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beneh before New York elalmed him
a8 a writing zoniue, there las heen
tilk of a cozy home for scribblers.
have never met a writer who ac-
tually suffered the pangs of hunger.
O, Henry perhaps came nearest to
it in New York in the last decade.
Anyway there {s to he a nilty little
attic for writers In the new Author's
league studio apartment building. 1t
will be 13 stories high and above
thesze will rise a tower four stopies
high.

In less affluent writing days, it
any. T used to journey to second-hand
clothes shopa on Second avenue in
the spring to dispose of my winter
#uit. Tt hecama a sort of high ad-
venture.

The suit was
With uncanny
opened the
would say:

usually of Twown.
instinet and befors 1

package the overlord
“If, it is brown, I don't

machines and the like, The proprie-

tor tells me monst of his patrons are
city folk and the heavlest rush of
trade is after tha theater.

The library wall
street s the pitch ground of the
night peddlers, For five centas one
may scan the heavens through a tele-
seope,  Al=a Drayver
engraved on a pin head. Brown der
bied men sell naughty ¥rench pic-
tures. Silk neckties for a dime—with
the whispered implication they were
stolen. A stranze crew nof silesmen.
They mingle together but rarely
verpe, A few salem a
meet their needs,

on Forty-second

see the Liord's

ocon-
night seem to

I have a note from Reconcilament
Department of a New York bank. 1
fear to open it. 1 suppose they ean-
not reconcile inecoming checks of
mine with the amount deposited.

(Copyright, 1825.)
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A Cross Word

Puzzle Mystery

By Vincent Fuller "

(Contmued From Saturday.)

“Do you hope for much from that,
Burke?"'

“We'll have to get each one into a
state of mind about it first—grill
them for several hours, and then,
when their nerves are pretty well
shot, flash this film on the screen
suddenly in the room where they're
sitting. If one of them's guilty,
they're pretty sure, in my estimation,
to break down., Somebody did this™”

“Yes, we're sure of that—at least,”
Smith smiled wryly, “The thing that
I want now is to have that library
searched. The architect's plans don't
chow anything in the nature of a
sacret panel, And the architect—he
rust be eighty now—remembers noth-
ing of the kind. The workman are
seattered, and we can't reach them,
Still, that emerald was in that room,
and must he thera s=till. That wnnlrl
be the only reason for the thief's
going down there at night.”

With his nssistants, Smith went
into the room to supervise the search.
Measurements were already being
taken by his assietants; walls and
wandwork were being carefully sound-
ed for hollow spaces. Books were
taken fronm the shelves and examined,
and the shelves also were serutinized

with extreme cgre. The furniture
was probed. And all the work went
on noiselessly, 80 as not to arouse

suspicion on the part of those above.
Smith éven had a jeweler on hand
o examine the elaborate heavy clock
¢t stood on the mahogany mantel.
Put the sum total of several hours
uf sllent investigation was—nothine.
Nothing, that {=, except some ripped
furniture, hastily repalred.

“We won't find anything until we
tear the room dowmn,” Smith told
Burke in dizscouraged tones, “And we
van't do that yet. We might find the
emerald, hut it'a the thief we're after
—~the thief and the murderer.

“TMave vou heard from the reporis
yet?'"

“Not a word,
avery minute.”

Whereupon 8mith ordered the room
set to rights, and in the dining reom
smoked a cigaret with Burke,

They were interrupted by the arri-
val of one of Smith's assistants.
""Henry Talbot's report, Mr. Smith.
I brought it right out.”

Smith grabhed the rsport, and to-
gether he and Burke bent over it.
When they raised thelr sves to look
at each other, thers was renawed life
in their faces, "We nright as well go
up to this first one's room, and quiz
her a little there,” Burke said. ‘“Tha!
will give the people time to clear
ont."”

Accordingly, a minuts later, Helen
Barr was admitiing them to her room,
in answer to & soft rep on her door.

““The thing we want to know, Miss
Barr, 18 your reason for suspecting
Homer Chalfonte, and for writing &
crogs-word puzzle casting suspiclon on
him and slipping it under the door of
Miss Pitkin'a room in the middle of
the night?"”

Helen's evem widened,
nothing of the kind.”

“0Oh, yes, you did. Wa're not here
{o argue it. We're here to get your
reasons."

"“But what makes you think T 414?"
Her breath was coming quickly.

‘““The report of Henry Talbot, hand-
writing expert, for one thing. You
worked carefully, we'll admit, hut
still, in the haste of printing tha let.
ters, vou couldn’'t wholly control the
long years of established habits of
An occasional stroke le-
trays you. an occasional eurl of the
letters. There's no use in trying to
vonceal the fact.”

“T—I—T did do it. T don't know
why T led about it. I thought I
vouldn't be traced by anyhbody. . .
1 wrote 1t, not o much hecause 1 ‘h'\rl
any real evidence against Homer
Chalfonte, ar because [ was so wor-
rvled about Grant—Mr, Fowler, 1
linew he wasn't gullty., And after all,
Homer Chalfonte had had that jar.
It was his—he hrought it here—not
Grant. And he could so easily have
placed 1t In Grant's room, A ‘plant’
you ecall it, don't you? And . . .
that's all there {8 to it." Her volce
quickened then: “And doesn't Homer
Chalfonte's sulcide—"'

I'm expecting them

“I—I daid

“What makes you think It was
sulclde?”
“Why. everything. Fe~he mur-

dered—1'm gsure he did—to get the
emerald back. He thought by rights
that it belonged to him or to his
family. And then he felt he was
traced, and wauld be discovered, and

vommitted sulelde, That's what T
think, and nothing can shake the
thought out of my head. Hesldes,

think of the doors and windows locked
on the inside.”

“A veory Interesting theory, Mies
Barr—except that it may not take all
the facts lato Account. , . . But you
had no other reason for suspecting
Chalfonte, ather than the ones you've

'ven?"

“Neno. Nona that T can remetnber
Rew, . .. It I think of any I'll tell
You,

o

“Nery good of vou. . . .
guess that's all, on'y
more puzzles, though,
to you." Smith
“You're hardly
that."

Then they left. As they went down
the hall towaxd Miss Minty's room,
Burke opened hig notebook and point
ed out an item to Smith. The |tem
read: ‘“‘Helen Barr faints when the
doctor announces death hy polson,”

Smith nodded his head. “Anxious
to imake It suicide, too,’” he mur
mured.

Miss Minty Pitkin, similarly eon
fronted in her room, admitted at once
that she had ref‘e]\m the puzzle that
had been slipped under her door, har
worked it at once, and had reported
it the next day to Helen and Hose,
and had—as she pointed out—given it
to Burke on returning #om the
funeral,

“And now ahout
wrote, Miss Pitkin. Why dla vou
write it—the one you pliced under
the flowers on the coffin, I mean?"

“Yes, I wrote that, and I'll tell you
exactly why. First, though, 1'd like
te know how you know 1 wrote it."

“Tracing such handwrlting as vours
fsn't very difficult, Miss Pitkin, It
was very easy, In fact. 1 suppose
that your years and the niervous ten-
sion of the whole affair betraved you
more easily than you think.”

“All right. But I don't pretend
for a minute that T didn't write {t,
Just note that, young man. Now I'll
tell you why T did it. T worked the
puzzle that was slipped under mv
door, as I told you. That pointed
suspiclon at Homer Chalfonte—whom
I had suspected all along, anyway—
e and that Hindu. Well, T knew Hel
en was frightfully worried ahout
Grant. Almost hysterical, she wae
8o I went right down to her room
and was going in tell her ahout it
 "You went to Miss Barr's room with
the

All right, 1
write
i= my advice
rose as he spoke.
clever enough for

any

this puzzle you

puzzle that was slipped under

your door, eh?" 8mith smiled, and
glanced at Burke

“I did, Wasn't it a natural thing
to do?"

“Certainly.”

“Waell, just as T was ahout tn rap
on her door I glanced around and

saw somelhing that gave me the
scare of my life.” She paused, to
note with lively evesa the effect of her
announcement.

“Yes, go on, Miss Pitkin."

“I saw the shadow of a head on
the wall, an enormous shadow—it was
the shadow of a head with a turban
on {t! Now what that Hindu was up
to, I don't know. I didn't walt to
find out. I went back to my room
as fast am I could gn and wrote a
puzzle abont him, and that was the
puzzle 1 slipped under the flowers on
the coffin the next morning.'

“You couldn't see what Mr. Bose
was dolng?"

‘No. Apd T didn't walt to find
out."

“On which wall was the shadow?"

‘““The south one, It was cast by
tha light burning downstalrs, I've
thought since that he must have

been on the landing."

This information touched Smith to
agtion, He wondered, as he loft the
room with Burke, if he had bheen
wrong in releasging CGhopal Hose,

GhopAl, who had returned to the
Dunsghithh house, was as ready to tell
what he knew, apparently, as Miss
Minty had been ready 1o tell about
him.

“Yea, T was out In the hall on that

nigiht. You know that the emerald
really helongs to the god of my pren
wle, T was trying to get it, and admit
that 1 was, Bur L cowld do nothing
with the safe In Mrs. Dunseath’s
room. And as I was returning to

my room, T was aware that somebody
wae moving about softly, downetalrs
I crouched and tried to see who it
was, [ couldn't see.'

‘Conld vou tell whether it
man or a woman?"’

“No-~the sounds were too =oft, and
I conld ses nobody, 1 was about to
go down when 1 heard somebody elge
moving. 1t must have hean Miss 1*it
Kin. Naturally 1 aid not want to be
meen prowling around. T did not
know whether [ had been seen or not,
But I did not—what do you ecall t?7—
wish to ‘take a chance,' Hence I ve-
tired to my own reom.”

Together Burke and Smith reviewed
their findings in the Kkitchen, the in-
mates of the Nouse having been re-
leased from thelr rooms.

“Apparently, we've only oleared the
Jungle of some underbrush, hut we
aught to he able to see the blg things
all the better. At least, we ought 1o
be able to mes where the hig things
arc. Fopy one, 'm still convineed that
the emerald's hidden somewhere In
the libeary. 1 have thal moch faith
In Chalfonte’'s puzzle.  ‘'hen, we have
Helen Burr—her theory of wsulcide
her  wghtation—=which doesn't mean
much In Jtself, SN0, s clear thit
she lsn't acting openly, as most ol
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