ILLY, T WISH you'd tell me what s
in that.”

Clare Kendall lnid a half-smoked,
gold-tipped cigarette on the table of
Dr, Lawson's laborstory.,

Lawson looked at her a moment
quizzically.
stiiled half in mockery, “is this {he

“So) he
latest 77,

“Don’t worry, my dear boy,” returned Clare ignor-
ing his banter, “I can smoke a eigarette, if 1 wanl
to—aonly not this kind. Tell me what is in i}
then 1'Il tell you how 1 got it. A great deal hangs
on what is in that cigarette — perhaps the life nnd
certainly the rveputation — Oh, well, tell me fivst
what ’s in it, Billy, and 1'll introduee you to a mys-
tery that involves debutantes and debanches, tangos
and trots, a thé dansant, a eabaret, a beauty parlor
— Oh, my head’s in a whirl from it all, yet. Let me
rest here in this easy ehair while you make (he
analysis,"

Clare looked fagged as she pressed her fingers on
the big blne veins that stoud out on her {femples and
smoothed back a few stray wisps of hair,

“Going in For the white lights?  You'll be inves-
tigated — or else yvon are an investigator — which 1"

There wrs just a trace of disapproval in his
tone, for Dr. Lawson, like most men, was in-
elined to the puritanical where a girl
for whom he veally eaved was con-
"i'l'lll’i’-

“Billy,” Clare eonfided, “I’ve gone
as far in this case as 1 dare, alove. |
can trust you and you will have to help
me with the rest of it. Won't yon
hurry with the analysis?"

She was leaning forward, speaking
earnestly. “Norma Meore, the beauty
and  heiress, has  disappearved,  Her
family has engaged me to find her with
as little publicity and scandal as possi-
hle. Now will you huey ¥

“Norma Moore!" ineredulously,

“Yes," eried Clare with impatience,
“and while you're standing there
Ohy, men never have time o gossip, do
they ¥ —any of a thousand things may
be happening.  Please linrry.” '

While Lawson was busy with lest
tubes and beakers, Bunsen burners
and glnss-stoppered bottles, Clare with
hiplf-closed eves strove to colleet herself
and to relrace in her mind the be-
wildering phantasmagoria of the evenls
of the past few lhours,

T BEGAN with her own eosy litile

office downtown.

A very mueh worried, middle-aged
couple were seated beside her desk,
brought there, as they lost no lime in
sayving, by the mysterions vanishing of their daugh-
ter after the Charity Ball of the night before, The
Landon Moores, like many other wealthy people, had
first sought a private detective, rather than the police
and therelfore the newspapers.

“Do youn think it ean be a ease of aphasin or am-
nesia, or whatever they eall it — Nerma wandering
about somewhere, perhaps not remembering even her
own name?” Mrs. Moare asked anxiously,

“Tt 's possible,” Clare nodded noneommitially,

She hod found it best never to alarm a colient
needlessly and Mrs, Moore’s own suggestion had
been quite sufficiently alarming.

“Let me see,” repeated Clare, “It was about one
o'clock and you thought she was sitling out the
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dance. Some one has told you she left in a taxieab,
but her wraps were still with the maid.  Now, that,
I understand, 1= not aneommon when the younger
sel find daneing too glow at sociely fuanctions.  They
run off for a tango or twoe at n nearby cabarel, An
escort’s opera coal, n eab, back again, and no one js
the wiser, “tll_\ Norma did not come back,”

“A friend has told us)” ventured Mr. Moore, “that
she was ot the Montimartre with three others, Lwo
young men and another woman. But 1 ean't say
that we recogrized any of the others from the
InenyTre ||.|-:~|'I'§]|liu||,"

L] HE Montmartre ! exclaimed Clare in surprise
al the mention of the famons a'l-night res-
taurant,

“Yes, but we are not at all sure of it. 1t s only
a rumor.  This friend told us that he and his wile
had stopped there to see how had it was, aceording
to all this agitavion now.  They thonght they saw
some one who looked very mueh like Norma — that
is all.”

“You have no other elew?"

“Not even a hint at one.”

“Hud Norma any love affair?" inguived Clave,
casually, adding, “Anything that preved on her
wind, that — er — antagonized her at home?"

Mrs. Moore answered quickly. “Merey, no—no

It was that disgulsed volce on the other side of the partition at the beauty parler

indeed! Norma always made a confidante of me.”

“But, Julia,” put in Mr. Moore, “there was that
young Delroy —"

“Oh, Landon,” frowned his wife, “that was notl-
ing! Hesides, that was over a year ago."”

"“l‘Il'n_\' Jack I)t-lr'n} ]l!'ntnplmi Ulare, recoy
nizing the name of o well-known elubinan and man
ahout town, “Tell e about il. Nothing that you
may hink too trivial may not be of value"”

“Why, =he was almost engaged (o bim a year ago,”
ll‘ll“t-il Mrs. Moore slowly, “bul we niulmw-nl the
mateh and Oy, there was nolthing to !
Just out of sehool then and My, Deélroy appealed
[ S L0 | s l‘uf
he is ten or fifteen vears older than she. He does n't

Shie was

(Y] to a sort of gense of romance,

helong to the yYounger set or the smarl set I eall it
the old fast set., No, 1 don't see how that could
have had anything to do with it, for she had n't geen
him sinee we went abrond lost season,”

“She had made no preparation for leaving howe 1"
q\l.m'in] Clare.

“None whateyver and she has sent no word 1o us”

“Sou don't think —she eould have been kid
napped — by those white slovers?" broke in M,
Muore tremulously.

“1 ean't express any opinion, yet,"”
“Is that all you can think of 1"

SALLY vepeated Mr. Moore sadly,

“Then,” Clare rose and went with them to the
door, “1 shall let you know the moment 1 diseover
anything, and 1 will start on the ense at once.”

Clire sat down to think, 1t was evidently one of
those wysterious disappearances sueh as now ad
then agitate the public and balle the police, disap-
penrvances which are sudden, inexplicable, and lack-
g in purpose.  Ruling out the usual cause of dis
appearance, the commission of a evime, she mude
mental note of five possible explanations — elope
wient, suigide, aceident, morder and  Kidoapping,
Which was the explanation of the sinister mystery !
What way led to breaking this silence, mexplicable
as death?

She knew that already she had the assistance ol
the mo=t efMeient detective Foree i the
world, the inguisitive public. Try as
they wonld, the Moores could never
keep the disnppearance a seerel. Could
Norma !

Clare had not veckoned wrongly,
Within an hour a quick sevies of tele
]n'lulw calls  had |||-n'|u'u'll al least a
starting point, 11 was an easy matier
to fod the taxicab i which the party
havel lef't the hall,

repliocd Clare,

MMEDIATELY Clare hneried np lo

hies l'nlnpﬁn‘\\ parage,

“Four people lefi the ball, yon say,”
she noted as the dreiver told his story.
“Yes'm, They asked me (o wait,

Clare was peering inside the ear.
On the floor was o large cocon wal,
Evidently il was too early in the morn-
ing to clean it, or it had esenped atten-
tion, at least. There, in the mat were
trodden  several ends of  eigareiios,
Clave reached down and picked hem
up, Perbaps they might lead (o some-
IhiliL’.

“They asked yon to wait
that where did yon go?”

“I had n't long to wait, To about
fifteen minutes they eame out of the
Montmartre. Then they separated, one
couple, the older woman and the young
fellow with the dark hair, went in my
cab. 1 don't know where the other fellow and girl
went. They hailed another cab that was passing,
No, I don't kvow the pumber. There is u't much
chanee of finding out, either.”

“Where did your parly go?

A'.“If'l\ did o't go ek to the ball I sl them
down on Forty-sixth Filth  avenue,
That 's all T know."

There was no use in pursuing the inguiry in this
direction further, Without wuiting Clare hurried
over 1o the oflice of the Boiely paper, Gossap.

Within nuinollier biour, nlter a talk with Lhe mlilur,
she had a pretty elear idea that the other at least of
the young men was Sinclair Lyvons, a friend of Del
roy, while the woman secmed to tally best with the

After

sireel, nepn




