
THE ARIZONA REPUBLICAN, FRIDAY MORNING, SEPTEMBER 25, 19H PAGE SEVEN

By the "MAS TEH. TEJV
moving picture right reserved by the Universal FilmVnvri.hf 19 J- - AH
, .

Manufacturing Company, who
rouctln in leading theaters. Infringements will be vigorously prosecuted.

ing sob of relief he dragged Thompson after him
and slapped the door shut, maintaining his hold
meantime. The flurry of rushing feet was in the
corridor. Breathless he waited, listening with
every nerve in his body.

Once a puzzled expression crossed his face as
p, little feminine cry of fear and dismay reached
his ears. He heard a scrambling, rushing sound,
the slapping of a door, the jar of the elevator
cage, its rattling descent, then silence. He turned
to the traitorous servant.

Mill I hiill

was ready for anything now. Time and a"a'nthe man hud placed her life in danger.
stopped at nuthing to guin possession of the
packet. And now the means were in her ha:i i ;
to play a man's part, and an unscrupulous mans,
in this warfare. She took TUe revolver from its

place and ea mined it carefully. Ye, she
would shoot to kill if necessary. Loubeque mest
not win. As thui.gh to test her vuuraire s.kstepped into the big livii - icni. A portrait in
oils of the owner of the iio;::;e looked down fio u
the walis ut her. relentlessly, witho.t!
a qualm, .she lifted the uu.omatic and fired. 'I he
canvas ripped squarely k,.,-os- s the face air I

Lucille turned silently ;;:id continued her
of t'ie i.ue.

Laggard tune for o:rc I'.etv whila she waited
the long interval as to before i:,e
arrival 0f the sp. I. ..nine lound once :M,,-- the
tunnel ttuoui'ii v.hU-i- st hud been leu, !o::,.l

;asiiL-e- laid explored thera, ttid!-:-
o.y. the position she would l.e in v. bets -- he com-
pleted hw- - v.o.k with the enemy who was ,o
COtne.

A sup kmiLUfc;"; overhead, slow, meuseiej,
method cl. She prc-sf-- tl close, it gainst the switeri-b.,ur-

to the n..;-.- of mvste.-y- , !.,. eiaanation of
the rays-nit- Her line.s i : dightlv. The
feet covU up the s.aiis. she waked, finrvrs
ou sc. etched lov aij a lhtie ivory button. 'J i,e
cool surface ki-c- tee i.'isjer pa-- . tV.c pad upon
which depended the honor of father and sweet-heart, which spelt home. life, love to her.

stand the hurried retreat of both from the room.
She opened the window and slipped inside, her
bosom heaving tumultuously at this opportunity
to search the man's suite.

The door slapped open just as she was ex-

ploring the drawer of the table. She felt herself
seized by the wrists, uttered a cry of protext
and dismay and pleading, only to look into
strange, brutal faces, the faces of house detec-

tives and not the sardonically friendly one of
Loubeque.

"Nipped in the act '"' grated one of them, as
he dragged her toward the door. "The cabaret
dame, too !"

Protesting, weeping, hysterical, Lucille was
dragged to the elevator and bundled into a cab.
1 'liable to think, to reason, sue only the
full extent of her calamity when the gretn globe
before the grim police station loomed before her

assisted from the cabeves, oh she was roughly
and tukeu before the uniformed sergeant behind
the desk.

She might have been unconscious, so little
was she actually aware of what was transpirinj.
Acute, yet merely subconsciously so, she know
she defended herself stoutly airair.it the charge
of being a hotel sneak-ihie- f. showing over live

thousand dollars to prove she did not need to
stoop to such work. She feverishly cited th;
obvious ridiculousness of Hugo Loubeque's mak-

ing such a charge against her. In explanation
of her presence on the tire escape, she had noth-

ing to say. The sergeant was frankly puz.ied.
Obviously this girl was not a thief. The bril-

liant idea struck him of summoning the jeweler
from whom she claimed to have received the
money. Also the failure to produce Loubeque
argued heavily against the house detective's case.

And all the while Lucille paced Up and down
the floor, white-face- miserable, her lips movh.g
as she muttered over and over again her princi-
pal worry, forgetful of the horrible mess she had
gotten herself in:

"Five thirty this afternoon Ensign llo.vell
calls for the papers. Five thirty five thirty 1

must be there must be must must "
And the station house clock grinnc-- wide

derision ut her, its hands pointing ironically to-

ward the hour of four.

CHAPTER XXXXXI.

An Ensign Feels 11 Li DUjnity Offc.idvJ.

IT lacked but fifteen minute's to five be for she
found herself upon the street with the jeweler

who had rushed to her and. after a
short conference with the officers and detectives
had arranged her release, personally agrteitv.' to
produce her when desired. On the siuewaii'. lie
told her that only his knowledge of her ;irn::-nge- ,

her possession of the necklace and her
speaking to him before of the stolen papei" en-

abled him to believe her story.
"If you ;;novv Ixmbeque has the papers." he

demanded as a triumphant clincher to his ex-

ordium, "why don't you call on a policeman to
protect you and to rescue them'.'"

Lucille smiled faintly at his commonplace
advice, realizing t.io absolute impossibility of im-

pressing imyme with the power of her enemy.
And must hurry to the mysterious house
where Ensign Howell was to call at five thirty.
Even as she thanked her friend, bidding him
good-by- e a; the door of the motor car. coughing
impatiently for the passenger who hail

it, she noticed policemm importantly
swinging his club, sole sjmbol of authority, and
though: of the slim chance he world have
against a spy who might swing rulers to work
out his ends. No. the little jeweler could never
be made to understand.

Hurriedly she searched the streets for the
mysterious residence of Hugo Loubeque. Noth-

ing muttered to her now. bhe did not care what
happened to her. She was a cat a tij.er cat
more savage than any she had encountered in
the jnngleT for :h-- y had failed and she would
not fail in this, her last attempt against the in-

ternational sp
She had ten minutes leeway before the En-

sign was due to call, umple opportunity if sue
had not forgotten any details of the mesvi'.ge.
The house was vacant. jut as she had thought it
would be. for Loubeque would never trust him-
self for a long time to the place that li:id once
been raided. It would suffice for this short bit of
business- - th.it was all.

She let herself easily by 1he door, the
smashed lock of the raiding party never having
lieen replaced. Swiftly she rushed Ihroegh the
familiar rooms, the sliding rooms that held so

p'uny horrible menacing thoughts for her. Vv ith
lightning fingers she eXHi-iinc- sliding panels,
moving picture frames. In the desk drawer of the
spy she found a medium sized automatic, the
silencer still fastened on it. She shed a tear, as
she moved to the basement, for the gallant cap-

tain of the liner who had lost his life through
one of these, weapons while endeavoring to assUt
her.

In the basement, as she expectet!, she came
upon the system of levers that controlled the
intricate machinery of the household. Plainly
marked they all were, also the speed and velocity
with which the work might be done was iml.-cq'e- d

by a simple system of buttons. Lucille
tested several, finding they answered readily to
her touch, when she was interrupted by the
clanging of the bell.

The last act in the play was about to be be-

gun. Ensign Howell was at the door, unless the
spy had detected her trick in tampering with the
message of the carrier pigeon. All the weeks, the
months of peril pud were things for-

gotten, things that beea.ue as nothing agaliist
the work before her now. Steadiiy she ascended
the stairs.

Her right hand, which had been clasped the
revolver conec.-uc.- i be.'ic-- her coat, nnclasiK-.- I,

and a sisih of obvious relit.' came from lier lip's

as she opened the doo- - to greet a young Ensign
in uniform. She did not mite know what sni
would have cone had it ivi-- n Loubeque.

"Ensign Howell'.'" she murmured. fiu:hir.g
prettily at the admiration and astonishict i.t ot.
the officer's face, at Ix'ing greeted by such o vis-

ion. "I am very sorry," she murmured hurriedly,
as he started "to enter, "but Mr. Loubeque was
obliged to ie.v.e hurriedly. He left word that he
would surely be at any place convenient after
eight forty-five.- "

"Any plce convenient!" The officer's tones
were nore of surprise than vexation.

"That 13." she "where it would be
convenient for a euUer or boat of some sort ta
lake him to the 'i'error. That matter is of sr;j
imporiance he does not care that is "

The young man straightened himself, his face
wearing an expression of wounded dignity. Lucille
heaved a sigh of re'ief.

"That Is quite Mr. Loubeque's privilege," he
snapped. 'I shall write the address on a card
where the cutter ill lie so there can be no
further iriMalce."

Lucille accepted the card negligently, hold-

ing her eyes nverd that he might not read the
ecstac, that fairly flooded mem. She watched
hi.i ruler-straig- "back as it di 'appeared down
the street then clasped the card feverishly to
her breast. The riist move had been made and
she had mors Y,.r. iakeii the honors. High hope
beat in 'aer heart because of the little victory,
hbe hr teeth tightly shut. Yes, the
papers v.o-i- :w taken aboard the Terror but
not bv Hrgo Loubeque. Neither would there be
ar.y affdavit with them from the arch spy. Sua

are now exniomn
CHAPTER XXXXY1II.

A Crjmo of Bread Make a Loaf of Hope.

UCJLLE awoke to a nuninea
of failure, defeat, ct loss nu'i --

able. Kor a few moments she al-

lowed her head to rest against the
tnllcws, perfectly passive, ret racing

Pi J of her efforts in f.w tight
V IdSBSia I for recovery

papers up to mis
elusion.

Theft. dishonor, treachery nua
....;,.) 1 fini'c rs at her sweet- -

t.art with accuracy such as only :inan

couM ny. Ami. Uespi.e U Hil, 'JC

D n- - iMiAvihllicv ol suc.i a tliiuir be.ug true.
l .i ....,.! life hnnur e v erv t li i IUr and

.
anvihi"!-- '

T aU it T"ia ' v - .i
nt.npiM aiiiifi i hit'""-- ' "i--

. i ...T.iint Ti lien l.OiibL".1;!; fry sii i.iiiiijr.

a nH for what? She dre.sid leinurciv and .or

finite time was seated at lu-- window scattering
for Stl'UV birds. As sheprumhs on the ledge

crossed the room a moment lain a metallic sound

strut'.: her ears u aim again un...
r CM ...i.url illUlllI

the was even coiisciou--
, ot n. ,

, .u i ,t .,.. eonuiiL' fromrunm l urn Lit.ie -.

,k ,.. in.n.w lei'-- e. Curiously she rega led the
niv.e.-.n- . struttinir about then, ea devouring

the eiutnhi. I "on his leg sue a t i n; . brass
...ir - ...1 Mini with ' is every s.ep.

Uu 'e' her a i thumping
. . I ! '!( the crea

vioien.iv er.. ' - -
.

- ... ,,
bird, -- :eppi:g wture for a trrier

window of her bedroom she stared aiicul ner.

smile crvsinir her face iu- - iiy cai'.IUl cuutii,

she made oi.t tti ,Tumhs upon the eighth win- -

..iw lede from i;ei 'Ihat wouiu bt Hugo --Ofr

Deqr.e's uartment.
Svviftlv. soft I v. mmuiously, tor fear the bud

mirfit heve fled." I.'.'. ilie reached the ledge, her
voice low and caie-i- ng as she reached, au infini-

tesimal fraction of an inch at a time toward the
carric Once he !ifttJ his vvinL's, jwised a second.

Lucille halted in her approach, then, as the bird's
doubts were ullaved, reached out and ciasped him

firmlv, surprised that he iiiaie no euort to escape.

!n a'seeuiid she had detached the cv Under, taking
the linv tisane lapcr note from it.

:rianements complete. Deliver papers to
Krs'.g-- Howell. V. S. Ship Terror, with attidavit

as to sa'e bv Genera! Sumpter Jove, now under

tr'al. Yashint-to-n. 1). C. At your residence; 5:30

Lucille rapped as she took in the lr.eaning of

the message. or just a moment she sat staring
dullv ahead of her. dismay and terror frozen in
hcr'tves. At 5:30 the in.ei nationrl spy's work

would be completed and her father ruined. But
a few hours and the stolen papers with the He of
Loubenue accepted, and immunity doubtless

promised, would be in the hands of the prosecu-

tion.
She clenched her fists tightly together, pac-i-

up and down the floor of her suite, her pretty
teeth upon her under lip. her very being

vibrant with protest at the horrible injustice of

it all It must not be. It could not be. She

stopped snddealv. It should nt be. Calmly she

crossed to the writing desk and added a line

through the hour appointed, carefully making an
dght of the five. She scanned the result of her
labors with knitted brows.

She ioosed the pigeon, pointing him toward a
windo'f which wa.s open. She knew Loubeque was

hnTiatient from that sign. Furtively she

cratehed the eajjcr hands clutch the bird and draw
him from view. The window slapped shut once
more.

Loubeque was there, jnst a few suites away
from her, Was even now gloating with satisfac-
tion over the fruition of his life's work. The
thought made her beat her fists together against
the enforced waiting. She had never felt so l-

impotent before. There seemed nothing
possible to do but sit and wait wait

But wait she could not and would not do.
So few hours remain wherein to regain the pre-

cious packet of papers that she must be at work.
The papers were but a few short suites away,
on the very same floor.

His residence she knew must mean the house
of mystery, thf: weird place of horrors, of sliding
staircases" and folding rooms. That Loubeque
should choose such a rendezvous showed how
plainly he considered the la-s- t trick in the game
of his" life played, how absolutely assured he now
was of absolute and final success. At five thirty.
Ensign Howell would be at that house. She had
three hours wherein to work. But the hours be-

tweenwhat of them? She could not endure in-

action at this moment.
With the thought she rose and moved toward

the door, closing it softly behind her. For a mo-

ment she hesitated in the" hall, then stepped boldly
tq the suite of the spy, rapping upon the door.

CHAPTER XXXXIX.

The Butler-Thie- f Makes His Last Bid.

IJL'CO LOLTiEQUE, master of men and nations,
whose power was so great the course of Em-

pires hailed at his spoken word of command,
mnodilv stared out his window after the carrier
pigeon he had just released. For forty years he
had bent every energy of his life for this day;
every hour of those forty years had contained a
dream of his revenge so dear to his heart it had
caused him to redouble his energies. And now
that it had come, somehow the sweet had turned
bitter upon his palate.

He stirred a bit uneasily in his chair. He
had almost been lulled to sleep by the spell of
the past that had woven itself for him. His mis-

sion was not yet complete.
Strangely enough, a tender smile, played

about the corners of his hard mouth as he
thought of the girl upon the same floor with him,
the girl who was the image of the Lucille of forty
years ago, the Lucille who, at the climax of his
scheming, at his supreme moment when he had
possession of the papers stolen from General Love's
safe, had flown out to the speeding Pacific liner
and thenceforth through jungle, shipwreck, fire,
war, starvation had continually thwarted him,
hounded him when he held the tipper hand and
defeated him time and again. No, not till the
actual transfer of the stolen papers and his affi--

davit into the hands of the Ensign would he act-

ually know that Lucille had finally been beatep.
Lucille He murmured the name over

tenderly, even as his fingers plucked the precious
picture of the girl's mother from his breast
pocket. He had treasured that picture above all
other possessions these forty years, yet now he
found himself regarding it merely as the likeness
of the daughter. Lucille the daughter of that
ICther Lucille of the long ago

.He rose impatiently, ashamed of the mellow
win.-.- d that was upon him and moved across the
floor. The slightest swaying of the curtains that
connected with the bed-roo- caught his eye. He '

lid not pause, did not even hesitate but a hard
look crept into his eyes. He resumed his seat

fter a moment, took his gloves from the table
nd busied himself strangely with thera. A tap-

ping on the door made him frown impatiently,
hen answer it, smiling to find Lucille, dressed for
Thr street, confronting him.

"Since the mountain won't come to Mohamet,
ilohauiet must go to the mountain," she quoted

with a light laugh, a laugh that belied the worn
expression about her lips.

"The mountain certainly knew of no desire"
laughed the spy, frank pleasure on his counten-
ance. "Is it a walk you planned tea?""An invitation to luncheon," she returned,"and I wonder if it would be too much to ask
of you to see that they give me a good inaohiuo
for the afternon."

"I'll 'phone," he respondad, hardening instant-
ly at the shadow of displeasure that crossed her
face. Evidently she wished to be rid of him. He
smiled to think of how close the game was to
being finished. Somehow, he could not get any
acute pleasure out of it now he looked at this
smiling girl and realized that precious few would
be the smiles upon that face after he had finished.
But. pshawl Why would his mind persist hi think-
ing of such things. He bowed and repealed the
hour of their engagement as she trippcit down
the hall, then resumed his seat at the ta'nie.

From a drawer there he took a small, thin
mirror which he slipped swiftly into the of
his glove, then placed the glove upon his baud.
A grim expression was on his face as he leaned
back in his chair once more, his ejes fastened
upon the entrance to the bedroom as revealed to
lum in the mirror even though his Lack was
turned from that entrance.

Hour dragged upon the heel of hour, chased
each other out the room as though frightened of
the sileiit. motionless figure at the table. H.-ig-

Loubeque tbok no account of time save to ma,'ve
the most of it when action was necessary and to
throttle it when delay seemed best suited to his
purpose. Slowly the prey head of the man swayed
from side to side. He caught himself abruptly.
Again his head sank toward his chest, this time
to remain there. Apparently Loubeque slept as
he did everything else, soundly, yet with the least
possible amount of effort.

The portieres swayed more and more heavily.
Grew the outlines of a human face against the
smooth velvet. Through the opening crept a pair
of furtive eyes. Slowly, slowly, the face of
Thompson showed. He did not bother to look at
the slumberer. Before revealed himself he had
made sure that his old master slept soundly.
Swift, certain, sure, he moved beyond the curtains.
The thief who had been selected by the arch-sp- y

to attend to his most important plan made no
sound. So soft his footfall it seemed he might
have walked across the strings of a musical in-

strument without a sigh rippling from them.
Closer, closer, a step at a time he advanced.

The hate had ieft his eyes, for there was- no time
for hate when bent on business.' Almost close
enough to reach out and rest a hand upon Lou-bequ-

shoulder he was, when he halted, his
mouth dropping ludicrously open, his feet ap-
parently gummed to the carpet, his fingers twitch-
ing uncertainly, hia eyes fastened in amaze at
his- own face as it stared back at him from the
tiny mirror in the gloved hand of Hugo Loubeque.

As he recovered, his hand darting swiftly to-
ward his pocket, the sinister laughter of his "mas-
ter broke the silence.

"Keep the hand in the pocket, Thompson.
Keep it there or I shall be obliged to shoot and
muss the place."

The butler-thief'- s upper lip curled back from
his teeth, giving him the expression of an angry
mongrel dog. All the servile politeness had dis-
appeared from his manner and his soul lay bare
upon his face the soul of a hyena with the heart
of a fox.

"And you thought to play with ms," Lou-
beque murmured vvonderingly, more to himself
than to his captive. "The man who knows me
better than anyone else thought to catch Lou-
beque sleeping. You dared come near me after
the second affair."

Thompson seemed to gain a bit of courage
from the. man's tone. Indeed, underlying tie
words, was a Belf reproaeh, a query, a bodazle-men- t

that he knew Hugo Loubeque had niver felt
before. His hand started to creep from tnj pocket
of his coat but an cm;.'a' i little gesture of the
spy's with the tiny aci";natfc in his palm para-
lyzed thefce clever finger.

"Xo, no, my dear Vl.nnipson. Don't think I
am getting old. If I but. had the time f should
strangle you with these hands. They itch for the
feel of your throat once more. Ktmcinber the job
was not completed properly through no fault of
my own. I have a little favor to ask you "

The thief growled something Inarticulate but
Loubeque smiled his mockery of an honest mirth
once more, taking the delight of a cat in playing
with the mouse it has captured and frightened
into partial inanition?

"You must pity me since you think I have
grown feeble and old enough to continue to play
such pranks with me, don't you now, Thompson ?"

The man's eyes glittered venomously as he
fastened them upon the toes of his boots, disdain-
ing to answer,

z "Certainly you do and that is pleasing to an
old man who is breaking. Xow, Thompson, just
step to the telephone and call up the desk down-
stairs." He made a signilicant little gesture with
the revolver and the man hurriedly took down the
receiver, his face a pasty yellow.

"Say there is a hotel sneak thief in Mr.
Loubeque's apartment waiting to be arrested. Mr.
Loubeque has no time to make charges now, but
will return shortly or meet the procession down-
stairs."

The receiver dropped clattering from the
thief's hand. Loubeque waved the automatic
qhietly toward it and, as the pitiful eyes of his
former servant met his own, they read no pity
there, nothing save a cold vindictive intent. The
trembling hand took ap the receiver once more
and, word by word, transmitted the message as
it fell like icy particles from the spy's lips. Then,

'as though stung to uncontrollable rage by the
needless cruelty of his punishment, Thompson

. whirled toward him, words falling from his lips
in hot, unquenchable fary.

"Turn me over, will you! Well, listen to what's
comimr to you when yoi do it I know'e thing
or two "

"You know too much," smiled the spy coolly.
"That is exactly the reason I am disposing of "

"And I know about her," the thiefs hand
waved toward the corridor. "Maybe I oan't tell
a thing or two about you and her. What's the
doing here 'wfcat's the reastfn she got on the
Empress and stuck to you ever sine

The revolver slapped against the Opposite
wall as Loubeque hurld it at .the tnaii's head,
following it with his flying body, his frame crash-
ing the man t the floor, his fingers groping for
the Tile mouth that spluttered on.

"I ain't saying as what you and m know
I'm a saying as what I can tell and vfrhat itll
look like. What "

Loubeque turned --his head suddenly,! his ears
fairly peaked with the eagerness of his listeEinjg.
The rattle of the elevator outside reached his
ears. He .sprang to his feet, dragging the butler
after him.

"We must get out," he breathed hoarsely. "We
must get away before they come. I'll I'll kill
you for this "

Swiftly the pair darted through the door and
down the hall. Loubeque hurriedly twisted the
knob to Lucille's door. It flung open. With a gasp

See "Lucille Love'- - .J

Somewhere a clock was ticking, No. it was
her heait. i'oc.uding, pounding until she thought
the so and wouid deafen her. Stiil, she waited.Fioai uUve siY.uce.

CHAPTER XXXXXII.
The Hour Appointed.

lVCO LOL'EEQl'E moved slowly to his privats
cilice on the se-o- nd floor. HV sUivert-- slight-

ly as he vveiu up the stairs, t.hc- ts were ia"the
iiouie, ghosl-meiuori- cs that he v as about to slay
fiV.stly find forever. And all the --hosts were
t'iose .f Hate, had always bevu those of Hate,
uatil I his slip of a girl had come here.

He retted httaseir at his tiesk to wait, wan-cerii,-

of in a day dream UJ plcasanter memor-
ies. Lccill- e- hu.v i.er very presence here had
made ih" place bearable ! What had the witch
done to him that I.e could ei.tic- - p.vvav all the
grim visions of blood nr.;! caniije "cud evil
thiou.-'-i which h .vd gone in hi. life pursuit of
revcn-v- V lie look the precious f stolen
paptrs from his

Tne sntn he had longed for was his new
and yet it was not sweet. No. all the sweetnep-- j

of his life had been since first he looked towardthe heavens and the giant man-mad- e bird biau-- ht

into his life !.:. i!le. And this prcale. sweetness
he was about to turn to gali and wormwood that
i:e mieht tli.tg to aa agcu memory.

He slapied his fist heavily upon the table,
curbing himself for a fool that such thoughts
should oppress him. Forcibly he recalled the da.sat West Point, the tin ft "of his sweetheart by
Sumpter Love, his own disgrace and expulsion
ai.d the hard, barren life that followed. Hate
wa king, had always been king and would be
crowned this night this very minute

What aiied the Ensign tiiat he did not come.
It was pa t the time appointed. That was most
vrtioual. He strode nervously up and down thef.tjor. Nerves tightentd within him. Could it
be -- was it possible that, after -- '! Pthaw ! Away
with such child's thoughts, rfe was a man. had
tlwavs piuved more tuau a man's work in the
game of life.

Aitine. Always hat he been alone. Servants.
Yes, there we.c still servants but they must be
hehl in tt.ijet Uar. most t.e killed
even as Thorn- - son had been killed. Thompson

The beginning of the papers had been with
Thompson, and now- - how very close the end had
hi en the butler's finish. The icy terror on that
face ut which lie had glanced beck, etched itself
upon his brain and he shrank away from it. He
flung out his hui.ds in a wide gesture of dtfiance
and simultaneously the floor gave way violently
beneath him. f.ashe.l down with lightning speed,
bringing up upon the basement floor with such
violence that everv.hing in the room was over-
turned, while he himself lav half stunned atrainst
the

H- - staggered away, fliuilng himself so weak
c;id clayed tie was obiiued to clutch the table edge
to keep tnou toppling over. Son it thins: cool and
soft hrusiieci agaii-s- t his hantl. then the softness
grew as iron and his fingers were loosened from
their clutch. Ho daggered back, b.ck against
the basement wall. He heard Lucille's voice, ut-
tering a Pttle cry of delight. His hands en-

countered the li;ht swiich. instinctively pressing.
The room was- a flood of yellow in the
center of which, slowly retreating toward the
tunnel exit from the house., rev;"-,:- r pointed
steadily at him with eves sighting behind the re-

volver that were harder even than the cinnt of
metal stood Lucille Love, the precious packet of
papers in her hand, the finsjers of which clutched
them in a death-defyin- g grip.

Slowly, without a word, she disappeared from
view, departed ns abruptly, us unexpectedly as
she had apptared. making use of the spy's in-

genuity to turn it against him in this', his
greatest hour. For a moment lie could not think
or do anything, then he darted toward the tun-
nel!, staggering back as a white hot iron
seared his brow even as an orange spurt of flame
leaped out the darkness at him.

He could uot charge that way. He dashed
to the stairs, rushing into the open, hatiess, wild,
dishevelled. An automobile stood before the door.
11c directed it wildly toward the tunnel entrance,
irriviner there barely in time to tee Lucille step
inside another motor car and dart forward like
a liv inif thing.

Helpless, hopeless, yet fighting on with bull
doj- - ferocity. Loubeque continued the chase. Timea
h" would lose her only to pick the car up again
'.u "ic nost uneeeted place. Then, for a full
l'u: minutes, along the water front, she disap-ripnre- .'.

"

A husky, e chauffeur stepped before his
driver and shimmed open the door.

"Hey. yoitse," he bawled angrily, "whatta yuh
mean chasin' n loidy like tint'.'"

Loubeque d'.d not answer. Instead he put a
question, snappin:,' it. in a tone of authority that
made even Hie man cringe.

"Where did she go?'
The driver passed him a grimy card. The in-

ternational .spy turned it over in hii hand, read-
ing the address upon it and marking that it was)
not a block away. On the obvo e side he read
Ensign Howell's name. ' The chauffeur was point-
ing out upon the harbor. Loubeque looked, marked
the slim figure of Lucille standing upright in the
briskly-manne- d cutter approaching the big ship.
A speck of white fluttered in her hands. It
dropped. The lutiids themselves flung out fare-
well to him and, as the big ship slowly disap-
peared, leaving in its wake but a whirl of rush-
ing water, he turned away.

His shoulders ; med to have slumped in thn
half hour, his face to have undergone a chiselinjf
process by the sculptor Suffering. He turned away
slowly. A smile crossed his face.

"That must be her handkerchief coining in,"
cried the chauffeur, rushing down and rescuing
the filmy bit of lace.

Loubeque took it, parsing the man a bank
note. When he entered the machine, he buried
bis face in it still smiling.

(Continued Next WecJi.)

Lucille Opened the Window and Slipped Inside,
Her Bosom Heaving Tumultuously at This Op-

portunity to Search the Suite of Hugo Lou-

beque.
"And that is what you would say would

tell?" His voice was not harsh, not even indig-
nant, merely curious.

"That's what," Thompson straightened, a
touch cf braggadocio about his very figure.

Slowly, inexorably the fingers of Hugo Lou-

beque reached out and grasped the man's wrists.
Slowly, inexorably, he pressed the cold metal of
the automatic into the useless palm. Slowly, in-

exorably that weapon-bearin- g hand wus lifted,
lifted until it pressed against the blueing lips of
the thief, then stopped. Loubeque's voice was
soft, purring, soothing.

"Open the teeth, my old friend open them
or I'll knock them out. Put the gun inside your
mouth. It's simple only a second then a longer
trip than you've ever taken before. Don't fight
it's useless you should know that. Surely you
won't resist "and make it hard for your master.
Just think if you don't I might be called a
murderer while if you follow instruct ions it's

just suicide "
With every syllable he rendered the wrists

of the struggling man more fetb'e. forced the steel
muzzle of the gun more and more harshly against
the tender gums. As he pronounced his final
judgment, the judgment he hoped would prove
that of a coroner, 'the n,i!.T!e.i shot bent pgainst
the walls of the room. Thon-pso- writhed, then
straightened. Loubeque held tightly to the wrists
until rigor mortis gripped ti.e.i; about the weapon.

He rase slowly, rubbing his hands softly to-

gether as though brushi.'ig away something of-

fensively filthy. At the door he looked back and
smiled nt the silent Thing that had but a moment
before htei: Man.

"Not so old. Loubeque," he murmured; "not
so old, afur all."

CTTAPTEP. XXXXX
Lucille Finds EarcHlropuiny Has More Disad-

vantage's Than One.

A3 Lucille stood in the doorway of Loubeque's
room, her eye always keenly suspicious to

the slightest trifle when";; bout the man, observ-

ing that as he talked w'th her, his eyes were
fastened upon the gloved ha:.d. Instantly it had
struck her as strange he- should wear a glove in
his room. Then she caught the reflection of his
eyes and saw the mirror flashing in that palm,
the eyes of the man watching the curtains "lea-
ding to his bed chamber. They swayed slightly.
Then she made her adieus for she knew Loubeque
was not alone.

In her own room she paced the floor nerv-

ously. What did it mean? Someone had entered
Loubeque's room, was spying uKn him, and the
surreptitious presence W! been discovered. The
visitor was under survnl lance. But who could
that visitor be; what was bis motive?

Thompson fiibson . (iineoti Thompson. Her
sweetheart and the butler tbief both might have
motives for such an entry. That it related to the
stolen papers she had no doubt. Suppose they
were taken by some other just at this' last mo-

ment. But the man behind the curtains had
little if any chance against Loubeque, now he had
discovered them.

It was not curiosity, merely the fixed de-

termination to run any and all risks before allow-

ing any move in the game on this last day to be
outside her knowledge that made her place utr
head outside the window. She heard the mockiug
voice of Loubeque but dimly still it, was his

voice and surcharged with menace. But how could
she gain an entrance, how see what was trans-

piring?
She quietly stepped to the fire escape. Two

high and wide' ledges separated her from the fire
escape outside the spy's suite. She looked down

and shuddered. Black bugs, bursts of vapor burst-

ing in their wake; tiny niannikina walked about
below. She would not dare Came remem-

brance of herself walking across vine ropes with
snapping wild beasts beneath her. She dared
their. why not again?

She dared not look down, dared not think,
dared do nothing save hefle a sigh of relief when

she found herself safe once more outside the
spy's wicdow. It hud been easy after all. She

looked back and shuddered then stooped and
peeked within the room, strangling a little

of rage aad shame as Thompson's threat
came to lier ears. Breathlessly she watched the
men struggling upon the floor, unable to under- -
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