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SYNOPSIS,

Goeorgn Andermon and  wifse see a ro-

markable Jooking man come out of the
Clermont hotel, ook around  furtlvaly,
wash his hands In the snow and pass on
Commotion attracta them to the Clarmont,
where It I found thut the besutiful Miss
Edith Challoner has follen dend. Andir-
mon describes the mian he saw wosh his
hands In the snow. The hots]l manager
declares him to e Orinndy Brotherson.
Physlolans find that Miss Challoner was
stabbed mnd not shot, which seema 1o
clear Hrotherson of susplelon, Gryce, an
od detective, and Bweotwater, his aw-
mistant, take up the cmse. They believe
Misa Challoner stabbed horself. A paper
outter found nepr the soene of tragoly (s
believod to b the weapon tused. Mr, Chal
loner tells of & batch of lotters found In
hin duugliter's desk, signed 0. 07 All
Are love lettors except one which shows
thant the writer wan displensed. This lat-
ter was wlgned by Orlando Brotherdon,
Anderson goes with Hwoeiwnter to iden-
ity Brotherson, who ls to address a moat-
Ing of unurchiste, The place in ralded by
the polloe and Nrotherson encupes with.
out ing tdentified. Brotherson is found
Hving Jn & tenement under the name of
Dunn, He |8 an inventor, Protherson
“llu tha coroner of his acguaintance with
e Chatloner snd how sha repulsed him
with scorn when he offered her hin love
Bweatwiter reonils the mystery of the
murder of 4 washerwomnn In w{h-n womoe
Aetalle wera similar to the Challoner af-
falr. Challoner pdmits his dnughter was
etply Interested, if not in love with
Rrotherson. Hrotherson gives tha palice
#n pianusible explanation of his conduct.
weotwater planas to dingulse himuelf an
A carpenter and seck lodgings in the aame
bullding with Hrotherson,

CHAPTER XV|—Continued,

And wo it came to pass that at an

hour when nll the other hard-working
people in the bullding were asleep,
or at loast striving to sleep, thess two
men ®iill sat at thelr work, one in the
light, the other In the darknoss, fsc-
ing each other, consclously to the one,
unconsciously to the other, across the
hollow well of the now silont court,
Eleven o'clock! Twelve! No change
on Brotherson’s part or in Hrother
Bon's room; but a decided one In the
plice where Sweetwator sat.  Objects
which had been totally Indistinguish-
Able even to his penetrating eye
could now be seen in ever brighten-
Ing outline. The moon had reached
the open space above the court, and
he was getting the full benefit of it
But It was & benofit he would have
been glad to dispense with, Darknoss
was llke a shiold to him. He did not
faal quite sure that he wanted this
#hield removed, With no curtaln to
the window and no shade, and all this
brilliance pouring Into the room, he
fearad the disclosure of his presence
shere, or, If not that, some effect on
his own mind of those memories he
was more anxlous to soe mirrored In
wanother's discomfiture than in  his
OwWn,
Was It to esenpe any lack ci con-
centration which these same memo-
ries might bring, that he rosé and
stopped to the window? Or was it
under one of those involuntary im-
pulses which move us In spite of our
selves to do the very thing our judg-
ment disapproves?

No sooncr had he appronched the
alll than Mr, Brotherson’s shade flow
Way up and he, wo, looked out. Their
glances met, and for an Instant the
hardy detective experlonced that In
voluntary stagnation of the blood
which follows un Inner shock Ho
felt thut he had been recognized. The
moonlight lay full upon his face, and
the other had seen and known him.
Hlse, why the constralned attitude
and sudden rigidity observable in this
confronting figure, with its partially
liftod hand? A mad lke Brotherson
makes no panse In any action however
trivinl, without a reason, Rither he
had bedn transfixed by this glimpse of
his enemy on watch, or--daring
thought! had seen enough of sepul-
chral suggestion In the wun face
looking forth from this fatal window
to shake him from his composure and
1ol loose the grinning devil of remorse
from Its lron prison-house? If 8o, the
movement was & memorahle one, and
the hasard quite worth while, He had
galngd—no! he had guined nothing
Ha had besn the fool of his own
wishes, No one, let alone Hrother
gon, could have mistaken his face for
that of a woman. He had forgotten
his nmewly.grown beard. Some other
anuse must be found for the other's
attltude, 1t savored of shock, It not
fear, 1If It wers fear, then had he

used an omotlon whieh might. re

und upon himself in sharp reprisal
Death had been known to strike
people standing where he stood; mvs
torious death of a species quite unree
ognleable. What warranty had  be
that it would not steike W, and now?
None,

Yot It was Brotherson who moved
firet. With a shrug of the shoulder
plainly vieible to the man opposite,
he turned away from the window and
without lowering the wshade, bogan
gathering up his papers for the night,
and later banking up his stove with
ashes,

Bweetwater, with & breath of decid-
od rellef, stepped back und threw him
solf on the bod. It had really been a
trial for him to stand there under the
other's eye, though his mind refused
to formulate his fear, or to give him
auy satisfuctlon when he asked bl
self what there was In the situation
suggoative of death to the womnn or
harm w himself. '

Nor did wornlog light bring coun
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wal, an In usunl in similsr cases. He
felt the mystery more in the hubbub
and restlose turmoll of the duy thao
In the night's sllence and innctivity
He was glad when the stroke of six
gave him an excuse to leave the room.

At half past six he found the jani
tor. He was, to all appearance, In a
state of great excltement and he
spoke very fast,

"I won't atay another night in that
room,"” he londly declared, breaking
in whare the famlily wera eating
broakfast by lamplight, .1 don't
want to make any trouble and 1
don't want to glve my reasons, but
that room don't sult me. 1I'd rather
take the dark one you talked about
vestordny, There's the money. Have
my things moved toduy, will ye?"

"But your moving out after one
night's stay will give that room a bad
name,” stammered the janitor, rising
awkwardly. “There'll be talk and I
won't be gble to let that room all win-
ter."

“Nonsense! Fyery man hasn't the
parves | have. You'll let It In a week,
Mut Jet or no let, I'm going froot Into
the little dark room. I'll get the boss
to let me off at half past four. Ho
that's settlad."

He walted for no reply and got
none; but when he appearad prompt-
Iy at a quarter to five, he found his
faw belongings moved Into a middle
room on the fourth floor of the front
building, which, oddly perhaps,
chanced to be next door to the one he
had held under watch' the night be-
fore

Tha firat page of hisx adventure In
the Hicks street tenement had  been
turned, and he was rendy to start
upon another

CHAPTER XVIi,

In Which a Book Plays a Leading Part.
When Mr. Brotherson came In that
night, he poticed that the door of the
room adjoining bls own stood open
He did not hesitate, Making lmmedl-
ately for It, he took a glance inslde,
then spoke up with a ringingsintona-
ton:
“Halloo!
hole?

The occupant—a young man, evi
dontly & workman and somewhnt slek-
Iy if one could judge from his com-
plexion—turned nround from some
tinkering he was enguged In and met
the intruder fairly, face to face.
“Yen, thia is to be my castle. Are
you the owner of the bulldings? If
'o_.‘

"1 mm not the owner,
door. Haven't 1 wseen
young man?"

“If you go up Henry straet it's llke-
ly enough that you've secn me not
onea, but many times, 1'm the fellow
who works at the bench next the win-
dow In Behuper's repairing shop, Ev-
erybody knows me."

“I've seon you. ['ve scen you kome-
where else than In Schuper's shop.
Do you remeéembor me?"

“No, slr; I'm sorry to be imperlite
but I don't rememboer you at all
Won't you slt down? It's not very
chearful, but I'm so glad to get out of
the room | wnas In last night that this
looks all right to me. Back there,
other bullding,” he whispered. “1
didn't know, and took the room which

coming to llve In this

1 live next
yolh before,

R

Elaven o'Clock! Twelve o'Clock!
Change on Brotherson's Part.

No

had o window 1o It; but The stop
was slgnificant; 80 was his  smile.
which had a touch of sickliness in it,
us well as humor,

But  Brotherson was
caught,

“I maw you," sald he. “You were
standing in the window overlooking
the court. You were not sleeplng
then. 1 supposé you Know that o
woman died in that room?

“Yen; they told me so this morn-
In‘-" ..
“Waus that the first you'd heard of
e

“Sure!” The word almost jumped

not to be

at the guestioner. “Do you suppose

I'd have taken the room U—" really gone down the three fights |
-
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But here the Intruder, with n dis
dalnful grunt, turned and went out,
disgust in every feature—plain, un-

mistakable, downright disgust, and
nothing more!
This was what gave Sweetwater

his second bad night; this and a cer
taln discovery he made, He had count
ed on hearing what went on in the
neighboring room through the part)-
tlon running back of his own closet,
But he could hear nothing, unless |t
wid the shutuing down of a window,
a loud sneeze, or the rattling of couls
af they were put on the fire. And

he wanted was to cateh the seeret
gigh, the muttered word, the Invelun.
tary movement. He was too far re
moved from this man still,

How should he manage to get near
er him—at the door of his mind-—of
his heart? Sweetwater stared all
night from his miserable cot into the
darkness of that separating oloset,
and with no result., His task looked
hapeless; no wonder that he could get
no rest,

all the same, and tried to get his own
breakfast. He had but partially suc.
cuaded nnd wns sitting on the edge of
his bed In wretched discomfort, when
the vory man he was thinking of ap
pearad at his door.

“I've comae to see how you are,"
aald Brotherson. *I noticed that you
didn't look well lust night, Won't you
come in and share my pot of coffea?"

“lI can't eat,” mumbled Sweat-
water, for once In his life
completely off his balance. “You're
very kind, but I'l manage all right
I'd rather. I'm not quite dressed, you
see, and T must get to the *shop.”
Then he thought—"What an oppor-
tunity I'm losing. Have | any right
to turn tall because he plays his game
from the outset with trumps? No,
've a small trump somewhere about
me to lay on this trick. It jsn't an
ace, but 1t'll show I'm not chicane.”
And smiling, though
usunl chaarfulness, Bwestwater added,
“Is the coffee all made? [ might take
a drop of that. But you mustn't ask
me to eat—I just couldn't.”

“Yes, the coffee I8 made and it {sn’t
bad elther. You'd better put on your
cout; the hall’'s draughty.” And wait-
Ing till SBweetwater did so, he led the
way back to his own room. Brother-
son's manner expressed perfect ease,
Sweetwater's not. He knew himself
changed in looks, In bearing, In feel
lug, even; but was he changed enough
to decelve this man on the very spot
where they had confronted each other

a few days before In a keen moral
struggle?
“I'm going out myself today, so

wa'll have to hurry a bit,” was Broih.
erson’s first remark as they seated
themsolvag at table, “Do you like vour
coffee plain or with milk in it?"

“Plain Gosh! what plctures!
Where do you get 'em? You must
have a lot of coin” Sweetwater was
staring at the row of photographs,
mostly of a very high order, tacked
plong the wall separating the two
rooms, They were unframed, but they
were mostly coples of great pletures,
and the effect was rather impoesing In
contrast to the shabby furniture and
the otherwise homely fittings.

“Yes, I've enough for that kind of
thing,” was his host's reply. Rut the
tone was reserved, and Sweelwater
did not presume again along this line,
Instend, he looked well at the books
plled upon the shelves under these
photographs, and wondered sloud at
their number and nt the man who
could waste such a lot of time in read-
ing them. BPut he made no more di-
rect remarks,

Yot there wan one cheerful moment
It was when he notleed the careless
way In which those books wore ar
runged upon thelr shelves  An iden
had come to him. He hid his rellef
In his ocup, as he drained the Iast
dropa of the coffee, which really
tasted better than he expected,

When he feturned from work that
nfternoon It wasg with an anger under
his coat and a conviction which led
hm o empty out the contents of a
small philal which he took down from
a shell. He had told Mr, Gryece that
he was eager for the buslioess because
of 1ts diffioulties, but that was when
ho was feeling fine and up to any
game which might ¢come his way. Now
he felt woak and eastly discouraged.
This would not do. He must regain
his health at all basards, so he poured
out the mixture which had given him
isuch a slekly air. This done and o

rude supper eaten, he took up his
auger. Ho had heard Mr. Brother
{son's step go by, But next minute

|ho lald it down again In great haste
and flung o newspaper over it Mr
Brotherson was coming baek, had
| stopped nt his door, had knocked and
lmusl be lot 1n.
“You're better

this evening,” he

heard In thoge kindly tones which so

| confused and lreitated him,
\ “Yes," was the surly admission.

Then Mr, PBrotherson passed on, and

|Bmmh\nwr Hetoned till he was sure

that his too attentive nelghbor had

these possessed no significance, What :

Next morning he falt i1, but he rose |

thrown |

not with Lis |

PO -

| between him and the !ll‘eﬂt.“:rhﬂn'hﬂ
took up his auger agaln and shut
himeelf up In his closet.

Thera was nothing peculiar about
this closet. It was just an ordinary
one with drawers and shelves on one
side, and an open space on the other
for the hanging up of clothes. Very
few clothes hung there at present;
but It was lo this portion of the closeat
that he stopped and began to try the
wall of Hrotherson's room, with the
butt snd of the tool he carried.

The sound seemed to satisfy him,
for very soon he was boring a hole
at a point exactly level with his #ar.

“Neat an well an useful,” was the
gay- comment with which Sweetwatar
surveyed his work, then luld his ear
to the hole. Whereas previously he
could barely hear the rattling of coals
from the coal-scuttle, he was now ahle
to eateh the sound of an ash falling
into the asgh-pit,
| His next move wasa to test the depth
of the partition by inserting his fAnger
in the hole he made. He found it
dtopped by some obatacle before (i
had reached half {ts length, and anx-
lous to satlsfy himself of the nature
| of the obstacle, he gently moved the
Iqlzl of his finger to and fro over whut
| was certain'y the edge of a book.
| This proved that his calculations
had been correct and that the open-
ing so0 accessible on his gide, was
| completely velled on the other by the
| books he had seen “padked on  the

This Proved That
Had Been Correct,

His Calculations

He had even been caieful
to assure himself that all the vol
umes At this exact point stood far
enough forward to afford room behind
them for the chips and plaster he
must necessarily push through with
his auger, and algo—important conaid-
eration—for the free pussage of the
| gounds by which he hoped to profit.

But it was days before he could
trust himself so far. Mennwhile thelr

acquaintance ripened, though with no
very satigfactory results. The detec-
tiva found himself led into telling sto-
ries of his early home-life to keep
pace with the man who always had
something of moment and solld in-
terest to Impart. This was undesir
able, for lnstead of calling out a cor-
responding confidence from Brother
won, It only seemed to make hig con-
varsation more coldly Impersonal.

In consequence, Sweetwater sudden-
Iy found Himself quite well and one
evening, when he, was sure that his
neighbor was at home, he slid softly
into his closet and laid his ear to the
opening lie had made there, The re
sult was unexpectad, Mr., Brotherson
was pacing the floor, und inlking soft-
Iy to himself,

At first, the cndence and full mu
| 8le of the tones conveyed nothing to
| our far from lterary detective. The
vietim of his secret machinations was
expressing himsell in words, words—
ithal was the polnt which counted
| with him. But as he listened longer
and gradually took In the sense of
these words, his heart went down
lower and lower till It reached his
boots. His ingcrutable and ever dis-
appointing nelghbor was not Indulg
| lng fn self-communings of any kind
He was reciting poetry, and what was
worse, poetry which he only half re-
membered and was trying to recall
an ineredible occupation for a4 man
weighted with a criminnl secret,

Sweotwater was disgustod, and was
withdrawing in high Indiguation from
his vantage-point when something oc-
curred of a startling enough nature W
hold bim where he was In  almost
breathless expectation.

The hole which in the darkness of
the closet was always faintly visible,
even when the light was not very
strong in the adjoining room, had
suddenly become a bright and shining
loop-hole, with a suggestion of move
ment in the space beyond. The book

which had hid this hole on Brother

shelves,

son's side had been taken down-—the
one book in all thoss hundreds whose
Sweelwater's | he

removal threatened
schemes, If not himsolf,
For an instant the thwarted detee-

tive listened for the angry shout or
the smothered oath which would nat-
urally follow Lhe digcovery by Broth-
erson of this attempted Intéerference
with his privacy,

But all was still on his side of the
wall, A rustling of leaves could be
heard, aa the Inventor searched for
the poem he wanted, but nothing
more. In withdrawlpg the book, he
had failed to notice the hole In the
plaster back of It. But he could hard-
ly fail to see It when he came to put
the book bock. Meantime, suspense
for Bweetwater,

It was several minutes before he
heard Mr. Brotherson’s voice again,
then It was in triumphant repetition
of the lines which bad escaped his
memory. They were great words
surely and Sweelwaler never forgot
them, but the lmpression which they
made upon his mind, an impression so
foreible that he was able to repeat
them, months afterward to Mr, Gryce,
did not prevent him from noting the
lone In which they were uttered, nor
the thud which followed as the book
wns thrown down upon the floor.

“Fool!" The word rang out In bit
ter lrony from his irate neighbor's
lps. “What does he know of woman!
Woman! Let him court a rich one
and see-—but that's all over and done
with. No more harplng on that string,
and no more reading of poetry. 1I'll
never—" The rest was lost in hia
throat and was quite unintelligible to
the anxlous listener

Self-revealing words, whicn an In-
stant before would have aroused
Sweatwater's deepest' Interest! Butl
they had suddenly lost all force for
the unhappy lstener. The sight of
that Lole still shining brightly before
his eyes had distracted his thoughts
and roused his livellest apprehensions.
If that book should be allowed to lie
where it had fallen, then he was In
for a period of uncertainty he shrank
from contemplating. Any moment his
nelghbor might look wp and ecatch
sight of this hole bored in the backing
of the shalvea before him, Could the
man who had been gullty of submit
ting him to thls outrage stand the
strain of walting Indefinitely for the
moment of discovery? He doubted It,
if the suspense lasted too long.

Shifting his position, he placed his
ey where his ear had been. He could
sea very little, The space before him,
Itmited as it was to the width of the
onea volume withdrawn, precluded his
seaing aught by what lay directly
before him. Hanpily, it was in this
narrow line of vision that Mr, Broth-
erson stood. He had resumed work
upon his model and was so placed
that while his face was not visible,
his hands were, and as Sweetwaler
watched these hands and noticed the
delieacy of their manipulation, he was
encugh of & workman to realize that
work so fine called for an undivided
attention. He need not fear the gaze
shifting. while those hands moved as
warlly as they did now.

Relleved for the moment, he lefl
his post and, sitting down on the edge
of his cot, gave himself up to thought,

Suddenly he started upright. He
would go meel his fule-—be present
in the room iself when the discovery
was made which threatened to upset
all his plans. He was not ashamed
of his ealling, and Brotherson would
think twice before attacking him when
once convinced that he had the de
partment back of him.

"Excuse me, comrade,” waere the
words with whieh he endeavored to
account for his presence at Broth-
erson's door. My lamp smells so,
and I've made such a mees of my
work today that I've just stepped in
for a chat. If 'm not wanted, say so.
I'd like a big room ke this, and a lot
of books, and-—and pletures.”

“Look at them, then. 1 like to mee
a man Interested In booka. Only, |
thought If you knew how to handle
wire, 1 would get vou to hold this end
while 1 work with the other”

"l guess | know enough for that"
wis Sweetwater's gay rejoinder. But
when he felt that communicating wire
in his band and experlenced for the
first time the full influence of the
other's eve, it took all his hardihood
to hide the hypnotic thrill It gave
him. He found himself gazing long
and earnestly at this man's hand, and
wondering f death lay under it. It
wan a strong hand, a deft, clean-cut
member, formed to respond to the
alighest hint from the powerful braln
controlling it. DBul was this Its whole
story. Had he sald all when he had
sald this?

Fascluated by the question, Sweet-
water died & hundred deaths in his
awukened fauncy, ne he followed the
sharp, short Instructions which ftell
with cool preelsion from the other's
lips. A hundred deaths, 1 say, but
with no betrayal of his folly, The
anxiety he showed was that of one
eager to please, which may explain
why on the conclusion of his task,
Mr. Brotherson gave him one of his
Infrequent smiles and remarked, as
buried the model under its cov.
ler, “You're handy and you're quiet at
your job. Who knows but what [ shall

want you again,
call you?"

“Won't 17" was the gay retort, as
the detective, thus released, stooped
for the book still lying on the floor.
“Paolo and Francesea,” he read, from
the back, as he lald it on the table,
“Poetry?" he queried.

“Rot,” soornfully returned the oth-
er, ne he moved to take down a bot-
tle and some glasses from a cupboard
let into another portion of the wall

Sweetwater, taking advantage of the
moment, sldled towards the shelf
where that empty space still gaped
with the tell-tale hole at the back.
He could easily have replaced the
missing book before Mr. Brotherson
turned. But the lssue was too doubt-
ful. He was dealing with no absent-
minded fool, and it behooved him to
avold above all things calllng atten-
tion to the book or to the place on the
ghell where it belonged,

But there was one thing he could
do and did. Reaching out a finger as
deft as Brotherson's own, he pushed a
gecond volume Into the place of the
one that was gone. This velled the
nugerhole completely; a fact which
g0 entirely relleved his mind that his
old smlle camo back llke sunshine to
his lips, and it was only by a ﬂl\stinc:
affort that he kept the danclog humor
from his eyes as he prepared to re-
fuse the glass which Brotherson now
brought forward:

“None of that!" sald he. "You
mustn’t tempt me. The doctor has
shut down on all kinds of spirits for
two months more, at least. But don’t
let me hinder you. 1 can bear to
amell the atuff, My turn will come
aguin some day." :

But Brotherson did not drink. Set-
ting down the glass he carried, he
took up the book lying near, welghed
it in his hand and Iald it down again,
with an alr of thoughtful inquiry,
Then he suddenly pushed it towards
Bweetwater. “Do you want it?” he
asked,

Sweetwnter was too taken aback to
answer Immedlately. This was a move
he did not understand. Want it, he?
What he wanted was to see It put

Will you come If [

back in jits place on the shelf. Did
Hrotherson suspect this? The sup-
position was Incredible; yet who

could read a mind so mysterious?

Sweetwater, debating the subject,
decided that the rlsk of adding to any
such possible suspiclon was less to be
drended than the contlnued threat
offered by that unoccupled space so
near the hole which testified so un-
mistakably of the means he had taken
to epy upon this suspected man'a
privacy. Bo, after a moment of awk
ward sllence, not out of keeping with
the character he had assumed, he
calmly refused the present as he had
the glass.

U'nhappily he was not rewardod by
sgeing the desplsed volume restored
to ita shelf. It still lay where lts own.
er had pushed it, when, with some

“None of That!" MHe Sald.

awkwardly muttered thunks, the dis

comfited detective withdrew to his
own room,
(TO BE CONTINUED)
Uses of Papyrus.
The Papyrus plant, which once

flourished in large quantities In Egypt,
but i now almost extinet there, still
abounds In the Jordan Valley, as well
a8 In the nelghborbhood of Jaffin and
Sidon. It grows best Iln a marshy
soll, easlly attaining a helght of eight
to ten feet. The stems of the plant,
which are hollow, like bamboo, are
leafless, and as thick as a man's arm
at the lower part, tapering away to a
point. This wood, says & writer In
the Wide World Magazine, s used to
day in the east for a variety of pun
poses, both ornamental and useful
At Jaflfa It I8 converted into sandals,
boxes, various articles of furniture,
and even Into boats, In auclent times,
particularly when the Pharaohs relgn.
ed In Egypt. the papyrus was culti
vated and converted Ilnto paper, and
many museums can boast of epeci
mens of these anclent papyrl manw
scripts.
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