HE TELEPHONE tinkled insistently,
“Hello!" cenme a voice over the wire,
“This is Mr. Baum of the Prinee
Henry Hotel. 1 suppose you have
¢ read about the peculinr death of Louise
De Voe, the actress, in her suite,
here?"

“Only what the papers have said,”
was the brief reply.

“Well, you know we hotel men don’t
like such mysteries, It 's bad for busi-
nodk,  Could yon come up here right away? 1 have
an idea that n woman eould unravel the ease much
betler than a mwan,”

Twenty minutes later, the proprietor and his regu-
lar house detective, Dan Callahan, met Miss Kendall
in the lobby of the hotel,

“Youn may go right up,” grected the ansious boni-
face. “Cailaban will show you Miss De Voe's rooms,
The Coroner is up there now.”

“The papers said it was a snicide,” commented
Clare quizzienlly, as the elevator ascended with them.
She had been muel relieved to see that the house man
had shown no professional jealousy, but rather a sort
of gallantry toward a woman in the profession, *“I
recnll thinking that there was no motive for it. She
had just signed a long eontract with a good manager,”

“Exaatly,” agreed Callahan brightening with ap-
proval, “You bave hit on just the thing that has
been puzzling ns.”

“How was she discovered 1"

“The reports of the easo in the papers are sub-
stantially correet. “It wns Miss Violet Le Compte,
another actress with whom she lived, who found her
Inst night, or mther early this morning., Miss De Voe
had retired, and her friend eame in very late from an
after-theater supper. Guests on the same floor were
roused by n ery from Miss Le Comple. She had
opened the door, evidently ealled to her friend, re-
eeived no answer, gone into her room and — found
her dend.”

The Coroner had alveady completed his investiza-
tion by the time Callaban and Clare reached the
room. Things in the apartment of the two actresses
had been left pretty mueh as they were when Louise
De Voe had been discovered dead.  There lay the now
cold and marble figure of the beautiful little actress
who had enchanted thousands in life — petite, blonde,
vivacions. In death her delicately chiseled features
were terribly contorted and her fair complexion
mottled.

IS8 LE COMPTE, who had oecupied another

room sinee the tragedy, was sobbing in the sit-
ting-room after telling her story to the Coroner. Sle
was a tall and striking brunette, not at all a figure,
in her dainty house dress of charmense, to be nsso-
cinted with tragedy.

“Apparently a case of suicide by poisoning,” an-
nouneed the Coroner, “althongh it is not elear to me
Just how or by what weans it was done.”

Clare had decided to go over the ease in an en-
deavor to reconstruet the scene with the aid of Violet
Le Comple,

“The outside door was not locked 1"* she questioned,
as Miss Le Compte told of her surprise at receiving
no answer when she entered.

“No, we used to leave it open for each other. You
soe, all our valuables were in the safe downstairs, ex-
eept those which we happened to be wearing at the
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lime, and at night we bad a little wall safe for them.”

“You saw nothing suspicious — tlie room was not
disordered 1"

Miss Le [‘llll]]'l!‘ ”:ull;;']t a moment, “No,” she re-
plied slowly, “I can't recollect that there was any-
thing sugpicious about the room,”

To Clare as she examined the body there was every
evidence that the poor girl had been asphysxiated.
Moreover, her pupils were dilated and staring. Had
it been by n deft touch on a musele that constrieted
the throat and stopped the breath? There was not
the slightest mark of fingers or of pressure of any
kind on the soft, fair skin. The Coroner had evi-
dently eonsidered asphyxiation due to a poison that
had paralyzed the chest muscles,

“No evidence of a struggle?” repeated Clare.

“No, none whatever.”

“No peeuliar odor, no receptacle of any kind near
her that might have held poison 1"

“No, nothing that conld have been used to hold
poison.”

Clare hnd been examining the bed on which the
onee beautiful actress lay. Ier back was to the rest

She dropped her handkerchiof on the bedclothes, then recovered it slowly

of those in the room who did not see the detective's
next move. She dropped her handkerchief on the
bedelothes, then recovered it slowly, eavefully placing
it in her handbag,

A sudden movement in the hall followed and the
door opened quickly. A man entered, a youngish
fellow of fine physique and attractive face. It was
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Walker Wheaton, 1lis usually debonair manner
was visibly subdoed by the presence of denth, the
death, too, of o woman who had been on very inlimate
terte with him,  Ouly a moment did be panse to look
at the denwn faee on the pillow, then, tariing as il
to hide his emotion, he walked to a window in the
sitfing-room and gazed out silently, while Lis fingers
played nervously with the lace ¢urtning.

A moment later he turned and motioned to Clare

IS5 KENDALL?" he inquired in a husky under-
tone. “They told me you were investigating this

- this awful affair. If there is anything 1 can do to
help you, I hope you will command me. In fael,” he
added as if voicing a endden thought, “you must
know that 1 was a very elose friend of Lou— Miss
De Voe. | hope you'll get at the truth, and if you
need any financial assistance — er — well, just con-
sider 1 am your client and I’ll meet any bill for ex-
penses or gervices,  Only,” here he lowered his voice
even more, “for lleaven's sake, if you can, keep my
name out of it. T— 1 can't meet a seandal just now.
This would just ahout put the last touch on the —
ah — differences alvendy existing
between Mrs, Wheaton and myself,
I wish,” he sighed, “I had learned
of Lhis sooner.”

“I ean promise nothing except
that I will arvive at the trath as
soon and as quietly as 1 ean,” an-
swered Clare, studying keenly the
man belore her. Unconseionsly she
distrusted him. There was a lack
of sineerity back of his noncha-
lance that made her feel just for a
moment an instinetive sympathy
for Mrs, Wheaton, who apparently
had known nothing of this “other
woman.” It was rather with the
thought of her than of the man
that Clare vepeated, “As quietly as
I ean. Of course, you know, Mr,
Wheaton, | ean’t work for two
clients and My. Baum has really
engnged me.  Still, as far as his in-
terests and yours ecoineide, yon
noed fear nothing from me.”

“Thank you,” he said gratefully,
“Remwember, call on me for any-
thing youn neel”

“Walker Wheaton,"” pondered
Clare, when he had left, then added
to Callahan: “IHe was the man
who lost the Valdoreme pearls last
summer, was n't he? This Miss Dea
Voe was mentioned in the case, too,
Do you know anything about it9”

“Well,” began Callahan, “I per-
sonally think that she had nothing
to do with them. She met Wheaton
on the steamer eoming over, La
Montaigne it was, T think it was
shown in the case that she knew of
the pearls, all right, and had even had them on. But
she did vt wear them in the Ritz-Carlton restaurant
of the boat, as some people sail. You know the
reason? Why, they were valuable, of eourse, but
they were antique, historic, Wheaton bought them
in Paris at a good sum, but veally very cheaply, con-
sidering their number and size. For, the pearls were
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