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The jurd filed  siowly out, aml 1
watched them ansiomsly,  In faee of
the corotr's ins raetlone, they eaald
bring In but one verdict, yot I Knew

from experience that a jury Is ever an
unknown quantity, often producing the
most unexpected resulte,

The dlstriet attorney came down
from his seat and shook hands with
both of us.

“That was a great stroke!" he sald,
with frank admiration. “Whatever
made you suspect "

Mr. Royee handed him the note for
amswer, He read it through and stared
back at us In astonishment.

“Why,” be begun, “who wrote this?"

“That's the note that was delivered
10 us awhile ago." answerasd Mr., Royce,
*You know as much about It as we do,
But It seems to me a pretty important
plece of evidence. I turn It over to
You."

“Important!” erled Singleton. *I
should say so! Why, gentlemen,” and
his eyes were gleam!ing, “this was writ-
ten either by an accomplice or by the
woman herself!"

AMy chief nodded.

“Precisely,"” he said. “I'd get on the
trick of the writer without delay.”

Bingleton turned and whispered a
few words to a clerk, who hurried
from the room. Then he motioned to
two smooth faced, well bullt men who
sut near by, spoke a word to the coro-
ner and retired with them into the lat-
ter's private office.  The reporters
crowded about us with congratulations
and guestions, They scented a mys.
tery. What was the matter with Sin-
gleton? What was the new plece of
evidence? Was it the note? What
wis in the note?

Mr, Royce smiled,

‘Gentlemen,” he sald, “I trust that
my connection with this affair will end
Iu @ very few winutes. For any fur-

ther information I must refer you to
the district attorney. The case ig In hily
honls,”

But those men he had summoned into
his oilice were Karle nnd Johnson, the
cloverest detectlves on the foree, What
did he want with them? Mr. Royce
merely shrugged his shoulders, where-
at the reporters deserted him  and
massed themselves before the door into
the coroner's room, It opened o a mo-
anent, and the two deteetives came hur.
ryving out. They looked neither to the
vizht nor left, but shouldered their way |
cruelly through the erowd, paying not
the slightest gttention to the questions
showerad upon them. Then the dis-|
triet attorney came out and took in the
situation at a glance,

“(jentlemen,” he said, raising his
volee, 1 can answer no questions, 1
must request you to resume your seats
or I shall ask the coroner to clear the
room," |

They knew that he meant what he
gild, so they went back to thelr chalrs
chagrined, disgusted, biting thelr nalls,
siriving valnly to work out a solution
to the puzzle. It was the coroner’'s
clerk who ereated a diverslon,

“1'he jury is ready to report, sir,” he
announced,

“Very well; bring them out.”  And
the jurymen filed slowly back to thelr
sente, I gozed at ench fuce and cursed
the  Inexpressiveness of the human
Countenmnmnes,

“Huve yvon arvived at a verdlet,
tlemen ?” asked the coroner.

“We have, sie,” answerad one of them
and hunded a paper to the elerk. |

“Is this your verdict, gentiemen?"
asked the coroner. “Do you all coneur
in ity

They answered in the aflirmative as
thelr names were called,

“The c¢lerk will read the
salil Goldberg.

Julius stood up and eleared his throat.

“We, the jury,” he read, “lmpaneled
in the case of Hirnm W, Holladay, de-
ceased, do find that he came to his
death from a staly wound in the neck,
inflicted by a penknife in the hands of
21 person or persons unknown,"

|
gen-

verdict,"”

CHAPTER V.
HE coroner dismissed the jury
and eame down and shook
hamds with us,

“I'm going to reward you for
vour clever work, Mr. Royce,"” he sald,
“Will you take the good news to Miss
Holladny ?**

My chief could not repress the swift
flush of pleasure which reddened his
cheeks, but be managed to speak un-
concernedly,

“Why, yes; certainly.
if you wish it,"” he sald.

“I do wish It,"” Goldberg assured him,
with a tact and penetration 1 thought
admirable, “You may dismiss the po

I'll be glad to,

lieeman who 18 with her.”
OQur junlor looked inquiringly at the

| *While 1

distvief attorioy,

“Before 1 20" he sald, “may
what you intand dolng, sir?"”

“I Intend tinding the writer of that
note,” answesd Singleton, smilng.

“But, abou Miss Holladay ¥

Singleton  tapped his  lps
fully with h's peneil.

“Before 1 answer,” he sald at last, 1
should like 10 go Wl'lll you and ask her
one question.'”

“Very well,” assented Mr. Royee In-
stantly and led the way to the room
where Miss Holladay awalted us,

Bhe rose with flushing face as we en-
tered and stood looking at us without
speaking; but, despite her admirable
composure, I could guess how she was
racked with anxlety.

“Miss IHollnday,” began my chief,
“this Is Mr. Singleton, the district at-
torney, who wishes to nsk you a few
questions.”

“One question only,” corrected Sin-
gleton, bowing, “Were you at yvour fa-
ther's office yesterday afternoon, Miss
Holladay ?"

*No, slr,” ghe answered Instantly and
emphatically. “I have not been near
my father's office for more than a
week."”

I saw him study her for a moment,
then he bowed agaln.

“That is nll,” he said. *I don't think
the evidence Justifies me in holding
ber, Mr. Royee,” and he left the room,
I followed him, for T knew that 1 hiad
no further part in our junior's erramd.
I went back to our table and busied
myself gathering together our belong-
ings. The room had gradually eleared
and at the end of ten minutes only
the coroner and his clerk remained.
They bhad another case, It scemed, to
open  In the morning—another case
which perhans involved just as great
heartachie and anguish as ours had.
Five minutes later my chief came hur-
rying back to me and a glance at Lis

I ask

thought-

|

beaming eyes told me how he had been

| welcomed,

“Miss Holladay has started home
with her mald,” he sald, “She nsked
me to thank you for her for the great
work you did this afternoon, Lester. 1
told her it was really you who had
done everything, Yes, it was!" he add-
e, answering my gesture of denial,
wias  groping  helplessly
around In the dark you found the way
to the light. DBut come; we must get
back to the office,”

We found a cab at the curb and in

o woment were rolling back over the
route we lind teaversed that morning—
HEes o, a8 it seemsd to me! It was
only a fow minutes after 3 o'clock,

| amd 1 retleeted that 1 should yet have

time to complete the papers in the
Hurd case Lefore leaving for the night,

Mre, Grabam was still at his desk,
nud he at once demanded an account
of the hearing. 1 went back to my
work, and so caught only a word here
atd there—enough, however, to show
me that our senior wns deeply inter-
ested in this extrnordinary affalr. As

for me, 1 put all thought of It resolute- |
ly from me and devoted myself to the

"work in hamd. It was done at Inst,
cund 1 locked my desk with a slgh of
"pellef.  Mr, Graliam nodded to me
kindly ns I passed out, aml [ left the
otfice with the comfortable feeling
that I had done a good day's work for
myself ns well as for my cmployers,

A man who had apparently been
loitering In the hall followed me luto
thie elevator,

“This is Mr. Lester, lsn't 1t?" he
asked g8 the enr started to descend,

“Yes,"” [ sald, looking at him in suar-
prise. He was well dressed, with
alert eves and strong, pleasing face. 1
had never seen bim belore,

“And you're going to dinner, aren't
vou, Mr. Lester?” he continued.
“Yes—to dipner,” 1 assented, more

and wore surprised,

“Now, don't think me lmpertinent,”
he sald, smiling at my look of amage-
ment, “but 1 waunt you to dine with
me this evening. 1 can promlse you
ns good a meal us you will get at most
places in New York."

“But I'm not dressed,” 1 protested.

“Ihat doesn't matter In the least—
neither am I, you see. We will dine
‘without others.'"

“Where?' 1 questioned,

“Well, how would the Btudio sult 7

The car bad reached the ground floor,
and we left It together, | was com-
pletely In the dark as to my compan-
lon's purpose, and yet It could have but
one explanation—It must be connected
in some way with the Holladay case,
Unless—and | glanced at him agaln,
No, certainly, he was not a confidence
man—even if he was, 1 would rather
welcome the adventure. My curlosity
won the battle.

“YVery well,” I sald, “I'll be glad to
nc_o_gpt your invitation, Mr."—

| daughter would goin,
She already had all |

I almost equally

He nodded approvingly.

“There spoke the man of sense.
Well, vou shall not go unrewarded,
Godfrey 18 my name—no, you don't

know me, but 'l soon explnln myself,

Here's my eab.”

1 mounted into I,
seemed to me that there was an un
usunl number of lohierers abont the
door of the bullding, bit we were off
in n moment, and 1 did not give them
a second thonght, We rattled ont into
Brondway and tarmsd northward  for
the three mile stralghtaway ran 1o
Unlon square. 1 notleed o o monent
that we were golng ot o rate of spemd
rathier exceptional for a enby nnd it
steadlly Inerensod as the driver fonnd
a clear road before him, My eompan
fon threw up the teap In the root of
the eab aa we swung around into Thir
teenth street,

“All right, 8am ¥

The driver grinned
through the hole,

“All vight, sir”
couldn't stand the
They're distanced.”

The trap snapped down again. We
turned Into Sixth avenue amd stopped |
In n moment before the Studio, gray
and forbidding without, but a drmlmn'l
within, My companion led the way up- |
stalrs to a private room, where a table |
atond, ready set for us, The oysters
appeared before we were fairly seated,

“You see,” he smiled, 1 made bold |
to belleve that you'd come with mo.!
and so had the dinner already ordered.”

I looked at him without replylng. 1|
was completely In the dark, Could
this be the writer of the mysterious

he after me, It

he ealled,
down ot us

he nnswered, “"They |
pace n little bit

“Of course you're puzzled,” he gald,

note? DBt what could his object be? |
Above all, why should he so expose |
bimself? He smiled again ns he ¢ aught |
my glance,

“Of course you're puzzled,” he sald.
“Weall, I'll make a clean breast of the |
mutter ot once, 1 wanted to talk
with you ahout this Holladoy case,
and 1 decided that a dinner ot the
Studio would be Just the ticketr," |

I notded. The soup was a thing to
marvel at.

“You were right,” I assented,
idea was a stroke of genius.”

“I knew you'd think so. You see,
since this morning I've been making
rather a study of you, That coup of
yours nt the coroner's court this after- |
woon  wis admirable, one of the hest
thinge 1 over saw."

I bowed my acknowledgments,

“The

“You were there, then?' 1 asked.

“Oh, yes. I couldn't afford to mlss
i

*“The color blind theory was a simple
one,"

“8So simple that It never oceurred to
any one else, 1 think we're too apt
to overlook the simple explanations,
which are, after all, nearly alwnys
the true ones, It's only in books that
we meet the reverse, You remember
It's Gaborian who advises one always
to distrust the probable?”

“Yes, I don't agree with him."

“Nor 1, Now take this case, for In-
stance. 1 think It's safe 1o state that
murder, where it's not the result of

sudiden passlon, Is always ecommitted
for one of two objects—revenge or
galn, But Mr, Holladay's past life has

FRnew
! more than

~dld the writer of the note know of Rog. |

| elae

| T did not quite understand.

been pretty thoroughly probed by the'

reporters, and nothing has been found
to Indicate that he had ever made a
deadly enemy, at least among the class
of people who resort to murder, so that
does away with revenge., On the other
hand, no one will galn by his death-
many will lose by it—In fact, the whole
cirele of his assoclates will lose by it
It might seem, nt first glance, that his
but I think she
loses most of ull.
the money she could possibly need, and
she's lost her father, whom, it's qulte
certiln, ghe loved dearly.
mains 7"

“Only one thing,” 1 sald, deeply Inter-
ested in this exposition. “Sudden pas-
slon."

He nodded exultantly.

“That's it. Now, who was the wom-
an? From the first | was certaln It

| could not be his daughter—the very

thought was preposterous. It seems
absurd, however, to

8o what re- |

up with any other woman., He cer-|
talnly has not been for the Inst quarter
of a century - but hefore that -well, it's
not o eortain.  And there's one strik-
Ing polnt which seems to Indleate his
gullt.” {

“Nes - vou mienn, of course,
sembilnnee 1o bls daughter”
“Precively,. Such o resemblanee mist
exlst--n  resemiblanee  unusanl,  even
striking—or it would not for n moment
have decelved Rogors Wi mustr pre
member, however, that Rogers” otlice
wits not bribantly Hghted and that he
merely glaneed ot her St whatever
minor diterenees there may have bheon,
shios Biaed the ade, the geneval appearanee,
the look, of Mis«s Holladay, Mere facial
resemblianee wny linppen in n hundeed
ways by chanee, Lul the alr, the look,
the ‘altogether,” I8 very Jdifferent - It In
dicates n Iilevinl l'i'!:llilll’lﬂl.l,r_ .“} the
ory I8 that she is an legitimate chlld, |
perhaps four or flve years older than
Miss Holladay,"

I paused to consider.  The theory
was reasonable, and yet It had its
faults,

“Now, let's see where this leads us'™
he contlnued,  “Let us assume tlwli
Hollnday bhas been providing for this
Hlegitimate danghter for years, At
lnst, for some reason, he (8 Indueed to
withdraw this support, or, perhaps, the
girl thinks her allowanee Insufficlent,
At nny reate, after, let us suppose, in-
effeetual appeals by letter, she does
the despernte thing of calling at bis |
office to protest In person, Bhe finds
him Inexorable—we know his reputa-
tlon for obstinacy when be had once
made up his mind.  She repronches
him—she 18 already desperate, remem-
ber—and he answers with that stinging
sarensm for which be was noted.  In
an ecstasy of anger she snatehes up
the knife and stabs him; then, In an
agony of remorse, endeavors to check
the blood, She sees at lust that 1t Is
nseless, thset she cannot save hilm, nnd
leaves the otllce,  All this 1s plausible,
isn't Ity

“Very plausible” 1 nssented, look-
Ing at him In some astonlshment, “You
forget one thing, however,  ogers tes-
tified that he was Intimately nequaint-
el with the affalrs of his employer
and that he would inevitubly have
known of any Intrigue such as you
suggEest”

My ecompnnion paused for a mo-
ment's thought,

“I don't belleve that Rogers would
g0 Inevitably have known of It he
gald at last.  “But, admit that—-then
there I8 nnother theory., Holladay has
not  been supporting his  illegitimate
child, whe learns of her parentage nnd
goes to bl to demand her rights, That
fits the ease, doesn't 1t

“Yes," 1T admitted, “It also 18 plausi-
ble,™

“It 18 more than plausible” he sald
gquietly.  “Whatever the detalls may
b, the body of the theory itself Is un-
impeachinble—it's the only one which
fits the facts, 1 believe It eapable of
proof. Don’t you see how the note
Lielps to prove it

“The note?”

I started ot the word, and my suspl-
clons sprang fnto Ufe agaln. 1 looked
at him quickly, but his eyes were on
the eloth and he was rolllng up innu-
merabile Hitle pellets of bread,

“That note” he added, “proved two
things, One was that the writer was |
deeply interested in Miss [olladay's
welfare: the other was that he or she
Rogers, the elerk, Intimately-—- |
Intimately; nlmost as well
as o physielan knows an old patient.” |
“I ndmit the first,” T sald. "\'utl'lllI
have to expliin the secomd.” |

“The second (s self evident, IHow

her re-

o

ors” infirmity?

“Iis Inflrmity 7

“Certalnly—hig eolor lindness, T con.
fess I'm puzzled, IHow could any one
know It when Rogers himself
Aidn’t know 1t7 That's what T should
like to have explained. Perhaps there's
only one man or woman In the world
who could know, Well, that's the one
who wrote the note. Now, who Is it?"

“Rut,” 1 began quickly, then stopped,
Shonld 1 set him right, or was this a
trap he had prepared for me?

Iis eves were not on the eloth now,
but on me, There was a llght In them |
[ felt thnt'.

I must be sure of my ground before I
went forward,
“It should be very easy to trace the
writer of the note,” 1 sald, |
“The police have not found it s0."" |
lth’?’“ 1
“No. It was given to the doorkeeper
by a boy-—just an ordinary boy of from
twelve to fourteéen years, The man
didn't notiee him especinlly, IHe sald
there was no auswer und went away.
How are the police to find that boy?
Buppose they do find him, Probably
all he could tell them would be that a
man stopped hlim at the corner and
gave him a quarter to take the note to

the coroner's office,” |

“He might give a description of the
man,” I ventured,

“What would a boy's description be |

worth? It would be at the best vague,
and fndefinite. Besldes, they've not|

| even found the boy. Now, to return to,

the note.”

We had come to the coffee and clgars,
and 1 felt it time to protest,

“Before we return to the note, Mr.

“You belong to the detective foree,
then?"

“1 have belonged to It
I'm In other employ.”

“And what was your object In bring-
Ing me here this evening ?

“One portion of my object has been
necomplished, The other wns to ask
you to write out for me a copy of the
note,"

At present

“But who was It pursued us up
Broandway "
“Oh, 1 have rivala!” he chuckled, *1

flntter myself that was rather neatly

done, WHI you glve me n copy of the
note, Mr, Loster?”

“No,” 1T answered squarely. “You'll
have to go to the pollee for that. '
out of the cose.”

ITe bowed across the table to me

with a Httle lnugh, As 1 looked at him
his fmperturbable good humor touched
me, 4

“I'll tell you one thing, though' 1
added; “the writer of the note knew
nothing of Rogers' color blindness,
You're off the scent there.”

“1L am?" he asked amazedly, “Then
how did you know It, Mr. Lester?”

“1 suppose you detectives would eall
It deduction, | deduced 1t."

He took n contemplative puff or two
as he looked at me,
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