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SYNOPSIS. 

CHAPTER, I—Scene of story la In New 
city. Time, early evening, last day 

year. Cable train collides with cab, 
rowing to ground cabman and passen-

»r also seated outside. Latter disappears: 
ben, Inside the c&b, body of man shot 

lead Is discovered. Sturels, reporter, ex
amines cab and surroundings. 

CHAPTER 11—Later thai evening, at 
staff dinner party, Sturgis, In Impromptu 
discussion, maintains reliability of cir
cumstantial evidence. Dr. Murdock, fa
mous Chemist, wagers in reply $5,000 to $100 
that from any dally paper he can select an 
nnsOlvable riddle. Sturgis takes bet. 

CHAPTER Ill—Case selected Is of two 
mysterious shots flred that afternoon tn 
or near Knickerbocker bank. Man had 
been seen running from bank with valise, 
and arrested. Man said he stole valise 
(rem bank steps and was shot at. Valise 
eontalned nothing of interest. 

CHAPTER IV—Sturgis secures appoint
ment with Dunlap, president of bank, to 
visit scene of shooting early next morning, 
then induces his friend Dr. Thurston to 
eome to his rooms while he arranges data 
W the two strange cases. 

CHAPTER V—From observations made 
thus far and inductive reasoning thereon 
reporter has concluded: (1) dead man in 
tab was bookkeeper about 50 years old re

iving good salary; (2) wound caused by 
lllet fired at close quarters; (3) might 
ive shot himself; (4) shooting had hot 

t
ccurred In cab; (5) right arm broken by 
eavy instrument; and (6) cabman was 
rugged, and young man who escaped in

volved In some way In crime. Cab mys
tery also noted as possible sequel to bank 
•urataru. 

CHAPTER VI—Sturgis cans for Sprague, 
artist friend, to get his company during in
vestigation at bank, but artist has appoint
ment with some fair sitter whose portrait 
he Is making. 

CHAPTER VII — Agnes Murdock (in 
charge of her father's household since her 
mother's death) finds her father in his 
study. She, In reply to a question concern
ing attentions of a Thomas Chatham, 
Bhows her dislike of the persistent suitor. 
Her father Intimates she shall not be fur
ther hntharef' 

CHAPTER VITT—Miss Murdock's final 
sitting for portrait induces artist to ask 
privilege of calling at her home, which she 
readily grants. Bellboy brings note for 
Agnes. This is read with evident annoy
ance, and she drops it. It remains forgot
ten when she leaves studio. 

CHAPTER IX—Promptly at time agreed 
Dunlap meets Sturgis. Reporter begins 
long and careful examination in bank. Re
volver in bookkeeper's desk shows two 
empty cartridges. 

CHAPTER X—Examination completed, 
Sturgis questions banker regarding relia
bility of Arbogast, head bookkeeper, then 
announces Arbogast to be a defaulter with 
Chatham, accountant who has frequently 
examined condition of books, as accom-

8lice. Message Arbogast sent Chatham 
eclphered from marks on a blotter. 
CHAPTER XI—Reporter has now com

pleted diagram showing movements of 
Arbogast and Chatham and one other 
whose Identity Is as yet completely veiled. 
Arbogast at last moment had found a note 
which caused him to suspect his accom
plice. He flred wounding him In hand and 
was about to fire again when unknown con
spirator rushed In and struck his arm. 
This action resulted in turning weapon and 
Saking Arbogast shoot himself. Dunlap 

Incredulous, but verifies story In part by 
later Identifying body of Arbogast at 
morgue. 

CHAPTER XII—Banker calls upon Mrs. 
Arbogast. While with her she receives let
ter written by her husband telling of de
falcation and expected flight. He has by 
mistake allowed a depositor to overdraw 
account. Chatham has discovered mis
take, and for fear of losing position Arbo
gast allows himself to be used by Chatham 
and a Mr. Seymour. By false entries Sey
mour has drawn 9260,000. Change In method 
of book keeping was about to expose the 
matter. Arbogast tells his wife to give 
Dunlap Confession as soon m he has es
caped. 
^SAPTBR XIII-The afternoon of crime 
Chatham had had occasion to use tele
phone. Sturgis learns he had been coo-
fleeted with the Manhattan Chemical com
pany, a mysterious concern not known to 
commercial agencies. At office of chemical 
concern Sturgis places detectives. 

next morning 
* ®i.t#r Miss Murdoclc had dropped In 

l studio, and decides to return It in 
sqd. 

studio, and decides to return It in per* 

XV—He reaches her honia 
trtfh 'nt'me to Interfere 

of Cnatham, who has 
forced his attentlpns upon Agnes, and with 
d<SS£rad?S »T? pa?er ,n hand has declared. If I don t marry you, no ono 
ever shall." After Chatham leaves. Aanes 
gives way to hysterical weeping, but Is 
Spra^i™ by her now accePt«d lover, 

CHAPTER XVI—Sturgis traces Chat
ham s movements as far as Dr. Thurston's 
house. Doctor had just developed Roent-

Photograph showing position of 
bullet In accountant's forearm. 

CHAPTER XVII—Reporter now foes to 
vicinity of Manhattan Chemical office. De
tectives report Chatham to have twice 
entered the place, but not seen to have 
come out either time. Murdock's house Is 
random 8tg®et directly behind chemical 

l. e S_turels gains admission, 

^asrv'ssru-as as 

as his reason desire for interview wi?k 

swssna 
XIX—Meeting Sprague out

side the two go for warrants and police to 
search chemical concern. Arriving, Stur
gis with skeleton key opens two doors, 
then leaving police and detectives he and 
Sprague descend to cellar, follow an un
derground passage and come to Murdock's 
laboratory. Here Is found a vat from 
which reporter carefully fishes out a bit 
2 which appears to be a flattened outlet. 

t n iTF tV flnds vat contains fluid that dissolves bone as well a9 
Tht ^uliet Just found shows how 

Chatham had but a little before met his 
end. Murdock coming from above dis
covers the men. Sturgis fires, but he re
treats In safety. 

CHAPTER XXI. 
?Y THE DEATH CHAMBER. 
! Before the men had gone many 
steps a grating sound reached their 
ears from the direction of the sky
light. They looked up and saw slid
ing steel shutters slowly and ponder
ously close, like grim jaws; and sud-
denty they felt themselves cut off 
from the outside world. 

Sturgis, taking up his lighted can
dle, made his way to the door of the 
subterranean passage and tried in 
vain to open it; the heavy iron bolt 
remained immovable in its socket. 
Inch by inch he scrutinized the door 
with growing anxiety. At last he 
abandoned the search and returned in 
the direction of the square chamber. 

"That explains why he wanted to 
shut me in here when I was in his 
office," he muttered under his breath. 

"What is the matter?" asked 
Sprague. 

"We are caught like rat§ is a trap," 
replied Sturgis. Then with feeling he 
added: "I do not know how this will 
end, old man. I have bungled, and I 
fear the game is tost. If our lives are 

the forfeit, you will owe your death to 
my stupidity." 

Sprague looked at his friend, as if 
surprised to hear him . apparently 
abandon the fight. 

"Don't worry about me," he said, 
kindly; "I came here of my own free, 
will. But," he added, as a vision of 
Agnes Murdock flashed upon his mind, 
"I have no intention to die just yet, 
if I can help it. Are we not both able-
bodied men and armed? What can one 
man do against two?" , 

"It is not an open fight," said' Stur
gis, "but 1 am glad to see your spirit. 
I do not give up; but I want you to 
realize that we are in a critical situa
tion, with the odds enormously against 
us." 

"Why, what can Murdock do?!' 
"Perhaps what he did to Chaftham. 

It will probably not be long before we 
discover what that was." 

"But there must be some way of 
opening that do6r from the inside," 
said Sprague. 

"There evidently is none," replied 
Sturgis; "he probably controls these 
doors from the outside by electrical 
connection." 

The men were back in the square 
chamber. Sturgis' eyes were roving 
restlessly over the walls*, ceiling and 
floor in search of a loophole of escape. 

"There is no chance to reach the sky
light without a ladder; and even if we 
could reach it, we should be no fur
ther advanced, as it would1 be impos
sible to make any impression on the 
steel shutters. That leaves the regis
ter and the speaking tube. While 1 
examine the register, suppose you try 
the tube. If it connects with the Man
hattan Chemical company's office, 
there is a bare chance that we may at
tract the attention of the detectives 
whom we left there." 

"As we were saying, Mr. Sturgis—" 
The words came in Murdock's mock

ing tones. 
Sturgis quickly held the lighted can

dle ali>ove his head and peered in the 
3irection whence came the sound. A 
panel of the door at the head of the 
stairs had been pushed up, revealing a 
small opening, covered' by a strong and 
closely-woven wire netting. 

"As we were saying, 'murder will 
out!' Nevertlieless, it is sometimes 
easier to weld a chain, even of circum
stantial evidence, than it is to pre
dict who will be bound in it." 

Sturgis and Sprague stood in the 
glimmering light of the candle, silent
ly watching the glowing eyes behind 
the screen. 

"Mr. Sturgis, you are a clever man," 
continued' Murdock, "an uncommonly 
clever man. I frankly admit that 1 
had underrated your ability. But then 
we are all fallible, after all. TThade my 
share of blunders, as you seem to have 
discovered; but you will doubtless now 
concede that your own course has not 
been entirely free from errors. And 
now that we have reached the conclu
sion of this interesting game, I have 
the honor to announce: 'Mate in one 
move!' Perhaps you are surprised that 
I should take the trouble to explain the 
situation to you so clearly. I do so in 
recognition of your superior intelli
gence. I see in you a peer. If matters 
could have been so arranged, I should 
have been proud to work in harmony 
with such a man as you; and indteed, 
when a short time ago I invited you to 
my laboratory, it was my intention to 
offer j*ou a compromise which 1 hoped 
I might be able to persuade you to ac
cept. I felt that you would prove an 
ally who could be trusted. But, alas, 
that is impossible now, oni account of 
your friend's presence. With all due 
respect to Mr. Sprague, as an amiable 
man of the world and a prince of good 
fellows, it may be said that he is not 
one of us. Much to my sorrow, there
fore, I am left no alternative to the 
course I am about to adopt. The fault, 
if anybody's, is your own, after all, Mr. 
Sprague. There is a homely but ex
pressive adage concerning the danger 
of 'monkeying' with a buzz saw. Why, 
my dear friend, did you 'monkey' with 
Mr. Sturgis' buzz saw, instead of stick
ing to your palette and maulstick? 

"But I fear I am growing garrulous, 
gentlemen. If I had time, I should like 
to explain to Mr. Sturgis the details 
of some of the more important, and, in 
my humble opinion, more brilliant, 
schemes of which 1 have been the—ah 
—the promoter; for I dislike to be 
judged by the bungling operations 
which have so nearly caused me to lose 

this latest little game. But this can
not be. I shall have to continue to con
fide to the pages of my journal, as 1 
have done for years, the interesting 
events of, I may say, a somewhat re
markable career, which 1 hope will 
some day, after my death, find! their 
way in print to public favor. My dream 
has always been that some su.ch man 
as Mr. Sturgis might ultimately edit 
these memoirs; but, alas, the fondest 
of human dreams are seldom destined 
to be realized. 

"Now, then, gentlemen, before final
ly parting with you, I wish to honor
ably carry out the terms of my wager 
with Mr. Sturgis. I concede the fact 
that, to all intents and purposes, he 
has won the bet, and I authorize you, 
Mr. Sprague, as stakeholder, to pay 
him the amount I deposited with you. 
As I have already suggested, he has 
made some perhapB excusable mis
takes; but, then, as he himself stated 
the other night, 'a detective has a life
time in which to correct a blunder.' 
A lifetime! It is jyot in accordance with 

Sturgis' usual practice , to use so Mr. 
vague a term. A lifetime is not neces
sarily a very long time, Mr. Sturgis." 

During this tirade Sturgis and 
Sprague. had remained standing with 
their eyes fixed upon the gleamingcar-
buncles which peered at them from be
hind the grated peephole at the top of 
the stairs. The artist seemed to real
ize that the fight was lost. His attitude 
was that of a brave man accepting, 
with calm despair, an unpleasant but 
inevitable doom. The reporter had 
drawn his revolver at the first sound 

- / 

of Murdock's voice, but had Immecfi 
ately returned it to his pocket upon] 
realizing that the chemist was protect
ed by a bullet-proof grating. Now, pale 
and collected, he remained inscrutable. 
It was impossible, even for the sharp 
eyes of Murdock, to determine whether 
he was at last resigned to his fate, or 
whether his active mind was still on 
the alert for a loophole of escape. 

The bit of candle which he held in 
his hand had burned so low that at last 
he was unable to hold it without risk 
of burning his fingers. Whereupon he 
coolly, set it down upon the stone floor,' 
where presently the wick fell over into 
a pool of molden paraffine, and the 
flame sputtered noisily, sending fitful 
gleams through the darkness. 

"Well," continued Murdock's voice, 
"it is at any rate a great satisfaction 
to play a game with an adversary 
worthy of one's steel. You have played 
well, Mr. Sturgis. I think you would 

.have won modestly; and you are losing 
as I .would myself have lost, had our 
positions been reversed. Good-bye." 

The gleaming eyes disappeared from 
the grating and the sliding panel closed 
with a metallic click. 

"Now, then," said Sturgis to his com
panion, "the last chance lies in the 
speaking tube. But first help me move 
this box." » 

"What do you want to do with the 
box?" asked Sprague, who, however, 
did as he was bid. 

"It may help us/to gain a little time. 
Put it down here." 

Sturgis struck a match and pointed 
out the spot. 

"On the hot-air register?" 
"On what looks like a hot-air regis

ter. Did you ever see a hot-air regis
ter with no apparent means of shutting 
off the heat?" 

Sprague, who stood almost over the 
register, suddenly threw back his head 
and gasped for breath. 

"You have discovered the secret of 
this death trap," said Sturgis, observ
ing him. 

"Gas!" spluttered the artist. 
"Yes, he is going to asphyxiate us. 

Now, quick, to the speaking tube! The 
box will somewhat retard the rush of 
gas; but, at the best, it is only a ques
tion of minutes before the air beepmes 
so charged as to render respiration 
impossible." 

Sprague rushed to the speaking-tube 
and whistled long and loud, after 
which he placed his ear to the mouth
piece. 

"I hear some one walking," he sud
denly exclaimed. 

The two men listened in breathless 
silence for an answering call. 

"Well, gentlemen, what can I do for 
you?" 

The words came in Murdock's voice. 
Sprague's eyes met those of the re

porter and saw that the last faint glim
mer of hope was gone. In that swift 
and silent interchange of thought 
there was resignation to the inevitable 
doom and the final farewell of two 
brave hearts. ' 

The spluttering candle gave its last 
flicker and went out, leaving the pris
oners in utter darkness. 

The room was rapidly filling with 
gas and they were beginning to feel its 
effects. 

"We can at least complete our task 
before we die," said Sturgis, with grim 
determination. 

"Our task!" 
"Yes, and insure Murdock's convic

tion for our murder." 
"What chance is there that anyone 

will ever discover our bodies, since they 
are destined for Murdock's oblivion 
tank?" 

"Give me yotjr hand," Sturgis re
plied; "there is a box of matches. I 
place it here, between us, within easy 
reach. I want to write a few words 
to the superintendent of police to ex
plain matters. By that time there 
will be enough gas in the room to 
produce a terrific explosion, when we 
strike a match. We can thus succeed 
in wrecking this place and calling at
tention to it. If I should succumb 
before you do, do not fail to light 
the match." 

While *he was speaking the reporter 
had taken from his pocket a pad and 
a pencil and had begun, to write as 
rapidly as he could in the darkness. 

Sprague's head was beginning to 
Bwim and his ears were ringing, but 
the thought of Agnes Murdock was 
uppermost in his mind. 

''An explosion!" he exclaimed; "no. 
no; that must not be. What of 
Agnes? She may tie hurt?" 

Sturgis continued writing. 
"It is the only chance there is' of 

bringing Murdock to justice," he said, 
firmly. 

''But Agnes is innocent of his 
crimes," urged the artist, in a thick 
voice. His tongue clove to his palate; 
he felt his consciousness ebbing. 
"Why should she suffer? I am go
ing, old man—I cannot hold out any 
longer—Promise me that you—that 
you will not—strike—the match—" 

He staggered and fell against the 
reporter, who caught him in his 
arms. His own senses were reeling. 

"Promise—" pleaded t!he half-uncon
scious man. 

"I promise," answered Sturgis, after 
an instant's hesitation. 
,i It struck a chill to his heart to see 
his friend dying in the prime of youth, 
strength and happiness. 

Suddenly a thought flashed upon 
him. 

"Brace up, old fellow. All is not 
yet over. The speaking-tube leads to 
fresh air. Here, put your' lips to it 
and breathe through' your mouth." 

The artist heard the words and 
made an effort to obey these direc

tions. With Sturgis' assistance h* 
managed to place his lips fo the 
mouth-piece of the speaking-tube. A 
few whiffs of comparatively fresh air 
sent the sluggish blood coursing 
through his veins and gave him a- ne 
hold on life. With renewed vigor 

i 

TOTTERED AND REELED. 

the last for existence. 
As the shadows of death which had 

been closing in upon him receded, he 
became conscious of Sturgis' voice 
beating upon his ears in broken and 
scarcely audible tcnes. 

"It is—the last chance—Stick—to 
the tube—When he comes—surprise 
him—your revolver—shoot—before—" 

The reporter was clinging unsteadi
ly to his friend's shoulder. Sprague 
suddenly realized that Sturgis in his 
turn was succumbing to the effects of 
the gas. He sprang back in time to 
catch the staggering man in his 
arms. 
"Selfish brute that I am!" he ex

claimed. "Here; it is your turn to 
breathe!" And he pushed the report
er toward the tube. 

"No, no," said Sturgis, struggling 
faintly; "it cannot be both—and you 
—have—everything—tp live for." 

But the artist was m>w the stronger, 
and he succeeded in forcing his friend 
to inhale enough fresh air to restore 
his departing consciousness. 

At length Sturgis, with returning 
strength, was about to renew the gen
erous struggle with Sprague, when 
suddenly the place was ablaze with the 
glow of an electric light. 

"He wants to see if his work is done," 
whispered Sturgis, to his companion. 

Then, observing that Sturgis was 
again on the verge of asphyxiation, he 
continued hurriedly: 

"Fill up your lungs with air, quick! 
—<-quick, I tell you. Now drop and 
feign death. Do as I do." 

Suiting the action to the word, Stur
gis threw himself upon the stone floor, 
fa«e downward, and lay motionless, 
his right hand grasping a revolver con
cealed beneath his body. Sprague, 
after a short breathing spell at the 
tube, followed his companion's exam
ple. 

After a short interval there came a 
metallic click, which Sturgis recog
nized as the sound made by the open
ing of the slide in the panel of the door 
at the head of the stairs. 

A moment—which seemed an eter
nity of suspense — followed, during 
which the prisoners felt, without being 
able to see, the cold gleam of the steely 
eyes of Murdock at the grating. 

Would he enter? Would he suspect 
the ruse? Would the two men retain 
their grasp of consciousness and their 
strength long enough to make a last 
fight for life? 

These thoughts crowded upon there-
porter's brain as hie lay simulating 
death and making a desperate effort to 
control his reeling senses. 

If Murdock were coming ,he would 
have to shut off the'gas and ventilate 
the room. What was he waiting for? 

"Come in!" 
The words were Murdock's as he 

turned away from the grating and 
closed the sliding panel. 

.."An interruption which probably 
means death to us," whispered Sturgis 
to his companion; "take another 
breath of fresh air, old fellow; we 
must hold out a little longer." 

Sprague, however, lajr motionless 
and unresponsive. The reporter shook 
him violently and turned him over 
upon his back. The artist's body was 
limp and inert; his eyes half closed; 
his face livid. 

The reporter himself felt sick and 
faint. But. with a mighty effort, he 
succeeded in raising his friend in his 
arms, and dragging him toward the 
speaking-tube. There, of a sudden, his 
strength failed him. His head swam; 
his muscles relaxed; he felt Sprague's 
limp form slip from his grasp, tottered, 
reeled, threw his arms wildly about 
him for support, and fell, as the last 
elusive ray of consciousness was slip
ping away from him. 

CHAPTER XXEL 
FATHER AND DAUGHTER. -

After Sprague had left her, Agnes,, 
shaken by the conflicting emotions of 
the day, had gone to her room to rest' 
and to prepare .for the interview, 
which she meant to have with her 
father on the subject of .her ' lpvet 
and of Chatham. a 

Having received word that Murdock 
would remain in his study, ̂ during'the 
rest of the afternoon, she-had taken 
time to reflect upon what she meant 
to say, and how she mea'nt to say it; 
Her visit was not prompted by the 
desire of. a daughter to confide the 
great happiness of her life to the lov
ing sympathy of an affectionate par
ent; but Agnes was punctilious in the 
performance of what she considered 
to be her duties, great apd small! and 
she counted it among thefee duties to4 

obtain, or at any rate to seek; the pa
ternal sanction of her choice of a 
husband. 

Her knock at the door of Murdock's 
study was answered iiv the chemist's 
quiet voice: . . 'v.'-:- K-

"Comte in." • 
As she opened- the door,- Murdock 

advanced to meet her. He' seemed to 
come from the direction of-the ex
tension. """ icucntu KUHIU1L v 

came thp animal instinct to fight to 1 Miss .Murdock sniffed the air. 

"Isn't there a leak gas?" she in
quired. • 

"Yes," replied Murdock; "I have 
jusi stopped a leak-in the laboratory, 
Wbn't you take a chair, Agnes?" 

She 'felt his calm, searching glance 
upop her; and, in spite of her prep
aration, she grew embarrassed, as 
was her wont, in her father's pres
ence. 
"Did Mr. Chatham wait to see you 

this afternoon?" she tasked, after a 
momentary sflence. 

Murdock observed her narrowly, 
"Yes; Chatham has been here to

day. I did not know that you had 
seen him." 

"I could not help seeing him; for 
he forced his way into the parlor, in 
spite of all the servants could do to 
prevent him." 

An almost imperceptible furrow ap
peared between the chemist's eyes. 

"Has he been annoying you with 
his attentions?" 

The words were spoken in Mur
dock's usual tones; but Agnes saw 
something in her father's eyes and 
in the firm lines of his mouth which 
sent a cold shiver down her spine, and 
caused her pity to go out to the un
fortunate young man who had offend
ed her. 

"Perhaps he is more to be pitied 
than blamed," she suggested, gently. 
"My interview with him was certain
ly not pleasant; but I bear him no 
malice." 

"Tell me about it," said Murdock, 
slowly. 

Agnes gave her version of the visit, 
in which, instinctively, she softened, 
as much as possible, the passion and 
brutality displayed by the account
ant. * 

Murdock listened in silence until 
she had quite finished. Then Agnes 
noticed that his right hand was 
clenched upon the arm of his chair 
with a force which caused the mus
cles to stand out in hard knots. She 
looked up into his face in sudden sur
prise. 

His features gave no indication of 
what his feelings might be; and his 
voice, as usual, was steady and delib
erate. 

"I am sorry all this should have 
happened, Agnes. As I told you yes
terday, I hoped to save you from this 
man's importunities. It cannot be 
helped now. But I think I made it 
clear to the gentleman that his atten
tions are as distasteful to me as they 
are to you. As he seems to have told 
you, he has been obliged to leave the 
country—I understand that he has 
done something or other which makes 
it safer for him to undertake a long 
journey. At any rate, we are well rid 
of him for some time to come, and I 
think you need have no fear of fur
ther molestation." 

"What did he mean by saying that 
he had had encouragement from 
you?" asked the young girl. 

"I am sure I do not know. That 
was of course a lie out of whole cloth. 
He came to me With letters of recom
mendation from good friends of mine, 
and I therefore occasionally invited 
him to the house; but that is all the 
encouragement he ever got from me. 
We live in the United States and at 
the close of the nineteenth century. 
The selection of a husband is no long
er performed by a stern parent, but 
is left entirely to the young girl her
self. That is certainly my way of 
looking at the matter. When you 
find the man of your choice, my only 
function will be to give you advice, 
if you seek it, and my best assistance 
in any event." ^ 

The turn of the conversation thus 
suddenly brought to the surface the 
topic which occupied the young girl's 
mind, to the exclusion of all others; 
and which, for that very reason, had 
been kept severely in the background 
up to that point. 

"That reminds me," said Agnes, 
consciously, as a charming flush suf
fused her beautiful face, "that I have 
not yet broached the principal object 
of this interview—" v 

Murdock observed her closely and 
waited for her to proceed. But Agnes 
was once more laboring under a 
strange embarrassment and could not 
find words in which to frame the con
fidence she was so reluctant to offer. 

Perhaps the chemist divined some
thing of the nature of what she was 
struggling to find expression for. At« 
any rate, he noticed her embarrass
ment and endeavored to come to hei 
assistance with a few encouraging 
words, spoken with unusual gentle 
ness. Agnes, engrossed with her owx 
thoughts, did not notice it; but then 
was in his. manner as near an ap 
proach to tender wistfulness as hit 
nature was capable of. 
./i At .last the young girl seemed tc 

.gather courage, .and she was about tc 
'spekk, when there was a knock upor 
"tne door. 

'• "Plaze, sur; there do be two gin-
tlemin in the hall." 

"Who are they, Mary?" 
1 "Shure, thin, sir,- I dunno, barrin 
wan uv 'em do be a polacemun." 

"Did they ask to see me?" 
"They did not, sur; shure they asked 

if Mr. Chapman was in." 
"Mr. Chatham?" 
"Yis, sur. And I told 'em he wuz here 

this afthernoon, and I wud see wuz 
he here tnow, fur I ain't seen him gc 
jit-" ' 

"Well, Mary, you see he has'gone, 
since he js no longer here," said Mur
dock quietly. "Take the gentlemen 
into the parlor, and tell them r shall 
be with them in a minute." 

"All right, sur." 
After the maid had left the room, 

the chemist rose from his chair and 
walked toward the door leading to the 
-library. • 

"If you will excuse me for a few 
minutes, . Agnes, I shall see what these 
tnen want. Wait for me here, if you 
will. I shall be back directly." 

So saying, he noiselessly opened the 
folding doora and passed into the li-1 

~ 
brary," closing the doors carefuffi^SeS 
hind him: ^ 

Freed from the presence of he* 
ther, Agnes almost instantly regainedf%. 
ber composure. She had not, how-|£\< 
ever, had much . time to collect * he*^fe^ 
t.houghts^ when she was suddenly SFtart-^K 
led by a loud, shrill whistle, which 
brought her to her feet in alarm. - - , 

"Well?" t" 
She asked the question in anxionife' 

tones, as if realizing that life and 
death were in the balance. - Then die' 
placed her ear to the mouthpiece. 

At first she could not make ont the £ 
words spoken by her invisible ' 
terlocutor. Then, gradually, they fell iY 
upon her ear with terrible distinct-^ 
ness; and she stood spellbound, ss in)'|3' 
a horrible nightmare, with sudden ter-
ror in her staring eyes, and with th* ' 
fearful sense of impotence in her trem
bling limbs. „ 

[To be concluded.] 1 

WILL RAKE M : 
ANinAL LOOK STYLISH... 

This harne*ts to transform tb'o 
horse of ordinary a iu*«araru:e. 

It fits and sets perfectly. Ocr Har-
DWfa is made of genuine opk tann#d 
leather and other jrood m-iHi iaK The 
invisible parts are just as durat>'e sod 
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A FREE PATTERN 
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•criber. Only SO cents a year. 

M£ CALL'S 
MAGAZINE! 

A UMtS' MAGAZINE. :•? 
A f«m; beautiful colored plates; latest 
•Uihioai; dressmaking economies : fancy 
work; hoasshold hints; fiction, etc. Sab> 
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town pl^ts, TJ. S. Bankruptcy Blanks, 
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binding, etc. BLOTTER FREE with 
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