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A rieh butl universally respected
waslern man s myrdered In his
automabile The crime lp accom-
plished with such stealth that even
the Meur s not aware of I
has previously an sern
business .o | bul net an Intl-
¢ of thg westarn man, had mai
deaith in an eogually mysterieus
s nner There I absoluiely no
clew (o the murder and pno appareant
motive for the second crime
Bastl Bantcine, a bilnd Ilnwyer
with that remarkable Inner percep
developad Ly the
travellng an
from Heallle In the
oommny of his him
confdential secreiary, la murder
ously assaulted in his berih
features of this assault are more
mysierioug than sither of the other

tior frequently
slghticas

eamibound traln

while wn

daughter and

rimes
There s ne supardelecilive nor
sclentifc Investigator 1o de
fallible theories fastening
upon Lthe right party or

Police efMoris are fullls and sues
roed only foullng the trall
ing Innocent pariles and

n

crenning the complicationa The
only tangible clawa seem 10 polnt
te one Phillp Eaton, a mysterious
young man, who was aboard the

L
nnecied

tran There & alse & snepl
that he may have been o

with the murder of te rich man
In Nealtle

Apparently agalnst all Alciates of
sanse and safety, Kat s made a

guessl In the sumplud
Hantoine IH#dye the mystery desp
ens to an exirsordinary degroe and
the big nueries aTise Whea ia Phil

ip Enton; what la tha past of this
sirmnge man, what Intuition oFr res
prning Araws the blind man W him
in face of the danger of hia pres
ahoe, In what way s Falon ocon
peciad with the sinister evenis
which afterward occur In the Ban
tolne me what eaplanation s
there for the growing Interest of

Harriet Santoine In the man who
s believed 14 have made an al
tempt upon her father's life®

MHere are myslery and romance
@iNerent from anything you ever
have eprountered The out me of

evania and solution of the mystery
Are Al unexpecied as anything you

poesibly can lmagine

CHAPTER |

A Financler Dies

Gabriel Warden—capitalist, raliroad
director, owner of mines and timber
lands, at twenty & cow-puncher, at
forty-elght one of the predominant
men of the Northwest paced
with quick, uneven steps the great
wicker-furnished llving room of his
home Just above Seattle on Puget
sound. Twice within ten miputes he
had used the telephone In the hall to
receive the same reply —that the traln
from Vancouver, for which he had In
quired, had come In and that the pas-
sengers had left the statlon

It was not llke Gabriel Warden te
show nervousness of any sort ; Kondo,
the Japanese doorman, who therefore
had found something strange In his
telephoning, watched him through the
portieres which shut off the living
room from the hall

Warden turned suddenly and pressed
the bell to eall a servant. Konde
entered the room: he noticed then
that Warden's hand, which was still
holding the watch before him, was
shaking.

“A young man who may, of may
pot, glve a name, will ask for me In
s few moments. He will say he called
by appointment. Take him at once
to my smoking room, and 1 will see
him there. 1 am golng t6 Mrs War
den's room now"™

He went up the stalms, Kondo no-
ticed, still absently holding his watch
In his hand.

Warden controlled his nervousness
before entering his wife's room. She
talked with him casuaily for a mo
ment or so hefore she even sent away
her mald, When they were alone, she
suddenly saw that he had come to her
to discuss some serions subject.

“Clorn,” he sald, when he had closed
the door after the mald, “I want your
advice on a business question.™

“A business question!™ She was
greatly surprised. He was one of
those men whe belleve all business
matters should be kept from (thelr
wives.

“l mean It came to me through some
busineas—discoveries

“And you cannot decide It for your-
self ?

*1 had decided It.” He looked agaln
at his watch, *I had quite declded
it; bhut now— It may lead to some
result which I have suddenly felt that
1 haven't tha right to declide entirely
for myself”

Warden's wife for the first time felt
alarmed.

“You menan it £Medtxr me Adlrectly?™

He wselzed both her hands In his
and held her before him,

“Corn,” he sald, “what would you
have me do If you knew I had found
out that a_ young man—a man who,
four or five yeara ago, had as much to
Hve for as any man might—had been
outraged In every right by men whe
are my friends? Would you have me
fight the outfit for him? Or would
you have me—Ile down?"
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I WhaY
| would fight them !

| Ing to see me tonlght, Cora

| bell rang

| brought Warden's cont and eap;

| had
| cochere

| than

| Warden was never questioned
drove to the placre Warden
stopped,

Bhe stared at hMm with only pride
then: she was proud of his strength,
of his ahbility to fAght, of the power
she knew he possessed to force his
ngalnst oppesition. “Why, you

“You want me to Aght them ™

“Of course.™

“No matter what It costa?”

She renlized then that what he was
facing wan very grave

“Cora,” he sald, "1 dldn't come to
ask your advice withoat putting this
squarely to you, If I go Into this
fght, 1 shall he not only an opponent
to some of my present friepds; 1 shall
be & threat to themn—something they
may think It necessary to remove.™

She eried out, “You mean someons
might kill you?"

“Should that keep me from golng

| nr

She hesltated. He went on: “"Would
you have me afrald to do & thing that
ought to be Cora 7™

“No™ she sald: “1 would not™

“All rigin That's all 1 had
to know now The young man I8 com-
Probably
'l tell you all 1
can after I've talked with him."™

He went directly downstaire: as he
passed through the hall, the telephone
Warden hilmself answered
I. Kondo overheard Warden's end of
the econversation Apparently the
other person wished to se¢ Warden ot
once, Warden fAinished, “All right ; 1’0
come and get you, Walt for me there™
Then he hung up

Turning to Kondo, he ordered his
Kondo transmitted the

done

then

he's downstalrs

order and
then
Kondo spened the house door for him
and the door of the llmousine, which
bheen brought under the
The chauffeur was Patrick
Corboy, a young Irishman who had
Im Warden's amplay for more
five years: his falthfplness

ar

porte

b
o
or
had
A youung

hoy

directed, As they

As They BStopped, a Young Man of
Less Than Medium Helght, Bread.
sheuldered, and Wearing a Mackin.
tosh, Came te the Curb and Spoke
te Warden,

man of less than medlum helght,
broad-shonidered, and wearing a
mackintosh, came to the curb and
mpoke to Warden, Corboy dald not
hear the name, hut Warden lmmedi
ately asked the man into the car; he
directed Corboy te return home. The
chauffeur did this, but was obliged on
the way to come to a complete stop
several times, an he met Sireet-cars or
other vehicles on [ntersecting streets.

Almost Immediately after Warden
had left the house, the doorbell rang
and Kondo answered [t. A young man
with a quiet and pleasant bearing In-
quired for Mr. Warden and sald he
came by appointment. Kondo ushered
him Inte the smoking room, where the
stranger walled. In about forty min-
utes, Corboy drove the car under the
porte-cochere ngain and got down and
opened the door. There was no mo-
tlon !nside the limousine. " The chauf-
feur looked In and saw Mr. Warden
Iying back quietly agninst the cush
lons In the back of the =eat: he was
nlone,

Corboy notleed that the curtains all
about had been pulled down: he
toached the button and turned on the
light at the top of the ear, and then
he saw that Warden wns dead; his
eap was off, and the top of his head
had been smashed by a heavy blow,

The chauffeur drew back, gnsping:
Konde, behind him on the steps, cried
out and ran Into the house ealling for
helpe. Two other servants and Mra
Warden, who had remnined nervousiy
In her room, ran down. The stranger
whe had been walting, now seen for
the fAirst time by Mre, Warden, came

years before, had been murdered

| 'when
1ilght of a lurge car stopping before
|

out rrom the smoking room te help
them. He alded In taking the body
from the car snd bLelped to earry it
into the Uving room and lay It on &
couch; he remalned until It was “er-
taln that Warden had been killed and
nothing could be done. When this
| had been established and further con-
'ﬂrumj by the doctor who was ealled,
Konde and Mrs. Warden looked
|lﬂmml for the young man—but he
| was no longer there
| The pews of the murder brought ex-
| tras out upon the streets of Seattle,
|annma and Portland at ten o'clock
| that night, Beattle, stirred at once ot
the murder of one of Ita most proml
nent citizefin, stirred still further at
the new proof that Warden had bheen
8 power In business and finance ; then,
"mn the second day's dispatches from
the larger cities came In, It stirred &
third time st the realization—for so
men sald—that this was the second
time such a murder had happened.
Warden had been what was called
among men of business and finance
a member of the “Latron crowd™; he
had been close, at one thme, to the
great western capltalist Matthew La.
tron ; the properties In which he had
made his wealth, and whose diréction
und administration had breught him
the respect and attentlon of other men,
had been closely allled with or even
Included among those known as the
“Latron propertles”; and Latron, five
tron's murderer had beén a man who
| enlled upon him by appolntment, and
Warden's murderer, It appeared, had
been equally known to him, or at leagt
| equally recommended Of this ns
much was made as possible in the sug-

hind the two

The statements of Kondo and Cor
boy were verified; It was
learned at what spot Warden's mur
derer had left the motor unobserved
| by Corboy, HBeyond this, no trace was

found of him, and the disappearance |
of the young man who had come to |

Warden's house and walted there for

| three quarters of an hour to see him

was also complete

CHAPTER 11

The Expreas Is Held for a Personage,

Bob Connery, special conductor for
the Coast division of one of the chief
was having Iante
breakfast on his day off at his littie
cottage on the shore of Puget sound,
he was treated to the unusual

transcontinenisals,

his door. The chaufleur hurried from
the ear to the house with an envelope
In his hand. Connery, meeting him at
the door, opened the envelope and
found within an order In the hand.
writing of the president of the rall-
road and over his slgnature.
“Connery :
“No. b
nal untll
hour Inte,
supersede

nine o'clock—will run one

This Is your authority to
the regular man as condue-
tor—prepared to go through to Chhk
cago. You will facilliate every desire
and obey, when possible, any request
even as to running of the traln, which
may be made by a passenger who will
Meutify himself by a card from me.

“H. R. JARVIS."

The conductor, accustomed to take
charge of trains when princes, envoys,
Presidents and great people of any sort
took to travel publicly or privately,
fingered the heavy cream-colored notes
paper upon which the order wus writs
ten and looked up at the chauffeur.

The order was surprizsing enough
even to Counery. Some passenger of
extraordinary Influence, obviously, wus
to take the train; not only the Lold-
Ing of the transcontinental for un
hour told this, but there was #he fur-
ther plaln statement that the passens
ger would he incvgnite. Astonishing
also was the fact that the order was
writtem wpon  private notepaper.
There had been a8 mdmogram at the
top of the sheet, but it had been torn
off; that would not have been If Mr,
Jarvis had sent the order from home.
Whoe could have had the president of
the road call upon him at half past
seven In the morning and have told
Mr. Jarvis te hold the Express for an
hour?

Connery was certain of the distine.
tive characters of the president's hand-
handwriting. The enigmua of the or
der, however, had pigned him so that
he pretended doubt,

“Where did you get this? he chalk
lenged the chauffeur.

“From Mr. Jarvis"

"Of course; but where?

“You mean you want to know where
he was?

Connery smilled quletly. If he him-
self was trosted te he cautlous nnd
clreumspect, the chaufeur alse pluin
Iy was accustomed to be In the em
ploy of one who required relicence.
Connery looked from the note to the
hearer more keenly, There was some
thing famillar In the chauffeur's face
=Just enough to have made Connery
helleve, nt first, that probably he had
seen the man meeting some passenger
nt the station,

“You are--"
casually,

“In private employ; yes, sir” the
man cut off quickly. Then Connery
knew him; It was when Gabriel War
den traveled on Connery's train that
the conductor had seen this chauf-
feur; this was Patrick Corboy, who
hind driven Warden the night he was
killedl. But Connery, having won his
point, knew hetter than to show It
“Walting for a recelpt from me? he

Oonnery ventured

nsked as If he had abandoned his
curiosity. \
The chauffeur nodded. Connery

took a sheet of paper, wrote on I,
senled it In an envelope and handed It
nver; the chanffeur hastened hnck te
his ear and drove off.. Connery whis
tled softly to himself. Evidently his

La- |

gestion that the same agency was be |

even |

being held at Seattle terml |

nassenger was to be one of the great
men ln eustern Onance who had Leen
bronght west by Warden's death.  As«
!(hp ear dissppeared, Connery gazed
off to the sound.

The March moming was windy and
wet, with & storm blowing In from the
[ Pacifie. From Eliot bay reverlerated
| the roar of the steam-whistle of some
{large ship signaling its iutention to
{pass another to the left, The Incow
ling vessel loomed in sight snd showed
the graceful lines, the single funnel
and the white and red-barred flag of
the Japanese line, the Nippon Yusen
Kalsha. Connery saw that It was, as
he anticipated, the Tmmba Maru, due
two days before, having been delayed
by bad weather over the Pacific. It
would dock, Cognery estimated, just
In time to permit & passenger to eatch
| the Eastern Express If that were held
[t nine o'clock. So, as he hastened
to the =ar lne, Connery smiled at him-
self for taking the trouble to make
his earller surmises

Old Sammy Senton, the gateman,
stopd In his lron coop twirllug a punch
about his Anger. Old Baininay*s scheme
of sudden wealth—everyone has &
| plan by which at sny moment wealth
| may arrive—was o recognize and ap-
| prehend some wrongdoer, or some lost
or kidonaped persorn for whom a great
reward would be given. His position
at the gate through which must pass

most of the people mrriving at the | the porter Connery watched more
| great Coast city, or wishing fo depart | closely, as now it came the turn of the
| from It, certainly was excellent; and | young man whose ticket bore the

. by constant and eareful reading of
| the papers, clas«ifying and memoriz-
ing faces, he prepared himself to take
ndvantage of any opportunity. Sammy
still awalted his great “strike”

“Any one off on Number Five, Sam
myY' OConnery guestloned carelessly
as he approached
| Old S8ammy shook his head
| are we holding for?' he whispered
[ “Ab—for them?"

A couple of statlon-boys, overloaded
with hand-baggage, scurried In from
| the street: someone shouted
: trunk-truck, and baggngemen ran. A
| group of pegple, who evidently had
| come to the statlon In covered cars,

crowded out to the gate and lined up |

| to pass old Sammy. The gateman
| steaightened Importantly and

| nized each person presenting a ticket

Connery Inspected with attention the |

| Mle at the gate and watched old Sawm- |
= ¥ : | Eaton followed him out

| Connery went after them Into the next |

my also as each passed him
The first In line was a girl—a girl
about twenty-two or three

guessed. She had the easy, interested

When Connery first saw her, she

seemed to be accompanying the man |
who now was behind her; but she of. |

fered her own ticket for perusal at
the gate. and as soon ag she was
through, she hurried om ahead alone

Connery was certain he did net
| know her. He notleed that old Sam

i as possible, as If hoping te recollect
tion more closely to the first man—a
tall, strongly bullt man. nelther heavy
nor light, and with a powerful, pa
triclan face. His eyes were hidden
by smoked glasses such as one wears
Agninst a glare of snow,
Connery foand his gaze following
this mun: the conductor did not know
him, nor had old Smmmy recognized
him;: but beoth trying to place
him. He, unquestionably, was a man
to he known, though not mora so than
many who traveled In the transcont!
nental tialns,
A trim, self-assured man of thirty—
his open overcoat showed m cutaway
underneath—came past next, proffer
lug the piain Seattle-Chicago ticket
An Eonglishman, with red-veined
cheeks, fumbling, clumsy fAngers and
curous, Interested eyes, Immediately
followed
The remuining man, carrylng his
aown grips, set them down In the gate
and felt in his pocket for his transpor
tation,
This person had appéared suddenly
after the line of four had formed In
front of old Sammy at the gate; he
had taken his place with them only
after scrutiny of them. His ticker
was a strip which originally had held
coupons for the Pacific voyage and
some Indefinite Journey In Asia be
fore; unllke the Englshman's—and
his baggage did not hear the pasters
of the Nippon Yusen Kalsha—the
ticket was close to the dnte when It
would have expired. It hore upon the
line where the purchaser zigned, the
name “Phillp D. Baton™ in plain, vig
orous characters witheut shading o
flourish.
As a sudden eddy of the gale abour
the shed blew the ticket from old
- 8ammy's cold fingers, the young man
 stooped to recover It. The wind blew

off his cloth cap as he did so, and as
, he bent and stralghtened before old

Sammy, the old man suddenly gasped:
'nnd while the traveler pulled on his
| eap, recoversd his ticket and hurried
| down the platform to the traln, the
gateman stood staring after him as
though trylng to recall who the mar
presenting himself as Philip D. Eaton
| WaSs.

Oonnery stepped heside the old man

“Whe Is It, Sammy?™ he demanded

“Who?" Sammy repeated. His eyes
were still fixed on the retreating fig
ure. “Who? 1 don't know."

The gateman mumbled, repeating
to himself the names of the famous
the great, the notorlous, In his effori
to it one to the man who had just
passed. No one else belated and
bound for the Eastern Express was It
sight. The president's order to the
condnctor and to the dlspatcher sim
ply had (Mrected that Number Five
would run_one hour late; It must leave
In five minutes; and Connery, gulded
by the Impression the man Ias
through the gate had made upon hin
and old Sammy both, had mno doub:

were

“What |
| whoe with his daughter's help was s

for a |
|
scratl l

Connery |
i, 4 would at once ldentify himself to him |
air of a persom of mssured position. |

who she pight be: hifinew that nlwl

| WAS EOne, the gnteman gave his Ill'i'l'l-{

| where the man with the spectacles sat

that the man for whom the train had '
been held was now on bourd. |

Connery went omt to the truln, The
passengers who had been parading the
platform Lad got aboard ; the last five
te arrive also had disappenred into the
Pullmans, and thelr luggage had been
thrown into the buggage car. Connery
Jumped sbourd

The three who had passed the gate
first—the girl, the man with the
glasses and the young man In the cut-

away—Iit had now bhecome clear were
one party. They had had reservations
made, apparently, In the name of

Dorne ; the girl's address to the spee
tacled man made plain that he was
her father ; her name, apparently, was
Harrlet; the young man in the cft |
away coat was “Don” to her and
“Avery” to her father. His relation, |
while Iutimate enough to permit him |
to address the girl as “Harry,” was |
unfallingly respectful to Mr. Domne;
and against them both Dorme won his
way; his daughter was to occupy the
drawing room ; he and Avery were to
have sections in the open car.

“You have Sectlons One and Three,
sir,” the Pullman condoctor told him
And Dorne directed the porter to put
Avery's luggage in Sectilon One, his
own In Section Three.

The Englishman was sent to SBection
Four In Car Three—the next car for-
ward—and departed at the heels of

name of Eaton. Eaton had no reser
vatlon In the sleepers; he appeared,
however, to have some preference as
to where he slept

“Give me a Three, If you have one,
he requested of the Pullman rcondue-
tor. His Connery noted, was |
well modulated, rather deep, distinet- |
Iy pleasant. At sound of It, Dorne, |

|
i
|
|
volre,

tling himself In his section, turned and
looked that way and sald something
In & low tone to the girl Harrlet
Dorne also looked, and with her aves
on Eaton, Connery saw her reply in- |
audibly, rapldly and at some leagth, |

“l ean give you Three in Cur Three, |
opposite the gentleman I just as-
sgned,” the Pullman conductor oft
fered.

“That'll do very well” Eaton an- |
swered In the same pleasant volce.

As the porter now took his bags
of the car
ear. He expected, rather, that Eaton
as the passenger to whom President
Jarvig' short note had referred. Ea.
ton, however, pald no attention to him,
but was busy taking off his coat and
settling himself in his section as Con- |
Rery passed, |

The conductor, willlng that Eaton |
should choose his own time for ilden- |
tifying himself, passed slowly on, look- |

| Ing over the passengers as he went.
my had held her at the gate as long | P |

He stood for a few moments In con-
versation with the dining-car condue- |
tor:; then he retruced his way through
the train. He agaln passed Eaton,

| slowing so that the young muan could

speak to him if he wished, and even
halting an instant to exchange a word

with the Englishman; but Eaton al-
lowed him to pass on without speak-
Ing to him. Connery's step quickened
ns he entered the next cur on hi=s way
back to the smoking compartment of
the ohservation car, where he expeci-
ed to compare sheets with the Pull-
man conductor before taking up the
tickets. A= he en‘rred this car, how-
ever, Avery stoprod him.

“Mr. Dorne would like to speak to
you," Avery sald,

Counery stopped beside the section,
with his davghter. Dorne looked up
at him.

“You are the train conductor? he
nsked.

“Yes sir” Connery replled

(Continued Next Weed.)
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