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'I'HE WINDOW

AT THE

WHITE CAT

“What was in the bag?" the cnler
asked.

Waldrop tried to remember.

“A pair of pajamas,” he said, “two
military brushes and a clothesbrush.
two or three soft bosomed shirts, per-
haps a half dozen collars and a suit of
underwear.”

“And all this was taken, as well as
the money ?”

“The bag was empty, except for my
railroad schedule.” -

“Go omn, If you please,” the detec-
tive sald cheerfully.

I think Wardrop realized the ab-
surdity of trying to make any one be-
lieve that part of the story. He threw
up his head, as if he intended to say
nothing further.

“Go on,” 1 urged. If he could clear
himself he must. I could not go back
to Margery Fleming and tell her that
her father had béen murdered and her
lover was accused of the crime.

“The bag was empty,” he repeated

“I had not been five minutes trying to |

open the shutters, and yet the bag had
been rifled. Mr. Knox here found it
among the flowers below the veranda
empty.”

The chief eyed me with awakened
interest.

“You also live at Bellwood, Mr.
Knox?”

*“No; I am attorney to Miss Letitia
Maitland and was there oue night as
her. guest. I found the bag as Mr.
Wardrop described, empty.”

The chief turned back to Wardrop.

“How much money was there in it '

when you—left it?”
“A hundred thousand dollars. I was
afraid to tell Mr. Fleming. but I had

to do it. We had a stormy scene this
morning. I think he thought the natu-
ral thing—that I bad taken it.”

- “He struck you, I believe, and knock-
ed you down?” asked Hunter smoothly.

Wardrop flushed.

“He was not himself, and—well, it
‘meant a great deal to him. And he
was out of cocaine. 1 left him raging,
and when 1 went home I lesrned that
Miss Jane Maitland had disappeared,
been abducted, at the time my satchel
had been emptied! It's no wonder I
question my sanity.”

“And then—tonight"‘" the chief per-
sisted.

“Tonight I felt that some one would
have to look after Mr. Fleming.
afraid he would kill himself. It was a
bad time to leave while Miss Jane was

?#ELEP'-!;
“What was in the bag?” ths chief asked.

missing. But when I got to the White
Cat I found him dead., He was sitting
with his back to the door and his head
on the table.”

“Wus the revolver in his hand?”

NYes-l!

*“You are sure?’ from Hunter. “Isn’t
it a fact, Mr. Wardrop, that you took |}

Hungter, 1 wonlg l;ka ;o #00 !au ¥or 8
few minutes.”

| T think Wardrop was dazed at find-
ing himself free. ' As we wdlked ta the
corner for-a car or cab, whichever ma-
terialized first, he looked back. ;

“I thought so, he .said bitterly. A
man was loitering after us along the
street. ~ The police were not asleep;
they ‘had closed only one eye.

The last train had gone. We took
a night electric car .to Wynton and
walked the three miles to Bellwood.
Neither of- us. wae talkative, and 1
imagine we .were both thinking of
Margery and the news she would have
to hear.:

. It bad.been -raining, and once War-
drop turned around to where we could
hear the detective splashing along.
The detective was well behind, but aft-
er awhile Wardrop stood still, while 1
plowed along.. They came up together
presently, and the three of us trudged
on, talking of immaterial things,

At the door Wardrop turned to the
detective with a faint smile. “It's
raining again,” he said. “You'd bet-
ter come in, You needn’t worry about
me. I'm not'going to run away, and
there’s a couch in the library.”

The detective grinned. and in the
light from the hall I recognized the
man I had followed to the police sta-
tion two nights before.

“l guess I will,” he said. looking
apologetically at his muddy eclothes.
“This thing is only a matter of form,
anyhow.”

But he didn’t lie down on the couch.
He took a chair in the hall vear the
foot of the stairs, and we left him

: there with the evening paper and a

lamp.

Wardrop looked so wretched thut I
asked him' into my room and mixed
him some whisky and water. When
I had given him a cigar he began to
look a little.less hopeless.

“You've been a darned sight betler

lto me than I would have been to you

under the circumstances," he said
gratefully.

“1 thought we would better arrange
nbout Miss Margery before we try
to settle down,” I replied. “Will you
tell her about her father?”

*I believe it would come better from
you,” he said finally. “I am in the
pecuiiar position of baving been sus-
pected "by her father of robbing him,
by you of carrying away her aunt and
now by the police and everybody else
of murdering her father.”

*“1 do not suspect you of anything,”
I justified myself. *I don’t think you
are entirely open. that is all, Wardrop.

i 1 think you are damaging yourself to
I was

shield some one else.”

His expressive face was on its guard
in a2 moment. . He ceased his restless
pacing, pausing 1impressively before
me,

“] give you my "word as a genile-
man I do not know who killed Mr.
Fleming and that when 1 first saw
him dead my only thought was that
he had killed himself.. He had threat-
ened to that day.. Why, if you think 1
killed him you would have to think I
robbed him, too. in order to find a mo-
tive.”

1 did not tell him that that was pre-
cisely what Hunter-did think. I evad-
ed the issue.

“Mr. Wardrop, did you ever hear of
the figures eleven twenty-two? .You
never heard Mr. Fleming use them?”

He looked puzzled.

“Probably,” he said. . “In the very
nature of Mr. Ileming's position, we
used figures all the time. Eleven twen-
ty-two. That's the time the theater
train leaves the city for Bellwood. Not
what you want, eh?”

“Not quite,” 1 answered .noncommit-
tally ‘and began to wind my watch.
He took the hint and prepared to leave.

He opened the door and stared rue-
fully down at the detective in the hall
below, “The old place is queer with-
out Miss Jane” he sald irrelevantly.
“Well, good night, and thanks.”

He went heavily along the ha]l, and
I closed my door. I heard him pass
Margery's room and then go back and
rap lightly.:

“It's Harry,” he called. *“I thought
you wouldn’t worry if you knew I was
in the house tonight.”

She asked bim something, for—

“Yes, he i3 here.” he said. He stood
there for a moment, hesitating over
something, but whatever it was, he
decided against it.

“Good night, dear,” he said gently

Mr. Fleming’s revolver from him this t and went away.

morning when he threatened you wltb
|
Wardrop's face twitched nervously.
“You have been misinformed,” he re-
plied, but no one was impressed by his |
tone. It was wavering, uncertain.
From Hunter's face 1 judged it had

been a random shot and had Ianded'

unexpectedly well.
“How many people knew that Mr.

Fleming had been hiding at the White .

Cat?" from the chief.

“Very few—besides myself, only a
man who looks after the clubhouse in
the mornings and Clarkson, the cash-
fer of the Borough bank, who met him
there:once by appointment.”

The chief made no comment.

“Now, Mr. Knox, you heard no shot

while you were in the hall?”’
*: “There was considerable noise. 1
heard- two or three sharp reports like
‘the explosions of an automobile en-
dne."

“You are right about the automo-
bile,” -Hunter said. *“The mayor sent
his car away as 1 left to follow Mr.
Wardrop. The Sounds you heard were
not Shﬁ&"

]t 13 a strange thing,” the chief re-
flected, “that a revolver could be fired
in ‘the upper room of an ordinary
dwelling house, while that house was
filled with people. and nobody hear it.
‘Were there any powder marks on the

?"

“None:" Hunter said.
The chi,ef -got up stifly..
'rhnnk Jou very much, gentlemen,

The little familiarity ‘made me wince.
| Every unattached man has the same
! pang now and then. 1 have it some-
. times when Edith sits on the arm of
¢ Fred's chair, or one of the youngsters
lleaves me to run to “daddy.” And
| one of the sanest men 1 ever met went
to his office and proposed to his sten-
ographer in sheer craving for domes-
ticity, after watching the wife of one
of his friends run her hand over her
husband’s chin and giveé him a reprov-
ing slap for not having shaved.

I was ready .for bed when Wardrop
rapped at my door. He was still dress-
ed and had the leather bag.

“Look bere,” he said excitedly when
1 had closed the door, “this is not my
bag at all. [ never examined it care-
fully.”

He held it out to me, and 1 carried
it to the light. It was an ordinary
cighteen inch Russia leather traveling
bag, tan in color and with gold plated
mountings. It was empty save for the
railroad schedule that still rested in
one side pocket. .

“Don’t you see?’ he asked excitedly.
“Whoever stole my bag had this one to
substitute for it. If we can succeed in

came from and from there to the pur-
chaser we have the thief.”

“There’s no maker's name in it,” 1
said after a casual examination. War-
drop’s faee fell, and ue took the bag
from me 'despondently. ]

“If yon don’t mind I'll Ieave It here,”
be snjd. “‘I‘hav'll be ‘searching . ;o

tracing the bag here to the shop ‘it|’
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room, | supposg. and 1'A like to h
the bag fop futuie referenca.!

T have na idea how mpch | vif-
that | rouséd. 1 wakenn&man
and sat up in bed.- There had been a
crash of some kind. for the shock was
still vibrating along my nerves. . 1
up and, lighting the candle, got. into

my raincoat in lleu of a dressing gown
and prepared to !nvestlgnte.
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A Glance Down the Staircase Rnﬁaioﬂ
Davidsen,

My door, which I had lefr open, 1
found closed. Nothing else was dis-
turbed. The leather bag sat just in- |
side as Wardrop had left it. Through-
Miss Maitland's transom were com-
ing certain strangled and irregular
sounds, now falsetto, now deep bass,
that showed that worthy lady to be
asleep. A glance down the staircase
revealed Davidson.

“You didn’t happen to be up there
a little while ago, did you?' 1 ques-
tioned.

“No. I've been kept busy trying to
sit tigbt where I am. Why?" | 3

“Some one came inte my room and
wakened me,” 1 etp]nined

“That's funny.” he said.
in the room disturbee*”

“Nothing, but some one had been in
the room,” 1 reiterated. *The door
was closed, although 1 had left it
open.”

“I've got only one business here, Mr.
Knox,” he said in an undertone, “and
you know what that is. But if it will
relieve your mind I'll tell you that it
was Mr. Wardrop and that to the best
of my belief he was in your room, not
once, but twice, in the last hour and a
half.”

“What could he have wanted?” 1 ex-
claimed. But with his revelation Da-
vidson's interest ceased.

“Search me,” he said and yawned.

I went back to bed. I deliberately
left the door wide open, but no intru-
sion occurred. Once 1 got up and
glanced down the stairs. For all his
apparent drowsiness Davidson heard
my cautious movements.

“Have you got any quinine?’ he
said. “I'm sneezing my head off.” °

But I had none. I gave him a box
of cigarettes. I was roused by the
sun beating on my face, to hear Miss
Letitia’s tones from her room across.

*“Nonsense,” she was saying queru-
lously. *“Don't you suppose 1 can
smell? Do you think because I'm a
little hard of hearing that I've lost my
other senses? Somebody’s been smok-
ing.”

“It's me.” Heppie shouted. "l"—

“You?" Miss Letitia snarled. “What
are you smoking for? That ain’t my
shirt; it's my"'—

“I aln’t smokin'!" yelled Heppie.
“You won’'t let me tell you. I spilled’
. vinegar on the stove.” ;

“Vinegar!” said Miss Letitia, with
scorn. “Next thing you’ll be telling

*Anything,

_'llllm, m‘ y ox
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news as

that he had been aceiaenulu ;bo:.
“Accidentally!” she nponhed. The

first storm of grief over, she lifted her |.

head from where 1t had rested on her [
‘arms ‘and looked at me, scorning; my
subterfuge. “He was murdered. That's
the word I didn’t bave time to relul
Murdered! 'And you sat back and let
it happen. I went to you in time, and
you didn’t do anything. No one did
Mythm "

I did'not try to defend myselt How
could I? And afterward when she sat
up and pushed back the damp strands
of hair from her eyes she was more
reasonable,

“I did not mean what I said about
your not having done anything.” she
said, almost childishly. *“No one could
have done more, It was to happen,

., that's a]l.”

But even then I knew she had trou-

| ble in store that she did not suspect.

What would she do when she heard
that Wardrop was under grave sus-
piclon? Between her dead father and
‘her'lover, what?

? 1 broke ‘the ‘news of her brother—ln-
law's'death to Miss Letitia.

while Heppie shook her pillows. “It's

always said he would be hanged.”

After that she apparently dismissed
him from her mind. and we tulked of
-her sister.: She regretted that:under;
the circumstances Jane would not rest
in the family lot.

“We are all there,” she snid—"eleven
of us, ‘counting my sister Mary’s hus-
band, although he don't properly be-
long, and I always said we would
take him out if we were crowded. It
is the best lot in-the Hopedale ceme-
tery. You can:see the shaft for two
miles. in. any direction.”

We held a family council that morn-,

ing around Miss Letitia's bed—war
drop, who took. little part in the® pro-
ceedings and who stood at a window
looking out most of the time: Murger:y
on the bed, her arm around Miss T.
tia’s shriveled neck, and Heppie. who
acted as Interpreter and shonted into
the old lady’s ear wuch parts of the
conversation as she considered essen-
tiad,

"1 have talked with Miss Fleming,”
T sald as clearly as | could, “and she
seerns to shrink from seeing people.
The only friends she cares about are
An Europe, and she tells me there are
no other relatives.”

Hepple condensed this into a voeal
capsule and thrust it into Miss Le-
titia’s ear. .The old lady nodded.

*No other relatives,” she corroborat:
ed. " “God be praised for that any-
bow." z :

-1 was golng to suggest,” 1 put in,
“that my brother’s wife would be only
too glad to belp, and if Miss Fleming
will go into rown with me 1 am sure
Edith would know just what to do.
She isn’t curious, and she's very capa-
ble.” 3 ;

Margery threw me a grateful glnnce,
grateful, 1 think, that 1 could under-
stand how, under the circumstances, a
stranger was more acceptable than cu-
rious friends could be.

“Mr. Knox's sister-in-law!” interrupt-
ed 'Hepple.

“When you have to say the letter
‘s’ turn your head away,” Miss Letitia
rebuked her. “Well, I don’t object if
Knox’s sister-in:law’ don’t.” She had
an uncanny way of expanding Hep-
ple's tablojd speeches. *You can take
my white sllk shawl to lay. over the
body, but be sure to bring it back. We
may need it for Jane.”

"1f thie old lady’s chin quivered a bit
while Margery threw her arms around
her she was mightily ashamed of it
But Hepple was mude of wenker stuff.

'She broke into a sudden storm of sobs
and left the room to stick her head in
the door a moment after.
., "Kidneys or chops?” she shouted al-
most belligerently.

“Kidneys,” Miss Letitia replied in
kind.

Wardrop went with us to the station
at noon, but he left us there with a
‘brief remark that he would be up that
night. After 1 had put Margery in a
seat 1 went back to have a word with
him alone. He was standing beside
the train trylng to light a cigarette,

me it's vinegar that Harry and Mr. !
Knox carry around In little boxes In
their pockets. You've pinned my cap
to my scalp.”

1 hurried downstnlrs to find David-
son gone. My blanket lay neatly fold-
ed on the lower step, and the horse-
hair chairs were ranged along the
wall as ‘before. I looked around anx-
fously for telltale ashes, but t.hereJ
was none save .at the edge of the
spot!qss register, a trace.

CHAPTER IX.
Breaking the News,

tired and white. :

1 saw the glaring head-

lines of the morning paper, laid open

at Wardrop's plate.

followed my eyes, for we reached for

it simultaneously. She was nearer

than I, and her quick eye caught the

name. Then I put my hand over the |

heading, and she flushed with lndl¢*1
nation.

“You are not to read it now,” I uh!lJ
meeting her astonished gaze. “Pleuq
let me have It. I promise you I will
give It to you almost Immediately.” ‘|

“You are very rude,” she sald with«
out relinquishing the papér. “I saw
a part of that. It Is about my fa-
ther.”

"Drlnk your coffee, please " I plead-
ed. *T will let you read it then, on
my honor.”

“How can you be so chlldish?"
exclaimed. “If there ‘is anything in
that paper that it will hurt me to
learn. is a cup of coffee golng to mnke
it any easier?" 3

1 gave ,up then,: and, teellu t.lll.t

evasion avould be useless, Ltnli lur

# B Ty,

ARDROP did not appear at .
w breakfast.” Margery looked

: .Hawes had hysterics in our front hall

‘Iast dight? You had a case in court

She must have .

but his hands shook almost beyond
control, and after the fourth match he
gave it up. My minute for speech was
gone. As the train moved out I saw
him walking back along the platform,
‘paying no attention to anything around
him. Also } had a fleeting glimpse of
a man lonfing on a baggage truck, his
hat over his eyes.

1 bad arranged over the telephone
that Edith should meet the train, and
it was a rellef to see that she nnd

luargery took to each other at once.

We drove to the house immediately. !

“Do you know that you have not
been to the office for two days?” aald
‘Edith to me. “And do you know that

'yesterday. didn’t you?"

““Nothing very much,” I said, looking:
‘over her head. “Anyhow, I'm, tred.
1 don't know when I'm going back. 1
need a vacation.”

 “The biggest case you ever hnd.
Jnck' The biggest retainer you ever
 bad"~ .

“I've spent that,” | pmteated roebly

“A vacation, and you only back from |

Pinehurst!”

“The girl was in tmuble—il in. trou
ble. Edith.” | burst out. *Any one
would have done the mme thing."”

*Of course it's your own affair,”
said. not looking at me, “a.nd good-
Hess knows I'm disinterested about it-

You ruin the boys, both stomachs and i-

dispositions, and 1 could use your room
splendidly ‘as'u sewing room"—
“Edith!' You abominable little lllﬂ"

She dabbed her eyes furiously with
bér- handkerchlef and  walked Q‘lp
_great dignity to the door. Then she
;éame back ‘and put ber hlnd on W

“Shot!"” she said, sitting up in bed,

‘a_queer dedth for Allan Fleming. I :

ube'

1R, Jack. 42 we couia
saved you this!" lhq nld- #
ute Iater, when l

is the man, dea

“*A distans relatlu. Huw Wardrop,”
J.replied, with what 1 think was very'
neurjy _my patural tone. *Don’t wor-
‘ry, Edith.” It's all right. I've known
it right along.”

“Pooh!” Edith mtumed sagely. “Bo
do I know I['ve got to die and be bur-
fed some day. Its belng inevitable
doesn’t make it any more cheerful.”
She went out, but she came back in a

)ment and stuck ber head through
the door.

“That’s the only Ine-vitnble thing
there is,” she said,

That Saturday afternoon at 4 o'clock
the body of Allan, Fleming was brought
home and placed in state in the music
room of the honse.

Miss Jane had been missing since
Thursday night. I called. Hunter by
telephone, and he had nothing to re-
Wﬂ‘-
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LW I. found him
offering ',Ilto -edltlon.n .of the evening

trritation. _ e
/1 put the best face on the matter that

prepared to explain to Hawes what 1
could hardly explain to myself.

*“T've  been upavoidably detained,:
‘Hawes,” T said, “Miss Jane Maitland
bas disappeared from her home.”

phone.” He had | ‘brought my mail and
stood by lmpudvg_
*Also her brother-in-law is dead.”
“The papers are full of it”

“There was Do one to do anytning,
Hawes. I was obliged to stay,” 1 apol-
ogized. 1 was ostentatiously examin-
.ing my letters, and Hawes said noth-
ing. I looked up at him sideways, and
he looked down at me.

which bas a peculiar twitching of the
lid when he 1s excited. It gave him a
sardonic nppearance of winking. He
winked at me then.

“Don’t wait, Hawes,” I said guiltily,.
and be took his bat and went out. Ev-
ery line of his back was accusation.
The sag of his shoulders told me I
had let my biggest case go by -de-
fault that day; the forward tilt of his
head that | was probably insane; the
very grip with which he'seized the door-
knob, his- “Good night” from around
the door, that he knew there was a
woman at the bottom of it all. As he

“ have been here six times since noon.”

closed the door behind him I put down
my letters and dropped my face in my
hands. Hawes was right.

1 had not heard the door open.

“l1 forgot to tell you that a gentle-
man was here half a dozen times to-
day to see you. He didn’t give any
naml'

(To Be Continued)

Enrichetta

Day Reading.

.i"i
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: nwlthadeddedmu%nm

lp thufnimrrom Hawes |
ronoon, .and a lttle after |

1 could, saw.my visitors and, left alone, .

“So 1 nndefstoos'l yoy, over the tele- :

Not a muscle
of his. face quivered save ome eye,

| tier than the bandiers of Italy, el

And the Flag|

A Story For lndependence ‘

3= PG ITE]
“A  thief, madama)]” .
throwing back his; head; and knitting
h’.mt g «‘-Hlf("—
Enrichetta bummm
unthedmbe-omr'lh
|t 'mwmmmw
it to me in the bottom of & box. [
 thought she no longer cared fogit,be-
| cause of the torn places boles.”

ptnces ekl it e

-I m u I t 1'*‘.. o
;| Was not your fault, ba
hlu-mmma"' the

A ‘devout Roman Catholic

city wua less lomely for
Flomnﬂl:le. ~N e

At that church she met. Id]lli.
Enrichetta thought, had the deent
eyes in the world.and whose teeth were
as white as milk. Lulgl owned a fruit
store and had laid by 10,000 lire, which
would be considered a fortuna by h'-
mands and acquaintances on the oth¢-

Tbe Fourth of July m. comln
which Lulgl explained was a g
in America and was always ra'
ed with fireworks after the mnnner of
San Glovanni’s day in Italy, only with
a far greater amount of -boom”and |
snap and crash. ‘He told her he would
come in the evening and take her:ito a
certain spot on the lake front. where
there was’ sure to-be a splendid dis-
play of rockets, .

‘Enrichetta sang merrny as sln gent
about her work and thm _began to
think seriously of what she would
wear on that night, so sacred to this
great United States. ‘She would Bave _
a - new walist, something. gay-‘and
showy; then she bethought her of the

.| contents .of a box given to: her at

housecleaning time by  her mistress.
“Here, Enrichetta,”  the I.nun; ;had
-said, “this box is marked ‘Oddp; and
Ends.’ Yon may have it; I want to.

Inthebottomotthehﬁx,mth
scraps and remnantnorgoods,ma
mkm;hontthmyard.lqu. It
was torn at the end, and there
a few round holes in it which
richetta supposed accounted for *'
fact that the signora no:lopger pri
it. . It was the flag of ;this count
which, now that she knew Luigl, jta
girl secretly belleved would be her gwr
country. forevermore, and; it. was pret-

Enrichetta decided to make a
of the flag to wear on the Fa of
July. Being very. deft with nd-u,nn
and needle, she managed to escape
holes and flaws in cttting out the
ment, and the result of hq- labor 1
a rather startling red an e wa:
with a silver starred bloe yoke t
med with gold fringe. =

Early the morning of, the
Mrs, Morland began the B
sllk flag, which when she was at ho
on that day always occupled thn.,
of honor over the front, .,
valued this banner highly; ‘she.
herited it from her father; it ha
ed above the glorious fleld of
burg, where it had been
shot and shell. But now it
be found, and thinking it mi
been stolen Mrs. Morland gave ‘le
search in despair.

The other servants were elthpr
or engaged In another part of t
when Enrichetta came downsta
evening to answer -Luigi’s rtu" it
rear door. The girl wore her
walst with a dark blue woolm
Her cheeks were as red as
rings twinkling in her small
her large dark eyes were
with happiness. = . Aini)

Mrs. Morland lnppmd to
kitchen at the moment of Lni
rival. “Why, Enrichetta, how p
you are!” she exclaimed, 1
shimmering stars. Then she f
and asked sternly, “Where did yoh'ge
that waist?”

“I made 1t out of the flag the signors
g0 kindly gave me,” replied Eprichett
in an unsteady vaice, Qor ahqlfa
fngntened at Mrs, llorh.ndl
iar harshness. e

“The flag that I gave m! .;1

would not have. takepn n;!li
‘for it! Andm
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“Why, girl,

' MLy

get it out of my way.” la
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