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SYNOPSIS.

got away with the only dress in the lot

that cost more than tuppence,” she
ARSI . .,__:;‘” K Barses | Suid, smiling again. “Lord knows what
- New Yorker. on a walking trip  would have happened to me If they
- i . \t 3 had dropped down on us at the end of
or . I i the the first act. 1 was the beggar's daugh-
:'.'1 DRE t ’m- ter, you see—absolutely in rags. Glad
girl, ar a lift o to have met you. [ think you'll find
:_':," : ~ - .-t ‘ﬁ'{". everything nearly all right. Good night,
Barnes Ay ANCY sir.”
tavers Barnes She closed the door behind her,

CHAPTER I11-At the

leaving him standing in the middle of

fal s stranded troupe of ““barn-
"l‘l‘_” | __'I':’_'ldf"” by 1 .d;‘; the room, perplexed but amused,
them “By George,” he sald to himself, still
CHAPTEN sa ol grows.  Staring at the closed door, “they're
Barnes v the  wonders, all of them. 1 wish I could
:"{ = AR - \ do something to help them out of—"
Eerous  spe e p:3 _Gre He sat down abruptly on the edge of
Fancy I o o el avorn | the bed and pulled his wallet from his
in a manne ses Barnes' cur pocket. He set about counting the
e ! bills, & calculating frown In his eyes.
“Eind o' curions about ‘em? he Fhen he stared at the celling, sum-
drawled ing up. “I'll do It,” he sald, after a
“It never entered my mind until this  Moment of mental figuring. He told
instant to be curtous™ said Barnes ff a half dozen bills and slipped them
“Well, it entered their s ahout | ‘DO his pocket. The wallet sought its
an hour ago to be curious about you." | USUsl resting place for the night: Un-

sald the other,

CHAPTER IV.

An Extraordinary Chambermaid, a

Midnight Tragedy, and a Man Who
Said “Thank You.™

Mizs T Fu v 18 “turning down
his bed when he entered his room after
bidding his new actor friemnds g
night. He was staggered and some
what ahas I by the apps ince of
Miss Thackeray. She was by no
means dressed as a cha ermald
should be, nor was she as dumb. On
the contrary, confronted him In
the choicest raiment that her ward-
robe contained. and she was bright and
cheery and exs g ing petent
It 'was her costume that shocked him.
Not only was a low-
necked, rose-cold ywn, lib-
vrall_\' ?'t'hi angl but she
WOore a vast, icture hat
whose¢ crown nlmost
wholly obscured by i ons white
feather that once must have adorned
the king of all ostriches. She was not
at all his idea of a chambermaid, He
started to back out of the door with
an apology for having dered into
the wrong room by 1

“Come right in," she said cheerlly.
“TN soon be th gh. | ose |
should have done all this an Ir ag
but I just had to write a few letters, |
am Miss; Thackeray. This is Mr.
Barnes, [ believe,”

He bowed, still quite overcome.

“You needn’t e he cried,
observing his confu n Chis Is my
regular unifors ' starting a new
style for chan Did par
lyze you to find '

“I couldn’t bellev ¥ &

She abandoned her
manner. A look of mortif
Into her eyes as she straight
and faced him. He
husky when she spoke agaln
moment's panse,

“You see, Mr. Barnes, these are the
only duds I have with me. It wasn't
N "
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“You See, Mr. Barnes, Thess Are the
Only Duds | Have With Mer”

necessary to put on this hat, of \rds
but I did it simpl ur
neter complets 1 ight Just el
make beds and clean washstan 1
pleture hat ns it low-necked gown, so |
here 1 am.'

She was a tall, pleasant-fae girl
of twenty-three or four, not unlike her
father in many respects

“I am very sorry,” he sald Inmely

*I have heard somet

fortunes from your father and-—the

others. It's—it's really hard luck,”
“I eall It rather good luck to have

iing of your mis-

ler a pillow,

He was healthy and he was tired
minutes after his head touched
he pillow he was sound asleep,

He was aroused shortly after mid-
ght by shouts, apparently just out-
il A man was calling
2 4 loud voice from the road below ;
1 instant later he heard a tremendous
ounding on the tavern door.

Springing out of bed, he rushed to
he window, There were horses In
front of the house—several of them—

Two

» his window.

nd men on foot moving llke shadows
among them,
Turning from the window, he un-

cked and opened the door into the
Lall. Some one was clattering down

the narrow staircase. The bolts on

the front door shot back with resound-

ng force, and there came the hoarse

lumble of excited volces as men crowd-
¢l through the entrance. Putnam
| Jones' volce rose above the clamour,

“Keep quiet! Do you want to wake
everybody on the place?” he was say-

ing angrily. “What's up? This Is a

fine time o' night to be— Good Lord!

What's the matter with him?”

“Telephone for a doctor, Put—damn’
quick! This one's still allve. The
| other one is dead as a door nail up at

Jim Conley's house. Git ole Doc
down from Saint Liz. Bring
Lim in here, boys. Where's your light?
Easy now! Eas-ee!”

Barnes walted to hear no more., His
blood seemed to be running cold
&% he retreated into the room and be-
gan scrambling for his clothes. The
thing he feared had come to pass. Dis-
ester had overtaken her In that wild,
senseless dash up the mountaln road.
Ile was cursing half aloud as
dressed, cursing the fool who drove

« AIMes

ice

he |

at machine and who now was per- |

1ps dying down there in the taproom.

L v

“The other one Is dend as a door nall’
rumning through his head—*the

one

er
A dozen men were in the taproom,
gathered around two tables that had
been drawn together., The men about
| the table, on which was stretched the
| figure of the wounded man, were un-
doubtedly natives: Farmers, woods*
men or employees of the tavern, At a
word from Putnam Jones they opened
up and allowed Barnes to advance to
| the slde of the man.
! “See If you ¢'n understand him, Mr,
Barnes,” sald the landlord. Perspira-
| tion was dripping from his long, raw-
boned face. “And you, Bacon—you and
| Dillingford hustle upstalrs and get a
mattress off'n one of the beds, Stand
| gt the door there, Plke, and don't let
any woman In here, Miss
Thackeray! This is no place for you."
#llss Thackerny pushed her way
past the man who tried to stop her
| and jolned Barnes.

Go away

| It went by us.

“It Is the place for me,” she sald |

sharply.
enough to put something under his
head? Where Is he hurt? Get that
cushion, you. Stick it under here when
I lift his head. Oh, you poor thing!
We'll be as quick as possible. There!”

The man's eyes were closed, but at
the sound of a woman's volece he
opened them, The hand with which he

clutched at his breast slid off and
seemed to be groping for hers. His
- dreathing was terrible, There was

blood at the corners of hls mouth, and
more oozed forth when his lips parted
in an effort to speak.

With a courage that susprised even
herself, the girl took his hand in hers.
It was wet and warm. She did not
dare look at it.

“Merci, madame,” struggled from the
man's lips, and he smiled,

“Haven't you men got sensey g oction of

Detter results. Werman was ms

Ay |

l |

throwed. An right there ‘stae the rona

resort, and he knew he would fall once | wyuy this feller, nti In o heap. Thinks

more, for the man obviously was not
Teutonie.

| The bloody lips parted, however, and |
the eyes opened with a piteous, appeal- | second shot. The thing that worries all |

ing expression In thelr depths, It was
apparent that there was something he
wanted to say, something he had to
say before he dled. He gasped a dozen
words or more In & tongue utterly un-
known to Barnes, who bent closer to
catch the feeble effort. It was he who
now shook his head; with a groan the
sufferer closed his eyes ln despalir. e
choked and coughed violeontly an in-
stant later,

“Get some water and a towel,” erfed
Miss Thackeray, tremulously. She
was very white, but still elung to the
wan's haund. “Be quick! Behind the
bar.”

Barnes unbuttoned the coat and re- |

vealed the blood-souked white shirt,

“Better leave this to we,” he sald in
her ear. “There's nothing you can do,
He's done for. Please go away.”

“wh, 1 sha'n't falut—at least, not
yvet. Poor fellow! 1've seen him up-
stalrs and wondered who he was.' Is
he really golng to die?”

“Looks bad." sald Barnes, gently
opening the shirt front.
the craning men turned away
denly.

“Who I8 he, Mr. Jones?"

“He Is registered as Andrew Paul,
from New York. That's all
The other man put his name down as
Albert Roon. He seemed to be the
boss and this man a sort of servant,
far as 1 could make out, They never
talked much and seldom came down-
stairs. They had thelr meals In their
rooimn.”

“There Is nothing we can do,” sald
Barnes, “except try to stanch the flow
of blood., He s bleeding Inwardly, I'm
afrald. It's a clean wound, Mr. Jones,
Like a rifle shot, I should say.”

“That's jJust what It 18" sald one of
the men, a tall woodsman. “The feller
who did It was a dead shot, you ¢'n
bet on that. He got t' other man
square through the heart.”

“Lordy, but this will ralse a
pus,” groaned the landlord.
have detectives an'—"

“] guess they got what was comin’
to 'em,” sald another of the men

“What's that? Why, they was ridin’
peaceful as could be to Spanish Falls.
What do you mean by sayin’ that, Jim
Conley? But walt a minute! How
does it happen that they were up near
yvour dad's house? That certalnly
aln't on the road to Span

“Spanish Falls nothin’! They wasn't

n' to Spanish ®alls any more'n 1 aw
at this minute. They tled their horses
up the road just above
sald young Conley, lowering his volee
out of considerantion for the feelings
of the helpless man, *“It was about
leven o'clock, 1 reckon. I was comin’
home from singin’ school up at Number
Ten, an’ 1 passed the hosses hitched to
the fence, Naturally 1 stopped, curl-
ous llke. There wasn't no one around,
fer as I could see, so I thought I'd
take a look to see whose hosses they
were, | thought it was derned funny
them hosses beln' there at that time o'
night an’ no one around. Looked
mighty queer to me. Course, thinks
I, they might belong to somebody
visitin® in there at Green Fancy, so I
thought I'd—"

“Green Fancy,” sald Barnes, start-
Ing.

“Was
Jones,

“They was hitched Jest about a hun
dred yards below Ms. Curtls’ propity,
on the off side o' the road. 1 hadn't
any more'n got to our front gate when
I heard some one running In the road
up there behind me. 'Fore 1 knowed
what was happenin’, bang went a gun,
I almost jumped out’'n my hoots, The
runnin’ had stopped. The horses was
rarin’ an’ tearing' so I thought I'd—"

“Where'd the shot come from?' de-
manded Jones

“Up the road some'eres, | couldn't
swear Just where. Must'a’ been up by
the road that cuts in to Green Fancy
So I thought I'd hustle In an’ see If
pa was awake, an' git my gun. Jest
then pa sturk his head out’'n the win-
dler an' yelled what the hell's the mnt
ter. You betcher life I sung out who
I was mighty qulck, 'cause pa's purty
kpry with a gun an’ I didn’'t want him
takin' me fer burglars snesking around
the house. While we wuz talkin' there
one of the hosses started our wny
lickety-split, an' In about two seconds

rum-
“We'll

our honse,"

it up that far?' demanded

we see plain as day that there was a
man In the saddle, bendin’ oOvVer
the hoss’ neck and shoutin' to It. We

low

Several of |
sud- |

1 know, |

It was purty dark, but |

walted a couple o' minutes, wonderin’' |

what to do, an' listenin’ to the

hoss |

gittin' furder and furder away In the |

the ecross-roands
‘'way down there by the plke we heerd
another # ot,

Then |

Right there an' then pa |

sald he'd put on his clothes an' we'd |

set out to see what It was all about.
“Well, pu come out with my gun an’
his'n an’ we walks up to where I seen
the hosses, Shore 'nough, one of "em
was still hitched to the fence, an'
t'other was gone. We stood around a
minute or two examinin’ the hoss an’
then pa says let’ s go up the road a ways
an’ If we see anything. An'

LIS o'n

| by gosh, we hadn't gone moren’ Afty

Barnes leaned over and spoke to him |

in French. The dark, pain-stricken
eyes closed, and an almost lmper-
ceptible shake of the head signified
that he did not understand. Evidently
he had acquired only a few of the
glmple French expressions, Barnes
had a silght knowledge

of Spanish | .. a0

end Italan, and tried agaln with no 1 - —

feet afore we come plumb on a man
layin' In the middle of the road. Pa
shook him didn't let out a
sound. Ile warm, but deader'n a
tombstone, I wuz fer leavin' him there
till we ¢'d git the coroner, but pa says
no. We'd carry him down to our porch
an' lay him there, so's he'd be out o
danger. I Jumps on Polly an' lights
out fer here, Mr. Jones, to telephone
up to Baint Liz fer the sheriff an' the
coroner, not givin' a dang what I run
into on the way. Polly shied some-
thin' terrible jJest afore we got to the

an’ he

WAas

| hand!

|

|
|
|
|

I come derned near l;e!u'l

I, you poor cuss, you must ‘a’ tried to |
stop that feller on hossback an' he
plunked you. That accounted fer the |

of us I8 did the same man do the
shootim’, or was there two of ‘em, one
waltin®' down the crossroads?”
| “Must have been two" sald Jones,
‘ thoughtfully, “The same man couldn't
have got down there abhead of him,
Imnt'n sure. DIid anybody go up to
| Green Faney to make lnguiries?”
“"P'wasn't necessary. Mr, Curtis
| heard the shootln' an' Jest before we
left he sent m man out to see what It
was all nbout. The old skeealcks that's
been drivin' his car lately come down
hulf-dressed. He sald nothin' out of
the way had happened up at Green
Fancy.”

“It's most mysterious,” sald Barnes,
glancing round the crele of awed
faces. *“*There must have been some
‘ one lylng In walt for these men, and
| with a very definite purpose In mind
‘ “Strikes me,” sald Jones, “that tiyese
|

two men were up to some kind of dirty

work themselves, else why did they
say they were goln' to Spanish Fulls?
| They were queer actin' men, U'll have
to say that™

His ayes met Barnes' and there was
a queer light in them.

“You don't happen to know anything
about this, do you, Mr. Barnes?" he de-
manded, suddenly,

CHAPTER V.

The Farm-Boy Tells a Ghastly Story
and an Irishman Enters.
Barnes stared. “What do
mean?' he demanded sharply.
“1 mean Just what 1 sald, What do
you know about this business?”
“How should 1 know anything about
n"
“Well, we don't know who you are,

you

nor what you're doing up here, nor
what your real profession 18, That's
why | ask the question.”

“1 see,” sald Barnes, after a mo-
ment He grasped the situantion and
he admitted to himself that Jones had
cause for his suspicions. “It has oc

I may be a detee-
isn't that

curred to you that
tive or a secret service man

the case? Well, I am nelther Ind

you know any more about these two

men, Mr. Jones, thun you know about

me?

“1 don’t know anything about ‘em.”
“What wans their business?

“Mr. ) iy was leokin' for a place

hier who has con

I viunt to take her

Ve connmuniry,

he sald, an' so he wns lookin' for a

qulet place where she wonldn't e as

sociatin’ with lungers all the time,

That was his business, Mr. Barnes, an'

I guess you'd eall It respectable,
woyldn't you?"

“Perfectly. But why should he be
troubled by my presence here If

Miss Thackerany put an end to the
discussion in @ most effectual manner,

“Oh, for the Lord's suke, cut It ont!
Wailt till he's dead, can’'t you?" she
whispered flercely. “You've got all the
time In the world to talk, and he
hasn't more than ten minutes left to

unless that rube doctor gets

think he's going

breathe
here pretty soon. 1
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“| Think He's Going Now,” S8he Whis-
pered.

of yon. Is he
Thut awful

now. Keep still, all
hreathing, Mr. Barnes?
cough Just now seemed to—" Her
eyes were fixed the still farce.
“Why—why, how tightly he holds my
I can't get It away-—he must
be allve, Mr. Barnes, Where |8 that
sllly doctor?”

Barnes unclasped the rlgld fingers
of the man called Andrew Paul, and
shaking his head sadly, drew her
away from the Improvigsed hier, He
and the shivering Mr. DIllIngford con-
ducted her to the dinlng room, where
a single ketosene Ilnmp gave out a
feehle, rather ghastly Hght,

“Would you like a little brandy?"
Inquired Barnes, as she sat ddwn Hmp-
ly In the chalr he pulled out for her.
“] have a flask upstairs in my—"

“1 never touch It,"” she sgald, “TI'm all
right. My legs wabble a little but
Sit down Mr, Barnes, T've got some
think to say to you and I'd better say
It now, hecause It may come In pretty
handy for you later on. Don't et
those women come in here, Dilly.

“This afternoon [ walked up In the
woods back of the tavern to go over
some lines Ip a new plece we are to do |

an

later on—God knows when! 1 ¢coula
see the house from where 1 was sit-
ting. Roon's windows were plainly
visthle. I saw Roon stunding at a
window looking townrd the cross-ronds
with a palr of fleld-glasses.  Every
once In awhile he would turn to Paul,
who stood beside him with a notebook,
and say something to him. Paul wrote
it down, Then he would look aguin,
turning the glasses this way and that,

| Buddenly my eyes almost popped out

of my head, Paul had gone away
from the window, He cume back and
he had a couple of revolvers In his

hands,  They stood there for a few
minutes carefully examining  the
weapons and reloanding them with

fresh cartridges, Just as 1 was about
to start down to the house-—It wus n
Httle after six o'clogk, and getting
awfully dark and overcast—Roon took
up the glasses agnin, e seemed to
be exelted and ealled his companion,
Panl grabbed the glnsses and looked
down the road, They hoth bhecnme
very much exclted, pointing and ges-
tieulating, and taking turn about with
the glnsses.'

“About six o'clock, you amy?™ snld
Barnes, greatly Interested,

“It was 0 quarter after six when 1
got back to the house i-ﬁlll‘kl‘ to Mr,
Bacon about what I'd seen and he sald
he belleved they were German sples,
up to some kind of uilschief along the
Canadian border. Then about half an
hout later you came to the tavern, 1
saw Hoon sneak out to the head of the

Each year | take the precaunion or
having myself certified by the police
department at home before venturing
into unknown and perbaps unfriendly
communitios”

“Yeu," sald the sheriff dublously ;
“hut how do 1 know It gin't a forgery ™

“You don't know, of course, Hut In
cuse It shouldn't be a forgery and 1
am subjected to the Indignity of ar
rest or even detentlon, you would have
a nasty thme defending yourself in a
clvil salt for damages. 1 shall remsin
here, a8 yon suggest, but only for the
purpose of alding getting to
the bottom of this affalr”

you In

Standing on Jim  Conley's front
poreh u lttle after sunrise, Harnes
made the following declurntion:

“Everything goes to show that these
men were up here for one of two rea
sons, They were elther trylng to pre
vent or to ennect o crime.  The Intter Is
my bellef, They wuare afruld of me
Why? Because they belleved 17 was
tralllng them and lkely to spoll thelr
gome, Oentlemen, those fellows were
here for the purpose of robbing the

! place you enll Green Faney”

stalrs and listen to your conversation

with Jones when you registered. That

guve me an idea, It was you they

I were watching the road for™

Barnes held up his hand for stlence
“Listen,” he sald In n low

will tell you who they were looking

for."” As briefly as possible he re
counted his  experience with the
strange young woman at the crosse

ronds “From the beginning I have
connected this trugedy with the place
culled Green Faney, [l stnke my last
penny that they have hanging
uround here walting for the arrival of
that yonng woman, They knew she
wins coming and they doubtless knew
what she was bringing with her, What
do you know about Green Faney 7

exeited His active
eranting Ml sorts of

hewen

He was vastly

Imuginnfion was

b possibilities and complientions, depre

nnd
WHS

dutions Intrigues
Bueon thie who answered,
“People llve up there and since we've

been here twoo or three men visitors
have come down from the place to
sumple our stock of wet goods. [ talked
with u couple of "em day before yester
duy Ihey were out for a horseback
ride and stopped here for a mug of
ale”

“Were they forelgners?' Inquired

Barnes,

“If you want to call an Irishman »
I'll have to say one of them
hand a beaptiful The
Amer I'm sure., Yes-
terday they rode past here with a cou

forelgner
Fie

WHns

Wils hirogue

other nn ran

ple of swell-looking women. I saw
them turn up the rond to Green
Fuaocy."

The arcival of four or five men, who

stnmped loto the already erowded hall-
f clalmed
Among
they were

wis ulso the coroner
A very oflicious deputy

way
the attention of the gquartetts
the doector who

rom the porch outside

them was
woin to discover

of the county

sherlff was also In the group

Mr. Jones eculliddl out from the door
wauy: “Mr. Barnes, you're wanted In
thers,"”

“All right,” he responded,

The doctor had been working over |
the prostrate form on the tables AN
Barnes ered the room, he looked up
and declnred that the man was dead

“This Ix Mr. Barnes," sald Putnam
Jones, Indieating the tall teaveler with
n short Jerk of his thumb,

volee, 1|

“T am from the sherlffs office.™ aald

the man who stoond beslde the doctor
The rest of the erowd evidently had
been ordered to stund back from the
tables,  “Did you ever see this man bhe
fore?”

“Not until he was carried In here
an hour ago."

“What's your business up here, Mr.
Barnes 1"

“I have no business up here. 1 just
happened to stroll in this evening.”

“Well,” sald the sheriff darkly, "I
guness ['ll have to ask you to stick
around here till we clear this business
up. We don't know you an'— Well,
we cnn't take any chapees, You un-
derstand, 1 reckon.”

“I ecertalnly fall to understand, Mr.
Bheriflf. 1 know nothing whatever of
this affalr and 1 Intend to continue
on my way tomorrow morning."”

“Well, T guess not. Yon got to stay
here till we nre satisfled® it you
don’t know anything about this busi-
ness. That's all”

“Am I to consider myself under ar-
rest, sir?”

“I wouldn't go 8o far ns to say that.
You Just stick around here, that's all
1 got to say, If you're all right, we'll
soon find It out. What's more, If you
are all right you'll be willin' to stay.
Do you get me?”

“I certalnly do. And T ean now as-
sure you, Mr. Sheriff, that I'd lke
nothing better than to stick around
here, as you put it. I'd like to help
clear this matter up. In the mean-
time, you may readily find out who 1
um nnd why I nmn here by telegraph-
ing to the mayor of New York clty.
This document, which experience has
tuught me to earry for Just such an
emergency a8 this, may have some
welght with you" He opened his bill
folder and drew forth a neatly erensed
sheet of paper. “Read It, please, and
note the dute, the slgnuture, the off
clal seal of the New York police de-
partment, and also the rather Interest-
ing sllver print pasted In the lower
left hand corner, 1 think you will
nerns that It I o vood lkeness nf me,

“What's that?' came a rich, mellow
volee from the outskirts of the crowd
A man pushed his way through and
confronted Barnes He was a tall,
good-looking fellow of thirty flve, and
It was appurent that he had dressed in
haste, "My name Is 'Dowd, und 1 am
n guest of Mr, Curtls at Green Faney
Why do you think they meant to rob
his place?”

“Well,” began  Barnes  dryly
would seem that his place Is the only
one In the nelghborhood that would
bear robbing. My pame I8 Barnes, O
course, Mr. O'Dowd, It 18 mere specy
latlon on my part.”

“RBut who shot the man? demanded

“It

the  Irishiman ‘Ne cortalnly wasn't
winged by anyone from our place
Why, Lord love you, sir, there lsn't a

soul at Green Faney who could shoot
n thief If he This s Mr. De
Raoto, nlso a guest at Green Fancy, He
will, T think, bear me out in upsetting
your theory."

A second man approached
his head sigorously, He
pale man with a slagulnrly scholastie

mw one

shaking

wns a thin,

face. Quite an unprepossessing, un
sanguinary person, thought Barnes,
“Mr. Curtis' chauffeur, 1 think 1t
wans. sald the Killing oceurred  Jost
above this house,” sald he, visihly ox
elted. “Green Fancy Is ot b milte
from here, lsn't 1Y You don't si
burglars a mile from the | thiey

are planning to rob, do you't
“I'll admit 1S a bit out of

sald Barms, “The second N

only have heen shot by some one who
was Iying In walt for him

“Pedud,” sald O'Dowd
Aevil There's

“It beats the

something big In

“Bedad,” Saild O'Dowd, “It Beats the
Devil.” 4

thing, Mr. Barnes—something a long
shot blgger than nony of us suspects,”

“You'll find that It resolves itself
into m problem for Washington to
solve,” sald De Soto durkly. “Nothing
loeal about It, take my word for It
These men were up to some Interna-
tlonal devilment. There'll be a stir in
Washington over this, sure as any-
thing."

“What tlme was it that you heard
the shots up at Green Fancy?' ven-
tured Barnes,

“Lord love yon,” erled O'Dowd, “we
didn't hear a sound. Mr. Curtls, who
has Insomnia the worst way, poor
devil, heard them and sent some one
out to mee what nll the racket was
nbhout. The man, It seems, made such
n devil of a rucket when he ecame
home with the news that the whole
house was up In pnjaumas and pelge
nolra”

“I think I have a slight acquaintance
with the chauffeur,” snld Barnes. “He
gove me the most thellling motor ride
I've ever experienced, Gad, I'll never
forget 1"

The two men looked at him, plainly
perplexed,

“"When was all this?" Inquired De
Soto,

“Enrly Inst evening. He pleked up
your Iatest guest at the corners, and
she Insisted In his driving me to the
tnvern hefore the storm broke. I've
been terribly anxious about her, She
must have been caught out in all that
frightful—"

“What's this you are saying, Mr.
Burnes?' cut In De Soto, frowning.
“No guest arrived at Green Fancy last
evening, nor was one expected.”

Barnes stared.  “Do you mean to

say that she didn't get there, after
wall 9
(To be continued next woeek )
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