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C Zhe" e Gicnge Milier:

Of Course You Are
Acquainted With Paul
Harley, the Greal De-
tective; He Grapples

With An Egyptian
Mystery.

“Y OUR eomplaint that there fs a
» certaln monotony about Nor-
follk's scenery,' said Paul Har-
ley, “is not justified by the facts.™

AL a spot selected by my friend we had
anchored our boat, the anchors consisting
of blocks of stone lowered over bow and
stern.

“What do you mean?' I sald sleaplly.

“Look!™ Harley pointed down stream.

A man wearing a tarbush, that iittle
red felt cup commonly called a fez in this
country, was standing on the river hank
& hundred yards below us.

He seemed to be looking in our a:ree-
ton.

“Salamat!"” eried Harley gently.

The brown face of the stranger lighted
up at sound of the famillar tongue,

“HEsh-halak, Effendim!™ he replied

Harley scrambled forward and jumped
ashore, entering into an animated con-
versation with the oriental in what was
evidently the latter’'s native language.

I saw the man produce from his pocket
a dangerous-looking dagger, fits hilt
thick!y incrusted with gemes, whether real
or otherwise I could not determine,

Harley examined the thing critically,
shook his head, and returned it to the
man, speaking to him rapidly In Arabic.
Finally a sum of money changed hands,
and the orlental, with many expressions
and gestures of profound gratitude, de-
parted. whilst my friend rejoined me in
the boat.

“What is he?™ I asked. “An Arab?”

“Possibly has Arab blood,” returned
Harley, “‘but ha comes from Mitrahing, in
Egypt, that romantie village In the palm
groves, which is all that remains of roval
Memphis."

“What on earth is he doing wandering
sbout Norfolk?"

“He is soms kind of performer; a mem-
ber of a combination which came to grief
in Cromer recently,

“Did he want to sell you that wonder-
ful looking dagger?”

“He did. He uses it In his performance
apparently, and it's the only thing of
value which he has left.” He stared at
me queerly.

“Is it genulne, then?
real?”

“*Absalutely real, Knox. It's old Damas-
cus work—aupart from which I should say
there are a hundred pounds’ wortn of
gems in the hilt.” He paused, fumbling
far his tobacco pouch.

Dusk was not far off, and our heer jar
had long ago run dry. The day had been
wn exceedingly hot one, and now the
churnfs of the “Cardinal’s Hat" called me
urgently. But another encounter was te
come; for, as we turned a bend, whsre a
row of pollard willows broke the reedy
flatness, there stood g short, thickset man
In riding kit, staring intently toward us.

“Sir Joseph Peek," murmured Harley.
“As pretty a scoundrel as anything ouz-
gide Moscow. But I suppose we must be
civil."”

“Yes,"” murmured Harley, reading my
zlanca aright, “it's very odd. First an
Egyptlan juggler and then an Egyptlan
cotton grower. Compnlain no more, Knox.*

“Hullo!" called Bir Joseph from the
pank as I pulled slowly by. “What luek
today, gentlemen?"

“Fair,” returned Harley, holding up
the roach which he had last captured.
“Sixteen inches of him. Did you ever see
E higger?"” 2

“No,” returned the other, a sardonic
smile showing momentarily upon nis
dark, florid faee. “But I don't like
roach.”

“Sorry,” drawled Harley, dropping the
tish back into the basket. “In that event
I will keep it myself."”

I pulled or in silence to the little land-
fng stage of the “Cardinal’'s Hat," where
we disembarked and walkad up the gravel
path to the inn.

“I cannot understand what has become
of Wessex," sald Harley.

Dstective Ingpector Wessex of New
Beotland Yard, an old frlend of Harley's,
had been investigating a sordld but mys-
terious tragedy In Great Yarmouth. It
was one of those beach murders which
somatimes enliven the dullness of a sum-
mer season, and Wessex had traced the
crime to & member of a highly respeet-
able and religious famlly, a middle-agea
man whose Sunday school activities had
instantly aroused the suspicion of the
trained investigator. ‘

Wesgsex had conducted the inquiry very
ably, and he was returning to London in
the morning, but, knowing that Paul
Harley was sojourning at the “Cardinal's
Hat " he had arranged to dine and spena
the night there with us and to outline to
tha celebrated private investigator the de-
talls of the case.

Now, as we sal there in the poreh,
dArinking in the freshness o! the evening
breez¢, the hum of a car upon the wind-
ing road reached our ears.

““‘Here comes Wesasex,"” said Harley. I
wonder what has detained him. He Is too
late for dinner, but no doubt thers Is cold
meat avallable, and the ale s excellent."”

We stood up, crossed the lttle patch
of lawn, and walked down toe the gate.
Inspector Wessex stepped out of the cur.

““Mr. Harley!" he erled. “Thank heaven
yon are here. I have walked siraighi eut
of the great Yarmouth case Into one that
bas simply stunned me.”

“What do you mean?” asked Haney.
“What has happened?™

“Murder bas happened!™

“What! Another beach erime?"

“Nothing of the kind. Someone has
been murdered at Dyke Grange, not a
mile from here.”

“But when?"

nonizht—Iless than an hour age.”

Are the jewels

“How In
come to hear

“What?" cried Harley.
neaven's name did you
of 122" .

“Bimple enough,” explained Wessex.
“The Norfolk police knew 1 was here, and
when the application came through to
Yarmouth, the superintendent knowing
where 1 was bound for, phoned to have
me intercepted. So, instead of coming Lo
the 'Cardinal’s Hat" I went to Dyke
ugrange, and I only left there ten minutes
ago.”’

“Do vou want me to lock into the mat-
ter?" asked Harley.

“1 beg ol you to do so, Mr, Harley. 1
don’t know what to make of it.™

“Come up to my room for a moment,
and then we will accompany you."

Wessex agreed, and presently the three
of us were seated In the little low-
ceilinged room, the lattice windows wide
apen, 50 that from where we sat we could
geée the headlights of the car in the lane,

“It’s this way," sald Wessex, leaning
his elbows upon the table and stauring
across at us. “Dyke Grange is an old
Jacobean place, at one time surrounded
by a moat. The moat is dry now, how-
ever. The properly is supposed to be O
let, and is actually in the hands of a
Norwich estate agent, But from what I
can gather the owner places impossible
nhstacles in the way of prospective les-
sees. "’ ;

"Who is the owner?"

“8ir Joseph Peek."

“What!" cried Harley. “And you
don't think he really wanis to let Dyke
Girange? Why not?

“1 fancy Sir Joseph used these rooms at
odd times,"”

“For?" prompted Harley.

**Well, he slept there when he was too
drunk to go home, and also zrranged in-
terviews there which he dld not want to
rake place at the hall, you understand?*

“1l follow you. The man has an un-
pleasant reputation.”

“He had,” corrected Wessex.

“What?"

“I say he had. He i3 lying in Dyke
Grange, stabbed to the heart!"

Harley sprang to his feet excitedly. ana
1, scircely knowing if I had heard arighet,
cluteched the edge of the table, wetch-
ing the speaker,

“0ld Forder, the carstaker,” Wessex
continued, “‘came rushing down to the
village constable at Dykeman at about
half-past eight—that Is to say, ahout the
time that | was due here. In going round
to lock up he had found the dead man.
As a result I was held dp just as I came
through Dykeham village. '

“Good God!" multered Harley. “Good
God! And we wers speaking to him only
this evening. Go on, Wessex, go on.”

"Well,” continued the detective, “what
do you say to coming and seeing for your-
eelf? 1 have had everything left abso-
lutely as I found {t, and the local man
is on duty there."

“You are rignt,”
“Let us start at once.
incredible!"

We descended the stairs just as Peggy
Gatten, the landlord’s daughter, crossea
che*Passage below. BShe started ana
turned her head aside as if to aveid us,
but:

“Good evening,
genially.

[

said Harley shortly.
Wessex, it's almost

Peggy,"” sald Harley

. task respecting her mode of dress

* Pegdy Gallen.

“Good
turned,
speech,

I derived the impression that she naa
nheen erying, for her fine dark syes lookea
unnaturally bright, She was a Hhane-
someé brunette, her figure too full for
classic beauty, indeed of an orientany
volupluous mold, so that T had more than
once suspected a gypsy strain in Peggy,
possibly inherited from her mother. She
Was no siranger to the arts of the tollette,
but practiced them with so heavy a hand
a8 to mar rather than to enhance her
rustic good looks.

Dave Gatten, her father, came or a
stock which had bred fenmen ip the old
days, a poaching, lawless lot, and ! won-
Jered if even his present prosperity had
entirely quelled the family spirit within
1im; for he was an Independant fellow,
and at times there was & wild look In his
ryes which, as Harley bhad laughingly re-
marked, lent him a remarkable resem-
blance to a 8Stevensonian pirate. His
treatment of his daughter was sometimes
harsh 4o the point of brutality; more than
once I had overheard him taking her to
But
tonight we had little leisure to consider
the domestic lile of the “"Cardinal’s Hat,"

As we hurried out to the car which
wailed a mental picture arose before me
of Bly Joseph Pesk Iying in his blood. 1
seemed to hear his rather coarse volce
crying: “Cheerio, then. At seven-thirty
tomorrow night.”

As the car moved off:

“What was ths weapon used?” asked
Harley.

"Well," replisd Wessax, “that's the
point about which I am so hopelessly puz-
zled.”

“Why?"”

“He was stabbed to the heart—so much
is evident. And in the next room—not
the room in whieh he was killed—1I found
a jeweled dagger on the floor.”

“A jeweled dagger!' | exclaimed m a
hushed voice.

“Yep, &8 wonderful
thing."

“Good God!" whispered Harley.
you hear that, Knox?"

“T do.”

“But,” continued Harley, “where is the
mystery—if you say you found s dagger
.ying on the floor?"”

“Here's the mystery,"” returned Wessex.
““There is absolutely no trace of blooa
upon the blade!™

The car pulled up in a narrow lane he-
ide & low stone wall in which a gate was
set,

The path which we were following was
a4 mere grass track, at ons point passing
through & clump of tress; then, as we
came out from their shadows, Dyke
Grange lay befora us.

“This was the way I came tonight,” ex-
plained Wessex, as we crossed a nariow
piece of neglascted lawn and approached
a curious Gothle window, tall, narrow and
pointed at the top.

The room within was dimly lighted by
the moon, and the churchlike quality of
the {linmigation was enhanced by the
presence of stained glass In a smaller
Gothic window upon its farther side. The
fioor level was three [eet beneath ds
whera we stood, and I could see that there
were gaken sleps leading down from the

evening, Mr. Harley,”” she re-
but hurried on without further

looking Moorish

“Do

window.
ing in:

*“This,” said Wessex in a rather husnea
voies, “was Sir Joseph's privata entrance,
and the furnished rooms are immediatery
above "

Neither Harley nor I answered him, for
we were both staring at something which
lay upon the polished oaken floor some
ten or twelve feet from where we stood.

As the three of us stood look-

. It was & jewealed dagger, itz blade gleam-

ing eoldly in the moonlight and the
stones of the hilt glittering like eyes of
VEnomous serpents,

I looked sllently at Harley, and he reaan
my glance, nodding his head slowly.

“The same, Knox," he said, “beyord a
snadow of doubt! All Mahmoud's knife!"
He turned to Wessex. “Where are the
man Forder and his wife?" he asked.

“They are {n their own quarters at tne
other end of the house. Relations of the
dead man, and others, are there as well;
and a loeal officer Is on duty in the next
‘oom—the room through that doorway
yonder. But'—he spoke eageriy—"'do I
understand that you have seen this dag-
ger before?"

“] have, Wessex! But be patient. YLet
us go in. This was the way yon ap-
wroached tonight?"

“Yes," replied the inspector shortly,
pigned, I thought, by Harley's reticence.

He pushed the leaves of the window
and they opened noiselessly.

We walked down the steps on to the
polished floor. There was a curiousty
musty smell in the room, not unliike tnat
of a cheap clgar. Harley dropped on one
knes, and, bending, stared ihtently at ths
dagger.

“Not a stain,” he muttered. ‘“Not a
stain * It fell & yard from where 1t ues
The notch is just dis¢ernible. It hasn’t
been touched, Wessex?"

‘No; it lies exactiy where I foend it.”

The sound of an Interrogatory cough
reached us from the room beyond, and:

“It’s all right, constable,” cried Wes-
sex. '“We're coming in."

The constable was standing over by the
window, watching the doorway through
which we had come, and some distaunce
from him, beside & second closed door, lay
the huddled figure of & man wearing a
riding kit, He lay balf upon his face,
one clenched fist shot stralghtly out be-
fore him, the other arm doubled under
4im naturally. A great quantity of blood
had stained the oak beneath his body.

We stood for a moment silent, then:

“Anything to report?" asked Wessex.

“No, sir,” replied tha constable, evl-
dently awed by the intrusion of a great
tragedy into his humdrum routine.

“Dd yon move him?'" asked Harley,
turning to Wessex. .

“Only enough to examine his wound,”
was the reply.

"“Who, sent for the doctor?”

“The man Forder, after he had com-
municated with the police,”

“And be arrived while you were heve?”

‘“He had arrived a faw minutes before.”

“1 gee. Was he smoking?"

“Smoking? No. Why do you ask?”

“Bniff, Wessex, snlff!” He turned sud-
denly to the constable. "“You have not
been smoking, officer?”

“Certalnly not, sir.”

“Sure?”

“in“! m'u

Harley stooped and gingerly turned the
body on its back.

“Ugh!™ he exclaimed at sight of the
plood-stained breast, A strong blow,
Wessex."

Harley made a brief examination of the
hands, clothing and hair of the dead man
and stared eritically at the soles of his
boots. Then:

“Here's & burned match on the floor,”
ne said abruptly. “Upstairs.™

Opening the door, we found ourseives
it tha foot of a earpeted stair and, mount-
ing this, we entered an elegantly fur-
nished and well-lighted room in which tnas
nictures, statuattes and decorations spoke
2loguently of the tastes of its departed
owner. There was a vagus smell of to-
pacco in the stals air of the room, and
Harley, staring about him, sald slowly:

‘““What sort of cigarettes were In Sir
Joseph’s case?”

“Algerian,” replled Wassex.
to French Caporals.”

Iarley turned to me

“That i& the smell in the room below,”
he sald.

One of the drawers of a large writing
desk was open. Im an absent fashion
Harley began to examine the contenes
He came upon & number of photographs,
Turning his head, he glanced over hils
shoulder at me quizzically,

“There are two points to be deeided.”
he said.

“What are they?" I asked eagerly.

“¥irst, where Sir Joseph dropped the
cigarette which he lighted and partly
smoked in the room below; and, second,
which, i{f any, of these fair put frall
ladies'"—he tossed the bunch of photo-
graphs upon the desk — ““was here to-
night.”.

“Oood God!" sald Wessex. "“What
makes you think a woman was here?”

From a little coffee table standing he-
side a deep settee Harley took up a china
ash tray and held it out toward Wassox.
It contained the stumps of three tiny gold-
tipped cigarettes.

“1 don't follow you," Wessex declared,
bluntly.

Batween finger and thumh Harley took
up one of the gold-tipped stumps and hew
it directly under a shaded lamp.

“Examine it closely,” he invited.

“Do you see the faini red stains upon
the gold?" asked Harley., “Lip salve,
Wessex; Up salve!™

“*“Well,” said Inspector Wessex, waiking
into our sitting room at the “Cardinal®s
Hat" on the following morning, “we've
got tha Arab; he was arrested an hour
ago at Norwich.”

“Good!"

“He will have to be more fully ex-
amined through an Interpreter,” replied
Wessex. >

“Did he explain how he had come lo
lose the jeweled dugger?”

“Yag." Wessex frowned thoughtfully
“*He declared that he had sold it to Sir
Joseph for five pounds.”

“Ah!"" Harley looked up
“When and where did the
place?"

“Apparently a few minutes after his In-
terview with you on the river bank—or
s0 he declares.’’

“Why?" asked Harley. “My two
pounds and Sir Joseph's five, together
with the few shillings already in AIlf's
possession, would account for the sum
found upon him."”

“Listen, Wessex: the Algerian cigaretie
was lighted in the room where the dagger
was found. Evidénce: the burned match
and the smell. He smoked there for a
few moments and then walked to the
gate., He was almost ceriainly accom-
panied by the woman who had been to
visit him. After she had gone the mur-
derer came! Have you traced the orig-
inals of any of the photographs?"

Inspector Wessex shook his head.

“But you ars convinced that there was
a woman with Sir Joseph last night?"”

”I am-"

“You think she came back and mur.
dered him?”

“Oh, mo, 1 don't. No woman's
struck that dreadful hlow.”

Wessex slghed wearily.

“In other words, Mr. Harley," he =ala,
ivour theory leads us nowhere. Aine
shaky in places, at lsast poinis to a possi-
ble culprit.”

We walked downstairs together and
out inlo the porch. The "*Cardinal’s Hat™
seemed to be deserted this morning; no
one was about in any of the rooms. We
lingered thers for a while, in thougntful
silened, staring at the spectacls of great
brown salls apparently jutting up from
the middle of meadows, when sometling
dropped lightly upon my hat brim and
then fell at my feat. I looked down, and:

“Harley!"” I whispered, glancing ap at
in open window over the porch. “Harley,
look!™

It was the gold tip of a tiny Egyptian
cigarette!

““Ah!” He snatched it fromy my hand
and peered at it elosely. Then: “‘Lap
salve!™ he muttered, “Lip salve!™

There were faint red stains upon rne
gold!

Herley grasped Wessex and mysell
each by an arm and drew us back into the
inn. Stepping into the little bar parlor,
he rang the bell. Presently Henry the
anclent and melancholy waiter, appeared,
and:

“Could 1 speak to Miss Peggy for a
moment?” asked Harley.

“I'm afraid not, sir,”” was the repwy
“She's been lving down &1l morning, suf-
fering from a very bad headgche.”

“Is that g0? The news of the trageay
in the neighborhood has upset her, douht-
lm?|l

“It has upset us all, sir.”

“There is something I want to ask Miss
Gatten,” said Harley after a moment’s
hesitation. *‘1 should ke you to take a
little note to her. 1 will write it now, if
vou will bring me paper and envelope ™

Five minutes later Peggy Gatten came
into the sitting room where Harley. Wes-
sex and 1 awaited her.

“Ah, Peggy,” sald Harley genlally, “sit
down, won't you? I am sorry to worry
vou when you are obviously far from
well, but T must a=zk you to tell me where
you get those little gold-tipped Egyptian
cigarettes which you smoke.”

“Simnar

suddenly.
sale take

hand

Jax
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Peggy leaped to her feet, wide eyea,
clutehing at the back of a chair.

“All right,” sald Harley gravely. “You
need not answer, I know now. Tell me
what happened al your interview with Sir
Joseph Peek last night.”

Unheard by us, so intent were we upon
this strange scene, Dave Gatten, the 1and-
lord, had approached the door.

“T'lIl tell you!™ he shouted.
you!’

“You!" came in a whisper from Peggy
“You!"

“Yes! Who else?" shonted the man,
his eyes lighting up madly. “I'll do no
good by trying to conceal what's hound to
come ont at the trial. 1 might as well
tell tha truth now and take my chanee."

Harley was standing by the window,
his face guite expressionless, but I saw
the light of a sudden understanding dawn
upon ‘the countenance of Inspactor Wes-
aex. Rising from the chair in which he
was soated, the Inspector came forward,
and:

“Dava Gatten,” he =aid. ‘T arresy you
for the murder of Sir Joseph Peek at
Dykas Grange. Anvthing you say will be
usad as evidence against you."

“Lat it be!" cried the man trucolently.
“Lat it be!™

Hea folded his
from face Lo face,

“I've walched and !'ve wondered.” he
pontinned, addressing himself to the pale-
faced girl who now crouched back agalnst
the wall of the room staring at him
=lasslly. *“Fine dresses and silk stook-
‘pgs, aye, and jewels, too! They never
came ont of your savings, Peggy. 1 was
easy, but it was going too far. And last
night I tollowed you. You talked so loud
up in that room above that 1 heurd ar
most every word, and 1 can answer the
gquestion you have just asked her, sir!

“He told her he was through with n
all, that it must finish befora things were
discovered. Then" — Gatten turned to
“larley — “I saw the black-faced dog
'ight a cigarette in the room below, ¢
saw him ecome out, smoking It, and walk
down to the gute with my girl. I lay flat
behind & bush waiting for him to come
back When he did and walked m
through the open window, I followed
nim! He heard my foot on the steps and
turnad.

“T don't know what he read In my face!
1 don't know what I had in my heart. Bur
there's something in my blood, as tnere
was In my father's bloocd before me, that
just drived me mad at times.

“He knew hea was outmatched, but he
wrenched one arm free and got it Into his
pocket 1 saw the glitter of a long blade,
and I threw him off and fell back a step.
He came for me, as mad now as T was,
and then Gatten paused. *““Wall,
then I remembered the big clasp knife
which T glways carry—always have car-
ried. 1 can prove it. And the next thing
1 knew I had it in my hand with the blade
open.

“He struck at me. I caught his wrist.
twisted It and his dagger fell. He turnea
and ran, and 1 followed him. Half way
aeross the inside room I caught him and
threw one arm around his neck Hea
twisted about, squealing like a hare, ana
reached on to my throat. Then I struck
at him with all my strength.

“I dropped the clasp knife, still open,
into my pocket and stood llstening for a
moment, looking down at him where he
:ay at my feet. The red madness was
gone for the moment, and I could think
coolly. 1 had heard you"—has turned his
glaring eyes upon Peggy. You had sald
over and over again: ‘Open that drawer;
L want my letters.’

“1 found the drawer and I opened it,
and I found your letters and some pno-
tographs. I forgot the dagger, or I might
nave brought that, too. But what I want
to say Is this—he attacked me, the Dlack-
hearted mongrel. And, except for that
last blow, all I did was to defend myselr.*

Uitering a low moan, Peggy sank down,
insensible, to the floor. Her father did
not even glance aside.

“I've burned what 1 brought away,” he
concluded, “and I have cleaned my clasp
knife, But the lining of my coal pocker
is still stained with blood. I've spoken
beesvse 1'd rather face the musie now in
my own time and in my own way than
skulk lilke a rat In a hole walting to be
dragged out It was sure 1o come sooner
or later.”

“It had to eome," said Harley gravely.

Inspector Wessex was raising the un-
consclous girl, and 1 saw my friend’s
glance fixed upon her face, its pallor
throwing into ghastly prominence the un-
natural scarlet of her palnted lips

(Copyright, 1922, by the Chicage
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Drugging of Dixie Dixon.
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having to go to France with the Amerrcan
forcee,

When he returned they had a second
honeymoon and for & while she seemed
nappy. But the old urge was soon lash-
ing her onward. She and her husband
wera finally separated. She came to New
York, lived expensively on money that ne
sent her, went on the stage, passed with
waleidoscopic rapidity through a hundred
hectic experiences and finally, when the
rest of llfe had degenerated into hopeless
dullness—she look to drugs and the yn-
real world that they led her to. With it
was not degenaracy. Her moral fiber was
not any weaker. She plunged into this
newest vies as one who is hot and perspir-
‘ng confined will plunge into cold water.

A similar story might ba teld of Dorothy
Wardell. She came from Kearsarge, a
small town in New Hampshire. Her
father, E. G. Wardell, owns the Xearsarge
Mountain Inn, & well-known resort. Tales
of big citias were poured into this little
girl’'s ears. Her life had been one of re-
nression. One day she couldn’t stand it
any longer. She fled to the cities. Not
anly did she Involve herself, but her wild
rales brought her hali-sister, Dolly Baker,
te live with her.

The latter is now living in Montreal as
Mre. Cassle Burke., Dr, Simon 15 trying
to make Mrs. Burke rejoin her parents




