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GHAPTER X!

Tl e Brooch.

HOULDER to shoulder, the tar-
S get of two score grinning or
surprised stares, they strode
across the lobby and through

the office.

It was immediately closed and the
key. turned in the lock, was removed
and pocketed by the detective.

In this room, a small interior apart-
ment plainly furnished as a private of-
fice, two people were waiting, a stout,
smooth little man with a mustache of
foreign extraction who, on better ac-
quaintance. proved to be the manager
of the establishment; the other Bayard
Shaynon, stationed with considerable
caution on the far side of the room.

“Well?" P. Sybarite demanded of his
captor the moment they were private

“Take it calm, son: take it calm,”
counseled the w2n, his manner not al-
together lacking in good nature.
“There seems to be some question as to
your right to attend that party up-
stairs: we got to investigate you for
the sake of the rep. of the house. Get
me?”

P. Sybarite drew a long breath.
this were all!

“I freely admit 1 have no card of in-
vitation.”

“Mr. Shaynon.” went on the detec-
tive, “says he saw you lift a diamond
brooch off'n Mrs. Addison Strone while
¥ou was comin' down in the elevator.”

And while P. Sybarite gasped the de-
tective looked to Shaynon for confirma-
tion. ;

“l stood behind him in the elevator
coming de¢wn, ten minutes or so ago,”
the latter stated heavily. “Mrs. Addi-
son Strone was immediately in front of
him. The cage was badly crowded—no
one could move.

“As I got in 1 noticed that Mrs.
Strone’s brooch. a gold bar set with
several large diamonds, was apparent-
Iy loose—pin had parted from the
catch. you know—and meunt to warn
her she was in danger of losing it, but
I couldn’t without shouting over this
fellow’s head. so-waited antil we got
out, and then, when I managed to get
to her, the brooch was gone. Later 1
remembered this—fellow—and, looking
round the lobby, saw him in a corner,
apparently concealing something about
bis person. Then 1 spoke to you about
it.”

P. Sybarite's face settled into grim
lines.

“Shaynon,” he said slowly, without
visible temper, “this won't get yon
anything but trouble, Remember that.
when I come to pay yon out—unless
you'll have the grace to retract here
and now.”

“To save time,” Shaynon suggested
dispassionately, “*vou might explore his
coattail pockets first. It was there
that 1 saw him secrete the brooch."

Nervously in his indignation P. Syba.
rite eaught his coattails from beneath
his Inverness, dragged them round in
front of him, and. fumbling, found a
pocket.

Groping therein, his fingers brushed
something strange to him—a small.
bard. irregular body which, escaping
his clutches. fell with a soft thud to
the carpet at his feet It was the
brooch.

With a noncommittal grunt, the de-
tective stooped and retrieved this

It

*Search his pockets,” suggested Shay:
non.

damning bit of evidence, while the
rianager moved excitedly to his side
to inspect the find. And P. Sybarite
looked up with blank eyes in a pallid,
wizened face in time to see Shaynon
bare his teeth. his lips curling back In
a manner peculiarly wolfish and irrita-
ting, and snarl a mirthless Iaugh.

¥t was something inovportune. The

man could have done no better tnan
keep his peace. Left to hlmgell‘. P.
Sybarite would In all probability have
floundered and blustered and commit-
ted himself inextrieably.

But that laugh was as good as a
douche of cold sater in his face. He
came abruptly to his senses, 'saw clear-
ly how this thing had come to pass, the
temptation of the loose brooch to Shay-
non's fingers itching for revenge while

they stood near together In the crowd-
ed elevator.

P. Sybarite smiled sunnily in the
face of the detective.

“Caught with the goods on, eh?" hel
chirped. *“Come, now, be fair to me.
Own up. You didn't expect to see that, t
did you?”

The detective hesitated. *“Well," he
grudged. “you did bave me going for |
a minute, you were so cocksure, and
it’s pretty slick work for an amateur.” -

*“It looks bad. eh—not?’ the manager |
questioned, his predacious eyes fixed
greedily upon the trinket.

“You think so?" P. Sybarite purpose-
fully misinterpreted. *“Let me see.” .|

Before the detective could withdraw ,
P. Sybarite caught the brooch from his
fingers. .

“Bad?" he mused aloud, examining
it closely. “Phoney? Perbaps it is.:
Looks like article de Paris to me. See :
what you think.” |

He handled the trinket indifferently. !

“Nonsense!" Shaynon interposed iu-I
cisively. *‘Mrs. Strone's not that kind. |
Besides. it makes no difference. Theft’s ,
theft.”

“1L makes a deal of difference wheth- |
er it's grand or petit larceny,” P. S_\"lyi‘
arite flashed—*"a difference as wide |
and deep as that which yawns be- |
tween attempted and successful wirei
murder, Mr. Shaynon.” |

His jaw dropping, a look of stupefy- i
ing terror stamped itself upon Shay-
non's face. He strove to speak, but for |
the time could not.

*“The man’s crazy.” he muttered sick-
ishly, rising. *1 don't know what he's
talking about. Arrest him—take him |
to the station house.” '

“Who'll make the charge?* asked the,
detective. eying Shaynon curlously.

“Not Bayard Shaynon!" P. Sybarite
asseverated with conviction.

“It's not my brooch,” Shaynon as-
serted defensively.

“You saw him take it.,” the detective
persisted. |

“No, 1 didn't; 1 suspected him. It's:

you who found the brooch on him, and
it’'s your duty to make the charge.”
" “You're one grand little lightning :
change of heart artist—gotta slip it t0|
you for that,” the detective observed
troculently. *“Now, lis'n; 1 don't make
no charge"—

“Any employee of the establishment
will do as well. for my purpose.” P.
Sybarite cut in. | “Come, Mr. Manager!
How about you? So long as 1 get
my. grounds for a suit against the;
Bizarre”—

The manager spread out expostulary
palms. “Me, 1 have nossing whatever
to do with the matter,” he protested.
“To me it would seem Mrs. Strone
should make the charge.” :

“Well,” mumbled the detective of
Shaynon, “*how about cha "

“Wait.” mumbled Shaynon, moving
toward the door. *I'll fetch Mrs.
Strone.”

“Don’t go without saying goodby,”
P. Sybarite admonished him severely.
“It isn't pretty manners.”

The door slammed tempestuously,
and the little man chuckled with an
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tirely a stranger

His head buzzed with doubts and sus-
picions, and with misgivings on Ma-
rian’s behalf, but indifferently mitigat-
ed by the reflection that by now she
would be at the Plaza.

“He won't be back." P. Sybarite ob-
served generally to detective and man-
ager and sat him down serenely.

“You feel pretty sure about that?”
the detective asked.

“Wait and see.”

Bending forward, the little man ex-
amined the gilt clock on the manager's
desk. “Twenty minutes after 4. he
announced. “I give you ten minutes to
find some one to make a charge against
me."” i)

The detective took a chair. crossed
his legs and produced a cigar. which
he began to trim with loving care. The !
manager, anxiously pacing the floor, !
after another moment or so paused at

the door, fidgeted, jerked it open:and |

with a muffled “Pardon!" disappeared,
presumably in search of Shaynon.

Four minutes passed by the clock; no
sign of the manager, Shaynon or Mrs.
Strone,

“Story 7' the detective sugcested at
length, A

“Plant,”
tersely.

“Salted you 7

“In the elevator, of course.”

“It come to me that was the way of
it when he sprung that bunk stuff
about you coarsely loading said lvot
into your coat tail.” admitted the de-
tective. “That didn't sound sensible;
even if you did have a skirt to fuss
into a cab. That was one swell piece
of goods you bundled into No. 230"

“What?” cried P. Sybarite.

The detective started.

“Wasn't that the number of the
lady’s ecab—two-thirty 7

“Good God!" ejaculated P. Sybarite,
jumping up.

“What's hit you?" said the detective.

His words were addressed to his own
conscience and to the horizontal folds
of the Inverness that streamed from
the shoulders of . Sybarite as he bolt-
ed unhindered through the Fifth ave-
nue entrance. The little man was ex-

retorted P. Sybarite as

claiming:
“Dolt! Blockhead! Imbeclle! Idiot!
Numskull! Ass! Simpleton! Loon!

The chill air of early morning wiped

the blistering epithets from his lins as

be fled like a madman down Fifth ave-
nue.

Deliberately had he permitted him-
self to be duped. circumvented., over-
reached.

Why bad he never for an Instant
drenmed that the words “two-thirty”
could indicate anything b the hour of
some otherwise undesignated appoint-
ment? Of course it had signified the
number of Marlan’s carriage check,
.‘24@1"

If he hxd ere this entertained any

doubts whatever of the ugly grounds
for his fears, they were now resolved,
by recognition of Bayard's clumsy
ruse, to keep him both out of the cab
and out of the way while November
and his lieutenants executed their in-
famous commission.

And all thatswhs now ten-—fAfteen—
twenty minutes old! Mariun's car was
gone. and if it bad not reached the
Plaza the girl was lost, irrevocably lost.
} On the ‘way to the Bizarre from
Peter Kenny's rooms, some freak of a
mind superficially preoccupied had
caused him to remark, on the south
side of Forty-third street. immediately
east of Sixth avenue, a long rank of
buildings.

Of these. one building boasted the
blazing electric announcement, “All
Night Garage."

Into this last P. Sybarite pelted at
the top of his speed and pulled up
puffing. to stare npervously round a
place gloomy, cavernous and pungent
with fragrance of oil, rubber and gaso-
line. Out of the shadows behind him,
presently. came a voice, drawling:

“You certainly do take on like you'd
lost a power of trouble.”

“Taxi!™ the little man panted vo-
eiferously. _

The other yawned and stretched.
“It can’'t be done,” he admitted fairly.
“They ain't no such animal on the
premises.”

With a gesture P. Sybarite singled
out the nearest car.
“What's that?"

grily.

“Ten dollars an hour’—

“I'll take it.™

“But you asked for a taxl.” grum-
bled the man. rising to press a button.
Whereupon a bell shrilled somewhere
in the dark bgckward of the establish-
ment. *“Deposit?* he suggested, turn-
Ing back. ;

P. Sybarite disbursed a golden
double eagle. and to the operator who.
roused by the bell, presently drifted
out of the shadows. gaping and rub-
bing his eves, he promised a liberal
tip for haste.

In two minutes he was rolling ont of
the garage ensconced in the body of a
Inxurious ' and high powered touring
miachine which he strongly suspected
to be somebody’s private car lawlessly
farmed out while its owner slept.

Self conscious and ill at ease, he pre-
sented himself to the amused inspec-
tlon of the night force in the office of
the Plaza, made his halting _int]uiry
and received the discounted assurance
that Miss Blessington, although a
known and valued patron of the house,
was not then its guest. He turned
away, sobered. baffled. outwitted and
miserably at a loss to guess what next
to do.

Gloomily he paused with a hand on
the open door of his car, thoughts pro-
foundly disturbed and unsettled, for so
long that the operator grew restless.

“Where next. sir?" he asked. :

“Wait,” said P. Sybarite in a man-
ner of abstraction that did bim no in-

he demanded an-

| justice.
affectation of ease to which he was en-

CHAPTER XIII,
Nemesis.

UDDENLY it became plain to P,
Sybarite that if in truth it was
with ber as be feared at least
two persons knew what bhad

becowme of the girl—two persons aside
from himself and her hired kidnapers
—Brian Shaynon and Bayard, his son.

He gave the operator the address of
Shaynon’s town house and as the car
slipped away from the botel was sensi-
ble of keen regret that he had left at
Peter Kenny's at the time he changed
his clothing the pistol given him by
Mrs. Jefferson Inche, together with the
greater part of his fortuitous fortune.

In five minutes the car drew up in
front of ome of those few old fash-
ioned brownstone English basement
residences which today survive on
Fifth avenue below Fifty-ninth street.
elbowed and frowned down upon by
beetling hives of trade.

Laying bold of an obsolete bellpull.
P. Sybarite yanked it with a spirit in
tune with his temper. Immediately
and considerably to his surprise the
doors were thrown open. and on the
threshold a butler showed a face gray
with the strain of a sleepless night.

“Mr. Shaynon®' the little man de
manded sharply.

“Mr. Bayard Shaynon ’as just gone.
not five minutes ago, sir.”

*“Gone where?*

*To his apartments. 1 presume, sir.”

“Thben I'll see Mr. Brian Shaynon.”

“I'm afraid, sir. Mr. Shaynon is 'ard
ly likely to see any one at this hour.”

“He'll see me.” replied P. Sybarite
“He hasn't gone to bed, |1 gather?”

“Not yet. sir, but 'e's goin’ imme
diate.”

“Very well.
ln_lt

Suspiclous, but impressed, the serv-
ant shuffled aside, and P. Sybarite
brushed past him into.the hallway.

“Where is he?’

*If you'll give me your nime, sir, I'll
tell him you're ’ere.” !

P’. Bybarite hesitated. He was in no
mood for joking, yet a certain dour
humor in the jest caught his fancy and
persunded his better judgment.

*Nemesis," he said briefly,
“Mr.—name—what?
sir!” ]

~"'Nem-e-sis,” P. Sybarite articulated

You may as well let me

Beg pardon.
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distinetly. “Ana aon't mister it
understand.”

“Thenk you,” muttered the servant
blankly and turned.

On impulse P. Sybarite strode after
him,

“On second thoughts, you needn’t
announce me. [I'll go up with you.”

“I'm afraid 1 can’t permit that. sir,"
observed the butler, horrified. “If 1
was to permit that, sir, it might cost
me my position.”

.‘WEI""—

P. Sybarite drew back, relenting.

But at this juncture, from a point di-
rectly over their heads. the volce of
Brian Shaynon Interrupted them.

“Who is that, Soames?" he called
fmpatiently. without making himself
visible. *“Has Mr. Bayard returned?"

*No, sir,” the butler called. distress-
ed. “It's—it's a person. sir—insists on
seein’ you—says 'is nime's Nemmysis.”

There was a sound of heavy, drag-
ging footsteps on the upper landing,
and Brian Shaynon showed himself at
the head of the stairs; mow without
bis furred great coat. but still in the
evening clothes of Elder Respectability
—Respectability sadly rumpled and
multreated.

“1 don’t seem to know you.” he said
slowly., with a weary shake of his

He'll

t bead.— *And..it's. most inopportune—.
the hour. 1 fear you must excuse me.”

His accents quavered queruiously,
and P. Sybarite. with a flash of scorn,
put his condition down to drink.

“Far from it.” he retorted ruthless-
lg. *“What have you done with Mariap
Blessington 7

“Mar—Marian! the old volce iter-
ated. “Why, she"—the wan pulled
himself together with a determined ef-
fort—*"she’s in her room of course.
Where should she be?”

“Is that true?" P. Sybarite demand-
ed of the butler in a manner so perem-
tory that the answer slipped out before
the fellow realized it.

“Miss Marian ’asn’t returned as yet
from the ball.” he whispered. ‘"E—'e's
not quite ‘imself, sir. ‘E's 'ad a bit of
a shock, as one might s'v. ['d go easy
on 'im, if you'll take a word from we.”

But P. Sybarite traversed his advice
without an instant’s consideration.

“Brian Shaynon.” he called. “you lie!
The police have caught Red November.
I'll worm the truth out of him within
twenty minutes. if I don’t get it from
¥ou now. The game's up. Come!
What have you done with the girl?”’

For all answer, a low ery. like the
plaint of a broken hearted child, issned |
from the leaden, writhen lips of the old!
man. He seemed suddenly to lose the
strength of bis limbs. His legs shook |
beneath him as with a palsy: and then.
knees buckling. he tottered and plnng-
ed headlong from top to bottom of the
stairease.

Kneeling beside the body of Brian
Shaynon, where it had lodged on a
broad, low landing three steps from
the bottom of the staircase. the butler
turned up to P. Sybarite fishy, unemo- 1
tional eyes in a pasty fat face.

*“'E's gone,” he announced.

The little man said nothing. .

l [TO BE CONTINUED.]
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Ne Opiates Is Sale

For sale by all dealers.

to lead in politics or religion; will have a

love ‘of the beautiful; will be unselfish, af-

fectionate and self sacrificing, with a keen
pride in all who belong fo you.
wealth and travel much before you are old. You :
should marry young if possible, preferably one borm:|
in February or November. Your most harmonious

('YOU will have qualities which will enablé ‘yo?

You will gather

colors will be white and all shades of blue and red.
You should wear any dark blue stone ornament, the. .
aquamarine being the favorite and the one best '
. suited to aid vou in learning self control and mod-
eration, qualities which will be essential to success.

.Great
Brigham
Harriet Beecher Stowe,
Josephine,

persons born in June: John Godfrey Saxe,
Young, Jefferson Davis, Nathan Hale,

John Wesley, Empress |

Henry Ward Beecher, Peter Paul Ru- |

bens and Jean Jacques Roussean.
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JUNE. ALMINAK

June, the munth ov roses, red rose,white
rose negroes and watermelons. Frum the
1st to the 21st the sun iz in the sign of Ge-
mini, meanin twins. Twins born in June
will not need to be cradled nites az long
az uther children because thare shorter.

Widder weeds generally disappear in
June and becum June brides.

T'u prevent milk frum becuming sour in
June, Keep it in the Kow,

To kill the germs in milk fed to infants,
boil the child until well done.

Never go to bed with yur boots on dur-
in a thunder storm. In Nebrasky a new
pair waz injured that wa.

PROVERBS
*‘Drink water out ov thine own sistern till

the sitty haz her new one done, a thing ox
beauty and a joy forever.”

“He that loveth his son chastenet him.
bedtimes.”

“Better iz a dinner ov herbs where lur
iz, than a discushun about the fat and the
lean.”

“The lot iz cast in the lap,” usually whe

the old foaks retire.
“There is a friend that sticketh closer

than a brother”’—a §. :

“Debate thy cause with thy naber him-
self”’—and not with hiz naber. .

“Happy iz the man that feareth -al-
ways,” and can sprint.

“A servant will not be corrected by
words”—but he wil take heed for more pa.

“He that has no rule over his own spirit
generally has a muther-in -law.”
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GRAY HAIR BECOMES
DARK, THICK, GLOSSY

Look years younger! Try
recipe of Sage and Sulphur
and nobody will know.
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