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SYNOPSIS 

John Spencer and his cousin, Geof- 
frey Bohun, are vacationing in Aus- 
tria. Geoffrey Is a gifted portrait 
painter but prefers to paint land- 

scapes. While strolling in the forest, 
John hears English voices and de- 

cides to investigate. From safe 

cover he finds four men burying a 
man in green livery who, evidently, 
had been murdered. Pharaoh is the 

leader of the gang; the others are 

Dewdrop, Hush and Bugle. Unfortu- 

nately, John makes himself known 

to the assassins by dropping a letter 
with his name and address on It. He 

tells Geoffrey and his chauffeur, 
Barley, of his adventure. Geoffrey, 
realizing that John's life is in dan- 

ger, declares he must vanish. Spencer 
discovers that the livery of the mur- 
dered man corresponds to the livery 
of the servants of Yorlck castle, and 
tells Countess Helena, mistress of 

the castle, what he had seen. With 

Geoffrey and Barley, lohn starts for 
Annabel, a nearby village. They en- 
counter Pharaoh. In making their 

getaway they exchange shots with 

the gang, without serious result. 

They arrive at the Yorick estate, 
where Lady Helena had requested 
John and his cousin to meet her. 

She reveals to them what the gang 
is after. Her father had converted 
his immense fortune into gold sov- 

ereigns and hidden them away in a 

secret vault in the castle. Knowing 
that his son, Valentine, Helena's 
brother, was incapable of controlling 
so large a fortune, he had revealed 
it to Helena alone just before his 

death. In some manner, the news 

leaked out, and Pharaoh is after the 
treasure. 

CHAPTER II—Continued 

—4— 

Upon a sudden Impulse, 1 put 
out my hand for hers. She gave 

.It to me gravely enough. Then I 

went down on one knee and put the 

cool, slight fingers up to my lips. 
As she caught her breath— 

“Your servant,” I said quietly, 
"and you may tell whom you 

please.” 
• ••••* 

Eight hours had gone by, and I 

was sitting at Villach, In the driv- 

er’s seat of the Rolls. My cousin 
was on the platform. 
The train from Salzburg steamed 

out. 

Without a word being spoken our 

baggage was lifted aboard, and as 

Barley climbed in among it, my 
cousin sat down by my side. 

“Let her go, John.” 
Ten miles on we pulled up by 

the side of the road. 
I felt my cousin nudge me. Then 

he lifted his voice. 

"Anything to report. Barley?” 
The answer came pat. 
“No, sir. Nothing at all.” 

My cousin sat very still. Then 

he slewed himself around in his 

seat. 

"That’s strange," he said. “I'd 

half an Idea that you might per- 

haps have seen someone—someone 

you thought you knew.” 

“No, sir,” said Barley, firmly. 
“No one nt all." 

“Look here,” said Geoffrey, "be- 

fore you left—" 
A desperate voice cut him short. 
“Could I see you alone, sir. a 

moment?” 

"You can speak the truth here 

and now. Mr. Spencer isn’t going. 
We’re all three going to stay.” 

“Very good, sir. Then I seen 

Pharaoh. And Dewdrop beside. I’ll 

swear it was them. In Salzburg: 
this afternoon. Come out of the 

station, they did, as I walked in.” 

CHAPTER III 

On Patrol. 

IF 
BARLEY'S news had given us 

something to go on, it pointed 
the wisdom of acting without delay. 
This for two very good reasons. In 
the first place, Salzburg for Pha- 
raoh was dangerous ground, for 

anyone moving in Salzburg must 

plainly be under the hand of the 
Salzburg police: if, therefore, we 
could find him and then arouse 

suspicion sullicient to have him de- 
tained. although he might put up a 

fight, his race was as good as run. 
Secondly, it seemed pretty certain 
that Pharaoh had split his force 

and that Rush and the fourth of 

the rogues were yet in the coun- 

tryside: and that meant that if we 

could find them, we should only 
have two men to deal with, and 

those very ordinary thieves. (And 
here 1 will say that I afterwards 
learned that the fourth rogue was 

known as Bugle.) 
I will not set out our discussion 

of these very obvious points, for 

fully three hours had gone by be- 

fore with many misgivings our 

plans were laid. 

Early the following morning, 
Geoffrey and Barley and I were to 

visit The Reaping Hook: that Bu- 

gle and Rush would be gone, we 

had no doubt, but we had some 

hope of tracing the damaged car. 

If this should lead us up to the 
men we sought, we should at once 

give battle vnd do our best to lay , 

the two by the heels: but unless 

by midday we had picked up some 
definite clue, then Geoffrey and 

Barley would leave for Salzburg 
by train, whilst 1 remained at Plu 

tuage, lying low during the day 
time and patrolling the roads about 
Yorick from dust to dawn. “And 

I give you my word,” said Geof 

froy, “if only you’ll mind your step, 
I think you’re more likely to get 
there than Barley and I. We've got 
to search a city, and we don’t know 
where to begin. But your field is 

much more narrow. In the first 
place, Yorick's a loadstone, and Bu- 

gle and Rush will naturally turn 

that way. . . . But you simply must 
watch your step. You're out to get 
Information, not to attack. If you 
find them, you must not strike: lie 

down and see them home, and then 
drive all out for Salzburg and Bar 

ley and me. Will you give me your 
word to do that? And always to 

be back at Plumage before it’s 

light?” 
I gave him my solemn word, but 

I knew in my heart that he would 

never have left me If he had 

thought it likely that I should find 

Bugle and Rush, and that, though 
he disliked the idea of my work 

lng alone, he was doing his best 

to choose the lesser evil and to 

keep me away from Pharaoh at any 

price. 
Thanks to my ludy's foresight, 

we could now send word to Yorick 

, without any waste of time, and be- 
fore we left the next morning our 

groom was on his way to the cas- 

tle, hearing a note from my cou- 

sin in which he had set out our 

plan. 
It was barely eight o’clock when 

we ran into Annabel. 

By Geoffrey’s direction I stopped 
the car at cross roads out of sight 
of The Reaping Hook: then he and 

Barley descended and walked as 

far as the forge which was wall 

Ing one side of the forecourt that 

graced the inn: and there Geoffrey 
stood by the corner while Barley 
walked up to the house. 

As luck would hove it, a servant 
was washing the steps, and a word 
from Barley brought him to Geof- 

frey’s side. 

Then my cousin turned and 

waved, and I brought up the Rolls, 
for, as we had fully expected, the 

birds were flown. One minute later 

we were speaking to the host and 

his wife. . . . 

Now we had had no doubt that 

the moment we questioned their 

late undesirable guests, the two 

would be only too ready to talk 

themselves hoarse: but we were 

not prepared for the spate of inco- 
herence which our casual inquiry 
unloosed. The two were simply 
bursting to vent such a volume of 

grievance as I can only compare to 
the burden of Christian’s sins. 

When we had heard them in silence 

for what seemed a quarter of an 
hour and had inspected the spots 
at which violence had been com- 

mitted or damage done, we ven 

tured to put the questions which 

we had come to ask. 

The strangers were gone. 
What was the order of their go- 

ing and what had become of their 
car? 

Our words might have been a 

spell. 
I have never seen human beings 

so suddenly change their tune. As 

though we had turned some tap. the 
fountain of talk stopped dead: all 

their excitement died an Immediate 

death, and the two became as crafty 
and sullen as though we had come 
to trap them and to do them some 

, 
evil turn. 

They had seen nothing at all. 

One minute the strangers were 

there, and the next they were gone. 
They had not seen them go; they 
knew nothing of any car: when 

we spoke of Its being disabled, 
they glanced at one another and 

shook their heads. 

“Scared stlfl7‘ said Geoffrey 
shortly. 

In silence we returned to the 
Rolls. “And now for Plumage and 
Villach. At least, tills means we 

can catch an earlier train” 
Four hours later I bade my cou 

sin farewell. 
***••• 

Helena glanced at her wrist and 
folded the map. 
We were sitting by the water ai 

Plumage, and had been for half an 
hour, for when I got back from 

Vallich, a note from my lady was 
waiting to say that I might expect 
her at five o'clock. 

“Do you think you can And your 
way?" 

“I think so,” said I. 

"By night, without lights, upon 
roads that you’ve never seen?" 

I swallowed. 

“I propose to watch certain 

points — the turning to Lass, for 

instance, and the coppice that yon 
call Starlight: that’s where the 

road turns closest to Yorick It- 

self.” 
“And the car?” 

“I’ll find some track or other and 

park her there.’’ 
Helena drew in her breath. 

"And supposing they’re there be- 

fore you and watch you arrive. . . . 

They'll let you park the car and 

steal back to the road. They’ll let 

you pick your position and settle 

down. . . . And tomorrow at dawn 

they’ll be digging another grave.” 
“Be honest,” said I, laughing. 

“Why on earth should ltush and his 
fellow be watching these roads?” , 

“I don’t care,” said Helena swift- 

ly. "It isn't a one-man Job. Mr. 

Bohun must be out of his ndnd. 

Will you take Sabre with you? At 

least, he’ll give you warning if any 
one else is at hand." 

“I will, Indeed," said I. 

"What time are yon leaving 
here?" 
"About ten o’clock,” said 1. 

"Sabre shall be there tonight at 

a quarter past ten.” 

"And I’m not to thank you,” 1 

said. "1 stay at your house. I ride 

your horses: and now I’m to have 

your dog. As partnerships go. it 

seems to be rather one-sided." 

“That." said my lady, "is fool 

ish. What am I doing that, if you 

were placed as I am, you wouldn’t 

be glad to do?" 
"That ought to be the answer,’’ 

said 1. 

She was sitting sideways, prop- 

ping herself on an arm: and either 

because of her pose or because her 

hair was tumhled. she seemed no 

more the line lady, but only a beau- 

tiful child. 

Suddenly I knew thnt 1 was In 

love. 

• •••••• 

That night was very dark, and 1 

would have given a lot to have seen 

but once by daylight the roads that 
I was to patrol: quite apart from 

picking my way, I could see no 

track or turning until I was actu- 

ally there. 

It follows that after ten minutes 

the only idea I had left was to get 
to where Sabre was waiting at 

the mouth of the castle drive: and 

this, after great tribulation, I 

found about half-past ten. I over- 

ran It, of course. However, I knew 

I was right, so I stopped the en- 

gine and listened and then stepped 
into the road. 

I was hastening back in the 

shadows when I suddenly found 

The Drone of the Car Was Louder. 

that something was moving beside 
me, and then, before I could think, 
the Alsatian was licking my hand. 
At once I turned, to make my 

way back to the car, but the dog 
did not turn with me and when I 

put my hand on his collar, he would 
not move. 

I had not begun my patrol: the 
Rolls was out in the open; and 

Sabre refused to move. If he would 
not come. . . . 

I perceived that the first thing 
to do was to get the Rolls off 
the road. If Rush and Bugle were 
out— 

Far in the distance I heard the 

drone of a car. 

For an instant I stood spell- 
bound. Then I was out in the road 
and was whipping back to the 
Rolls. . . . 

Before I started the engine, 1 
listened again, to hear on the road 
behind me footfalls of some- 

body running, but lightly shod. 
Then — 

•‘In you go. Sabre.” said Helena, 
opening a door. 
As the dog leaped in, she took the 

seat at my side. 

“A hundred yards on,” she pant- 
ed. “As quick as you can. There’s 
a track on the right. I’ll show 

you.” 
The drone of the car was loud- 

er—some car on the road ahead. 
"Now." said Helena. "Steady." 
As I left the road for the track, 

tlie drone of the car approaching 
turned Into a snarl. 

I stopped the engine and Hung 
myself out of the Rolls. 

“Stay here.” I cried, and darted 
back to the bushes that were edg- 
ing the side of the road. 

The car was close now, and her 

headlights were on: but even as shp 
passed me, her driver lowered his 

lights and slackened his speed. 
I started to run down the road 

with Sabre loping beside me. 

The car had stopped now, quite 
close to the entrance drive. 

Cautiously I made my way for- 

ward. 

I was almost abreast of the tall* 

light, when Bugle spoke. 
“Two 'undred miles a day was 

what he snld. And he too* the 

speedometer reading before he 

went." 
M *E would," said Rush Tarmly. 
“ ’Cause he ain’t no fool," said 

Bugle, “lie’s seen your shape be- 
fore." 
“Now look 'ere. Bugle," snld 

Rush. “I’ll work the night through, 
If I’m doin’ good. But we ain’t 

goin’ to find little Arthur by rakin’ 
these roads." 

“Who's rakin’ roads?" snld Bugle. 
“I’haraoh says ‘Watch that castle,* 
an’ Pharaoh's right. That livery’s 
known. An' once he’s found the 

lady, he'll find her good. ‘Where the 
carcase Is,’ says Pharaoh," and, with 
that, he laughed fatly. 
“Gimme the pumps,” remarked 

Rush. "He’s got to take in petrol, 
and *ow many Rolls d’you set*?" 

"Pumps," said Bugle contemptu- 
ously. “An’ when Pharaoh asks If 
we’ve got him, what do we say? 
’Well, we ain’t exactly got him, but 
'ere’s a list o’ the petrol-pumps he’s 
used.’’’ He let out a hitter laugh. 

" 'E’s a nasty mind," said Rush. 

“That’s Gawd's truth, an’ you know 
it. Look at that voice. Off to 

Salzburg ttrst-class, but no one else 
must let up. ’E’s in some night-club 
now—you can lay to that." 

“’Ow far ’ave we done," said 

Bugle. 
After an uudlble struggle with 

the tale the speedometer told— 

"Ninety-four," said Rush. 
"Gawd ’elp,” said Bugle. “An’ he 

said two hundred a day." 
“Well, we can’t do both,” said 

Rush. "If 'e snld to watch the 

j castle—’’ 
“Figures is proof," said Bugle. 

"Anyways, young Arthur ain't here,” 
and, with that, he let In hts clutch. 

I ran for the Itolls like a mad- 

man and, panting Incoherence to 

Helena, started the engine and 

backed the car onto the road. An In- 

stant later we were flying In pur- 
suit of Bugle and Rush. After a 

frantic ten minutes l knew that my 

quarry wns lost. 

“John, If they come out tomor- 

row, I bet we follow them home." 
“‘We’?” said I. “You’re not com- 

ing out again." 
“I certainly am," said Helena. 

“For one thing, I simply love It, 
and you're not going to say after 

this that you can do it alone?” 
To my horrid disappointment, we 

kept a fruitless vigil the next two 

nights. 
So two days and two nights went 

by, and I had no news of Geoffrey, 
and, to judge from the wires which 

he sent, he had none for me. 

Our third patrol was over, and 

my lady and I were riding back 

from Plumage as the dawn was 

peering over the eastern woods. 

Helena turned to me. 

“Will you come and dine this 

evening? I’m not going to dress." 

“I'd love to, Helena.” 
“Then you ride up by yourself 

at a quarter to eight and tell Axel 
to bring up the roan and be at the 

edge of the forest at half-past 
nine." 

I hesitated. Then— 
“I wish," I said, “you’d give It a 

miss tonight.” 
“It isn’t every day that I fall foul 

of people like Pharaoh and Pha- 

roah’s crowd. The time’s out of 

joint, my dear John; and if I’m to 

help reduce It, I’ve got to step out 
of my beat. And here we are. Don’t 
look. I’m going to get off." 

As she gave me the reins, I had 

the maddest Impulse to throw my- 
self off my horse and take her Into 

my arms. 

As I pulled myself together— 
“You’re trembling, John. Are you 

cold?” 

“No,” said I. “I’m dreaming. You 
know how dogs shake and quiver 
when they’re dreaming some cu- 

rious dream.” 
“What are you dreaming?” asked 

Helena. 

“That you and I have ridden up 

through the forest to the castle 

to which you belong; that the 

dawn’s coming up, like the frost 

on a glass of cold water to wake 
a workaday world; that you’re 
standing there with Sabre, looking 
at me and smiling.” 
Her smile deepened Into a laugh. 
“Am I unreul?" 

“Oh, no. You’re wonderfully real. 
But all the rest is fantastic—the 
hour, the setting, our having the 

world to ourselves. And you’ve 
done It all, Helena. You’ve 

made the magic, created *he at- 

mosphere. When you go, it's going 
to go, too. . . . It's terribly hard 
to explain,” 1 concluded feebly 
enough; “but I think you’ve a pow- 
er you don’t know of, and that's 

the truth.” 

"I shall have to he careful," said 
Helena, 
***•••• 

It was twelve hours later that I 

opened a door of the Rolls and re- 

garded the petrol gauge. This was 

disconcerting. There was fuel 
enough for us to do our patrol; 
but If our quarry appeared there 

was not enough fuel for pursuit. 
Before we did anything else we 

must drive to some petrol-pump 
For a long time I hesitated, con 

sidering whether or not I should not 
go out forthwith and fetch It alone. 

But In the end I decided that, 

though it was most inconvenient, 
I had not sufficient warrant for 

breaking my tiro mine not to leave 

Plumage by •' :y I. therefore, con- 
tented m.vsi" :'h cleaning and oil 
lng the eng cc 
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Yoke-Sleeve Design 
House Frock That’s 

Very Easy to Make 
PATTERN 9623 

9623 

Ambitious beginners who have 

never sewn a stitch, but realize the 

economy in a home-made frock, will 

find this simple yoke-sleeve design 
an excellent way to learn to sew. 

The collarless neck (so comfortable, 
and easy to Iron), short sleeves and 

yoke cut in one, nnd an absolutely 
plain skirt, sum up its easy-to-make 
features. A few ynrds of pretty per- 
cale or broadcloth, and a card or two 

of bright buttons will find you 

launched on a career that's to prove 
of great satisfaction and tinancial 

saving to you. 
Pattern 9G23 may be ordered ouly 

In sizes 14, 16, 18, 20, 32, 34, 30. 38, 

40 and 42. Size 10 requires 3U yards 
36-Inch fabric. 
Send fifteen cents In coins or 

stamps (coins preferred) for this 

pattern. He sure to write plninly 
your name, address, style number 

and size. Complete, diagrammed sew 
chart included. 
Send your order to The Sewing 

Circle Pattern Dept., 232 W. eight- 
eenth St., New York, N. Y. 

YOU CANNOT FOOL 

CAMERA; RECORDS 
ONE’S CHARACTER 

Men are more self-conscious than 
women, decided Q. Malllard Kess- 

lore, New York artist-photographer, 
after reviewing his 20 years af mak- 
ing camera studies of famous faces. 
The camera, said Kesslere, reveals 

who Is and who Isn’t nt ense and 
also at what hour In the day a per- 
son shines brightest. 
For example: Maurice Chevalier, 

ho believes, Is at his peak before 
dinner. Tallulah Hankhead, the 
actress, and Jack Dempsey are their 
true selves In the afternoon. The 
full bloom of Rudy Vnllee’s person- 
ality never Is glimpsed until 4 a. m. 

Kings, said Kesslere, are usually 
“early birds." Mrs. Franklin D. 
Roosevelt, Warden Lawes of Sing 
Sing prison, and the prince of Wales 
also are classified as “morning 
glories." 
Men—even much photographed Irv- 

ing Berlin nml Giovanni Martlnelll 

of the Metropolitan opera—are apt 
to dou a stony smile for the camera. 
But most women like being photo 
graphed, said Kesslero. They can 

relax more easily, he reasoned, be- 

cause they are more familiar with 

th^lr own outward appenrnnce. “They 
know themselves much better—every 
smile, every little wink. Women 
look In mirrors until they can al- 

most close their eyes and see them- 

selves,” Kesslere declared. 

He believes that eyes and mouths 

are unfaltering records of character. 
"To a person of discernment," he 

said, “they never lie." 

Largest But 
What is said to be the largest bus 

ever built has been made In Cleve 
land for service between Damascus 

and Bagdad across the Syrian 
desert. It is GO feet long, has IS 

wheels, compartments for Go first and 

second clnss passengers, and Is In- 

sulated against the desert heat. 

Three oil-burning Diesel engines fur- 
nish power. 

Tribe Hides Bride’s Face 
From Groom for 9 Days 

Social life Is complicated among 
Guajiro Indians of Venezuela. 

Dr. Vincenzo Petrullo, whose ex- 

pedition for the University museum, 
Philadelphia, sought out the little 
known Guajiro tribe, explains that 

girls are locked up when they reach 

marriageable age, and can be seen 

only by their families. Even the 

suitor who marries one of them will 
not see her face until nine days after 
the wedding, though he spends the 
nine nights of his honeymoon with 

her, leaving her, as custom demands, 
before dnylight.—Science Service. 

sMn deep 
Aak your doctor. Aak the beauty 
expert. OARFIELD TEA—a cup 
nightly — often doea more for 
your akin and complexion than 
coatly coemetica. Expela poieon- 
oua body waatea that clog the 
porea and eventually cauae mud. 
dy, blotchy, erupted akin. A week of thla internal 

’ 

beauty treatment” 
will aatonleh you. Begin tonight. 

(At your drug storm) 

FREE 
SAMPLE 
QANFKID TEA 
CO.. Dapl «1 
Brooklyn. N Y. 

A Splendid Vnxatire Drink 

Eczema in Big 
Watery "Bumps'* 

Burning and Itching 
Relieved by Cutlcura 

The records abound with grateful 
letters of praise like the following. 
Name and full address are printed 
to show that Cutlcura letters are 

genuine beyond question. 
“My eczema began with an Itching 

on my hands, arms and feet, and 
when I scratched, big, watery bumps 
came. They burned and itched so, 
that I scratched and Irritated the 
affected parts. It worried me so I 
could not sleep. 

“I had this eczema for five years 
before I started to use Cutlcura. 

After using three cakes of Cutlcura 
Soap and three tins of Cutlcura Oint- 
ment the Irritation was relieved.” 
(Signed) Miss O. B. Reid, 850 Central 
Av., Hamilton, O. 
Oet Cutlcura Soap and Ointment 

NOW. Amazing also In relief of 
pimples, rashes, ringworm and other 
externally caused skin faults. Soap 
25c. Ointment 25c. At all druggists. 
Samples FREE. Write “Cutlcura,” 
Dept. 21, Malden, Mass.—Adv. 
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Of course, children should 
never drink coffee. And many 

grown-ups, too, find that the 

caffcin in coffee disagrees with 
them. If you are bothered by 
headaches or indigestion, or 

can’t sleep soundly, coffee may be to blame... why 
not try Postum for 30 days? It contains no caffein. 
It i3 simply whole wheat and bran roasted and 

slightly sweetened. Easy to make ... costs less than 
half a cent a cup. Delicious, too... and may prove 
a real help. A product of General Foods. 

FREE! Let us send you your first week's supply of 

Postumfrec! Simply mailcoupon. ©me.o.r.coBP. 

General Foods, Battle Creek, Mich. W. N. U. 1-4-3S 

Send me, without obligation, a week's supply of Postum. 

Name_ .—— .... . — 

Stree t--- 

City___State- 
Fill in completely, print name and address. 
(Offer Rood in U. S. only—expires Dec. 31,1936.) 


