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CHAPTER X
—16—
We Know That Man!

I snatched at the newspaper eagerly
enough: there was that in Maythorne's
manner which showed me that here
was news of importance. 1 saw It at
once—there it was, In big letters In
the stop-press space:

“About balf past four this after-
noon Mr. Klithwalte, grocer of 623x
Harrow road, having occasion to visit
a yard at the back of his premises,
In search for some crates stored
amongst a quantity of similar odds
and ends, came across the dead body
of & man which had evidently been
dragged across the yard through the
rear entrance and partly concealed by
loose timber, He at once summoned
the police, and on examination It was
found that the man had been mur-
dered by repeated blows on the head
with some heavy instrument. He Is a
man of presumably thirty years of
age, small of stature, of slight bulld,
wearing spectacles, the lens on the
right being shattered; he is respect-
ably dressed, and a new Trilby hat
was found lying beneath the body, He
had evidently been robbed after being
struck down, as there was nothing on
him In the way of money or valuables,
nor were there any papers that could
lead to identification: everything, In
fact, of this sort had been carefully re-
moved, and the only articles found In
the clothing were a fountaln pen and
two recently pointed lead pencils,
New Scotland Yard was at once com-
municated with and detectives are
making a careful Investigation. Any-
one recognizing the dead man from
the foregoing description should at
once communicate with the police &u-
thoritles.”

I laid the paper down and stared
Inquiringly at Maythorne. He slapped
his hand bheavily on the paragraph I
had just read.

“Holt]" he exclalmed. “That's the
chap who followed those three women
away from Short's hotel the other
night! A million to one on It!"

“You think so? [ sald, incredulous
1y. “But—there are lots of men who'd
correspond to that description.”

“That's the manl—Ill Iay any-
thing I" he declared. “And this thing's
getting more of A mystery than ever.
Look at it!—Mrs, Elphinstone, her
daughter, and her mald, without a
word t BlPhlnltonG. suddenly clear
tul of Short's late at night. They are
seen to be followed by a man who had
previously Inquired 1f the Eiphin.
Btones were staylug at Short's, They
never return, the women; from that
m&hl-—au this time having

enty-two hours!—nothing
whatever has been heard of them.
nd then this dlgcovery g ma?&—t Q

n who Wwas seen to follow them ls

found murdered—head battered to
nd robbed! Now—why?"
F “If he is the man!" [ exclaimed.

“It'll surprise me more than ['ve
been surprised, so far,” he retorted,
“f he lsn't the man. But we'll soon
settle that. Come snlong—I've got a
taxi outside. We'll go round by
Bhort's, get hold of that under hall
porter, and go up the Harrow road.”

“To see—him?" | asked.

‘waWhat elee? be answered. “Come
on }—you don't know what depends }n
it. h{:ii—-yhm those womed dre. In
danget, for anything we kngw,"

. i went willingl g'g(\u;h. then,
Bomehow, It had not struck me up to
that time that Shella might be In real
danger: 1 had fancled, rather, that
she was probably assisting her mother
In fiylng from ]Illﬂl‘e' or, at any rate,
from Jdistasteful inquiries.

We rode round to Short's, and after
some slight delay, carried off the un
der hall porter, Once in the cab agaln,
Maythorne showed him the newspaper
description of the murdered man.

“Does that answer to the man you
saw following Mrs. Elphinstone three
nights ago?" he asked

The under hall porter, a sharp-eyed
fellow, nodded,

“] ghould say It did, sir, myself,”
be answered. “Yes, It's a good de
seription of him, taking it altogether,
It doesn't mention that he'd a slight
brown mustache, though. If this dead
man has—"

*“We shall soon see that,” sald May
thorne grimly. “A few minutes—-"

Mr. Kilthwalte's grocer's establish
ment was away up at the poorer end
of the Harrow rond—a very modest
establishment, too, eatering for a hum
ble class of customers, Hut when we
got out of our enb und walked townrds
it, we found that for once at any rate
it was a center of vast Interest. If not
of trade, The pavement outside was
thronged with people, and a posse of
pulicemen was engaged in getting them
te move away or move along, not over
successfully : two policemen stood at
the shop dvor, evidently with orders
te admit none but bona fide customers
A word from Maythorne procured os
Instant admission, bowever. and w.
sntered—to tind Manners and Corker

dale standing Inside, In conversation
with the grucer, an excited and volu-
ble person who was obviously retell
ing his story for the xth time. Cor
kerdaule nodded significantly as May-
thorne advanced on them,

“Have you seen the man?" asked
Maythorne,

“We haven't, yet,” replled Corker
dale, “He's at the mortuary, of course.
We'll go round there. Well," he con-
tinued, turning to Lhe grocer, “we’ll
look In agailn when we've been to the
mortuary, and perhaps you'll show us
the premises where you found him?7"

“Anything you please, Mr. Corker
dale,” replled the grocer, rubbing his
hands. “Always glad to assist the
police, sir. These gentlemen, 1 sup-
pose, are in your line, too?"

“Bit that way,” answered Corker-
dule, with a smile at Maythorne.
“Well,” he went on, motioning us to

follow, “we’ll jJust step round—it's |

not far.”

He led us along the dismal road to
a still more dismal, if more splck-and-
span bullding, the gloom and somber-
ness of which was accentuated by Its
air of officlalism and formality, We
trooped one after the other, under the
guldance of a police constable, Into a
whitewashed chamber. There, on a
center table or slab, was lald out,
stifly evident under a white covering,
what we had come to see. The police
constable began to turn back the
sheet: Maythorne motloned the un-
der hall porter to go nearer,

*“Look well l—see If you can identity
him,” whispered Maythorne,

But the ldentification did not come
from the under hall porter,

We had all crowded close to the
still figure; we all looked steadlly at
the dead man's face. And In that In-
stant Manners and L after a single
glance at It, turned sharply on each
other; a look of mutual understanding
flashed between us, and we let out the
same simultaneous exclamation,

“We know that man "

The others turned on us, then, ques-
tloningly.

“You know him—both of you!" ex-.
clalmed Maythorne. *“Then, who Is
he?”

“Newspaper reporter from unp our
way,” answered Manners. “Name of
Bownas. 1 don't suppose you ever
saw him when you went up there—his
work was more to the other side of
Glichester, But Mr. Holt here knew
him. That's Bownas, right enough!”

“He came to see me, at the Wood-
cock, with Manners, after Mazaroff's
disappearance,” 1 sald. *1 saw him,
just once, afterwards—In Gilchester,
But that 18 Bownas, without doubt!”

“And murdered here In London!”
muttered Manners. “Good Lord!—
what's it mean! There's more in
thig—"

“A moment 1" interrupted Maythorne,
He turned on the under hall porter.
“Don't make any mistake!” he suld.
“Is that the man who came to Short's
hotel, and whom you afterward saw
following Mrs. Elphinstone and her
daughter and the mald? Look well
at him, now |—be sure!"

But the hall porter shook his head
as much as to lmply that all the look-
ing In the world wouldn't make him
surer,

“Oh, that's the man!” he execlalmed.
“1 knew him at once, There's no doubt

| Saw It at Once—There It Was, In Big
Letters in the Stop Fress Space.

about 1t! Recognized him as soon as
| set eyes on him, Of course, he's
lost bis color, but—"

We went out of the mortuary, and
into an office where there were more
officlals.  They evidently knew Cor
kerdale, and after a few minutes'
whispered conversation with him they
produced some clothing. Corkerdale
Iimmediately placed his flnger on a
label with in the Trilhy bhat.

“That wasn't mentioned In the news
paper account,” he sald, “See—Bor
der Clothing company, Carlisle. New,
too. Let me have a look at his other
things™ | stood by, watching curl
ously while Corkerdale and Manners
ind Maythorne went through the dead
man's garments. They found but one
thing of any bote—a tallor's label
sewn within the inside breast pocket
of the con, showing that the sult had
ween made In Newcastle It had »
lute and & number on It, and Corker
lnle remarked that there was a clew
o Ideatification, If necessary.

“It's not necessary,” remarked Man
wrs. “1 know the man well enough.
Bownas—reporter of the Tweed &
wrder Gazette at Glichester. And ['d
ke to know what he was doing here!”

“What was be deing at Bhert's

hotel 7 suggested Maythorne. *“That's
more like it Manners! But_that's ob-
vious—he was after Mrs. Eiphinstone.
He followed her, too, when she went
out. Where. Now, then, did she, and
her two companions, come to this
quarter of the town? If they did—
why? And where are they?”

“Let's go back to the grocer's,” sald
Corkerdale,

We went out again Into the gloomy
road. The under hall porter, having
done whut was required of him was
anxlous to go back to the hotel. May-
thorne sent him off in a taxicab: the
rest of us returned to Kilthwaite's
shop. Maythorne and 1 walked side
by slde—at first In sllence.

“What do you muake of this, May-
thorne? | asked at last.

“God knows!™ he answered. “It
seems evident that the poor fellow
we've just seen followed the Elphio-
stones—Mrs, Elphinstone, of course!—
to London, tracked them to the hotel,
went_after Mrs. Elphinstone when she
went out that night, but—as to the
rest—""

“Do you think he followed them—
here?” 1 suggested. *“If so, what could
they want In this neighborhood?”

“Shabby and sordld enough for any-
thing, hereabouts, isn't I1t?" he an-
swered, with a shrug of his shoul-
ders. *“Again | say—who knows?—
who knows anything? Let's have a
look at the place where he was found,
however—we may get some idea of
something.”

The grocer took us through his shop
Into his back yard. It was a dismal
place, all the more dismal because
that wns an unusually fine spring eve-
ning. It seemed to be a sort of dump-
Ing ground for boxes, barrels, chests,
old tins, crates, all the refuse of a
chandlery shop; and It was of some
extent, running from the back of the
premises to a high wall In which
there wns a crazy door.

“Here's where | found him!" whis-
pered Kilthwaite In a balf-awestruck
whisper. *“1 wanted some planking
out of this pile of old wood: I pulled
some aslde, and there was a man's
arm! And then—well, then 1 found
the rest. 1 saw signs of a struggle,
But,” he added, “some of your people
that have been here already, Mr. Cor
kerdale ; they say that there are clear
indications that he'd been dragged in
here, across the yard, from the door
there.”

“What's outside that door and the
wall?" asked Corkerdale.

We all went to look. There was a
narrow, stone-paved lane there, run-
ning from a side street between the
backs of the Harrow road houses and
those of some street or terrace set,
further back, It was fenced In by
high walls for all its length: there
were only two feeble gas lamps to
light It ; it was dark, silent.

“One of your men says there are
ploodstains on the stones—Jjust there I”
whispered the grocer, “Of course,
you know, [ never heard anything—
and ['ve not heard, elther, of any-
body v ho did so far."

We went back to the shop and stood
discussing the matter and its proba-
pllitleg for some little time. Then the
grocer's telephone bell rang. He went
to answer It, and looked round at us

“If one of you gentlemen's Mr. May-
thorne,’ he sald. “He's wanted."

Maythorne crossed over and took
up th» recelver. A moment later, he,
too, turned on us.

“From the under Lall porter!™ he
exclalmed, *“Mra. Elphinstone and
Miss Merch.son ure back!"

'CHAPTER XI
5

Accused!

1 had been pretty much of a pas-
sive spectator and obgerver up to that
point, but gs soon as Maythorne made
his startling announcement 1 leaped
lnto action. 1 was half way to the
shop door before his Iast word had
left his lips; he himself was scarcely
less rapid of movement and his hand
was on my arm as [ crossed the
threshold,

“Where are you golng?" be ex

¢l "

%\yrﬁ fhort's, of course!” I an-
swered. “Aren't you?t

“To be sure!” he sald. “But—a mo-
ment. These other two had better
come, as well. And—a word with this
grocer chap.”

I waited Impatiently outside the
shop until the three mem jolned me.
We had some little dificulty in Anding
a taxicab: they were not plentiful in
that dreary quarter; when at last we
had packed ourselves into one | chafed
all the time its driver was running
down to a more palatable nelghbor
hood, My three companions had re
lapsed Into silence: each seemed to be
following some train of thought of his
own, Nobody spoke, Indeed, until we
were close t¢ Short's hotél: then Man-
ners suddenly gave voice to what he
evidently was thinking.

“That poor fellow Bownas must
have come up to Londun by the same
traln that the Elphlustones came In!"
he sai¢, In the tone of a wan who
thinks that he has made a startling
discovery,

“Evidently " remarked Maythorns,
in his direct manner. “Evidently!—
gince he presented himself at thelr
hotel very soon after they gol there™

“What | meant,” sald Manners,
‘wns this—If he did. as he must have
done. he vas tracking them—or some
one of them."

“That. too, seems evident,” rejoined
Maythorne. “1 shonld say he was'
Especially as he followed the three
women when they went out!™

“Why?" asked Manners
That's what lcks me!™

There waa a brief silence on that
I'hen Corkerdale spoke.

“Newspaper man, you say he was'™
ne remurked. “Reporter. Those chaps
have & trick of poking thelr noses lnto

“Whyt

places and things where they've no
right to be. Poachers, as it were,
I've had more than one game of mine
spolled by that sort? Get it into their
heads that it's a fine thing to do a
bit of detective work for thelr papers.
Gets 'em credit with the editors. |
should say this chap's been golng on
a line of his own sinece that murder—
and you see what it's brought him to!
Murdered, himself !"

“An!" sald Maythorne, with a touch
of sarcasm that was lost on our com-
panions. *“I shouldn't wonder If you're
right, Corkerdale. But what a pity
we dido't get on his line, toa! For, If
he was murdered to silence him, you
may bet your life he was on the
right lne! But here we are."”

The under hall porter hurried down
the steps at Short’s and opened the
door of our cab, glancing knowingly at
Maythorne,

“Camwe In just as | got back, sir,”
he announced lo an undertone. “Both

“] Pulled Some Aside, and There Was
a Man's Arm|”

of 'em!_ In a taxl. So I telephoned
up there ‘o you, at once,”

“Good!" answered Maythorne. “But
—only Mrs. Elphinstone and Miss Mer-
chison? Not the maid?"

“No, sir. Only the lady and her
daughter. [ tHink Mrs. Elphinstone's
111, sir., There's a doctor gone up.”"

Maythorne turned to the two police
men. DBut before he could say any-
thing, a woman In the uniform of a
professional nurse came hurrying
round the corner and sped up the
steps Into the hotel,

“The doctor's evidently telephoned
for a nurse,” observed Maythorne.
“Um |—we can't very well break in on
{lIness."”

But Corkerdale shook his head and
his face grew Inflexible.

“Iliness or no illness, Mr. May-
thorne,” he sald, “I'm going wupl
Things are a bit too thick, too serl-
ous, And there's the young. I_;d;_.
She'll know where her mother's beeén
and where they've come from. And—
where's that other woman, the mald?
We'll go up, Manners.”

Maythorne and I followed them. We
went up to the floor on which the
Elphinstones’ suite of rooms wae situ-
ated. At the door Corkerdule paused
and turned to me. “Mr. Holt knows
the family,” he sald In a suggestive
whisper. “Gc In, Mr. Holt, and just
see how the land lles! We don't want
to Intrude, you know, nor to make any
bother, but we must jave some ex-
planation. Get the young lady to
yourself and—"

He broke off with a meaning nod at
the door, and, anxious enough to see
Shella and to make svre that she was
safe, | tapped at the punels and
walked into the room. I saw Shella
at once: she was standing on one side
of the hearth; Mr, Elpblostone, llll.::
usual semi-diatreased, -
state, stood at the o}her:ﬂm
them, his hat In his hand, stood a
professional looking man whom I
once set down as the doctor we had
Just heard of. l:; was 'p.:hm. an
| entered, and with a mere nce at
me, Le wln.lnon

“w_gfter a good night's rest, quite
all rlght, 1 think. But [ will eall
again, Mr. Elphinstone, In a couple of
hours, and perhaps give Mra. Elphin-
stone a sleeping draught. Keep the
nurse all night—she’ll save you a lot
of troudle. 1 think that's all at
present.”

He turned and made for the door,
and as 1 was still close by It, 1 opened
it for him, let him out, and shut ft on
him, at the same time slipping the
Ilatch—those three outside were not
coming In until | was sure of some
thing. I turned: Shella was already

advancing towarda me.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Teo Careful

A government official who wished
to keep his wife In Ignorance of the
amount of money he had, hit upon
a hright idea. He put his wad In an
officinl envelope, addressed to a man
higher up. If his wifé should find the
envelope In his pocket, she would
never think of opening It.

One day he missed the envelope and
asked hig wife if she had seen it.

“Yes, dear,” she replied, “1 came
acrosg It In your old coat. I've ju:
mailed "

Goloshes
Charles Richanl. nge four and one
half years, was watching his mother
dress a turkey. When she removed
the skin from the feet he asked:
“What ure you doing, taking the tur

key's gouloshes off1*

OREGON STATE NEWS
OF GENERAL INTEREST

Principal Events of the Week
Assembled for Information
of Our Readers.

The annual convention of Oregon
Christian church was held at Turner
last week.

Mr. and Mrs. Willlam Gauntlett of
Bandon celebrated their golden wed-
ding at their home recently.

Caterpillars stopped a train a few
days ago on the Yaquina branch of
the Southern Pacific railway.

The Eastern Oregon Ploneers’ asso-
ciation will meet at the camp grounds
on the John Day highway July 25, 26,
and 27.

Hay balers are being put In condl-
tion by owners in the Dayton vicinity
in anticipation of a good run to begin
July 15.

Claude Hale, Imbler mayor and dep-
uty sheriff, was struck by a hit-and-
run motorist when he attempted to
stop the speeding car.

With weather conditions improved
materially, both black and Royal Anne
cherries began flowing into Salem
canneries from »ll parts of Marion
county.

The Astoria chamber of commerce
will send a delegation to attend the
laying of the keel of the new United
States light cruiser Astoria at Bremer-
ton, September 1.

Uncle Jim Whitford, believed to be
the oldest Mason in point of years in
the country, died at the Masonic and
Eastern Star home near Forest Grove,
at the age of 103 years.

The Eastern Clackamas County
Pioneers’ association held its annual
picnie recently in the Eagle Creek
Grange hall and picnic grounds with
nearly 100 in attendance,

A bee which got under her eye-
glasses so frightened the driver of a
California car on a highway near Red-
mond that ehe lost control of her car
and the machine went into a ditch.

Growers as a rule are getting better
prices for berries this year than last,
reports the Western Oregon Packing
corporation of Corvallis. The demand
for berries is reported to be excellent.

The Bend fire department has issued
an order that all sprinkling and other
lawn irrigation work must be eus-
pended for one hour after a fire alarm
has been sounded, to secure adequate
pressure.

All of three school districts and
parts of seven others near Halsey
were formed into union high school
district No. 6 by the Linn county
school district boundary board a few
days ago.

Of the 11,776 loans made by the
state to world war veterans under the
state aid act, only 653 properties have
been foreclosed. This was announced
by Frank Moore, secretary of the state
bonus commission.

Lester Brookshire of Mitchell accl-
dentally swallowed a large shoe tack.
The lad was brought to Prineville,
where an X-ray plainly showed the
tack in such a position that it was
thought best to leave it.

The decrease in the population of
Umatilla and Morrow counties, as re-
ported by the 1930 cemsus, automati-
cally will decrease the salary of Cir
cuit Judge Fee of the sixth judicial
district from #6090 0 $8500 8 yeer.

M THE MARKETS
Portliand

YWheat—Big Bend bluestem, $1.07%;
soft white, western white, 93%; hard
winter, northern spring, western red,
91%e.

Hay—Alfalfa, new crop, $18.50; val-
ley timothy, $20.50@21; eastern Ore-
gon timothy, $22.50@23; clover, §17;
oat hay, $16; oats and vetch, §16.

Butterfat—27@20c.

Eggs—Ranch, 20@23e¢.

Cattle—Steers, good, $9.50@10.25.

Hogs—Good to choice, $9.256@10.60.

Lambs—Good to choice, $6.26@7.50.

Seattle

Wheat—Soft white, western white,
hard winter, western red and northern
spring, 94c; Big Bend bluestem, $1.07.

Eggs—Ranch 20 26e.

Butterfat—34c.

Cattle—Choice steers, $9@10.

Hogs—Prime light, $10.85@10.9&

Lambs—Choice, §7@8.

Spokane
Cattle—Steers, good, §7.50G8.

Hogs—Good to choice, $10.25.
Lambs—Medium to good, $6.50@7.

A decade Is that perfod between cen-
suses in which the average settled girl
ages three years

And It remained for a Frenchman
to f..ance the opinion that New York
does not represent America.

Milking a cow ln an airplane, as was
done a mile above 8t. Lonis, may do
away with the problem of flles

With no churches and no golf, Rus
sla can have no excuse for not clean- |
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Daddy’s
o4 Evening,
Jaip,To

€
e COFTIRGAT Y WELTLAN MEWIPAMEE LN e
TURK, THE CAT

all the cats were grinning.

Turk, the cat, had been chosen
among the judges as the best cat of
one hundred and forty-one cats in the
great cat show,

He was only two years old and It
was first time he had been shown in
the cat show of the big Cat club.

He had a rich coat of blue and eyes
of yellow,

In addition to having been chosen
as the best cat of the show and win-
ning the very highest honor of all, he
had won twenty additional special
prizes.

“They took my phaqtograph,” Turk
sald after a long pause.

“Who took your photograph?” asked
Mr. Angora. He had seen some queer-
looking machines he had heard were
called cameras, with which they took
photographs, but he had hoped thai
they really weren't taking Turk's ple
ture.

“Who took your photograph?' he re
peated.

“More than one took my photo-
graph,” Turk answered.

“Oh, indeed,” sald Mr. Angora.

“Yes,” sald Turk, “they took my
photograph for the papers—the news-
papers—where folks read the newsa*™

“You're not news,” sair Mr. Angora,
“And besides, If they want to read the
news why do they put photographs of
you in the paper?”

“1 will tell yowu,” sald Turk.

All the other cats listened, though
they were so fealous of Turk.

But they were even more curious.

“It Is to be part of tomorrow's
news that 1 won so many prizes, and,
of course, as I was chosen by the
judges of the cat show as the best
cat, they are going to put my picture
In the paper so the world can know
that Turk, the beautiful blue-coated
cat, won the great prize.

“People will like the paper tomor
row, and of course it will be In more
than one paper.

“Oh yes, I had a number of pictures
taken for the different papers.

“And I looked just as I should look

“F Will Tell You,” 8aid Turk.

for a photograph. I looked quite bored
and tired and lazy and as If every-
thing was a great nuisance.

“] looked rich and prosperous and
as If I didn't care for anyone—but
at the same time I looked great!”

“Mercy |” sald Mr. Angora, “you do
put on alfs.”

“You do,” agreed the other cals.

And one, very spiteful little “cat,
who had been much petted and spolled,
so that she thought she was going to
win the prize, sald, In a snarling
volce :

“] know who you are, ‘Turk the
Great.'

“You are the son of the leader of
the Garbage Tin Brigade.”

“Well,” sald Turk, “though I think
you're a mean, horrid cat for trying to
hurt my feelings, let me tell you that
I'm not at all upset by what you say.

“It's all the more to my credit if 1
ean win a prize over all you snob-
bish cats.

»And it shows that If you only tried
to improve yourselves as I do, Instead
of being such snobs, you might win
the prize some day, too!

“It's by being something—and not
by talking so fine—that prizes are
won.”

Turk closed his eyes after he had
dellvered this speech, but all the
other cats knew that what he had sald
was very true.

Valuable Science
rhe scholar was being ferried across
a strong flowing stream.
Scholar—Do you know Algebra?
Ferryman—No.
Scholar—Then you have lost a third
of your life. Do you know philoso
phy?
Cno..
“Then you have lost two-thirds of
your life.”
(The ferryman attended to the
words of the scholar and sent the boat

three-thirds of your life.

The Difference
“Boo, hoo,” sobbed Frederick, “my
Collie s dead.”
“Shucks,” sald Billy. “My grand-
mother has been dead a week. You
don't catch me crying.”
“Yes," ®sald Frederick, “but you
didn"t raise your grandmother from
a pup.”
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Ready for Foeod
Waiter—Haven't they given you a
menu yet, sir?
Hungry Diner—Yes, but I finished
that 15 minutes ago.—London An-
swers,

Easy
“] Just swallowed a wishbone and
now I won't be able to make a wish.”
“Nonsense. Just wish you hadn't
swallowed it

Say Not
He—I'm light on my feet.
She—That won't do you any good
if you light on your head.

*“Love's young dream” dreams on
becanse the girl doesn't drop a bomb
on the young man’s vanity, though
she may percelve It.

If you have a reputation better
than you are, you have a burden to
bear.
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