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CHAPTER VI.
WABS quite dnzed for the moment.
“A erowd of them in my room!"
. 1 repeated. “A crowd of whom,
' Mrs. Fitch?"

“A crowd of reporters| They've been
worrying my life out. They seemed to
tNink I bad you hid somewhere. I
hdpe you're not In trouble, Mr. Lester 7

“Not the least in the world, my dear
. I laughed. And I breathed a
\& bigh of relief, for I had feared I
not what disaster. “I'll soon fin-
“Hrith the reporters.” And I went
‘ap the stair.

Long before 1 reached my rooms |
heard the elatter of voices and caught
the odor of viirfous qualitles of tobac-
c0. They were lolling about over the
furniture, telling stories, I suppose, and
they greeted me with a cheer when I
entered. They were such jovial fel-
lews that 1t was quite impossible to

E

1

if

trickery or unworthiness and Inexora.

ble In exposing It; that ther loved

$o°'do good anonymously, remaining “it-

te¥ly unknown save to the appreciative

few behind the scenes, 8o I returned
their: greeting am!ilingly and sat me

down in a chair which one of them

obligingly vacated for me.

“Well?" I began, looking about at
them,

“M) dear Mr. Lester.," snid the one
who had given me the chair, “permit
me to Introduce mysclf as Iankin of
the Planet, These gentlomen”—and he
included them In a wide gesture—"are

_ my colleagues of the press, We've been

- " 1]
'grme}t?}m lic ﬂﬂh"{?&l* I

. In that ease, would she not naturaily

ter? What did it contain?"’

anxlously awalting you Lere In ordee
that we may propound to you tertain
fluestions.”

“All right; fire away,” I sald.

“Firat, we'd like to have your theory I
of the crlme. Your work this after-
noon convinced ns that you know how
to put tw> and two together, which Is
more than can be sald for the ordl-
nary mortal. The public will want to
kinow your theory—i'ie great puble.”

*Oh, but I haven't any theory,” 1

v eiiitRat R

me. You ree, gentlemc®, I'm quite out
of the care. When we cleared Misg
Holladay cur « cnne . ti 'n with it endel.”

“But is Miss Holladay clenared?” he
persisted. “Is It not qulte concelvable
that in ‘those two hours she was absent

}

They greeted me with a chcer when I en

tered.
from her carriage she may have
changed her gown, gone to ber father's
office, and then changed back again?

have chosen a green gown, since she
never wore b i

“Oh, mmm!" 1 cried. “That's
puerile. Either she would disguise her-
self effectually or not at all, 1 suppose
if you were golng to commit a eapital
crime you would merely put on a high
bat because you uever wear one! I'll
tell you this much: I'm morally cer-
tain that Miss Holladay is quite inno-
cent; 89, 1 belleve, is the district at-

“lu£ how about the note, Mr. Les-

“Oh, 1 can’t teil you that, you know.
it's none of mny business.” "
“But you ought to treat us all alike,
he protested.
“] do treat you all ullke."”

“But didn't Godfrey get it out of
you?”

“Godfrey! I repeated. "Get it out of

me?’

i ared at astonishment.
ﬁg;’;:‘qm ; M:: tell me, Mr. Leos-

ter,” he questioned, “that you bavem't

been apending the evening with Jim

l- looked at tka rueful faces of the men
guthered about me I laughed until the

tears came. .
“Sa it was you,” I gasped, “who
chifsed ts up Broadway?*

enough. WWhere did he take your’

“To the Btudio—SIixth avenue."

“Of course!” he crled, slapping his
leg. “We might bhave_known. Boys,
we'd better go back te IPodunk.”

“Well, at least, Mr. Lester,” spoke up

another, “you oughtn’t to give Godfrey
a scoop.”

didn't even know who he was."

“Didn't you tell him what was in the
note 1"

what he wanted,
theory any more,
can see his headlines!
us what It was?”

shouldn't.

them go singing up the street.

“Not a word of it. I told him only
one thing."
“And what was that?"’

“But I didn’t give him na scoop. 1 |

endeavor to tina the guilty woman,
Now that the police knew iu which

. quarter to spread their net, I had little
- doubt that she would soon be found,
. 8lnce she had tempted Providence by
remajiuing in town ;
! Mr. Grabam and Mr, Royce were
looking through the Record article
when I reached the office, and 1 ex-
plained to them how the alleged Inter-
view had been secured. They laughed
together In appreclation of Godfrey’s
audaclous enterprise,

“It seems a pretty strong theory,”
sald our senlor. “I'm inclined to be-
lleve It myself."”

I pointed out how It explained Miss
Holladay's reticence—bher refusal to as-
sist us lu proving an alibi, Mr. Royce
nodded,

“Preclsely. As Godfrey sald, the the-
ory touches every point of the case.
According to the old police axlom, that
proves It's the right one.”

CHAPTER VII.

HE body of Hiram Holladay was
placed beside that of his wife
in his granite mausoleum at
Wooidlawn on the Sunday fol-

lowlng his death. Two days later his
will, which knd been drawn up by Mr.

“That the person who wrote the note
didn't know that Rogers was color
blind. You are welcome to that state-
ment too. You see, I'm trenting you nl} |
like.” I

They stood about e starf ug down at
ime, sllent with astonishment,

“But,” I added, “I think Godfrey sus-
pects what was {n the note”

“Why 1 !
II“WeIl. his theory fits {t pretty close-

“Hls theory! What Iy his theory, Mr.
TLester?"

“Oh, come,” I langhed. “That's tell-
ing. It's a good theory too.”

They looked at each other, and, I
fancicd, gnecned thelr teeth.

“He seems a pretty clever fellow,” 1
added, just to pile up the agony. *I
fancy you'll say so, too, when you see
his theory in tomorrow's paper.”

“Clever!" crled Rankin, “Why. he's
& very flend of cleverness when it
comes to a case of this kind. We're not

the same class with him. He's a
fancy fellow—just the Record kind,
You're sure you diin't tell him any-
thing else, Mr, Lester?” he added anx-
fously. "“Godfrey's capable of getting a
story out of a fence post.,” |

“No, I'm quite sure I dldu’t tell him
auything else. I only listened to his
theory with great Interest.'

“And assented to It7"

*I maid T thought It plausible.”

An electric shock seemed to ruy

around the room, '

“That's It!" crled Rankin. “That's !
Now, It Isn't hils
It's yours, Obh, I
Won't you tell

“Now, frankly, Mr, Rankin,” I askeq,

“If you were In my place would you
tell 1"

He hesitated for A moment and then

held out his hand,

“No,” he sald as 1 took It. *“1
Shake hands, sir; you're all
right. Come on, boys; we might as
well be golng.”

They filed out after him, nnd 1 heard
Then
1 sank back into my chalr and thought

agaln of Godfrey's theory, It se mel

to fit the case precisely, point by point

—evep—and [ started at the thought—
to Mias Hollnday's reticence as to her
whereabouts the afternoon before, The
whole mystery lay plain before me. In
some way she had discovered the ex-
{stence of her half sister, had secured
her address; she had gone to visit her
and bad found her away from home—
it was probable, even, that the half
sister had written her, asking her to
come—though, In that case, why had
she not remalned at home to recelve
her? At any rate, Miss Holladay had
awalted her return, had notlced her
agitation; had, perhaps, even seen cer- |
tain marks of blood upon her. The
news of her father's death had pointed
all too clearly to what that agitation
and those blood spots meant. 8he had
remained sllent that she might not be- |
amirch her father's name, and also,
perhaps, that she might protect the |
other woman. 1 felt that I held in my I
hand the key to the whole problem. i
Point by point—-but what a snarl It '
was! That there would be a vigorous
search for the other woman I could i
not doubt, but she had a long start and
should easily escape. Yet perhaps she
bad pot started. Bhe must have re-
mained In town, else hew could that
Jote have been sent tn us? She had re-
mained, then—but why? That she
should feel any affection for Frances
Holladay seemed absurd, and yet how |

else explain the note?

I felt that I was getting tangled up
in the enarl again, There seemed no
Hmit to its lutricacles; 8o, In very de-
spair, I put the matter from me as
completely as I could and went to
bed.

L ] » . . ] L] L] !

The morning’s Record attested the
truth of Rankin's prophecy. I had
grown famous in a night, for Godfrey
bhad in a measure made me responsible
for his theory, describing me with a
wealth of adjectives which 1 blush to
remember and which I have even yet
not guite forgiven him. I smiled as 1
read the first lines:

A Record representative had the pleas-

te ing of dining with Mr.
“w”m”;umwm‘“.”m' Brilitapt young at-
torney who ach suth a re able
before Coroner Goldberg yaster-
afternogn Iin the Kearing of the Hol-
case, and, of course, took occasion
to uss with him the l_.ter @ velop-
ments of this extraordinary crime. Mr,
Leater agreed with the Record in a the-
ory which s the only one that fits the
facts of the case and completely and sat-
istactorily explains al| ita ramifications.

s was then developed at
.33 and the article concluded
with the satatement that the. Record

g wow Borses weren't' good'| wes sasisting the police in & strenvous

Grabam aud deposited In the office
safe, was read and duly admitted to
probate. As was expected, he had left
all his property, without condition or
rescrve, to his daughter Frances.
There were a few bequests to old serv-
ants, Rogers receiving n handsome leg-
acy; about half a milllon was given to
various charitles In which he had Leen
Interested duriug his lite, and the re-
mainder was placed at the absolute
cisposal of his daughter.

We' found that his fortune had been
overestimated, ns |is usually the case
with men whose wealth depends upon
the fluctuations of the Street, but there
stlll remnalned something over four mii-
lions for the girl—a pretty dowry. She
told us at once that she wished to leave
her affalrs in our hands and in finan-
clal matters would he gulded entirely
by our advice. Most of this busincss
was conducted by our junior, and,
while, of course, he told me nothing, It
was evident that Miss Holladay's kind-
Iy feelings toward him had suffered no
diminution., 'The whole office was more
or less conversant with the affalr an4d
wlshed him success and happlness,

80 a week or ten days passed. The
utimost endeavor of newspapers and
police had shed no new light on the
tragedy, and for the great public it
bad passed into the background of
the forgotten, but for me, at least,

" it remained of undiminished interest,

and more than once I carefully re-
viewed Its features to convince my-
self dnew that our theory was the
vight one. Only one point occurred to
me which would tend to prove it un-
true —If there was an lllegit:mnte

daughter, the blow she had dealt her
Ovtr-utoviliv. e ao hirdoe o wd -ub

any hope of income from him; so sle

had acted in her own deapite— Still,

Godfrey's theory of sudden passion
might explain this away. And then
agnin Miss Holladay could probably
be counted upon, her first grief past,
to provide suitably fow bLer sister.
Granting this, the theory seemed to me
quite impregnable.

One other thing puzzled me—how
had this woman eluded the police? 1
knew that the French quarter had been
ransacked for traces of her, wholly
without success, and yet I felt that
the search must have been miscon-
ducted, else some trace of her would
surely have been discovered. Miss Hol-.
lnday, of course, rigidlg refused her-
self to all inquirers, and here again 1
found myself on the horns of a dilem-
mn. Doubtless she was very .far from
wishing the discovery of the guilty
woman, and yet I felt that she must
be discovered, if only for dlss Holla-
day’'s sake, In order to clear away the
lnst vestige of the cloud that shad-
owed her,

Then came new developments with a
atartling rapidity. Tt was toward quit-
ting tlme one afternoon that a clerk
brought word into the inner office that
there was a woman without who
wished to see Mr. Royce at once. She
bad given no name, but our junior,
who happened to be at lelsure for the
moment, directed that she be shown In.
I recognized her In an instant, and so
did he—it was Miss Holladay's mald.
I saw, too, that her eyes were red
with weeping, and as she sat down

. beside our junior’s desk she began to

ery afresh.

“Why, what's the matter?’ he de-
manded. “Nothing Wwrong with your
mistress?"” :

“She ain't my mistress apy more,"
sobbed the girl, “She discharged me
this afternoon.”

"Discharged you!” echoed our junior.
“Why, I thought she thought so much
of you?"

“*And so did I, sir, but she discharged
me just the same.”

“But what for?” persisted the other.

“That's just what I don't know, sir.
I begged and prayed her to tell me, but
she wouldn't even see me. 8o I came
down here. I thought maybe you could
help me.”

“Well, let me hear about it just as It

bappened,” said Mr. Royce soothingly.

“Perhaps I can help you."

“Oh, If you could, sir!” she ecrled.
“You know, I thought the world and
all of Miss Frances. I've been with
her nearly eight years, and for her to

y aud treat me |ike thls—why, It ‘Just
jreaks my heart, air] § d hepy
this afternoon about @ o'clack, end
ahe was as nice fo me as ever—gave
me a -little broech,- sirr-that she. was
tired of. Then she went out for a
drive, and about an hour ago came
back. I went right up iotbor room Ito
undress ber, and when 1 knocked, sir,
& strange woman ¢came to the door and
sald that Miss Frances had engaged
ber for ber mald and wouldn't need me
any more, and here was a month's

wages. Apd. while § gtood there, ajr,

»

wid e, Lt L0

' too dazed to move, she shut the door

In my face. After I'd got over it a
bit, T begged that I might see Miss
Frances, if only to say goodby, but
she wouldn't see me. She sent word
that she wasn't feeling" well and
wouldn't be disturbed.”

Her soba mastered her agaln and
she stopped. I could see the look of
am ent on our junlor's face, and
dld 'not wonder at It. What sudden
dislike could her mistress bave con-
celved againat this Inoffensive and de-
voted creature?

“You say this other maid wos a
stranger?”’ he asked.

“Yes, sir; she'd never been in the
liouse before, so far as I know. Miss
Frances brought her back with her In
‘the carriage.”

“And what sort of looking woman ls
she?"

The girl hesitated.

“She looked like a foreiguer, alr,"
she sald at last, “A Frenchwoman,
maybe, by the way she rolls her r's."

I pricked up my ears. The same
thought occurred at that Instant to
both Mr. Royce and myself,

“Does she resemble Mias Holladay?"
he asked quickly,

“Miss Holladay? Ob, no, slr. Bhe's
much older—her hair's quite gray."

Well, certalnly, Miss Holladay haa
the right to choose any mald she
pleased and to discharge any or all ot
her servants; and yet it seemed
strangely unllke her to show such
Seeming injustice to any one,

“You say she sent down word that
she was 1117 sald Mr. Royce at last.
“Was she 1l when you dressed her?”

“Why, sir,” she answered slowly, “I
wouldn't exactly say she was 1, but
she seemed troubled about something.
I think she’d been crylng. Bhe's been
crylng a good deal, off and on, since
her father died, poor thing,"” she added.
That would explain it, ceitalnly, and
yet grief for her father might not be
the only cause of Frances Holladay's
tears.

“But she dldn't seem vexed with
you?”

“Oh, no, sir; she gave me a brooch,
as I told you.”

thing,” sald Mr. Royce slowly, after n
moment's thought. *Of course it's
none of my business, for Miss Holladay
must arrange her household to sult
herself; yet, if you don't get back with
your old mistress, I may perhaps be
able to find you a position somewhere
else. Buppose you come back in three
:r f’umr days, and I'll see what I can
0.

“All right, sir, and thank you,"” she
sald, and left the ofce.

I bad some work of my own to keep
me busy that night, so devoted no
thought to Frances Holladny and her
affalrs, but they were recalled to me
with renewed force next morning.
“I3d you get Miss Holladay's sig-
pature to that conveyance?' Mr, Gra-

brmn alissiacd da anle hin nawbies fis @
“No, sir,” answered MMr. Royce, with
Just .a trace of embarrassment. “I
called at the bouse last night, but she
sent down word that she was too 1l
fo see me 01 to transact any business."”
‘‘Nothing serlous, 1 hope?"' asked the
sther gqulcxly.

“No, sir. I think uot.
of nervousness, probably.”
But when he called agaln at the
house that evening he recelved a sim-
llar message, supplemented with the
mews lmparted by the Lutler, n servant
of many years' standing In the family,
that Miss Holladay had suddenly de-
clded to leave the city and opon her
country place on Loug Island. It was
only the end of March, and so & full
two months and more abend of the
season. But she was feeling very 111,
was not able to leave her roow, Indeed,
and belleved the fresh air and qulet
of the coumtry would do wore than
noything else to restore her shattered
merves. So the whole household, with
the exception of her mawd, a cook,
house girl and uunderbutler, were to
leave the city next day in order to get
the country Louse ready at once.

“1 don't wonder she necds a little
toning up,” remarked our chlef sym-
pathetically. “She has gone through
A nerve trylng ordeal, especially for
& girl reared as she has beén, Two
or three months of qulet will do her
good. ‘When does she expect to leave?"”’
“In about a week, I think. The time
basn't been definitely set. 1t will de-
pend upon bow the arrangements go
forward. It won't be necessary, will
it, to bother her with any detanlls of
business? That conveyance, for In-
stance''—

““Can walt tll] shq gets back. No, we
won't'bather her at all.”

But it seemed that she bad elther lm-
proved or changed her mind, for two
daye later a note, which her maid bhad
written for her, came to Mr., Grabam
asking him to call upon Ler Iun the
course of the next twenty-four hours,

as she wished to talk over some mat-

! ters of business with him. It struck
me as singular that she should ask for

Mr. Graham, but our senlor called a
cab and started off at ouce without
romment. An hour later the door open-
ed and he entered the office with 4
most peculiar expression of ceunte-

a
":mm that beats me!” he exclalmed
4a he dropped Into his chalr,

Our junior wheeled around toward
him without speaking, but bis anxlety
* was plain enough.

'.'![': think lha?]l girl as level headed
ns Frances Holladay has always Leen
should suddenly develop such whimsi-
calities, - Yet.1 coyldn’t but admire her

. grasp of things. Here have 1 been
thinking she didn't know anything
about Ler business and didn't care, bnt
she seems to have kept her eyes open.”

“Well?" asked Mr. Royce us the oth-
er paused. ’

“Well, she started out by reminding
me that her property had been left to
her absolutely, to do as she pleased

Wjth, & point which I, of course, cou-

Just a trace

“I fear I can't promise you any- :

ceded. Bhe then went en to Say Inat
8be knew of a number of bequests her
fatlier bad Intended to make before his
death, and which he would bave made
If be had not been cut off so suddenly;
that the bequests were of ruch a na-
ture that he did not wish b3 name to
8ppear in them, aud that she was golng
to undertake to ca Ty them out ADODY -
mously,”

“Well?" asked our junlor again,

“Well,” sald Mr. Graham slowly, “she °

asked me to dispose at once of such of
her securitles as I thought best In or-
der that [ might place In her hands by
tomorrow night $100,000 in cash—a
cool hundred thousand!"

|

CHAPTER VIII,

“ HUNDRED thousand dollars!”
ejaculated Mr. Royce, and sat
staring at his chilef,

“A hundred thousand dollars!

That's a good deal for a girl to give

Away in a lump, but she can afford it.

OFf course we've nothing to do but car-

| F¥ out her fustructions. I think both of

{8 cau guess what she Intends doing
| with the money."”

The other nodded. I belleved that [ |

could guess too. The money, of course,
WAy Intended for the other woman.
She was not to suffer for her crime aft-
er all. Misa Holladay seemed to me in
uo little danger of becoming an acces-
sory after the fact.

“She seems really 111," coutinued our
senlor. “She looks thinner and quite
careworn. I comnmended her resolutivn
to seek rest nnd quiet and change of
scene.”

“When does she go, sir?" asked Mr.,
Foyce In a subdued volce.

“The day after tomorrow, I think.
Bhe did uot say definitely. In fact, she
could talk very little. She's mannged
to catch cold—the grip, I ‘suppose—and
Was very hoarse. It would have been
cruelty to make lier talk, and I didn't
tr}'."

He wheeled around to hia desk and
then suddenly back again.

“By the way,” he sald, “I saw the
new maid. 1 can't say I wholly ap-
prove of her.*

He paused a minute, welghing hts
words, :
“She seetus careful and devoted,” he
went on at last, “but I don't like her
¢yes. They're too intense. I caught
her two or three times watehing me
strangely. I can't Imagine where Miss
Holladay picked her up, or why she
slioull have picked ber up at all. She's
French, of course. She speaks with a
decided accent. About the mouney, I
Suppose wae'd better sell a block of
U. P. bonds. They're the least produc-

tive of her securities."

“Yes, 1 suppose so" ngreed Mr.
Royce, and the chief called up a broker
and gave the necessary orders. ‘Then
he turned to other work, aud the day
bassed without any further reference
19 Miss Holladay or her affalrs.
afternoon, a small packet neatly sealed
and docketed — 100 thousand doliar
bille  Mr. Graham turned It over In
bis hand thoughtrully.

“You'll take it to the house, of course,
John,” he sald to his partner. “Les-
ter 'd better go with yoy'"

8o Mr. Royce placed the package in
his pocket, a ¢ab was summoned, and
we were off. The trip was made with-
out Incldent, and at the end of half
an bhour we drew up before the Holla-
day manslon.

It was one of the old style brown
stone fronts which lined bLoth sides
of the avenue twenty years ago. It
was no longer {n the ultrn fashionable
quarter, which bad moved up toward
Central park, and shops of varlous
kinds were beginning to encroach upon
the neighborhood, but it had been Hi-
ram [lolladay's home for forty years,
and he had never been willlng to part
with it. At this moment all the blinds
were down and the house bhad a de-
serted look. We mounted the steps to
the door, which was opened at once to
our ring by n woman whom I knew
instinctively to be the new maid,
though she looked much less like a
maid than llke an elderly working wo-
mun of the middle class.

“We've brought the money Miss Holk
laday asked Mr. Grahmmn for yester-
day,” sald Mr. Royce. “I'm John
Royee, his partner.” And without an-
swering the woman motloned us in.
"Of course we must have a receipt far
it,” he added, *“I have it ready here,
and she need only pygagh her aigua-
ture.” !

“ Y'Miss Holladay 1s 100 111 to see you,
#ir,t gald the mald, with careful enun-
clation, "I wlll myself the paper take
to her and get her slgnature,”

Mr. Royce hesitated a moment in
perplexity. As for me, I was ransack-
ing my memory. Where bad I heard
that volce before? Somewhere, I was
certaln—a vofce low, vibrant, re-
pressed, full of color. Then, with a
start, I remembered. It was Mlas Hol-
laday's volce as she had risen to wel-
come our junlor that morning at the
coroner's court. 1 sghook myselt to-
gether, for that was nonsense,

“] fear that won't do,” sald Mr.
Royce at last. "“The sum Is a consid-
erable one and must be given to Miss
Holladay by me personally in the prea-
ence of thia witness.,"”

It was the mald's turn t{a hesitate. I
saw her lips tighten ominously,

“Yery well, sir," she sald. “But 1
WwWarn you she s most nervous, and It

.has been forbidden her to talk."

. “"8he wlll not be called upon to talk,”
retorted Mr. Royce curtly, and with-
out answefing the woman turned and
led the way up the stalr and to her
mistresa’ ropm.

Miss Holladay wase lylng back In a
great chair with a bandage about her
head, and even In the half light I could
pce how changed she was. Bhe seemed
much thinner and older and coughed
occasionally In a way that frightened
me. Not grlef alone, I told myself,
could have caused this breakdown; It
waa the secret welghing upon her. My
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“I have brought the money yow ask for."

compaulon noted the change, too, of

course—a greater change perhaps than

Iy cyes could percelve—and 1 saw

bow moved and shocked he was,

“My dear Miss Holladay,” he bezan,
but she stopped him abruptly with a
little Imperative motion of the hand.

“Pray do not,” she whispered hoarse-
Iy. “Pray do not.”

ITe stopped and pulled Limself to-
gether. When he spoke ngaln It was (n
quite a different tone.

“1 have brought the money you asked
for,” and he handed lLier the package.

“Thank you,” she murmured,

“WIill you verify the amount "

*Ob, no; that is not uecessary."

"I buve a receipt here,” and he pro-
duced 1t and bis fountaln pen. “Please
slgn It."”

She took the peu with trewmbling fin-
gers, lald the receipt upon her chalr
arm without reading and slgned her
name with a somewhat painful slow-
ness. Then she leaned back with a
slgh of rellef and burled her face In
her hauds. Mr, Royce placed the re-
celpt o hig pocketbook and stopped,
hesitating. But the mald had opened
the door and was awalting us. Her
mistress made no sign; there was no
excuse to llnger. We turned and fol-
lowed the maid,

“Miss Holladay seems very {11, satd
Mr. Royce In a volce somewhat tremu-
lous as she paused before us in the
lower hall.

“Yes, slr; ver 11"

Again the voice! I took advantage
of the chance to look at her Intently,
Fler halr was turning gray, certainly;
her face was seamed with lines which

ouly care and poverty could have
living likeness to Inram rionuuuny »
dauglter. I looked agaln—It was falut,

uncertain—perhaps my nerves were
overwrought and were deceiving me,
For how could such a likeness possibly
oxlst?

“She has a physiclan, of course?”
asked my companlon,

“Oh, yeo, air.”

“He has advised rest und guliet?'

“Yes, sir,"

“When do you leave for the coun-
try "

“Tomorrow or the next day nfter
thint, 1 think, sir.”

He turned to the door and then paus-
ed, hesltating. He opened his lipa to
say sowething more—his anxiety was
clamoring for utterance - then he
changed his mind and stepped outside
as she held the door open.

“Gond day,” he sald, with stern re-
pression. “I wish her a pleasant jour-
uey."
door closed after us, and we
went down the steps,

“Jenkinson's the family doctor,” he
snfd. “Let’'s drive around there and
find out how il Mlss ITolladay really
{s. I'm worried about her, Lester."”

“That's a good idea,” 1 agreed nni
gave the driver the address. Jenkin-
son was in his office and recolved ns
at once,

“Dr. Jenkinson” began our junior
without preamble, “1 am Jobn Royce,
of Grabam & Royce. You know, I sup-
pose, that we are the legal advisers of
Mies Frances Holladay."

“Yes,"” answered Jenkingon, “Glad to
meet youn, Mr, Royce.”

“In consequence we're naturally in-
terested in her welfare and all thay
concerns lier, and 1 called to ask you
for some definite detalls of her condi-
tion."

“Her condition? 1 don't qulte woider-
stand.”

“We should like 1o kuow, doctor, just
how {1l she is."

“TI" repeated Jenkluson, in evident
surprise, “But is she 117"

Yghe's your patlent, isn't she? |
thought you were the family doctor.”

“8o I am,” assented the other, “Rus
I bhaven't seen Miss Holladay for ten
days or two weeks. At that time shoe

seemed quite well—-n lttle unervous,
perhaps, and worrled, but certainly
not requiring medical attention. She

has always been unusually robust."

Mr. Royee stopped, perplexed. As for
me, my head was in a whirl again.

“T'll tell you the story,” be sald at
last. "1 should like the benefit of your
advice.” And he recounted rapldly the
facts of Miss Holladuy's Jliness, In so
far as he kuew them, ending with an
account of our recent visit and the
statement of "the mald that her uls-
tress was under n doctor's care. Jeu-
Kinson heard him to the end avithout
interrupting, but he was plainly puz-
zled and nunored.

“And you say she looked very 1117
he asked,

“Ob, very {11, siry alarmingly 111, to

Continued on page 6.
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