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He had a lot of time on his hands
and he liked fo sil on the brow of the

hilt and take views of the cily.

inade the old man promise.
But a guod
wind came up at half past 10,
and he sent tha kites out. la

Lelieved

weant to.bed. early.

in the new wire, of
course,. and he was as

child.

At half past 11 he wakened her, and

Hupatient as o

sald the wire had gone again, and some
cf the- city lights were out. He had
started the molor ns soon s the wire
broks and brought it in, but the cnmera
and the kite \\'(!ré gone, as usual

His loss was his chief concern. But
ITazsal was frightened. The streets were
full of peeple leaving the theaters, and
If anyone in an open cay had run into it,
Martin had told her, it wguld cut a head
ofl as clean as an ax.
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VHE had a vision of fearful things as
she. dressed: Her anxiety, sines |
was too late: to awvoid: trouble, was; If
anything had happencd, to keep the old
man out of 4t. The messenger was not
so important. It was unitkaly that any-
«ne would know what it was., & was a
_squadre of eanyas cn a wire framd with n
conter hole fod the wire:

But the camera was different. The
old: gentleman was known to some af the
dealera in town. He had. made. the cam-
era himself, and suspended it from the
carrier by four small springs. But it
waa known, among a limited few, that
he was taking aerial pictures. It loeked
very bad, any way. yourtale it.

“I dom't know whether he was fright-
ened at the poasibilitias or not,"” she said.
“I waa terrified. But he Is not young,
and I did netitell him what I feared. Ha
let ma: goy,. when: I insisted, but I think
he was only afrald. sems.one would steal
thve cameara. He /knew where it had fall-
en.,. It was near Bolsseaun's, or In the
park. I wandered around all night, but
it waa se.dark that [ might as.well have
bgen att home, I did neot sit down, for
fean I would think. I kept saying over
and over, "It happened befareand no . one
was hurt’ But the:night before it had
been later. It was diffdsent’’

““Then, when you saw {(he: paper in
Boisssan's—""

“] knew. We Imd killed two people
and.injored  a third.”

“The: policeman?"

"Father reeled in the wire at once,
and: it. must have been the end that cut
like: a moving knife."

I think It halped her to talk abeut it,
to. get it off hem chest, so to gpeak. I
fold her how I had traced the ecamesa,
and I called myself o few pleasant truths

for havipg left the camera to be
repaired, IfT we'd got it am]
banned it there would have been
no proof against the old man.

“Not that they could do much
to: him, anyhow,” I added. *“The
thing was an accident.”

“But he dogen’t know anything
happened. It would kill him to
know."

Well, he loaked as
stiand jt s she did, to my mind:

But if she felt that wavr—

“Then the thing yow threw over the
hil was the motor, engine, whitever you
call’' it?

“Yes.
thera will be: no more kite flying.”
grit of her!
haed.

“I used a pole as a lever. When I got
it started I was frightened. I'm always
being frightened. Suppose tliere was
somebody an the river in a smnll bont—
undernesth;™”

“Amd tHis cut of mine?”

“You said it was brush.”

“Somsthing struck me. It's not much
of a cut. Probably an end of the wire.”

And ta this day 1 do not know. T am
awnare that In a stor® of this sort it's
rattling had form toleave any lwoseends,
but' I cawr only wrnite: what I know. T do
not: know what struck me In the face

There are other things that I do not
kmow, or at least I can anly surmise.
The: identity of* the blithe. banditéis one.
And until two days ago: I néver knew
what becamie of Olive: Thomas' sapphire
bragelet. TI'll tell you about that later.

“We must destroy the camera,” Hazel
said. “He must never do- this sort of
thing" again, Ollie”

‘We must get the camera and then
destroy. it,"" I corrected her. T had a per-
fectly distinct idea that if I ever got It
it would be ower the N. C.'s dend bodv.

Hazel never knew that she'd called me
"“Oliie"” that night. It gave me a sorf of
ache ta have to sit there aften she'd said
it, and not dare fo notice it. In spite of
what T'a just heard, T kept thinking what
a pal she would be to tho: fellow: that
married her, interested in things you
Know,

able to

Wa cannot afford nnother, and
The
No wonder she had breathed

1'd seen the bridge-playing,
cocktail-drinking sort until Y
wns sick of them, and here
the kind to
check me up  when I toek hold
nf the road and wunted to
step out a bit too fast. And
she belonged to somebody else
It made me sore. Well, that's
not the way to put it. It hurt.

1f caring had had anything
to do with it, 1 thought 1'd
have been a good husband.

The old men came out to
the porch and called her

querulously.
“Coming, father,”

she said. And got up.
“You sabkd you

would do apything o

was a real girl,

Would commit a

It startled me, rather.

help. you rohbery ?*

“I'm not experienced,”” 1 said humbly
“DBut I could learn.”

“Are you in a hurry

“Flurry 7 No.™

She outlined the crime to ma. The old
man had a room full of apparatus, dif-
ferent lenses, cameras in the making,
forrmrulas, a lot of junk. She wanted It
stolen.

‘“The way things are now,” she snid
with a sigh, “we can't repluce them. ¥'ll
pack them all in an old suitcase and
leave it just inside the window.
half hour yow can break the glass, un-
lock the window, and get it."”

“And theow it i the river?
sendd- thesn after the engine?”’
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In A

Why not

HIZ hesitated. 'He loves them,” she
S sadd. “In & way, they are his chil-
dren, the things he lives for. And when
we go to the country——"' :

“You @re going to the country?”

“Oui of town,” she said quietly.
am going to be married next week.”

Were vou @ver In love with a gird, the
real thing;, se that vou broke out in n
perspiration at the thought of meéeeting
her, and did you ever have her tell you
she was geing. to marry somebody else
next week?

I'd known 1 couldn’t have her. In a
way, I'd known somebedy else would.
DPut I'd put it in the indefinite future,
like death., Next week! 1 couldn't
breatha.

She heid out her hand.
like to be thanked
But 'l

“You don't
I won't eten try

never forget you Naver, All

you hawe dons,
do——""

Her voice broke. "'Good might, Ollie,”
she said. And that time she knew she
sald it

I kissed her hand. I couldn't help it.
I might see her again, but  this was our
goed-by. Into that bit of a kiss I tried
to put something of what I felt I
couldn’t tell her I loved her, but It
wouldn’t hurt te let her knew it, and
that she could count on me to the finish.

Walll
~ I robbed the housa. I'murather a.nifty
litdle: robber. I learned something, too,

what you are guing to

* doing it

Crime Is likke golf. If you try too
hard, yeu cramp your form.
I didn't care a whoop in hades that

night what hu-ppaned to me, and I
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couldu’t even make a noise! I put my
hand against the pane to ‘ﬁnd where (o
smash it with a Dbrick, and the whole
glass fell In on a pillow or something
without a seund.

Can you beat it?

I got the suitcase and carried it oul to
my car. It was heavy, but T didn’t no-
tice it. With what brains I had left 1
was trying to picture Hazel married to
Martin, and the rest of the worldga sort
of empty place, with me In the middle.

I had an idea, for a while, that' I was
heing watched. It wasn’t a matter of
noise. I didn't hear anything except my
own footsteps on the pavement,

Once 1 stopped suddenly and looked
back. There was nothing in sight, and 1
went on.

I had plenty to think of. For one
thing, it was clear, or I thought it was,
that' after all the holdup at Bolisseau's
had had nothing te do with the other
events of that ghostly night. If I'd had
any idea. of making a grand stand play,
and’ dropping the mater's pearls in her|
lap, it had vagished.

I say I was thinking of that. But in
the back df nvy brain there was only one
thought, and if vou've ever beem 23 and
have seen the only girl about to marry
ona of your friends, so that yvou can't
even try to make a case for yourself,
you'll know what that thought was.

I'H tell’ you, the river looked good to
me- that night. Foolish? No. Twenty-
three, i

My car Is a roadster. I reached in and
droppedd the suitcase, started the engine,
and walked around and kicked the tires
to see if they were all right.: Then 1
got In.

1 had just put my hand on the gear-




