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Perfection Oil Heater
Cheery comfort for chilly evenings. '
A gallon of PEARL OIL gives nine
hours of intense, odorless heat— u N
whereverand whenever you want it. ._
Prices: $3.75 to $7.75 [

For Sale by |

GEORGE C. BAER & CO. .
W. J. CLARKE |
TAYLOR HARDWARE CO. ;
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AROLD BTANLEY, reportor for
o New York daily, owned by Mas
jather, 4 in love with Flrence
Wontrope, dosghier of Dr. Moniross,
cho hag aspent Ma Kfe perfecting &

naching  fto  rojuvemale  humanily, '
taniey haa been icorking on the mys-

rious murder of fourfeon woalfhy
rie Yorkers, edch strangled by o
ing of supernatural power. The
st view of the murderer ia ob-
ined by Floremee Monirose, when
inley’s father {a made the victim
the ffteenth Crimson Slain mre
* in her home, In an attempl! to
I Ntamley ot of the way becoune
has riived d hie and ory ueor hia
‘her's death, Plerve La Rue, the
e, runs inte Florenee and dis-
cre that she recognizes him. Lo
o'k man Tanner kidnape Florence.
nley runa the Mying awle down
'y to find thar the girl has been
inte a huppnotic trance and can
' wmothing, As Dr, Montrose
tohea Florence, Pierre Lo Rue
ey dn, Under the apell of Lo
's goea, Filorenco slts wp,  Dr,
ailrore  becomer  enraged  and
rovcw o jardiniere ot Lo Rue, It
raher fhrouph o door, The shock
vaks (he hupnotic spoll,
Hiram Lent, swho has always kept
rgo wutms of money i his home, i
urdered by the Crimson Stain.
turenece peie o mote s Btanley's
riting auping ke is in frouble af
¢ Lent Nowee. Bhe obeyn the im-
irtng smmnons (o come and jusl ax
he in bn be left in the Lent houwse to
it Wlosen wp by Tonner she s rescued
W Stonley.

CHPATER 1V.
The Mysterious Disappearance.

AROLD STANLEY, two
l days luter, was about 1o
‘ leave Mis office for the after-

poon, when Florence Mont-
roso’s card was brought to

aim. .

The girl cume In, bringing with her
an sluslve sunosphere of youth and
Inveliness that sesined to iluming the
Aingy little workaday office,

“I've been shopping,” sbe told
Stanley aa he hurried forward to wel-
come her. “And I've stopped In, for
\ second, on my way uptown, to ses
it there ls asy olue yet to the ex.
ploslon at the Lent house or to poor
old Mr. Lent's death, It's ull tnken
stich & strange bold on me! 1 can't
walt for tomorrow’'s paper (o Fead
about i, Is there anything new?"

“No," he returned. “Waorse luck! In
thedn Crimson Biain cnsos.  there's
never anyihing new, so [Lr as we in-
vigtigators are concernvd. The Crime
won Stain supplies us with ‘something
new' nll the tme, in the shape of
freah outrages, Bul we are 100 stu-
pid to expuss or even eheck them™

He spoke bitterly; with o senws of
almost hopeless defeat. And the girl
was roused to guick sympathy at his
chagrin,

“you're doing splendidly,” she said.
"Na ope could do more The whaole
stiie in miking about the Exaniin-
ar's wonderful crusade agminst the
Cripwon Stwin, | reid your editorial
this mwrning, toe—ihe editorial fay-
wi P 2.0 ot dolng more. It
was pecivedly fne, Harold. Pm sure
it will apur him to—"

“o hating the Examiner, “Nnjsted
Swanley. "Thit’s about all the good
It will do, T'm afraid. The police
Wpartment in general, 18 doing the
very best It can; and doing a lot het-
ter than the police departments of

et other citfes conld; bot this man,
Harrish, who has Internationnl faie

L detective, anld o whom the ity
s payitg blg thoney to clear ap the
Crimson Stain Mystery—he seems to
e aloing nothing. And 1 wan glad of

chaneo to sy 6 I print”

I wish 1 cinld de sonething to
el ™ she sighed, “A womin l= 8o
Lelploas!™

*A woman” he contradictad, *is
wbout the most helpfol personage in
afl the universe. And there |s Some-
thing you can do'”

“What? Tell me.”

“You remnmber every detmil of the
Crimson Stain man's face, you gay—
the man who hypdotized you, And
you smw another member of the gang,
too, 1don't mean the chaufour who
came to you with that forged note
from me; the one whose body was
found after the explosion. 1 mean
the man who was waiting at the Lent
house for you—the man who tried
to hind your hands. You must surely
remember his face, toa?

“Indeed, 1 do!" she sald with a
reminincont shudder, *7°d know him
nguin anywhera™

“Then whenever yon are oot of
foors keep a lookout for the Crim-
sy Btuin mnn and for that lisuten-
it of his:. Search the foces In every
wowd. Tt vou happen to ses sither
of them, enll the nearest policeman
and give him into custody. If theme
s no policeman in sight, follow them
at n distanes to whatever house they
enter. And thon telephone me, at
onee,  You arn the only llving soul,
outside the gang 1tslf, whi ¢an rec-
ognige two of that mng’s meambera
8o dom't say you're ‘helploas’ You
mny prove to be the most valuahle
nil we have. Will you remember ™

enl" she oried engerly, “Oh, yes!
Wouldn't it he wonderful If T conld
find one of them for you! T'm going
to be on the lookout every minute,
1 promiss

Haroll Stantey's private office had
1wo doors—one leading Into the oty
«oom of the HExaminer, the other
into m short corridor that endad at
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“You're == you're
surely not going to
to do IT here”

the bullding's elevator shaft. Along
this corridor, at the moment Florence
Montrose's carll was handed to Stan-
ley, Detective Parrish was striding,

Early In the Crimson Btain cru-
ande Stanley had given orders that
Purrish or any polics oMeial should
be permitted to enter his offics by
this Iatter routs without an Instant's
delay.

Purrish was availing himself of
this permisaion. But, as his hand
was on the knob of the office door,
he paused; the sound of voices from
within the room reaching him with
almost perfect distinetness. He stnod
thers, listoning to Stanley’'s talk with
iMorence Montrose. Presently Par-
rish stola away from the door and
roturned to the elevator. But—per-
haps on impulse—he wos back aguin
in the hallway five minutes later,

Florence was just saying good-hy
to Harold us the detective arrived.
As soon as she had gone Parrish
stnmped unannounced Into the prive
ate office

“Look here, Mr. BStanley!” he
growled angrily and with po other
salutation, "I resd thit rosst on toe
tn this morning’s Examiner. And 1
walt to tell you right now that you're
gol to stop hammering me in print.
Understand that? You've got to stop

“Certainly, Mr. Parriab,” was Stan-
ley’s unexpeciedly meek reply, “The
attacks on you shadl be stopped at
onca if you really wish it—"

“I do!"™

“On just one condition,” pursued
Harold, “On condition that you do
what the eity ls hiring you to do and
show some real activity In solving the
‘Crimson Stain Mystery.' ™

“aetivity? fumed Parrigh, “Aln't
1 working day and night? —"

“yes' acceded Stanley, "vou are
You are 'running around in circles,
making a tiolse liko an carnest work-
ar'—and vou're actually doing noth-
ing. I've besn watching you, Mr,
“Purrish and I've been having you
watched

Stanley was interrupted by an oifice
boy, who brought a card 10 hilm,
Glancing at it, e said to the boy:

“Bring Mr. Clayton in here

Parrish, at the sound of the new
guiost’s name, grunted & surly good-by
and left the office asx he had come.
He stammed the door shut behind
him and stampd noisily down the
hall toward the elevator, Tut @t the
fourth stride he halted and softly
came pack to the door, stouping with
hin sar oloss 1o the keyhole

"' going up to Vanya Toson's flat
for afternoon ton” Clayton kil after
shaking bands with Sianley !
drapped in to see if you'd go there
with me."

“No, thanks,” war Bianley's ourt
atwwer, 1 don't care w”
“Why not™ demanded Clayton,

wondering nt the other's muanper,

“Frankly,” seplled Harold, “'be-
caune 1don't like hor and I don’t trust
her. T've been pltting two and two
twopether (i poast dny or ko and it
seins to me thore's something fishy
nbout hor presence i ) snlio
both thoss Umes you wWere
sotous: She

“Nonsense!™ declared Claytin, "The
first time she came thers after 1'd
bean knocked out, and she found me
ol brought oie 10 my-senses.  The
gecond thne. 1 just Keeled ovér from
ponction, as s result of the hirnlo con-
ctszlon I'd Had, That sort of thing
often happens. She brovght me 1o,
ngaln. 1 tell you, Stanley, you'ré
migjudging a noble woman, And I
tell you T don't like it. 1 know her
better than you do. And-—and I'm
not ashamad to say I'm pretty deep
In love with her*

“I'm sorry, old man' answersd
Harold, genuins sadness in hin voles
“Bacausm I don't think ahe's worthy
of you, And I don't think ahe loves
you"

"Why don't you think she lovea
me?" queried Clayton, hotly.

“Twice, this pant week, I've secn
her with Truxton Lambert. Once in
his big limousine, and once—-"

“Pruxton Lambert? Who's he?

“1 thonght you knew him. He's a
man-abott-town, of & pecullarly ob-
fgrtionable typa.  Made his pils In
dinmond.smuggling. The Tiamond
King’ they call him. He s enor-
mouely rich, Aad his repudtion lx
about as rotten ns any man's conld
be without landing him In jall, No
decont woman can afford to ba seen
with him.,”

“I'm golng to tell her, then maid
Clayton, *what kind of & man he ia
Hhie dosan't kuow, I'm sure, And I'm
just ms sure she fsn't Intercsted In
him. Or in any other man but ma,
I'm going up there now. 1 know she
enn explain,  And, out of eommon
fairnesa to her, 1 want you to ¢ome
along and hear her explanation. You
owe it to har. And to me. I—"

our

will appear

unon- #

town. that I have to attend
fore I go home, But if
such o foolish thing,
at her apartment in
hour, though I dom't
of dolng It It's usoless.

Vanya's apartment and issuing ourt
directions,

“I've sent word to Tanner,” he said,
"to let Florence Mantrose get &
gllmpse of him, on her way uplown,
and to let her keep him In sight till
he goes into your apartment-house,
Bet that the hallboy is out on some
errand for you. Tl be there within
ten minutes too, a5 we planned.
phoné Lambert to come, on any pre-
text you llke. He's rips, and this is our
time.  Tell him you're in Onancial
trouble and ask him to bring along
all the money—in eash, not check—
he can luy his hands on at such short
notioe. And the necklace hé promised
you. Be sure to got him. I loave
the details of the trap to you.*

“You're—you're surely not going to
—to do IT here? Nol hers atl my
apartment?” faltered Vanys. “Think
of the danger, and-—"

“The danger will be nothing at all"
interrupted La Rue, “I'm not going
to ume the finger neckiave. He is go-
ing to he killed by some one else—
some other way,”

Florente Montrose drove siowly
uptown in her little roadstéer. From
#lde to side, in such moments os she
did not need all her attention for the
muiding of her cnr, her dark eyes
roved, sarching the faces of pedes-
trians and other car occupanta. The
thought that she alone could be of
service to the man she cared for In
this campaign he was so flercely wag-
ing rejolced her. And she resolved to
spend hours every day in the séarch.

Far uptown, where street and side-
walk traffic had begun to grow much
thinner, her gmze fell upon A& man
who was strolling toward her on the
left side of the street.

At once, Florence recogmized the
man who had confronted her In the
Lent house. She stared more closely
at him, There could be no mistake.

Apparently he did not see her, for
he walked stralght on, with po ef-
fort at concedlment. Florence let
him walk past her. Then she turned
the roadster and slowly followed i,

Then Taoner torned n at n side
street and stopped in fromt of an
apartment honse, Helooked fartively
to left and right, ns though fearful

he nilght b seen entering: thenp,
coautiously, he slipped into the buidil-
ing.

Florenee left her car nt the eurh, a
half-Bock Wlow, and went i 1o the
apartment hovse on foot. She glanced

nlo the front holl It sormed di=
rerted Thinking slte Ht Tearn
from the hall into which apart-

ment the man bad gone, she stopped
Iinto the Jll-lightad hall

Instunily, & coat was thrown over
her head from Uehind, binding her
m! mufiing ler crick Her arms
worn swathed and hel & In the gar-
ment’e henvy folds  She felt hersell
pleled up and cirried mpldly for-
wand,

Inta Vanva Roswea's apartment ran
Tanner, with hix strugeling bunden.

“Thera!™ he panted, bronthless with
exeriion, "“That's done.”

“I= she—? Did you—? questioned
Vanyn. A

“No,"” sald Tanner, “She'salive. 'm
leaving her there till Plerre comes
He told ma o™

“He'll be here any minuts, “Vanya
repliod, nervously, “And so will Trux-
ton Lambert. Hetter get out of the
way. 1 wish to heaven I could! This
pretty fnt of mine will bs a sham.
bles,” she added, with an uncontrol.
lable shudder.

“Lambert? You mean the Diamond
King' chap that La ue has been
having you daxzle so's we could get
him where we watit him? He's going
to finlsh him here? If a man's found
fn your fint with the finger-neckliace
mn®x on his thropt—"

“Ho won't ha The blame will be
shifted. 1 don't know just now. It's
all horrible. And Harold Stanley's
coming here, too.™

“H'm!"” commented Tanner, “Even
as sharp a guy an Plerre will have his
haods full with an afterncon’s pro-
gam (ke that, But think of the
cleverness of him, Lambart, Stanley,
Florence Montross—all thres in ot
amasl, And without the finger nock-
lace! Well, et Plermd play a lobe
Band on it 1U's too big a job for me
to butt in on. without ordors. T'm
glad to be out of 1t."

She ted the way down the fut's long
hall toward the kitchen, Robert
Clayton at the same momant arrived
&t the apartment’s froat Joor. Vanya
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welcoms, led a visitor into the lv-
Ing-room.

Clayton peered through a tiny gap
in the curtaln. Vanyn wus entering
the living-room, talking with gay ani-
mation to an overdressed, animal-
faced man, who stared at her in evi-
dent worship.

A throb of hot jealovay tore
through Clayton's heart. Clenching
his fists, he took a step forwvard. Hia
hands went up to tear aside the
curtains and to réveal himself (o the
woman and her admirer,

Just then a tap on the shoulder
miude Clayton spin about. He had
thought himself alons in the tiny,
dim-1it aloove. But as he turmed
hs saw a man who had appeared
seomingly from nowhere, and who
was peering fizxedly into hiz eyes

Cluyton sought to =peak, to demand
the reason of the other's mysterions
presence there. But for some reason
be was dumb, He tried to move, but
his body would not respood to the eall
of his will,

For a moment the artist's feeble
will power tried to comb at the weird
grip that the atranger's eyes werse
baving upod him. But he felt himself
helpless, and weakly gave up the

struggie.

And now this flaming-eyed stranger
wis saying something to him. Then,
to all intents and purposas, Robert
Clayton fall asleep.

Harold Stanley, mounting the steps

of the apartment house, heard him-
melf addressed, civilly énough, by &
wan in the street behind him. He
turned, and resognizred Alward, one of
Parrish's assivtants—a plain-ciothes
detsvtive who had been workding for
somo weeks on the Crimson Staln
cans,
“Good aftornoon. Mr. Stanley,” the
mun was saying, and te added
“That was a pretly flerce slap you
handed miy chief in the Examiney
this morning. He—"

They both wheelad ane
impulse dashed Into the houss, For
in the middls of Alward's words o
heivvy-ealibor fevolver had been fired,
almost directly above their hends.

*That's trom Vanya Toscn's spare-
ment! The floar  front”™
thought Stanley as he raced up the
ningle Bight of stairs nt the plnin
clothes man's side, The window was
Gpeen,

On the living-room floor, face up-
ward, sprawled Truxton Lambert, p
bullet wound through his head.
Bapmaloss il lving asprawl on o rug,
Just in froot of the alcove curtalns,
Iay Robert Clayton, His clothing
was awry. One hand clutched & re-
volver,

Stanley bent over him as Alward
and the policeman knelt beside Lam-
bart. Listening at Clayton’s heart
Stunley found the artist was still lyv-
ing. No wound wuns on his body.
Indeed he seemed more like a man
who was fast asleep than like the
vigtim of u awoon,

Presently, Alward rose from Lam-
bert's side and crossed ovar to Clay-
ton. Toking the revoiver from the
artint’s nervoless fingern, he “broke™

and with

second

it. One cartridge alone hao heen
firedl.
“That seems (0 settle L™ pro-

potneed Alward, “he ahot that other
fallow, and then ketlsd over from
shock at whal he d dope. But what
1 van't understand la how he had
Ume to mob him, oo, bafore we got
hera. The other man's wateh and
ring and studs are gone and his
pockats are luxide out”

*Then Clayton dide't do It!" de-
clared Harold positively. “I've knewn
him all his life. He might or might
not shoot & man In anger. But he'd
never rifle the body, Beside, you
yoursell see he couldn't have done it
In thy time he had. And there Is no
wign'of the oot anywharegabout him,
No, we'll have to looly further, 'l
stake my e on hia innocencea. And
'l be responaible for his Appearance
In court If he is wanted.™
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until, at an evénune, It was
tarily checked by a crowd of
And in that moment the cab
flow open. Tanner turned, an instand
too Iate to cateh Florence os she
sprang to the ground

He leaped out In pursuit, then drew
back. For the girl was hurrying to=
wand a taflie policeman. Thaoner
shouted to the chauffeur; and the
taxl wheeled about and set off at top
speed down a slde strest

When Robert Clayton wns

roused he seomed like a man in 8
dream. He could mive no clear aes
couat of himself; nor did be

ut all what had happened. Stanbay
took him bome, agnin promising thas
the artist shoula appear in

when he was well epough. |

Then Harold, isaving Alward o9
guard at Clayton'y studio, went to
his office. On his return, sarly in the
evening, Alward was =iill waiting In'
front of the building,

Stanley glanced upword to see i
there were a Lght In Clayton's wine
dow. A= he diil 0. e saw § human
figure sifhouwstted agninst 1t ¢ onight
sky—the figure Of o man wie Sood
swaying on the high parape I U
building, as if about to dive Inte the
sireet below.

Without o word. #f{antey r shed ups
slalrs toward the roof. Alvard ok

loweds hut, not divining Harold's pars
pose, D into Clayton's top fGowe
studio. Then, presently, Anding Stan
ley bad gone to the room, he toq
clambarad up through the open sout.
tie at the end of the topmoest hallway,

Stanley, galulng the roof, baheld
Clayton, still swaying perilously om
the parapet edge a8 if trying 1o
narve himeslf for the leap. He huried
himself forward and saized the artis
Just as the latter Iaunched himself
into apace,

With & mighty heave Stanky
dragged Clayton back to safety, Clay-
ton, like 8 man newly aroused from
slosp, stood blinking upowrtainly &t
him. Bafore sither of them could
apeak, Atward joined them Clutihe
ing the artist by the shuulder, Yhe
plain clothes man said:

“You are under arrest fur the mor
der of Truxton Lambert™

‘nder arrest? stammeored Clay |
won dully. 1™

“What does this mean™ waked
Harold in the samo breath !

“What doss this mean ™" echotad Al
ward, "It means hie's the man we
want. Take s look at this oote §
st found on his sttdio table” r

Stanley glunced at the half “l
of paper. By the upcertaln light be
read: [

“] am about to end my Lifs, 1 up
guilty of the murder of Truxton Lam-
bert, Ranesr Cravrom®™

“his s & Worrible mivtake of Some
kind!™ criod Harold.

“You're right it ln* grimly sewent
o Alward. “Hs ought to have
jumnped a hull second soooer.”

(TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WRE)




