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At sight of Harriden he stiffened, | “Got a clgars sald Dx
then, with assumed naturalness to gons He put the
me, “About those pictures—"" [ he had taken out back Ir |
Harriden got to his feet: his eyves t her slowly. ( '
flickered from Deck back to me with | menti 1. “Wha t
a malevolent sort of satisfaction. the w e truth and nothing
“Well—Is It yves?" he sald harsh- | the tr
ly, his look holding mine. | not bat ey n
“It's no, Mr. Harriden.” t now N
Without another word to me, ur eare |
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His gaze that had followed Har- ' Deck grinned. "“You're a SWi T of r 5
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me. “And you need one
“What was Dan dolng here?" ' Deck rose with a
“Trying to buy me,” I said. “Of- | two. Sllently we s
fered me five thousand dollars to | watched his tall fig
find out what you and his wife were | away. Monty Mitchell's
quarreling about.” | creased in a t line
“Want me to toss you & yarn to | and I Kknew h he
win the five?” sald Alan Deck with | anxiety, that whatever
a sudden smile, done or not done, wha
I was sorry for him, for the tor- ‘ been between him and
mented look that underlay the pride | Woman, whatever danger
and challenge of his high-held head, | him now, he was
Quickly I began to talk about Ran- | own high-handed v l
cinl and the discovery of his sword | lone, deflant game. And
cane, | ribly afrald for him,
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*Well, what of it? What do you -
think you can prove?” VFP'I‘H?\'I’: happened ti
At the unresponsiveness of his | + gathered In a stol
face 1 flung out, “But don't you | gray cat that I

want to find out who did It before
the Inquest tomorrow?”

“Let the dicks find out,” he sald.
“They can't hold me now on a few
words when I was lit. . . . I'm not
worrying about tomorrow."”

“I want to get out of this damn’
house!" he broke out. “I want to
get back to New York—back to my
office, back to sanity and

sense—] |

never want to see a soul here again! |

Except you—I want to take you out
to dinner and to a theater, and 1
want you to go dancing with me In
that blue satin gown—I want to
hold you In my arms, to soft music
you understand—"

And then he dropped Into a chair
—the deep cushloned chair beside
the little white one I was sit
and sald coaxingly, *Talk

to me,

Lella, Tell me about your plcture |

puzzles and the fakes and the mll-
lionaires you rescue. The
presslon mlillionalres. Tell me all
the storles of your young art life”

Nothing that we sald mattered;
it was all about palintings and art-
Ists and people and plays,

The telephone broke In on It
Monty Mitchell's voice told me to
come down at once.

We both went down, I expecting
heaven-knows-what of revelation,
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ed my report on the halr ornament,
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from her jewel box.

“Is there anything special about

t?” she murmured, and I sald lame-
[,7 enough that I wanted to study
the stones, 1 might as well have
gtudied Plymouth Rock, for there
was no blood to be found on them,
If there ever had been any, she'd
had all the time In the world to
wash it off . . . I gave it back to
her and went downstalrs again, find-
ing Mitchell and Deck deep In talk,

“I found It. Nothing,” I reported
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Nothing was

before me,
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jury, I thought, except the finding
of those diamonds Inslde my dress
and the report of Deck's violent
| threats to Nora Harrlden. And his
absence from the table

I needed all the rest I conld get
to face that tomorrow, 8o 1 took a |
hot bath and went to bed.
‘ At first I slept, then as my wearl-

ness wore off, tny worrying thoughts
kept coming to the sur
and at last, In the
Ing dark I lay wi'l' awnke,
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my mind
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‘fh[ questions th.-_. were llkely to
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‘fur granted that 1 would tell the
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before a coroner and a jury, This
was under oath,

Suppose Deck wanted me to tell
“the truth, the whole truth and noth
Ing but the truth"—to show that
gince he had asked me to go up he
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I had to find out, I thought, strick.
en with belated panie, before I went
into that jury room. I would phone
him for an Interview the very mo
ment It was light enough to make
my call possible,

Then my mind turned to that
handkerchief with the rust marks. |
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handkerchief had been drylng on a |
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Ing Into the questions about the
handkerclilefs now, though 1 de
clded to ask Mitchell to see that the
question was asked at the In jnest
of every one, 1 hurrled through mj
breakfast to get downstalrs

I I took the stalrease to the Jleft

g, then turned and
Bauntered slowly “1‘-"1:{

Ahead of me | saw
hurriedhy

Anson come
out of Rancini's door her

hands to her disordered halr, and
| behind her the prince made a Jack-
] lo-the-Box  appearance, popping

One flight down [ saw Anson stand
| Ing In talk with the mald who did
my room, and I quickened my steps
t ird her
Her arn ere | 1 with fresh
towels and feminine In me could
not ri t paying att n to those
to i, they were so lovely,
Anson's pretty face was troubled
a8 she turned It to me, 1 sald “Oh, |
. Anson, there's somoth ng 1 want to
ask you,” and the other mald sl e |
LB |
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please. I'll be right out, and turned |
‘ into the door of Prince Rane inl
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I didn’t want to stand there wialt
Ing 80 1 walked on down the hall
1 - .
| past the closed Woor where Nora
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I know, though I'm sorry
enough—nany one might have
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| more; I urged her eagerly
girl She
only repented tell
all she knew

was lmmovable
that she would
later,

It 1s quite futlle to look back now
and t! :r.l., 'Hh. if T had only done
that differently, ” I had only found
the right word!"™ 1 see her there, In
her pre tty ],.I k and white, that

But

secret knowledge which she was so

reluctant to reveal In her troubled

cyes, and 1 think that If only I had

been able to Induce her to share
it, perhaps—

But she moved awny determined-
and I went on upstalrs to my
m where | wrote a note to Miteh-

ell, asking him to have that gues

tlon put about the handkerchlef,
and another to Deck, asklng him to
come to see me as soon as possible,

I rang for Yhe mald and asked her

ver them. Then 1 walted,
sperately that
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be
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naturai and at ease
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I was In a tense state of nerves
when they finally eame for me, My
heart was beating slekeningly when
I entered that dining room, and for
A moment the faces turned to me
Seemed llke blurs In a fog. Then |
steadled and took In the groups. I
saw a knot of people writing awny
busily on little pads, NeWSpPAPer peo-
ple, T supposed, and I saw Mitchell
and Donahey. The six men of the
Jury were lined along the dazzling
black table and the coroner, a tall,
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