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CHAPTER X Continuad

Hils eany smile tnunted bher,  “Oh,
no, you don't, You Just think you think
it. Now, I'm goln' to light a shuck.
I'll be sayin' good-by, Miss Beatrice,
until you send for me."

"And that will be never,” she flung
at him.

He rose, bowed and walked out of
ths room,

The street door closed behind him,
Bentrice bit her lip to keep from
breaking down before abe reached her
room.

CHAPTER XI
A Lady Wears a Ring.

Clarendon Dromfleld got the shock
of bis life that evening. Beatrice pro-
posed to bl It was at the Roberson
dinner-dance, in the Palm room, with-
in sight but not within heéarlng of a
dorzen other guests,

8he camouflaged what she was doing
with occusional smiles and ripples of
langhter Intended to decolve the oth-
ers present, but her heart was pound-
Ing slxty miles an hour.

Bromfeld was not eaglly disconcert.
ed. He prided himself on his aplomb.
But for once he wius amazed,

“] beg your pardon.”

Miss Whitford laced her fingers
round her knee und repented, MHer
eyes were hard and brilllant as dia-
monds,

"I was wondering when you are
golng to ask me again to marry you."

Bioce she bad given a good deal of
feminine diplomacy to the task of
keeping him at a reasonuble distance,
Bromfleld was naturally surprised,

“That's certalnly a leading ques-
tlon," he parrled. “What are you up
to, Bee? Are you gpoofing mef?”

“I'm proposing to you,” she ex-
plalned, with a flirt of her hand and
an engoging smile toward & man and
a girl who bad jJust come Into the
Palm room. "I don't suppose I do It
very well, because I haven't had your
experience. But I'm doing the best I
mll

His 11ds narrowed a trifle. “Do you
mean that you've changed your mind

YHave you?' she asked, quickly,
with a sidelong slunt of eyes at him,

“I'm still very much at your service,
Bee,"

“Does thut mean you still think you
whnt me?”

“I don't think, I know (t."

“Then you're on,” she told him with
& little nod, “Thank you, kind sie.”

Bromfield drew a decp breath, “By
Jove, you're a good little sport, Bee,
TR
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“I Was Wondering When You Were Go-
ing to Ask Ms Again to Marry You™

[ think I'll get up and give three ring.
Ing chears"

"I'd llke to see you do that," she
mocked

"Of course you know I'm the happl-
eat man in the world," he sald, wtlh

well-ordered composure.

“You're not exactly what I'd call a
rapturous lover, Clary. But I'm uot,
elther, for that matter, so I dare say
we'll hit it off very well "

“I'm a good deal harder hit than I've
ever let on, dear girl. And I'm golng
to muke you very bappy. That's a
promise,”

Nevertheless he watched her warlly,
behind a munner of graceful eager-
naag. A suspiclous little thought was
filtering through the back of his mind.
“What the deuce has got Into the girl?
has she been quarreling with that
bounder from Arisona?”

“I'm glad of that, I'll try to make
you a good wife, even If—" She let the
sentence dle out unfinished.

“May I tell everybody how happy I
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"It you Hke,” she ngreed.

“A short engagement,” he ventured,

“Yes" she nodded, “"And tnke me
nway for o while, I'm tired of New
York, 1 think.”

“I'Il take youn to a plnce where the
paths are primrose-strewn and where
nightingnles sing,” he promised, rashly

She smiled heredulously, a wise old

|

! belt,

littie smile that had no right on her |

young face,

The report of the engagement spread |

at once, Bromfleld took care of that.
The evening of the day the Runt heard
of the engugement he told his friend
about it while Kitty was In the
kitchen,

“Miss Beatrice she's wearin® a new

ring," he sald by way of breaking the |

news gently,
Clay turned his head
looked at Johunle,
“Bromfleld?" he aslked,
“Yep. That's the story.”
“The ring was on the left hand ™
ll"'.p‘!I
Clay mude no comment,

slowly and

His friend

knew enough to say no more to him, |

FPresently the cattleman went out. It
was In the small hours of the morning
when he returned. He had been
tramping the streets to get the fever
out of his blood.

But Johnnla discusged with Kitty at
length this new development, just as
he had discossed with her the fact that
Clay no longer went to see the Whit-
fords. Kitty made n gshrewd guess at
the cause of division, 8he hnd niready
long since drawn from the cowpuncher
the story of how Mlss Beatrice had re.
Jected hla proposal that she take an
Interest In her,

“They must ‘'a' quarreled—Ilikely
about me being here. I'm sorry you
told her."

"1 don't reckon that's it. Miss Bea-
trice she's got too good judgment for
that,”

"I ought to go away. U'm only bring-
ing Mr, Lindsay trouble. If he just
could hear from his friends In Arizona
about that place he's trying to get me,
I'd go right off.,”

He looked at her wistfully, Kitty
had begun to bloom agaln, Her cheeks
were taking on thele old rounded econ-
tour und occaslionally dimples of de-
light flashed Into them. Already the
marks of her six-weeks' milsery among
the submerged derelicts of the clty
was begloning toe be wiped from her
mind llke the miemory of a bad drewain
from which she had awakened, Love
was & craving of her happy, sensuous
nature. She wunted to llve n the san
among smiles and langhter, She was
Hke a kitten in her desire to be petted,
made much of and admired. Almost
anybody who lked her could win a
place in' her afMection.

Johnnle's case was not so hopeless
a8 he imagined It
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Over thelr good-night smoke Clay
gave n warning. “Keep yore eyes
opgn, Johnnle, 1 was tralled to the
house todny by one of the fellows with
Durand the night I called on him. It
spells trouble, 1 reckon the 'Paches
are golng to leave the reservation
ngnin.”

“Suy, Clay, ain't you gettin' home-
sick for the whinin' of a4 rawhlde?
Wha's the matter with us hittin® the
dust for good old Tueson? 1I'd surk
ke to chuse cowtallk agnin.*

“You eun go, Johnole, I'm not ready
yet——quite, And when I go It won't
beé because of uny rattlesnake In the
grass,"

“Whadyon mean | can go? If this
Jerry Durand's trylng to get you I'll
be there followin' yore dust, old scout.™

“There's more than one way to skin
a cut, Mebbe the fellow menns to
strike at me through you or Klity,
I've 1 mind to put you both on a traln
for the B-In-a-Box ranch.”

“You can put the U1 girl on a teain,
You ecan't put me on none less'n yon
Ko 100" nuswered his shadow, stoutly,

*T'nen see you don't get deawn loto
any quarrels while you sud Kitty ure
away from the house, Stlek to the
Hghted streets, 1 think I'Il speak to
her ubout not lettin’ any strange man
talk to ber. T think she had better not
€0 out unless one of us s with her.”

"Sults me. Aond don't you take oy
chanees, old-timer, That goes double
I'm the cautlous guy In thig outfit, not
you."

Within twenty-four hours Clay heard
some one pounding wildly on the outer
door of the apartwent and the volce
of the cuutlous guy lmploring haste.

“Lemme In, Clay. Hurry! Hurry!"
he shouted

Lindsuy was at the door In four
strides, but he did not peed to see the
stricken woe of his friend's face to
gueas what hnd oceurred, For Johnnle
and Kitty had started together to see
A plcture play two hours earller.

“They done took Kitty—In an auto,"
he gasped. “Right before my eyes.
Olalmed a lady had falnted.”

“Who took her?"

“I dunno, Some men, Turned the
trick sllck, we never liftin' a hand.
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Aln't T a heluva man?’

“Hold yore hnwsses, son, Don't get
excited. DBegin at the beglnnin® and
tell me all about 1" Clay told him,
quletly

“We was comin' home an’® [ took
Kitty Into that Red Star drog store
for to get her some lee eream, Well,
rlight nfter that I heerd a man say how
the lady had falnted—"

“What lady?"

“The lndy In the machine”

“Were you in the drog store?™

“No, We'd Jes' eome out when this
here automoblle drew up an' a8 man
Jumped out hollerin' the lady had

fainted and would T bring a glase o
water from the drug store. 'Course 1
got a Jump on me and Kitty she moved
up closeter to the car to he'p If she
conld. When I got back to the wnlk
with the water the man was hoppin’
back Into the enr. It wak already moy
In'. MHe slnmmed the door shat and it
went up the street ke grensed light-
nin®."

“Get the nowber 7"

“No, I—I1 plumb forgot to look.™

Clay slipped a revolver under Lis
He slid into a street coat, Then
he got police headguarters on the wire
and notified the office of what had
taken place.

It had come on te raln aod benedth
the street lights the asphalt shone like
a river. The storm had driven most
people Indoors, bot as the westerner
drew near the drug store Olay saw
with rellef & taxicab draw up outsile,
Its driver, crouched In his seat hehind
the waterproof apron as far back ns
possible from the raln, promptly nc-
cepted Lindsay nas a fare.

“Back in a minute," Clay told him,
and passed Into the drug store,

The abduction was still belng s
cussed. He pushed home questions as
to identification, ©One of the men In
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“What's the Big Idea In Calling Me
From Me Job In the Rush Hours?®

the drug store had caught a flash of
the enr number. He wus sure the first
four figures were 8067, Bhe fifth he
did not remember. The car was dark
blue and It looked ke a taxl, This in.
formation Clay got the owner of the
atore to forward to the pollee,

He did not wait to give it personal-
ly, but joined Jolinnle lo the cab, The
address he gaye to the driver with the
waterproof hat pulled down over his
head was that of & certaln place of
mmusement known as Heathws Palace
of Wonders. A woman he wanted to
consult was wont to sit behind a win-
dow there at the receipt of customs,

Miss Annle Millikan's pert amile
beamed through the window at Clay
when he stepped up.

“Hello, Mr. Fiat-Worker,” she BUNE
out. “How many?"'

Clay explnined that hils business was
serlous, “I've got ¢o see you alone—
now," he added.

“If you gotta you gotta.” The girl
called an usher, who found a second
usher to tuke her place.

Annle walked down the street a few
steps beslde Clay.

“What's the blg (dea In callin' me
from me job In the rush hours?' she
asked,

Clay told his story.

“Some of Jerry's strong.-arm work,™
she commented,

“Must be. Can you help me?"

Annle lobked gtralght at him, a hoe
morous little quirk to her mouth.
“Bay, what're you askin' me to do—
t'row down my steady?

Annle wis pretty, and Inevitably she
bad lovers. One of these was “"Slim"
Jim Collins, confidential follower of
Jerry Durand, He was & crook, and
she knew It, But some quallty in him
~his good looks, perhups, or hils game-
ness—fuscinated her In spite of her-
self, She avolded him, even while she
found herself pleased to go to Coney
with an escort so well dressed and zo
glibly confident. Another of her ad-
mirers was a policeman, Tim Muldoon
by name, the same one that had res-
cued Clay from the savagery of Du-
rnnd outside the Sea Siren. Tim she
I""'ed, But for sl his Irish ardor he
wis wary. He had never asked her
to marry him, BShe thought she knew
the renson, He did not want for a wife
& woman who had been “Slim" Jim's
girk,

Ulay bad come to Aunnle Millikan
now becnuse of what she had told him
about “Sllm" Jim. This man was one
of Durapnd's stand-bys. If there was
any underground work to be done It
was odds-on chance that he would be
In charge of it.

“I'm askin' you to stand by a poor
girl that's In trouble,” he sald In An-
swer to her question. “You wouldn't
let Durand spoll her life If you could
stop It."

| Then,

' young Iady I—I'm in love with

“Well, what's my cue? Where do

v 1
I come In on this rﬂsvm-llu*hmullf‘ul| reputahbic

herolne act

“When did you see "Slim' Jim lust)”

T might 'a’ seen him thisg afternoon
an' I might not,” she sald ecautlously,
looking at him from under a broad
hat-brim, “Say, what's the lay-out?
Are you framin’ Jim for up the river?”

“I'm tryin' to save Kitty.”

“Becnuse she's your goll, Where do
I come In at? What's there In It for

me to go rappln’ me friend? demand- |

ed Annle sharply,

“She's not my girl,” explnined Clay,
with that sure Instinct that
sometimens gulded him, he added, “The
hns
Just become engaged to another man.”

Miss Millikan lvoked at him, frank-
ly Incredulous. “For the love o' Mike,
where's her eyes? Don't she know a
renl man when she gees one? 11 say

{ whe don't.”

A flush beat Inte Annle's cheeks.
She went off swiftly at a tangent.
“Wouldn't It give a fellow a jar? This
guy Jim Colllns sllps it to me confiden.
tiul that he's off the crooked stuff,
Nothin' doin' a-tall In gorllla work.
He kids me that he's quit goln' out
on the spud and porchelimbin' don't
look good to him no more. A four-room
flat, a Hitle wife, an' the stralght road

for ‘Slim' Jim, 1 fall for it, though
I'd orta be hep to men. An' he dates
me up tonight for the chauffenrs'
ball.”

“But you didn’t go?"

"No; he sldesteps It this aft with
a falry tale about drlvin’ a rich old
dame out to Yonkers. All the time
he was figurin' on pinchin® this goll
for Jerry, He's a rotten crook.”

“What color 1s '‘Slim' Jim's ear?”

“A dirty blue. Why?"

“That was the car."

Annle lifted her hands in a lttle
gesture of despalr. *“I'm dead =sieck
of this game, What's there in 1t? I
live stralght and eat In a beanery,
No lobster palaces in mine. Look at
me cheap duds. And Tim glves me
the over like 1 was a street eat. What
sort of a chance did T ever have, with
toughg and gunmen for me friends?"

“You've got yore chance now, An-
nle. Tim will hop off that fence he'a
on and light a ruonin® straight for
you if he thinks you've ditched ‘Siim*

Jim. You dor't owe Jerry Durand
anything, anyhow., Where would he
have Kitty taken? You c#an glve a
guess,"

She had made her decislon before
ghe spoke. "Gimme paper and a pen-
ciL”

On Clay's notehook she scrawled hur.
rledly an address.

“Jim'd eronk me If he knew I'd glven
this,” she sald, looking straight at the
eattleman,

“He'll never know—and I'll
forget 1t, Annle.”

Clay left her and turned to the
driver. From the slip of paper In his
hand he read aloud an nddress.

Az Clay slammed the door shut und
the car moved fosward he had an lm-
pression of something gone wrong, of
f cog In his plans slipped somewhere,
For Annle, standing In the raln un-
der a sputtering misty street light,
showed a face stricken with fear.

Her dilated eyes were fixed on the
driver of the tuxieab.

never

CHAPTER XII.
Twoe Men In a Locked Room,

SBome sixth sense of safety-—one that
cowes to many men who live in the
outdoors on the untamed frontier=
warned Clay that all was not well.
The muachine had swang to the right
and was facing from the wind Instead
of Into It, Clay was not very well
anequainted with New York, but he
did know thls was not the directlon
In which he wanted to go.

Lindsay opened the door and swung
out on the runoing board. *“We're go-
in" wrong. Stop the car!"” he ordered.

The mun at the wheel did not turn.
He speeded up.

Hls fare wusted no time in remon-
strances. A moment, and the chauf-
feur threw on the brake sharply. Hls
reason wos a good one, The blue nose
of a revolver was jummed hard agalnst
his ribs, He had looked round once
to find out what it was prodding him.
That was enough to convince him he
had better stop,

Under the brake the back wheels
skidded mnd brought up against the
curb, Clay, hunging on by one hand,
was flung hard to the sldewalk, The
cab teetered, regnined Its equilibri-
um, gathered Impetus with a snort, and
leaped forward again,

As the cultleman clambered to his
feot he caught one full view of the
chauffeur's triumphant, vindictive face.
He had seen it before, at a reception
especially arranged for him by Jer-
ry Durand one memorable night. It
belonged to the more talkatlve of the
two gunmen he had surprised at the
pretended poker game. He knew, too,
without being told that this man and
“Slim"™ Jim Colling were one and the
same. ‘The memory of Annle's strick-
en face carrled this conviction home
to him,

The rain pelted down as he moved
toward the brighter lighted street that
Intersected the one where he had been
dropped. The lights of a saloon caught
his eye at the corner. He went in,
got police headquarters on the wire,
and learned that a car answering the
description of the one used by his ab-
ductor had been headed into Central
park by oficers and that the downtown
exits were beling watched.

Presently he pleked up another taxl
He hesitated whether 1o go to the
address Annle had given him or to Join
the chase uptown. HReluctantly, he de
cided to visit the houre.

Clay pald bis driver and looked at
the house numbers as he moved up
the street he wanted. Many of the
realdences were used to kq_ep_lod{!r_!

In Others l'1ll[l||!_\l'l| for leas
PUrposes
His overcont buttoned to his Ilfl'h,

Clay walked without hesltstion up the

werey

steps of the one numbered 243, He
rang the bell and walted, his right
hand In the pocket of his overcoat.

The door opened i‘ﬂlll[lﬂlrﬂ)' i fow
Inches amnd w polr of close-sel ecyes
In n wrinkled fuce gimleted Clay.

“Whadya want?"
“The old man sont me with 0 mes

gage. snswered the Arizonan prompt
Iy “Gor evervililng veady for the
girl 7"

“Say, who the h

“One of Slim's friends,
got the kid
store,™

“T don'
about,”

Clay put his foot against the door
to prevent It from belng eclosed and
drew hig hand from the overcont pock-
et, In the hand nestled a blue-nosed
persunder

Unless the eyes peering into the
night were had barometers of thelr
owner's lnner state, he was In a panle
of fear,

“Love ¢ Gawd, d«don't

4 are youse?™
Listen, we |
pleked her up st a deog |

know watcher falry tale's

shoot I

“Love o Gawd, He |

D-don't Shoot|”

Chattered. “I Ain't Nobody but the

Caretaker,” |
chattered, “I aln't nobody but the
\earetaker,”

He buacked slowly away, followed by I
Lindsay. The barrel of the thirty- |
elght held hls eyes fascinated. By |
the light of his flash Clay discovered
the wan to be a chalk-faced little In-
consequent,

“Say, don't point that at me,” the
old fellow lmplored.

“Are you alone?”

“You know It."

“Is Jerry comin’ himself with the
others?"’

“They don't none of them tell me
nothin'. I'm nobody. I'm only Joey."

“Uniond what you know. Quick.
I'm in a hurry.”

The man began a rambling, whin-
ing tale.

The Arizonan learned that a room
had been prepared on the second floor
for & woman. Slim had made the ar-
rangements. Joe had heard Durand's
name mentioped, but knew nothing of
Lhe olans,

“I'll look the houss over. Move
along In froot of me and don't make
any mistakes, This slx-gun Is Uable
to permeate yore anatomy with lead.” |

The cattleman examined the first |
floor with an especial view to the ex-
fts. He might have to leave In & hur-
ry. If so, he wanted to know where
he wans golng. The plan of the sec-
ond story was another polnt he feat
ured as he passed swiftly from room
to room. From the laundry in the
basement he had brought up a coll
of clothes-line, With this he tied Joe |
hand and foot. After gagging him,
he left the man locked In u small
rear room and took the key with him,

Clay knew :that he was In a precarl-
ous situation, If Drand returned |
with Kitty and captured him here he |
was lost. The man would make no )
moreé mistakes. Certalnly he would |
leave no evidence ugalnst him except |
that of his own tools, The Intruder |
would probubly not be kllled openly.
He woulil elther simply disappear or
he woild be murdered with witnesses
framed to show self-defense, The |
cattlemuan was as much outside the |
law as the crimionls were, He had
no legal business in this house. But
one thing was fixed in his mind. He
would be no Inactive victim. If they
got him at all It would be only after
a fighting fAnish.

To Clay, standing at the head of
the stalrs, came a sound that stiffened
him to a tense wariness, A kev was
belug turned In the lock of the =rroet
door below. He moved back luto the
deeper shadows as the door swuug
open,

Two men entered, One of them
cursed softly as he stumbled agalnst |
a chalr In the dark hall,

“Where's that rat Joe?' he demand
ed In a subdued volce,

Then chme a click of the lock, The)
sound of the street rain ceased. Clay '
knew that the door had been closed
and that he was shut in with two
desperate criminals

What have they done with Kltty?
Why was she not with them? He
asked himself that questlon even as
he slipped back Into a room that
opened to the left,

He groped his way through the dark-
ness, for he dared not flash his light
to guide him, Mis fingers found the
edge of a desk, Round that he cir
cled toward a closet he remembered
baving noted. His arm brushed the

| eloset,

closet door, Next moment he was In.
sidde nod had closed |t softly behind
him,
And none too soon, For Into the
room came the gunmen almost on his \*"
heels
“Jerry'll ralse h—1" a heavy voles
was saying a8 they entered the room.
“And that ain't all, We'll Iand In stir
if we don't look out, We just ducked i
a bad fall, The bulls pretty near had
us that time we polied our nose out

from the park at Seventy-second
street,”

Qome one 'll'l*!'-m! & button and the & '
room lenped to light, Through the [

open oruck of the closed door Clay
recognized Gorllla Dave, The second
of the munmen was out of range of his
viglon.

From the sound of creaking forni.
ture Clay Judged that the unseen man
had sat down heavily, "It was that
blowout queered us.  And suy—how

eame the bulls so hot on our trall?

Who rapped to 'em?” 1
“Must been that boob wit' the

goll. Ile cot busy quick.. Well, Jerry,

won't have to salve the cops this :

time. We made our getawny all vight,” -

sald Dave,

“SBay, where's Joey?"”

“Pulled a sneak llkely, Wha's It ]
matter? Listen! What's that?" i

Some one was coming up the stalrs. E

The men in the room moved eautious-

Iy to the door, The hall light was
pwlitehed on,

“Lo, Jerry," Gorilla Dave called soft-

Iy.
He closed the room door and the '
sound of the voleces was shut off in- i
stantly.

The uninvited guest dared not step
out of the closet to listen, for at any -
Instant the men might re-enter., 1le «
erouched in his hiding place, the thir- i
ty-eight In his hand, I

The minutes dragged Interminably.

More than once Clay almost made up
his mind to steal out to. learn what
the men were dolng, Iiut his judg-
ment told him he must avold a brush
with so many if possible,

The door opened again.

“Now beat It and do as I say if you
know what's good for you," n bullying
volce was ordering.

The owner of the volee came In and
glammed the door behind him. He sat
down at the desk, his back to the
Through the chink Clay saw
that the man was Jerry Durand.

From his vest pocket he took a faf
black cigar, struck n match and lu%
it. He slumped down In the swivel i
chalr, It took no seer to divine that
his mind was busy working out a prob-
lem,

Olay stepped softly from his place
of refuge, but not o nolselessly that
the gangman did not deteot hls pres- \
ence. Jerry swung round In the chatr L'
and leaped up with catlike actlivity. { ;
He stood without moving, polsed on
the balls of his feet, his deep-set eyes
narrowed to shining slits, It was
In his thought to hurl himself head-
long on the man holding steadily the
menacing revolver,

“Don't you! I've got the dead wood
on you," sald the Arlzonan, a trench-
ant saltness In his speech. “I'll shoot
you down sure as h—I1's hot."

Durand's face wore an ugly look of
Impotent malice, but his throat was
dry as a lime kiln. He could not es-
timate the danger that confronted him
nor what lay back of the man's pres-
ence,

“What you doin’ here?" he demanded.

“Makin' my party call,” retorted
Clay easily,

Jerry cursed him with a low, savage
stream of profanity, The gangman
enraged was not a sight pleasing to
#ee,

“I reckon heaven, h—1, and high
water couldn't keep you from cussin'
now. Relleve yore mind proper, Mr.
Durand. Then we'll talk business”
murmured Clay in the low, easy drawl
that never suggested weaknoess,

The ex-prize-fighter's flow of lan.
guage dried up. He fell sllent and
stood swallowing his furlous rage. It
had come home to him that this nar-
row-flunked young fellow with the
close-gripped jaw and the cool, steady
eéyes was entirely unmoved by his
threats.

"Quite through effervescing?' asked
Clay contemptuously.

The gang leader made no answer.
He chose to nurse his venom silently.

“Where's Kitty Mason?

Still no answer,

"I asked you what you've done with

r

|

Kitty Mason?'
“That's my business.”
"By G—d, you'll tell, or I'll tear !

it out of yon!" ’.

Clay backed to the door, foundighe
key, transferred it to the Inner slde
of the lock, turned It, end put It In his
pocket.

The cornered gangman took a
chance, He ducked for the shelter of
the desk, tore open a drawer and
snatched out an automatic

Simultaneously the cowpuncher
pressed the button beslde the door ani

plunged the room in darkness, MHa
side-stepped swiftly and  withou
nolse,

A flash of lghtning split the black-
ness,

Clay dropped to his knees and
crawled away. Another bolt, with its
accompanylng roar, flamed out.

Stlll the westerner did not fire in an-
swer, thouz!! he knew Just where the
target for Liis hullet was, A plan ha-:‘.) .
come o hin.. Io the binckngss of thaf
room one might empty his revolver
and not score a hit. To walt was to
tike a chance of being potted, but he
did not want the death of even such a
rufien as Durand on his soul.

The crash of the sutomatie aud the
rattle of gluss flled the room. Jerry,
blazing away at some fancled sound
had shattered the window, :
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