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CHAPTER V.,

Everybody but Johnny Johnson fol-
fowed Detty. Johnson went back to
the house where now remalned none
but Plerre Desterle and several of the
older and more courngeous bacheslors
who had lived In the houss for years.

Betty and her cohort numberod sey-
en. DBesldes Larry Morris, long and
lumbery, there waa the gentle-syed
young Phillp Hartley, Hank Smith, tall
and tremendously framed, SBothern, fat,
blonde and phlegmatie; Frankel, a Iit-
tle Jew, who was automoblle editor of
the “Times” and Tim Murphy, car-
toonist, & great hulk of an Irlshman.

The Directory Hote{. one of the
most exclusive In the town, was only
two blocks from LeRoy's,

“Now E24 1s my room,” whispered
Betty. “You let me go up first. Don't
let the clerk In on this even, till we
find out what's what."

Five minutes lnter the sexieiie were
pulled inside the door of room E24 by
such an excited Betty Delancy as the
“Inquirer” office had never geen.

‘Look!" she instructed “Be care-
ful, but look right neross,’

The span of the court did not exceed
elghteen feet. Betty's side of the great
bullding was nll blanck wnd qulet. Not
a llght glimpsed In any room. The
room directly ancross the court whose
windows complimented hers had the
shades thrown high, the windows open-
ed wide and was ablnze with light.

There were two occupants In  the
rToom, a man and & womin, seanted side
by slde at a table covered with writ-
Ing paraphernalla. The man was pow-
erfully bullt, regular of feature and
very dark, with pecullarly white and
nervous hands. The woman wore a
tallored sult of dark cloth and even at
that distance her remnrkable resem-
blance to the womuan they had last
seen lying In the morgue was unmis-
takable, There was the same soft con-
tour of chin, the same rust-brown
halr, and clear Ivory pallor of the skin.
The slight yet perfect modelings of
her figure. the slender pink-palmed
hand, the curve of the forehead, wers
a8 llke as ls stamped from the same
dle. <

As they watched, hreathless, stupe-
fled from surprise, the man drew a
wallet from hls pocket and pulled
from |t several papers, He ran rapid-
1y through them and withdrawing two
from the packet handed them to his
companion. She renched across to re-
celve them when a sudden gust of
wind bellied the curtains into salls and
sent them fluttering Into the room and
out amgnin. Tha force of the breeze
caught the papers and they were car-
rled out Into the court where they
swirled, eddied and ducked, finally
alighting on the fire escape that jutted
not five feet from Betty's window,

The man who had run 1o the win-
dow, watched with dager eyes to soe
where the papers fell. Then he cluteh-
ed his hat from the sofa and rushed
from the room. The woman shrugged
her shoulders and sat down again &t
the table, They saw her pull out the
pins from her copper hilr and let it fall
in glory over her shoulders. Then she
wnlked Into the adjoining room as If
the recovery of the lost documents was
& mutter of perfect Indifference.

“Hank,"” nudged Sothern, “you'ra the
longest. Climb out and get those po-
pers.”

“Larry lsn't as long and he's less
awkward,” commented Frankel

“And you're worth less than the
rest of us; try it yourself, Frankel"
flashed Hank.

“Betty Lancey,” asked Larry, "why
aren’'t you fragile and willowy Instead
of a Juno? Then we'd make a rope
of the bed-clothes here for a gulde
and send you over.”

Phillp Hartley was already out of
the window. While the others held
caucus he had pulled the blanket from
the bed, torn It In half and tied a slip
knot firmly around his left leg.

“Go easy, boys” he suggested
*That'll make an fiir safety.”

Clambering out on the ledge he
steadied himself by the top of the sash
and worked slowly round to the farther
end of the alll. From thers he inched
his way along a ridge In the wall till
he eould just touch the fire escape. The
letters were white against the iron and
just the fraction of an Inch out of
reach. Betty Lancey saw the difficul-
'U'.

“Pass him this hat-pin," she sald.
*“He can fish them over with that*”

Slowly, very slowly, Hartley moved
the preclous papers over the narrow
tron shelf, Impaling them on the hat-
pin point. Then with ernmped fAngers
he put them into his Inner pocket and
began the return erawl. He wag bare-
Iy within Betty's room agaln when
they heard o loud rapping at the next
door. After n short walt & woman's
volee answered shrilly,

“Whant do you want?”

The calmly suave tones o. & well-
ordered hotel employe replied, “Sorry
to disturb you, mednm, but the gen-
tleman just above you has dropped by
sonldent some very lmportant papera

They have allghtod on the firs esecape
Attached to your window, and we can-
not reach them except through this
room."

"Can’t you go from the room above,”
argued the woman's voice. "The ldea
of getting me up at this hour because
some Imbecile hasn't bralns snough to
keep his letters from blowlng out of
the window. If he'd been aslecp um he
should have been at this time he
wouldn't have lost them. Indeed, I'll
not open that door., Go up & filght, or
down one."

“Oh, madame, I assure you™ broke
In the clerk agnin.

“What's the row, Mary?" growled s
sleepy mascullne volea The woman
on the Inslde and the clerk on the out-
slde begnn a simultaneous explanation.
In the middle of it all the slespy volce
Fave a return growl and ordered:

“Unlock that door, Mary, and got
;Ithl."& 1‘!\\.‘ .utl..l.“

There wns the grating of the bolt,
the lifting of a window, and then a
ery of horror,

“They are gone! Thoy're not hers!
Somebody has stolen them. I know
they lit here. I was g0 ocareful to
watch.”

"Nobody In the hotel got them. No-
body round here's got a light™ an-
nounced the clerk.

“Glad they're gone,” sounded the
voles known only to the watchers as
“Mary.” “Who In the name of sense
would frolle round on a fire escaps at
half past three In the morning plcking
up papers? Now, Mr, Clerk, take your
man, and go away with him, pleasa
Frobably he'll ind what he wanta In
the court.”

"Frankel, you follow them,"” suggest-
ed Harry Morris. Frankel, walting till
he heard the door close, slipped down
the hall after the two men, Sothern
with hHim,

Betty pulled down the shade, cloged
nnd locked the window. Then she
locked the door, looked under the bed,
tried the handles of the doors to the
adjolning rooms and spoke breathless-
Iy,

“Now, Hartley!"™

As If to guard him from unseen at-
tack, the boys clustered round him. He
drew forth tha papers. One was an
unmounted photograph that might
have been that of Cerisse Wayne or of
the woman In the room across the
court. The other wns a letter In the
{dentieal writing that the envelopea
found In Cerlsse Wayne's room had
borne, and was dated only a week pre-
vious,

“My Dear Cerisse—Check. goes by
to-night's mall. Hope you will find it
auMelent. Be very careful. Think we
ara belng watched, A slight minstake
would spoll all, and the struggle of
years wo for naught Life for me
would be death Itself. H"

"I'm golng to run across, ses that
woman and chat with her while the
man la gone," sald Betty, rumpling up
her soft brown halr, dull and satiny
as n pecan shell, 8he threw off her
collar and belt, and pulled her shirt-
wialst out from hbeneath her skirt.
Then she kicked off her shoes, and in
this simulated negliges ran softly over
the wvelvet-sodded hall and around
through the corridor,

“Let me seo," she caleulated, “I am
the one, two, three, yea, I'm the eighth
door. That would make those doors
elght and nine from the corner on this
slde”

Iotty told off tha doors with eare.
Sure that she was unobserved, she
rapped distinetly several times. There
wig no response, so she knocked vigor-
ously. Thia time tha door flew wide
with such celerity that Hetty paled In
earnest.

“0Oh, pardon me!" she faltered. “But
I was alone and slck, and 1 saw your
light and thought mayhe you could
help me. Have you any ammonia?
I am go falnt—I might send down-
stalrs, but 1 am so unused to hotels,
you know."

The young women rather stiffly mo-
tloned to Betty to enter. Her thick
halr was In two long bralds; she had
changed her tallored suit for a cling-
Ing negligeo of orlental patterned stuff,
and a girdle of mammoth diamonds
held {t close at the walst. Betty had
never seen auch grace In a woman be-
fore and her eyes were the most won-
derful the girl had ever gazed upon.
They shone #o brighily that thelr color
waa Indistingulshable, They were
twin waells of unfathomable brilllancy,
softnens and power.

The woman stepped Into the bed-
room beyond, and Betty, from her seat
on the couch, heard her call to the
clerk.

“This s 44" phoned the double of
Mra. Wayne. “Kindly send your house-
keeper here. A young girl, evidently
a guest of the house, has hecome f{il,
and appealed to me for ald. 1 cannot
have her in my sulte. Bhe seoms
afrald to stop alone, so will you mand
& woman to look after her?

Betty hurried to tha door, stealthily
opened 1t and skulked down the hall
As she rounded the corner something

soft was thrown over her head, amd
fastened tightly around her rieck. Bhe

felt the impact of & great furry body
close to hers,

And then Betty Lancey knew noth- |

Ing more. Bhe lay In & dead faint

CHAPTER VL

Up at the Desterle house Johnny
Johnson was alternately pulling his
front hair and pinching his palmas to
keep pwake, Johnny, with his usual
audacity, had ensconced himselt for
the night in the death ehamber. Two
Assoclated Press men were with him;
two reporters from others papers and
three  detectives The Assoclated
Press Men wanted to smoke, but John-
ny rebelled against either illumination
or smoking.

“If there's anybody comin' back
here he contended; "iIf he or she
smells smoke or sees lights, there'll be
no comin'."”

“Considering the ashes and clgar-
ette stuba that we found on the floor,”
suggested the first Assoclated Press
Man, “the only way to invoks the
ghoat of Cerisse Wayne would be
through smoke.” _

“What do we want of her ghost"”
sneered Johnny. “This 1s no seance.
What we want is the fellow who made
the ghost.™

The blvousc was nerve-racking. The
old house apparently had a bounteous
rodent population and the little beasts
scampered back and forth in the walls
with spooky gumbole Every window
in the house rattled, and the pall of
emptiness that always hangs heavily
In a deserted human habitation rested
~—#& dead welght—in the ailr.

Two blocks distant the elevated
tralns rumbled dully by, and the
morning parade of the milk wagons
had not vet hagun—ta touch the vis-
ions of the night with the realities of
the day.

“This is too much for me,” erled one
of the detectivea, “Let get out and
take a breath”™

The little group, all sxcapt Johnny,
aross with alacrity, He stopped alone
in the old house, and tried to keep his
eyesa open and, falllng. wondered why
he didn't advertise the newspaper busi-
ness as a cure for insomnia and acerue
cash thereby, when—

“What's that?' asked Johnny of
himeelf. He heard with joyous ears
o seraping and sliding in the closet op-
posite, where he had picked up the
gold and amethyst garter. It sounded
as if the baseboard were belng forol-
bly removed, or, rather, as |f someons
were endesavoring to slide It back, and
as If the board were aticking In an un-
accustomed and stubborn fashlon.

Johnny looked for & convenlent cor-
ner in which to duck. He couldn't fit
Into the drawers of the chiffonler or
the bureau, and the bed, stripped of
all 1ta coverings, even of the mattress
and plllows, was flat against the wall,
On a chance Johnny crawled heneath
It, with one eye fixed steadlly upon the
closet door. ‘

He had not long to walt BStealthily
the door openad, and through the crack
came u gleam of a pocket eleotrie
finghlight The man who was holding
the light whirled It hastily around tha
room, scanning it closely as If to maks
sure he was unobserved.

"Oh,” groaned Johnny, and slunk
closer into the corner, rolling himself
still more tightly into & ball, and pull-
Ing his coat up over his flary head. The
Intruder walked over to the bureau
drawers and begun to search hurried-
ly. They were empty, and at this dla-
covery In each puccessive drawer the
man flung them shut with a gesture of
disappointment.

The volces of Johnny's returning
companions echoed through the corri-
dors and thelr footsteps sounded on the
stairway, The [ntruder put out his
light and started for the closet. The
dawn was now 8o far advanced that as
he passed the window Johnny dlstin-
gulshed his features clearly. He must
have been at least fAfty years of age, a
rather stocklly bullt man, of good ap-
pearance, with a tired face and dark
hatr, thickly strenked with gray. He
hurried Into the closat nnd shut the
door behind him, and Johnny heard
agaln the struggle to slide the panel
Into place,

“Who called, son?" asked the fat de-
tective, jocularly, as he entered the
room. “Did they leave cards for the
hull of us? Say, where ls that brick-
top, Anyway?"

Johnny, with conslderable wriggling
and squirming, came out from beneath
the bed,

“Funny how thunderlng much easler
it Is to get under & bed than out from
underneath It,” he commented, rubblng
the dust from his knees

“You dldn't get chased there, A4id
you, now?" came the question, ‘“Were
you seeing things, or what?"

“I saw enough,” retorted Johnny.
“Guess [ saw more than you did, and
It dldn't cost anything for the vislon,
either. Here, Farley, let's have a
light; where's that pocket contraption
of youra?”

Farley brought it out, and Johnny,
glorying In the Importance of knowing
something that the others did not, and
revellng In the curlosity and-impa-
tlence of his fellows, strode majestieal-
ly Into the closet. When Johnny had
anything tucked away In his eranfum
that he was crazy to tell as other peo-
ple were to hear, he puffed out to the
dimensions of the fabled frog, That
was the time when Johnny was really
funny, and more provocative of rialbil-
fty than any of his ever-ridiculous
yarns.

Entering the closet he scanned its
caleimined sldes closely, running his
slender, long-nalled fingers earafully
down the wall. Then he hit the base-
board. The group around watched m
tense silénce.

“Oh, John, cut It out and open up*
snaried Gorin. Gorln was one ol
Johnny's best friends,

(To ha continued.)
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"How do you keep

your razor
sharp?” “Easy enough. I hide It
where my wife can't find iL"—Cleve
land Piain Dealer,

“How Tillie's clothes hang about
her! Why, they don’t fit at all.” “But
think how much worse she would look
If they did."—Life,

Miss Kidder—S8'sh! Carrle has dyed
her hair black. Don't tell anybody.
Miss Askitt—Is It & secret? Miss Kld-
der—Yes; she wants to keep it dark.
—Boston Globe.

“What part of the rallway train do
you regard as the most dangerous?”
Inquired the nervous man. “The din-
ing car,” answered the dyspeptic.—
Washington Star.

“I'll be ready In a minute,” she said
to her husband. “You needn’t hurry,
now," he called up some time later,
“I find that I shall have to shave
again."—Detroit Free Press,

“I thought you zaid you told your
wile everything you did.” “I do.” “It's
mighty strange. She hasn't sald a
word to my wife about the 310 you
|borrowed from me."—Washington Star.

Patience—They say she got all her
furniture on the installment plan?
Patrice—8he did. She has had four
husbands, and she got a little furnl-
ture with each one.—~Yonkers States-
Man.

She—Don't you think woman's suf-
frage would be a fine thing? He—I
know I could always persuade my wife
to vote as I wanted by telllng her 1
Intended votlng the other way.—Bos-
ton Globe,

“Why can't that prima donna eing
more than twlce a week? “I don't
know.” answered the impresario, “un-
less it's because she tired out her vocal
cords arguing with me about salary."”
—Washington Star.

Maud—So0 he had the cheek to ask
my age, did he? Well, what did you
tell him? Ethel—I told him I dldn't
| know positively, but I thought you
Iwere twenty-four on your thirtieth

| “thleves’ counsel.™

birthday.—Boston Transcript,

“Now, your conduct during the trial |
may have considerable effect on the |
jury." *“Ah, quite.s0," responded the |
ultra-ewell defendant, “And should I!
appear Interested or just
hored?"—Kansas City Journal.

“You say you have gquit smoking?"
“Yes, never golng to smoke again.,”
“Then why don't you throw away
those clgars?' “Never, I threw away
a box of good cigars the last time Il
quit smoking, and it taught me a les
son.”

“The way to run this country.” said
the egotist, “iIs to put thoroughly wise,
capable, alert, and honest men in con- |
trol of affairs” “Yes," answered Miss
Cayenne, “but what are we golng to|
do? There's only one of you"—Wash- |
ington Star.

Cholly—The deuce, old chap; 1|
cawnt go to the party. I have no col-
lah button. Reggle—Go across the
strest and buy some, deah [fellow.
Cholly—But 1 caawnt, Nohody has my |
measurements except my taflah, dont-
cherknow.—Life.

Mr, Dubbs (with a newspaper)—
It tells here, my dear, how a pro-
gressive New York woman makes her
soclal calls by telephone. Mrs, Dubbs|
—Progressive. Huh! She's probably |
1ike me—not a decent thing to wear.—
Boston Transeript. [

In a written examination on astron-|
omy one of the gquestions was, “What
happens when there is an eclipse of |
the moon?" A student with rather a/
good knack of gutting out of a dim- |
culty wrote: “A great many peopls
come out to look at it.”

“What's that party kicking about?"|
pald one New Yorker. “Oh, he's one|
of those guys who are lucky and don't
know it replied the other, “He came
here on a round-trip ticket from Phll-
adelphia and lost the return coupon.”
—Washington Evening Star.

“I'm sure,” sald the Interviewer,
“the public would be Interested to
know the secret of your success.”
“Well, young man,” replied the cap-
taln of Industry, "the secret of my
success has been my abllity to keep it
a secret”—Sacred Heart Review,

“T'd hate to be a millionaire”
“Gosh! Why?" “Well, millionaires
are always getting letters threstening
them with all sorts of horrible fates
unless they immedlately pay the writ.
ers large sums of money.” "That's
nothing. I get just such letters onl
the first of every month.”"—Cleveland
Leader,

“Why," asked the judge, "do you
think your husband s dead? Yom
say you haven't heard from him rnr|
more than a year, Do you conslder
that reasonable proof that he Dhas
passed out of existence?’ *“Yes, your
honor. If he was still allve he'd be
askin' me to send him money.—Chl
cago Record-Herald
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HAD LUCK ON THE WAY.

The English Thie! That Dropped
In to See Mis Lawyer.

Here is & story of & genuine Instance
of the kind of business which fell to
the lot of a once notorious London
One day a thick-
sel man, with a cropped poll of un-
mlstakable Newgate cut, slunk into
this counsel’'s room, when the follow-
ing dialogue took place:

“Morning, sir,” suld the man, touch-
Ing his foreldck.

“"Morning,” sald the counsel, “What
do you want?"

“Well, sir, I'm sorry to say, slr, our
little Ben, sir, has 'ad a misfortin.
Fust offense, sir, only a wipe."

“Well, well!” Interrupted the coun-
sel. “Get on"—

“Bo, sir, we thought as you'd 'ad
all the family business we'd llke you

| to defend him, sir.”

“All right,” sald the counsel: “see
my clerk"—

"Yes, sir,” continued the thief, “but
I thought I'd like to make sure you'd
attend yourself, sir. We're anxious
cos It's little Ben, our youngest kid.”

“Oh, that will be all right! Give
S8immons the fee.'”

“Well, sir,” continued the man, shift-
ing about uncomfortably, "I was go-
Ing to arst you, slr, to take a little
less. You see, sir"—wheedingly—"It's
little Ben—his first misfortin''—

“No, no!" sald the counsel impa-
tlently. *“Clear out!"

“But, sir, you've had all our busl-
ness, Well, slr, If you won't you
won't, 80 I'll pay you now, sir.” And
as he doled out the gulneas, “I may
as well wll Juu, sik, JoU wolkldao't 'a’
got the counters If I hadn't had a little
bit of luck on the way.”"—From “The
Recollections of a K. C," by Thomas
Edward Crlspe.

T How to Prevent Colds,

The easlest way to catch cold is
wlien one Is overheated, One should
never sit down after exerclse in the
open only In summer weather. The
most familiar causes of taking cold
are sitting in a dravght, wearing in-

gufficlent clothing, Insufficiently pro-
tected feet and ill-ventilated rooms.
Colds occur most frequently in the
Gpring or fall when the temperature ls
moderately low, subject to sudden
changes, when there s notable damp-
ness of the atmosphere and high
winds.

Catarrh has Intimate relation with
colds. Recurring celds In the head
ccnduce to further colds, Those grad-
ually localize themselves further down,

|giving rise in successlon to sore throat,

bronchitis and then fixes Itself upon
the lung, when the treatment ls so
often ineffectual, whereas at first the
treatment {8 a simple matter, Catarrh
does not necessarily lead to consump-

| tion, but when the resistance of the

lungs I8 diminlshed the germs of con-
sumption find a favorable soll for their
development.

Most important {is the clothing,
which should be sufficlent for warmth
and comfort. Avoid the coddling of

any one part or leaving any one por-

tion unduly exposed. The place to

| wear & chest protector s on the soles

of the feet. The nature of the [abrie
to be worn next to the skin is a thor-

| oughly porous one, like llnen mesh,

and regulate the outer garments ac
cording to the weather. The feet at
all times should be kept warm and dry.

Ruskin's Grave,
Ten years ago John Ruskin passed
peacefully away at Coplston. A grave
in Westminster Abbey was Immediate

| ly offéered by the dean, but was re

fused out of respect for Ruskin's fre
quently expressed wish that he might
be hurfed wherever he chanced to die,
says the Westminster Gazette. He
was lald to rest in Conlston churche
yard on Jan. 25. In poets’ corner
there s a medallion of him by On-
slow Ford, Immediately above the bust
of Sir Walter Scott. In hils native
Camberwell the master's memory Is
perpetuated by the bestowal of his
pame upon the finely wooded park on
Denmark hlll, within a stone's throw
of his old home.

His Opportanity,

“How did you manage to go through
every house on that block In broad
daylight < without being detected?”
asked one burglar.

“Very easily.” replied the other. *I
gelected a time when a moving van
drove up to a vacant dwelllng. I
worked while the neighbors were hang-
ing out of the front windows to eritl
cige the furniture.”—Washington Star.

You never hear of a man whose In-
come does not exceed a dollar a day
belng operated on for appendicitis.

Buccessful phyolclm_in lucky
guessers.
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