his
safe; and that while he was so en-

gaged the assassin, till then skuki.
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outside the long windows and waiting.
for a moment when his victim's bach
should be turned, had entered and
struck. . . But how could he recon-
cIle that hypothesis with this man wbc
lay weltering and at the point of death
at the veranda edge?
Indeed, he could not do so. But

this victim, at least, was not yet dead;
if he had strength to moan, he might
yej; ba revived, at least temporarily.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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