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L’;ﬂ;t;rh;:.ri;, ji_‘i};bfu_};tgi‘;l}-”m din- | thought. He might have slipped | trolling the 1‘ e 2kt
ner. Leila hastily dresses and goes { away when he heard Harriden come door ajar, had pa .
down. She is seated between Mr. |in the next room—she might have | my room was 0CCUpivd. o
Deck, a critic, and Monty Mitchell, ‘ promised to meet him as soon as| I persuaded mysell that thI8 T
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Letty Van Alstyn, Mrs, Crane, Mrs. | did not come. Perhaps her husband | ence had revive ‘_"'.'f ARG USRS
Watkins and Prince and Princess | had stayed too long in the rooju. room and I told myself the r.l.«.‘.l.h
Rancinl, guests. Leila ﬂ“‘};‘ Sh.fl)*'“f What was their quarrel abcut, I| had been only the night W Ind ,5 lay-
" heavily agalnst the pillow. Was she left lying ou the chair by the doOr

Mitchell explains he has gone up to
gsee how his wife's headache is. He
returns shortly. Deck, saying h_e
must put in a call, leaves. Upon his
return, he begs Leila to secretly take
& message to Nora “to take no steps
until I see you.” Leila consents.
Leila finds the Harriden rooms empty

and so informs Deck. Coming out she |

passes Letty. Harriden asks Princess

Rancini to run up and see his wife. |

The princess reports the absence of
Nora. Search Is fruitless. Harriden
admits that he had a row.
maid, reports seeing Deck near
Nora’'s room. Letty tells of seeing
Leila come from the room. Lella
accuses Harriden of having struck
his wife. This Harriden denies. From
the Harridens' window Leila
what proves to be Nora's lifeless
body. A ghastly head wound caused
death. Dan says she was lyving on
her bed when he went to dinner, and
when he ran up later the room was

dark. Thinking she was asIc-ep,. he
left without seeing her. Mrs, ke_l-
ler comes upon a pool of blood In

the closet. A diamond chain is miss-
ing. Donahey, police inspector, ques-
tions the guests. Harriden brands
Leila’s story of seeing a man strike
a woman a lle. Anson tells of seeing
Deck outside the carriden door.
Deck says he passed by in seeking
g lost handkerchief. Elkins, a serv-
ant, tells of overhearing Deck threat-
en Mrs, Harriden earlier in the day.

CHAPTER V—Continued
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Donahey's head was thrusting out
on his thick neck like a turtle’s.

“Well, Mr. Deck?”

His silence agonized me. And then
he said, “I don't remember,” and
hig lips twitched in a mockery of a
smile,

“You don't remember?”

“Not a word. T was quite tight
before dinner. , ., ., I haven't the
faintest recollection of anything
gald downstairs.”

Donahey ground out, “Yet you re-
member that you went up early to
your room, you said?”

“Oh, I remember that,” Deck sald
jauntily. “I got to my room all
right,” he went on, “and the cold
water revived me. But everything
that went on downstairs is just a
total losg.”

“Do you happen to remember,”
sald the Inspector with terrible sar-
casm, “any reason why you could
have sald the words you have no
recollection of saying to Mrs, Har-
riden?”

Deck was silent.

“What was between you?’ Dona-
hey shot out.

“Friendship,” said Deck.

I know that I felt T could not
bear to look at Harriden, and yet
I looked at him and saw him stand-
ing, like a man of stone, his grim,
blunt profile toward that younger
man. The sheer beauty of Deck
seemed somehow Insolent and flaunt-
ing before that husband’s haggard
eyes. I felt a sharp cleavage of
sympathy . . . terror for Deck and
anguish for that bereft man's pain.

It was the easing of a physical
straln when Harriden turned and
walked out of the room,

I remember a dull surprise at
inding It was only half-past two

hen I was In my room.

I was so spent emotiopally that I
vas consclous of nothing but a
rushing depression. There was no
enylng the reality of Elkins' high-
trung words,

And 1 bal my own corroboration

Anson, |

sees |

threatening to leave him—was he
mad with Jjealousy? The sorriest
woman on God’s earth, ... Had he
gone up from dinner to carry out
his wild threat?

Oh, no, no, no! Only to see her,
to plead with her. For he had sent
me up later to try to get word to
her, to urge her to take no steps....

Oh, fool that T had been not to
speak out before! Then my story
might have carried conviction, but
now it would seem a lame invention

of mine to save him.,

Or had his sending me on that
errand been merely a ruse on his
part, to make It appear that he

| still believed her in her room, when

all the time he knew that room was
untenanted and her poor body
shrouded in the shrubbery below?

I did not know what to believe.
My mind went round and round in
the mazes of its doubt. ... He had
been so long away from that table.
. . . But that had been because he
was trying to reach her, my de-
fensive heart instantly declared. He

had told mea that her room phone |
did not answer—of course, he had |

gone to ‘ier door and knocked—
perhaps even tried it.
I wondered if he had peeped In

and found darkness and ghostly cur- |

tains blowing in the wind. Or if he
had found the door locked—locked
by an unknown assassin who was
still inside.

I determined to try to make Deck
confide in me. Since I already knew
8o much, since I had proved stanch,
surely he would tell me the truth.
.« « But if his sending me had been
a ruse—? My mind wearied from
all this wondering. At last I slept.

I woke very suddenly. I woke to
the Instant impression that some
one was in my room. I lay there
with my eyes shut, not daring to
open them, trying to feign slep,
feeling in every nerve that something
was there—something just within
the door, There had been some
sound, some indefinable sound that
had waked me,

Every Instant the feeling grew
more terrible; I knew then that fear
could be paralyzing, for I lay there
literally unable to move or gpeak,
simply helpless and terrified, wait-
Ing for something horrible to hap-
pen.

Then there was a creak at the
door and soft, muffled steps down
the hall, I knew I was not Imag-
ining those steps: I heard them,
though my own thumping heart
beats sounded louder to me, [ sup-
pose It was only a moment or two,
really, that I lay In the grip of that
helplessness, then motion and sense
came back to me, and I reached
out and managed to flash on the
night light with fingers that fum-
bled frantically for the tiny chain
as If each instant of darkness was
a danger, Then I jumped up and
ran for the door.

I forced myself to look out down
the blackness of that hall. I saw
nothing. I heard nothing, I did not
go out and look down the stairs: I
dodged back and shut and locked
my door,

Should I eall some one on the
house phone? 1 moved toward It
but hesitated, caught back by the
fear of something hysterical and

My very excess of past terror and
my ashamed reaction against 1t
swept me now too far in the other

direction, for I did not phone.

It was not easy to get to sleep
again, but I did, ultimately, and
it was bright day when I waked

with the sun streaming across the
dark, polished floor, over the white
fur rug, to glow on the rose-red of

But ne |
n of that

pictures

the deep-cushioned chalr.
]

sun could lift the d
past or barnish the

.-;-1‘.-_;.;‘,”

|
|
“l Think You Are Wanted by the

Police” "
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moving before my eyes—Nora Har- |
riden’s limp, gold-clad body In Iu-r‘
husband’s arms ., ., ., that husband’s
face, rigid, grief-smitten ., . . Deck's
defiant, high-held head and his bit- |
ter, tormented eyes, |

I must get to Deck, I thought
excitedly, and d into a cold
shower, wondering what was done
about breakfast In that house. |
phoned the question and was In-
formed that breakfast would be up

Yy P
Iurrie

Coffee was my chief need, black
and hot, and I welcomed It all the
more since the mald who brought
the tray told me that the ingpector
would like to see me as soon as pos-
sible. I took a last look at myself |
in the glass, then went ffw‘-‘u'l]‘ﬁf‘.'lli'.‘i.

The halls were empty
was the big entrance hall, except
for a policeman at the front door
In the drawing room Dohaney
behind his usual table, He Y
in response to my good morning
then jerked his head toward ii.
couple of young men at a tabhle at
the far end of the room and .‘;--n;
me to have my fingerprints t:ik;,n‘

That was to be expected
thought, and certainly I hagq n:lth
ing to worry about, except that |
was rather interested in the proe.
ess of print teking, for I knew
something about the work, 80 I fell
into chat with the two y ‘
It was just a formality,
there was nothing to be galned
from all this print taking unlc-f-m
they got the print of Some 1;,51,1&

for all the household hag b
e y
the room. o

80, too

WwWas
nodded

l)llIlL: m‘.‘ﬂ_
they sald;
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wpxeept Dick,” sald a heavy volce
{u‘.ﬂ[llt' us.

[ started, and found Harrlden
staring down at us out of red
rimmed eyes, The man’'s face looked
i\ Instead of hours had
passed ; lines In It were
they seemed llke

years
the deep

till

as

accentuated
SCNMS,
vDeck wasn't in the room after
murder—and don't you forget
t" he admonished grimly,

'.{.I'

[ was Impatient to see Deck. 1
thonght of ‘.};--T;i..'.-'.: to hils room,
then 1 remembered that a police

. 1 it be listening In—I

t of getting In touch with
Al v Mitenell and trusting him

- a pssare, Dut Donahey de-

wod me then with more ques.

and 1 had to go over what 1
| suld before and tell him more
ut myself and how 1 happened

to be there at all. At the end he
told me 1 must appear at the In-
quest on Sunday morning.

I went out in the hall and wan.
lered about a little [Irresolutely,
thinking that If I kept out In sight
[ might encounter either Alan Deck
r Monty Mitchell without having
» phone and betray my eagerness
to the officlals. As a pretext for

gering 1 read the papers over and

I'he

headlines were sensational—
Society Deauty Murdered—and the
first pages were filled with stories
of Nora's life, and there was one
account of the famous yellow dla
nond chain, The pendant on It, I
vas stated, was a flawless Jewel
ich had been worn on the tur-

y sating
eneration

"

|

a roval Turkish famlily, for !
the last helir had given |

it to Mrs. Harriden Instantly upon
her expression of admiration—a
costly gesture, which her husband
had paid for, later, by persistent |

The chaln, so the
paper said, had been assembled by
Mr. Harriden to match the pendant,

losses at cards.

My eyes raced through the ac-
counts of the guests; there was no
reference to Alan Deck except as

“a favorite In the Long Island set.”
No rej r, 1 had been
able to get in the house; the pa-
iad had ke the facts that
had out, and the
f guests do what they
their Imagination.

I began to think that all of the
guests were upstairs, gathered intl-
mately In the Kellers' private sit-
ti room, talking things over by
themss I felt so alone In that
house that It was a comfort to see
the Prince Rancinl coming out from
the long lounge just behind this en-
trance hall, He looked at me with
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the Latin's quick Interest in hlis
big, brown eyes—a stalwart, hand-

| some fellow, with white teeth flash-

ing In his brown face as he smiled
at me. [ smlled back at him, and he
came up to me.

“A terrible business,” he sald,
rolling out “is r's. Very fervently 1
agreed.

To make conversation 1 asked
him if he had known Mrs. Harriden
well, I knew that he had landed
only a day or 8o ago, but I thought
they had probably met abroad.

Instantly his eyes changed. He
looked at me narrowly as If ques-
tloning what I meant, “One has met
—but who knows anybody?" he
sald, with a shrug of his shoulders.

I sald, “Who, Indeed?” In his own
Itallan, and at that he changed back

| 10 smiles and began to spout Itallan

at me, T felt so eager for some one

| human to talk to that I told him

why I was there, and he declared

that he must see that famous gal-
lery, he must learn something of
the “.;':"3 of fI‘.“.(.”“g f!‘&iullﬂ. lle

would go with me to that gallery, he
sald,

It was when 1 was saying, “But
when could we go?" that his wife
glided to my slde.

Aloofly, the Princess Ranein! mur-
mured, “I think you are wanted by
the police. They asked me to tell
you to come,” and began to talk in
wearied tones to her husband as If
I was dismissed,

I thought, furiously, that she was
one of the most hateful women I
had ever met,

I didn’t take time to wonder what
Donahey wanted now; I just went

—

stralght to 1.
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noticed, ang (e Kelle 'lh'!furn‘
Harriden ang Monts “‘rn with
midst ®f 1, “-'--s"‘l -nlh-!:tell. lng
eyes fell on 5 " l;'r]mL:Y
chalr, Its folis tralnh .\ ng Ovep ¢
the Ice blue & n qu. ":‘-'"'.'l'f .
the nlght bt \ra ‘n““l'll
I didn't ) :
but astor .'m.‘lrf”r anyty |
spoke, mey : ‘f\‘”..” Dogy |
this dress A ~.|-'.,I.',‘-I'l Feop :
“Of o It'a A, i
reason that 1 !IIT. € Fo :
my volce o Aea
He wen s _
of blue sut o i g .
side of o the uy '
safety pin ; 1 ..I,:',"""'”::!
bag, ke a tied-up hagdes o
“And you recognize ty e,
"Why n hat Is Ity I o
mered, |
With slow eration he
the pin, and let the oy, S
one of his 1 From the \‘E
folds hls gers .'--! I
a chain strung with i.‘:l:d
stones, I tared at it, '..f":'s ‘n"
“ Ilo-f1 I'e 118

It was a ctaip
dlame :_d!'

diamonds— 7

CHAPTER VI

WAS too ¢ nished to snegks

stood staring at the rj_'&-‘..!; ‘
a recollection of the last time [ )
seen It, lying over a chalr
room near the door, swept my sl
back, In a flash, to t!.frss:-
in the night. I blurted. “Wiy §

WRE BOme ong

then—there wy
one there!”
Hurriedly 1
about it, about
fright,
was just the
moving about outside
stammered on!

tried
ny waking and
and my conclusion thet
steps of a polices

, and o
the story I sav g

to tell fhe

bellef In thelr faces and
llurlll_\‘ blame them for It Oh 8
idiot that I had been not to k

phoned some
It seemed too n
fully 1

h

ne at once

ad to put |
controlled |

words, Car
volee which
cltement
must see what this means—thtd
one who stole those diamonds
in this house last night—th
must be still hiding about-"
“We've con

aking with &

| stiffly, “But

a9

nnil g

ihed this house wil}
fine tooth comb, young lady'
Donahey, d there's no onels
except those v hose names wel
Nobody has got out of here @
the night or this morning. Its
surrounded.”
“Then he's here now" | sl
“He's here, all right” Dot
echoed with ominous finality. "
he isn't going to get away.”
Monty Miichell sald thoughts
| [)1!}: you have let this find
known. The thief, whoever be
might have meant to hide the o
only till the first flurry of seard
died down. He could feel
ure that Miss Seton W
;::]’;r:arln;: that dress tonight,
light and gay and all that, @
thought he had a good temps
lace.”
hhllh':’nis [::I~‘~'.'-*-Ilflff']j' zl'ﬂ?’f‘i
his words and for his coming
standing by me, as If calz:lﬂ-
“Why do you I(t::nz!r;e et
that dress for a hidingp ace: "
Donahey very glowly a8 if

his way. ;
“The position of the room,

one thing” sald Mitehell I‘:It
near the art gallery, and
was visible from the RIIH(‘T}:J
later on the gallery womml
been a g:.n.l Inrking I.Iﬂceand
gsaw his chance 10 nlp [nmjnt
trieve the Jewels. 1 mthr:‘r o v
meant to retrieve thmfl. -
on thoughtfully, gcrewing b
black eyebrows, “for tht‘)’Yuu
valuable to Ignore

the dress was right

3 i;y the
¢ 11
didn't you™ he asked {:Ifoor.
“On a chalr by the

peated.

Donahey glanc
“Does It strike you 88 .
Mitchell, that any Onese o
mitted murder for tho et
would take a chance 00
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