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Not a Case for Science

By Ahner

Anthony

IM CREADY Iaid
down his book as 1
ontersd

“I'm giad wou
dropped in" be
sald. "I'm full o
dope on these new-
fangled ways of
antehin’ crooke—

- -,

fNinger r-rmt'a AT ashes and all that

sorta thing Honest, I believe 4f T was
o see you steal the cuckoo clock off
thy wall there, I'd run for a plece of
paper and some lamp black to take
your finger printa. instead of bumpin’
Fou om the hesd and draggin® you off
to the can™
“Sciance has made wonderful strides
o your profession,” 1 begah.
“Scionce me eoys!™ he Interrupted
me.  “Tt listens all right fn a book,
birt for me, 1] take & chance alongaide
any of these maguifyin’' glass investi-
gutors, All 1 ask is & hunch from oid
man Human Nature, a good drag-net
syetam, & couple o' stool plgeons where
they're most noeded—and some Iuck
“Give me all that and them bring on
rour robbery or murder, or whatever
alse you got & mind to, and I'll come
prefly pear to gettin’' hold of some-
body that knows something about L
"After that, it's not the bardesi thing
in the world to get at the truth. the
whole truth and nothin’ biug the truth,
#help ma.  There's ways of doim’ 1t
thnt work out pretty good.™

“Third degree. b——! heo shouted
angrily. “You been gofn’ to the movies
agun, aln® you No, It don't take the
third degres, and it don’t take one of

thoee now-fangled machines that tell
when & gus's tellin' the truth. alther.™
Ha poked the book on the table
with a eontemptuous forefinger.
“Thom machifies may do all they say
ey will, but 1'd hate to depend on &
jot of sig-zag lines lnstead of the shif-
ty look o & lar's eye and the, alip-up
e alwars makes. The more a man
tries to allbi himaelfl, the more chance
thera is.for him to give bimwelf away.
It they'd say & thing and no more,
and just stick to i, they'd get by
much better, but they're alwayd tryin’
to strengthen their atory by addin’
his and addin® that until, Anally, they
slip up and crad the whole works.

d make a
1o be noth-

i

ory out of what ough
but & plain pinch™
that Cready had gottem under
of steam. 1 carefully re-
making any comments.
4id I give him any visible signs
of spcouragement 1 kmow well the
WAY to got & story from this vet-
of the polloe department.

“Take that Lyons murdsr two years
ago.” he coatinued “To the public
hat looked like a dead open and shut

4

Gullty, firsi-degree murder

"1 made that pinch and there was
lots of chance to do some sclentific in-
vestigating that may or may not nave
ended in the same thing, but I'll bet a
waek's pay that the stories that flew
around for a faw mioutes after 1 got
thare an the Job would have tied that
truth machine up in & double knot

“I'm stallin® around headquarters
the night It bappened, with not much
on my mind except a Stetson, Things
are slow and I'm waitin' for four bells
when it's my time to hit the hay,

“Along about twelve o'clock the tele-
phone rings and a few minutes after
the Chief yells for me.

*:Jimmie,” he says; ‘take a couple
of men with vou and gt up to the
BEverglade Apartments on Ninty-Arst
straet. A Mr. Harris Andrews lele-
phonas that his friend Lyons waa shot
b7 a burglar who made & gel-aWAYy
Get up thers as fast as you can and
keep your eve-pecled for bad actors In
the neighborhood.”

“Woll, me and thres cops start off
and It don't take us no time to get to
Nincty-first street, We're just golng
in the door of the Everglade when, I'm
a sucker if there ain't a guy dodgin'
behind steps and actin mighty suspi-
clous,

“l got one of the cops to grab him
and he makes a holler and swears
he's waltin® for somebody. I give the
sign to bring him along. It won't hurt
him any and it might do us some good.
Anyway, his actiona looked bad.

“We go up to apartment five, which
is the number the Chief gets over the
‘phone. 1 goes in firat with one of the
cops and the other two stay outside
with the guy we plcked up

“Andrews mests ns, and he's excit-
ed as h—— As soon as 1 looked at
the man streiched out on the floor, I
knew he was dead The whole top
of his head was blowed off. pretty
near.

“Andrew’'s sfory ls as straight as a
whip. He and Lrons had besn out on
s theater party with & womano and

ey had come to the woman's apart-
ments.  They're sitting and talking
when the door opens and In comes &
fellow with a gun.

“Lyons makes & jump to got the gun
and the crook iets him bave it Them,
frightened;, he covers Andrews and
makes his get-away,

“When he had finished, [ mentioned
the guy wa picked up “and had the
copa bring him In. Andrews gets one
look at him and says ‘That's the
man!"

“*Are you sure? [ asks him. Tha
other fellow, who was not much more
than & kid, looked puszled and wanted
to know what was coming off.

= 'Positive,” ARSWers Angrews.
‘Walt,’ and he calls out: ‘“Blanche!
Come hero!’

"Out of the next room there comes
& woman who looks about thirty-five,
although | guess ahe might be more.
Bhe's all dolled up In evening clothes
and she's been orvin'.

“'Come here,' sald Andrews. 'Here's
the police and they've caught the man
that killed Dick. Take a look at him.’

“The woman comes over and takes
one look at the kid

" "Wailter!" she ories, holdin' out her
arms.

“‘Mother," says the kid and maken
as though w go to her, but the cops
yank him back. “What does this
mean? he asks her

“The woman turns to me. ‘Let him
she says, and her volce is awful

o
weary and tired. ‘Le#t him go. He
didn't do it. He did (L' and she point-

ed to Andrews.

“'Ivs a llo," hollers Andrews. ‘She's
tryin' to save her boy. Take bBim
awaAy.

“I don't koow what gave me the
idea, but 1 had a hunoh thai Andrews
was a8 much surprised at the kid be-
ing her son as he was although he
don't say anything about it

“The woman Is eryin' now and
wringin’ her handa.  Hero's tw- Aif-
ferent wtories and [t's up o' me (0 Thd
out which is nearest to the truth. I
guess ohe of them machines woulda
had to go some, eh?

"*How did It happen? I ssked the
woman.

“Sbe looks at the'kid for & minute
and then moves her ahoulders in a
funny way, just an If she®*was throwin®
off a heavy welght.

“*I lve bere In this Oat.  Tonight
1 bhad gone to bed. 1 did not expact
Andrews, After 1 had retired Dick
Lyons came to the door and 1 got up.
He was In love with me and wanted
me to break away from Andrews.'

“*It's a He!" shouts Andrews,

“‘You shut up!* I tells him and mo-
tions for the woman to go on

**Diek begged me to go with him,
and then Andrews came In. He s
very jealous and without saying a
word he shot Dick.

“*After he ahot him, he called up
the police department and made me
change to these clothes. Then he In-
vanted the story he told you made
me promise to back Mim up in it

“'1 guess I would have done It, 100,
she wont on, ‘only—" and her look at
the kid fnisbhed what she meant to
Ay,

“Of course, by this time Andrewns
was wild. One of the cops had grabbed
him by the arm witlle ths woman was
talkin® or 1 gueas’ he'd ‘s made a
spring at her.

*Well." I said to him when she fin-
lahed; *what about ™

“All thia time the kid stood lookin’
from one to another Withou! sayin® a
waord,

“It's & He, Captain” sald Andrews.
I gutss he Lthought that *Captain”
stuff would help some with me. “I'm
a fool to have let myself in for this,
but It's my own fault. 1 didn't give it
to you quite stralght befors, bit I will
now.” and be shot a glance of hate at
the woman,

“‘Diek Lyons was my best friend,
and it was 1o save his reputation that
1 lied. I figured that ne long as ¥ou
got the right man, a little Le wouldn't
do any harm, particularly if It saved
others from paln and suffering.

“‘Lyons was in love with this wom-
an. He was making a fool of himself
over her and neglecting hin family, |
knew be waa here tonight and that he
wis going to try to gel this woman to
run away with him. [ came to prevent
it. She pretended that she loved Ly-
ons, but she wanted only what money
she could get out of him, and when
shie saw that Lyons was listening to
reason and was beginning to get a lit-
tle sense and aee her in her true light.
she signalled to her confederate and
tried to pull off the old badger game.

“*The badger game? | asked him.

“‘Yes; this fellow came In and pre-
tendnd he was her husband. He awore
he waa going to ahoot Lyona for lead-
Ing hia wife astray. You kpow how
they work ft. T guesa. They had 1t
tramed up well. Thelr gume was to
bave Lyons come across with a lot
of money o keep It quist and get out
of trouble.’

"1 guesa It might have worked, #x-

oopt for one thing. Lyons wasn't the
port to stand for that kind of & hold.
up, and suddenly he made a dive for
this fellow, who was covering him
with & gun.

“'As  moon as Lyons jumped, |
Jumpod also, but Be' pointing to the
kid, ‘grabbed me by the thiost and
hold mo off st arm's length while he
shol Liyons.

“*'Then he covered me with the gun
and got away, After he had gone, 1
tade the woman dress and we re
heursed thoe story 1 told you. I want-
ed 1o save his family, ! told her if
she didn't back me up 1 would tell the
uuth and that she would be held as
an accomplice, so Ahe Kgreed,

“‘Thera's the mah that killed Dirk
Lyons, and now you know the trish.'

“Yep,' 1 sald 1o him. ‘T know the
truth,' and | motjoned to the eopa to
put the bracelets on Andrews.

“The woman stood with her head
banging down, and when the oops let
the kid gu, he went over 1o her and
looked Into her ayes. The next min-
ute she was cryin’ and sobbin' all over
him, .

“Tou meo,” said Cready, “there was
a plain pinch that came near being a
mystéry. And from the llen that was
fivin' around that mom_ 11! bet ane of
them machines would have busted &
spring.*”

“But,” sald 1, “1 don't see—=

“Certainly you don't sen. Hut if you
had lintenad to Andrews tell how the
kid held hlm off with one hand while
he shot Lyons with the other, you'd
see.  Especially.” he mused, *if you
konew, as 1 did, that one of the kid's
arms was paralyzgd so that he couldn't
maove it an mnch.™
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"Yeos, auntie™

“Fut on your best white one, too.
Come here and let me straighten the
akirt It's all crooked™

Monica approached and stood pa-
tiently while Aunt Betsy twitched the
folds of the dainty whits volle into
place

"Expecting Jason?™

Monioa had known ft was coming.
Ehe flusked and jerked awny “No.
I'm not expecting Jason.™

*I ses. Then it's that Darry Kent™

Monios bit her Up. “Oh, dear, Asmt
Betzy, [ just wish you wouldn't quiz
me 80, she cried,

The olM«woman who had kept and
Joved Monlca since her babybood,

reaumed her knitting
good, chllé.‘; she said.
. “Don't lose your head over
He in every girl's beau.
" She paused aa If she
have sald more if she choae
"Jason is worth a& roadful of Darry
Eents,” she ended.

“Not to me,” Monica muttered as she
escaped to the porch.

Thers sha sat down apparently to
read—in reality to walt for the big
black car that so frequently now of
az evening eame bounding down the
Bumpy street to Aunt Betay's door. It
was DErry Kent's car, and Darry Kent
himself always sat behind the wheel.
Monica had gome to school with Darry,
and shs had a foolish notlomr that he
had been to love with her. [t flatter-
ed her to have the best car in town
pause st her door and to be seen rid-
ing in ft. All the other girls envied
her and {t made Jason jealous. She
enjoyed making Jason fealous. Jason
lived in the next house, and even if he

" gy i — - -

ealization Ca

e T i —

did not always see her with Darry. his
mothar would tell him. Thers was a
sort of pact between Jason's mother
and Aunt Betsy that their young peo-
ple should marry. And Jason was
willing—too willing, Monica thought,
when she was not willing snough. She

me to Her
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porsisted in bolding thia fact up as an
earpest of the kind of husband he
would make. .

“If you are golng over to Mary's,
Jason, will you sk her m;prr to send
over her recipe [for pincapple con-
serve?”

liked him, but she had no intentd

Monlea's th opened in a gansp.

of marrying him for he did not suit
ber He was common.

An she sat waiting she saw Jason
swing out of his awn house and start
down tie strest. Although she was
there In plain wight, he did not look
toward her. He walked quickly, with
his head down There was something
an boyish and s sulky in his appear-
ance thal Monica giggled soltly in
amusement.  Jason knsaw that Darry
was coming. and he was hswing an
extra attack of jealousy.

“Jason!" ‘It was his mother's volce
Bhe had run out after him and was
calling, "Jason!™

He turned obadiently. Jason was du-
tiful to his matker, and Aunt Betsy

Mary! Mary whn? Why, Mary Arm-
strong, of course. There was only
ons Mary whom Jason would be go-
ing to ss» What did It mean? Could
1l be possible thit he was actually
paying attentlon to  her? Moolea's
heart sank. He was whistling as he
turned the corner Perhaps he was
not jealous after all—just absorbed in
the thought of Mary-—whom he was
going to sees.

Monics had never dreamed of such
a thing, but she had every reason to
belisve it now. She bogan to feel very
sober. For a whola year she had
grown used to the idea that Jason be-
longed to her. She had rested assured
of hia devotion. And now it was per-

haps snaiched sway by som# ona sias
—by Mary Armstrong

Monica walted untll B, but Darry
Kent did pot appear. She sat biting
her lip and tapping her foot between
nérvousness and anger. He had
promised and he had broken his word
Or perhaps something had happened to
him—an accident—or—

“Monica!” Aunt Betsy waa calling
tharply. “"Bomebody wants you on the
'phone.”

It was Darry to sxplain. It was,
however, nol Darry's voles that came
but another's—a girl's voice.

“Oh, that you, Helen ™ Monica sald,
with & too apparent note of dipap-
pointment in hor voice. “What do you
want” To tell me something? What?
No. I shan't care. Go on About some-
body getiing engaged” Oh, 1 know!
It's Jason Worth! To Mary Arm-
strong. No news at all. [ know all
about It It fan't? He isn't. Who.
then? Darry Kent! To Louise Baker.
Announced; Oh, walt, Helen, I'm sor-
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ry—somebody’'s come.
the receiver,

Pallld and limp, she leansd againnt
the wall. Darry HKent engaged 10
Louine Baker, the rich manufacturer's
daughter, whom Mra. Kent occaslonal-
Iy entertalned as har guest! Monica
had been there to parties given in
Louise's honor, but it had never oc-
curred to her thar Darry fuvored
Lauise. Once he had said, “Oh,
Louise |8 a nilce girl, a aort of sisier
And mother's fond of her.” It was In
no way an excusé, rather an explana-
tlon  of his Moling toward Louise
And here they were sngaged

It was Aunt Betsy who came 1o her
and Monlea wilied on Aunt Betay's
shouider “Oh, s 1t true?”

“I'm afradd it I8, 1 heard [t this
afternoon, and I wanted to tell you,
but I guess I was rowardly Mra
hent always has wanted Darry to
marry money, and Louise s a fine
girl. It's a pity Darry lsn't more de-
serving of her. He probably knows

Bhs bBung up

you must Bave heard It by this time
and that's why— There, there, don't
cry, lovie. You dont ecare. You'va
Fot ot much sonse for that Why,
you knew all the time that Darcy
dida't mean anything, and you can
tell them w0, It was fun to go rmding
In his oRr jJust as the other giris did,
but that's all It amounted to, Darry
st the sort of man who could win
my girlie”

“But, Aunt! Betsy," came in a flood

of  tears, “Jason—1've  lost—Mary
Armatrong.  Oh. Aunt Deisy!™
Aunt ‘betay 1ifted her head. Her

oyon wore full of gratitude, her sensl-
ble nld ‘nm:!h touched with AR expres-
slon of deep joy, &he siroked Moniea's
hatr  "Deon't you worry about Juson,*
khe sald.  “Jamon's true blum. 1 had
A man like Jason and 1 know! No,
don't you see a mite of trouble about
Japon, Invie. There, wipe your face
and I'Il tell you something. Jason's
out there on the yeranda waiting for
¥You now!"

o

Endicotf

HILE they sat om the
steps that  early

==

i w7 g springmorning
SN Bobby  Moreland
%\ P .. devoredly stared at
'-’.’ v Dorothy  Preston.
VAT Bha, however, did

§_11/L]  She was very much
more interesied ln her thoughts than
in his prescuce, that much wss oer-
taln, and for the hundredth time Bob-
by aighed Leavily. Bobby was des-
perately In love, in fact he had bemm
desperately in love ever since he had
known Dorothy and that had been ev-

er gince he could remember. But Dor-
othy was such a very disconcerting
inttle person that Bobby had never
been able to tell her amyibing abour
bow much be loved her. and thia
morning sitting there in the sunshine
he was being cruslly eonvinced that
he pever would be able to do so, He
sighed ngaln.

Dorothy seemed suddenly to remem-
ber he was there. "I am going to buy
& bouse.” she annonnced thoughtfully
her polnted little chinm in the pink
cups of both hands.

“A house? echoed Bobby puzzied-
Iy

“Exactly,” agreed Dorothy cheer-
fully, “I am going o buy a dear little
ETay house, way ot on the West road,
& house all coversd with red and
brown woodbine and with wide, tiny
paned windows and a little flower gar
den in back. It hasn four rooms and
n dove of a freplace In the living
rogm. There |8 no ons living ia It
now, and | am golng down to see the
owner this morning.”

“And you sald this hotine was out
on the Weat road and covered with
woodbine, and unienanted ™ inquired
Babby interestediy "

“Yes. and the caretakor gave me the

addrass of the owner, and [ am to see
Eim this morniug.” finished Dorothy
chearfully

Baobby rose lazlly and fooked at his
walch, “Well, T must be getting on
down to the office. Pad and T expect
th put over a big deal with a Montana
nian this morning.”

Dorolby flashed him s smile. “How
fust we are growing up, Bobby.," she
Isughed. “i'm buying real houses and
you're one of the firm It doesn't
seom posaible, does 107"

“I've been thinking a lot about It
lntely,” admitted Baobby. and then.
with & confused “Good-by,” he was off

down the Walk 1o nis car.

“Now what In the world Is the mat-
ter with him?* puzzied Deorothy,
watching the car disappear down the
road. &

“But I didn't have the slightest (dea
it was you!” gasped Dorothy, siting
down suddenly in n blg chair.

“If you called on me more often &t
the affice you would have recognized
the address!” he retorted cheerfully -

“But you'll aell me the house, won't
you, Bobby?' ahe wmiled.

Bobby plcked up a paper-welght and
conaidered it gravely. "On conditions.”

Dorothy, & surprised frown wrinkling
ker pretty forehoead,

“Well, there ia really only one You
see I'va alwaym wanted to flx that fir-
tle house up and run out there wisek-
endn. Now {lis could be Arranged
very nicely. All you will have to do
Is marry me and--"

“Oh!" Bobby looked at her sudden-
ly. She was sitting very atill with her
Lands on the arms of the big chair,
Her eyen were vory big and dark and
ber checka were Aushed a derp roac.
’ﬁm noxt instant Bobby was kneeling
beside her, quite oblivious to the pos-

the man from Montana.
dearest™ ho pleaded.
Dorothy met his eyes zlowly. Her

“Won't you,

own wore softly shining  *1 want the
bouse so badly, dear, that | think 11
take 1t conditions and all* She

breathod ever so low and the next
Instant—well, the office-hoy did ap-
pear. but being an oxceprionally con-
kiderate young fellow with a sweet-
heart of his own he withdrew nolse
lenily and 0ld the man from Montana
that, "Mr. Moreland will see you In &
few minutes. He has some business
on band just now that ean not he de-

VERYTHING bad run
smoothly  be
them thar
irie was very much
surprised and hurt

(1]

tween

when the viilage
FoRelp  dropped  In
one  afirrnoog aod
remarked .

“Tist'’s a pretty girl John was with
last night and Mrs Brown sald they
sayed the whole evening in bis office
Eope you're not losiog your beaw”’

Irte’ face went red. then white, for
& was last night Lhat John had tele-

yhoned ker he could nmot call as e had
rome business to attend to—and so
that was the business! She must not
let Mra. Jones know abe cared. “Oh.
ves, she ia pretty. and—isn’t that Mary
calling me?

When Joka called that
wds 8 very«detormined young lady who
m#et him at the door, and, drawing the
ring from ber fnger, said “If you
wish to spend your evenings with oth-
et ludies you can not expect me Io
keep thin™

“*But. Iris, leot me ex—"

Two days went by and a very pad-

evaning U

The Little Peacemakér

the
not

faced Irim  dAragged herseif up
atalrs to her room, for she had
realized she could mins Johno ao muoh,
and now she wished she had waited
for his explanation write
him a letter telling him how aorry ahe
wan

Littls Mary Irin favarite nisce,
inoked in the door several times, won
dering why auntie did not come and
play. and saw heér tear the lotter and
throw it in the bapket., and then cry
as though bor heart would break

Mary went away, her childish mind
troubled, wondering why Auntie lria

Ehe wauld

Inokad s crpes whenever she asked
her why John didn't come any more
and why she should ery over the let-
ter she threw away,

She wanted someons to play with
her, po soon she trudged upatairs again
and finding no auntie, saw the torn let
ter, ‘She picked up a small plece and
saw the word “John,” the namo he had
taught her to read and write. “Why
it can't be auntie’s and sha tore it
Downastalrs sbe wont with the paper
in her hand, and secing no one around
ran down the sireet 1o John's office

Joba was & lawyer and waos busy

“But what are they?" queationed sible appearance of the office boy ar layed” #
. = ——"
, By Joella Johnson ]

with several men, but when he saw
Mary he left them and picking her up
in his arms nsked her why she had
run away. Mary alipped the paper In
his hand. "I brought you your paper
Auntie tare it up and then was sorry,
for she cried.

John was very mich surprised and
pit Mary down. She ran home as fant
as her little legn could carry her. giad
she bad given John what belonged to
him. In the meantime John [ooked at
the wlip of paper and read, "Dear
Jobin. [ am so sorey—" Thal was all,
But quite enough for John, who wilk

| - ; E e Lo L e e et
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all haste dinpoard of hia clients and
hurriod o [ris

When bhe  rencbhed the houwe,
finding anyone around, he went intd
the garden, where he found Irls and
Mary. When Iris saw him with out-
stretehied arnis, she ran 10 hig quicks
1y, higing her face on his shoylder, so
gind he had come to her without her
sending for him.  Mary looked on in
wonder and io & wee little volece sald:
“You didn't care ‘cauxe Iris"—John
shook his head, bul she went an
flore your lrm-g up. id you, John ™

Irip looked up, bewiidered. “What

not

does she moean, John ™™

“T'm sure 1 db pol know—run ana
play, Mary.” -

Rut Mary stood still, 2 pleked up
John't letter you tore and gave & to
Bim” abo sald, halt crying ‘

John quickly produced the papeor,

"It is tme for  explanations, dear.
That lady wous sent (o me by u friend
0 gel my advice about sccuting her
divaren und | was going to 14l you all

aboul it the next night  Caas you for-
give me?

‘Lota  have  ihet  pupee stamed,*
whispored Iria. s
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