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“Look here, you must keep
tho.‘“' nerves ol yours 1 b tier
order! Yes, I know, neither of

us had a wink of slecp last
night, but you will fee¢l an-
other man when.vou have had

a splash in cold water, and
changed your things; do it
'R

now!
“J left my luggage at Stoclk-

holm "’ murmured Leo, with-
out moving. “‘But it doesn’t
matter...."’

“Well then, take a nip out
of my pocket-pistol,” satd his
friend, perseveringly. *‘There,
you sve, you're better al

ready. "’

And, in fact, Leo sat up, af-
ter a mouthful from Wallion's
silver flask.

“What's the c-od?'’ asked
the young man slowly. *‘Now
we are here, after so much
trouble, 1t seems to me we
ean’t do anything. If we stop
where we are, we shall be no
betier than prisoners, and who
knows what may happen when
they discover that you are
here. We have voluntarily
deprived ourselves of liberty
e 1! "

“No,"”” replied the journal-
fst decidedly; “‘we  have
gained it. Full, unlimited lib-
erty to be in the very place
where they least want us. They
will do all in their power to
get us out of it, I say ‘us’ be-
eaunse they will not remain
long in ignorance of my pres-
ence here, although several
things will probably happen
first.”’

““No doubt about that. There
will be plenty of movement—
but as for libertv—that's quite
anather matter!”’

“Don't misunderstand me,”’
said the Problem-hunter, with
a steely glint in his eve. “‘In
Stoeckholim I was obliged to
keep a constant lookout, to try
and discover my opponents;
here, 1 can see enemies freely
on every side of me, and mayv
expeet a fresh one at any min-
ute. The situation is perfeet-
Iy simple—we have only to be
prepared !’

“Are yon armed?"”’

“0Of course! I have a perfect
arsenal, what with a pair of
eyes. two ears, a tongue, and
my brains. Don’t you think
that’s enough? Well, here’s n
revolver into the bargain.
That will do for Rastakov.”

“Or for Lona Ivanovna,
who shot Bernard Jenin!'’ ex-
glaimed  Leo  impetuonsly.
“You may joke, hut T...."

The journalist came ana saf
down beside h'm

“Why, now you are angry,”’
he said calmly; ‘‘that’s good,
it shows vou're in workinzg <.
der again.''

Nobodv could recist Manpive
Wallion when he cliose.  lico
began to smile,

A soft breeze from the
wooded hills around them blew
in upon them, eooling and re-
freshing; a blue butierfly was
fluttering in the folds of the
white window curtains.

“How ecan I be angry!"
said Teo.  “But vou are so—
different from other people
Here we have just smnggled
ourselves into a house which 1s
full of mysteries, and proba-
bly of powerful
well. and you sit
deal in paradoxes,
pinving with danger!

“My dear fellow,”
the journalist, ‘‘when one has
got to the point of plaving
with danger, it means that one
Has Tirst learned to ostimate
it correetly. A  hunter does
ol indee of the streneth of a
hon merely hy shooting it. He
trarks it to its lair, ‘plavs’ it,
ac 1o speak—and in that way
forms a true eacimate of its in-
dividnal powers.”

“Stop, stop!””  entreated
Leo, holding up his hands in
mock surrender. ““You will he
makine me sav next, that

enemies  as
down and
You are

'y

renlied

Time Payment System
In Plane Sales Sought

NEW YORK-—(AP)— The prob-
fexn of marketing the projected

ction of between 6090 and
W00 airplanes this year has
t up the question of prope:

ol purchases, which &
shamber of commerce is ses<ing to
#olve., The committee is drawing up
anifarm time payment legislation

Just as the automotive industry
Sound the time payment plan a
great stimulant to sales, the air-
piane industry hopes to provide a
sound means of financing for in-
seeasing sales on the deferred pay-
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Rastakov 13 my deares
friend!"”
‘““And yom
wiser &
journa
“The wind
taken out of
would become wax in  your
and afld-

He bent forward,

ed impressively:

“What yon must do—and
now I am speakinge quite <ord
onsly—is to be a really stanneh
friend to Lona Ivanovna and
Sonia Bernin.”

“What about Andrei DBer
iy’

“1 intend to befriend him
myself, for a reason that will
probably surprise youn both

But now it is time for you te
go downstairs."’
. . »

A quarter of an hour later,
Leonard Grath came down
into the hall. Sure enoungh,
there by the glass door sat a
man, his gun propped against
the wall, within easy reach:
he got up as soon as he saw
ILieo, and stood at attention.
The young man went past him
intfo the dining room, where he

could hear low voices, Tha
breakfast table was laid near
the windows, and with some

surprise, he realized that they
were waiting for him,
Sonia Bernin was standing
by the window, and when she
turned and saw  him, she
;,rruzlvd him with a friendly
smife: Lona Ivanovna, who
had been talking in a low and
impressive tone, also turned
round, Leo bowed, As a self-
invited guest, he found the
situation a little awkward, but
his hostess said frankly:
“Good morning, Mr, Grath.

[ am afraid we left you very
unceremoniously yesterday
evening, but 1 trust you will

remember that a place will al-
ways be laid for you as long
as you give us the pleasure of
your company,’’

“It is most kind of you,”’

mumbled Leo. Ile noticed for
the first time that the old
blind author also was in the

room. Andrei Bernin was sit-
ting in an armchair, stift and
upright, in a listening attitude,
near a window on the lefi,
with the eurtains drawn, in
his dim ecorner at the end of
the room, he looked like some
grotesque and inanimate mask,
with his white Dbeard, blus
spectacles, and black velvet
gkull eap; a pathetic and im-
movable figure, laid aside and
forgotten, As Lona Ivanov-
na's masculine profile and vig-
orous form bent over the blind
man, the eontrast was so acute,
that Leo eonld not help feeling
touched by it.

““Andrer  Tvanovitch,”” said
his sister, ““this is Mr, Grath.”

“I'm wvery glad to make
your acquaintance, sir,”’ saud
Leo.

The blind man bowed, and

held out a thin, but white and
well kept hand.

“We are all glad that von
have come,”” said
low and
softly tinkling bell. ““‘But why
have you eome alone?”’

After a pause, during which

voice 28 eentle as a

Sonia raised her head and
looked at Lieo. the blind man
i'l'fll"lfm] his anestion. <fill

meore slowly and mechanically.

“Why have vyon come
alome ™’

Lona Tvanovna also east an
inquirine glance at the voune
man. The blind wman had
elutehad the arms of his chair,
and was bending forward: lit-
tle wrinkles undulated over his
worn face, and the blne specta-
cles glramed like two  steel
mirrors,

ist hidden in his bedrnom, felt
like a prisoner at the har.
| “T am certainly alone,

he, in a |

Tien, whose thonghts |
were contered on the journai- |

ha |

sa1d S0 {1 didn’'t
o
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“He was a stran p?
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I 1M wa i 00t
panion in th !
dav.”’

[he ¢ P n ol ! i
around him ehanged suddenly,
and became eold, strance and
segretive. It secemed almost as
though the sunny atmosphere
of the room was charged with
elegtrieity, which sent a shorel
through him, and a new ligh!
dawned upon him, le per-

ceived that these three persors

were |||||1'-}.;n'. weirhed down

by an unknown ecatastrophe
or by the apprehiension of an
Ha had heen

T -n;.-l‘.“l H ]

imminent one,
ernel: he had
waonnd. Thev
him as thoneh they saw
an exeentioner, and
with

were lnoking ot
in him
Sonia’s
AVes were mi‘-aij.' tears,
The old man’s veies broke the
silence ;

“We mustn't judze by ap-
pearances, lmportant conelu-

sions are oflten based on very
slight grounds. And although
[ cannot see you,” 1 can feel

what vou are thinking, The
question is, Bernard
Jenin is still in  the Copper
House, or whether lLona
Ivanovna killed him last night,
at sunset,”’

whether

Leo raised his hand involun
tarily, and took a haek
The blind man. who sat with
his white head turned towards
hiln, continued softly :

“What, are vou afraid of
your own suspicions? At sun-
set, that’s a goodtime to die!
Why do you let the matter
trouble you so deeply? There
are so many brave fellows, 100
times better than Bernard
Jenin, who arve lying dead in
a hell of carnage, that it seems
almost a luxury to die of noth-
ing worse than one little re
volver shot.”’

“Mr., Bernin!’”’ burst out
Leo violently, *‘I have not ex.
pressed any such  suspicion!”’

““No, I have* expressed i1
To banish a groundless suspi-
cion it i8 often enough just to

step

’

put it into words. Some
thoughts won't stand that
proof. You said you saw Der-
nard Jenin in the train, and

you have guessed that a mys-
tery attaches to his arrival
here. But why need the mys
tery be a eriminal one? Why
must you feel obliged to ex-
tort an explanation  whieh
would be willingly given to
yvou,-if it were possible?”’

Lieo did not hesitate a mo
ment. The frank words acted
upon him like a fresh breeze,
blowing away the
and he exclaimed: ‘T will not
insist upon any explanation.
You do not know me: I eannot
claim to be vour friend, but at
any rate, do not regard me
as your enemy."”’

l':sll‘,‘\l'!‘-.\"

Lona Ivanovna had eroassed
her lean arms upon her breast
and she laughed grimly, Tt
struck Tieo how mneh alike
Andrei Bernin and his sister
were, in spite of their outward
The same quiet
the same

dissimilarity.
and resigned manner,
intellectual  streneth, charae-
terized them hoth, Mo eonld
not understand how he had
seen in the blind author noth
ing more than a weak and sen-
ile invalid,

“Well, well!”” said the old
lady, “‘I see that we are
nerveed., So let
fast.”’

The
though a
econstraint

us have broak
tension  was  eased.
amount of
Only

certain
gtill remained

T.eo and Sonin  Bernin  ex-
changed a few ecommonnlace
remarks everv now and then.

As soon as thoy eot up from
the table, the elder lady took
out her interminnble
as if it was the onlv thing that
mattered : then she leaned aver
the table, looked the youne
man straight in the face, and
inauired :

“When 18
eoming?"’

it]’_ 'I

1
eroehet

Maurice Wallion

'y

ean’t sav,”” answersil

Lieo, talen by surprise. ** Why
do you ask me?”’

“Because, if he has a mind
to rescue Bernard Jenin a see.
ond time, he has my perinis
sion to be gquick about T4 G

Leo was tempted to tell the
truth about the journalist’s
hidn nlace, but he eontented
himself with answering: ‘T am
cony weed that he will eome—
but h~o will choose his owwp

“.‘:.‘1' i

Chapter IX
Unrest in Camps; an
Outpost Skirmish and a
Warning

1
th
ML

Jt weas raining in  Stoek
holm ; heavy clonds were drif?-
ing over the sky, and an occa-
peal of thunder rolled
glistening roofs

sional
over the wet,

At the office of the Finno-Rus
sian Import and Export com.
pany, Marcus Tassler stood
lookineg gloomily out at the
rain. ITe was alone in the
two showily furnished rooms

for he had sent out the typist
who was his only assistant, if
one those who ecame
and went on business that had
nothine to do with the pnr
chase and sale of tea and cof.
fee. He was alone with his
thouelits, hence his gloom,

He was thinking prineipally
of the baron—who had in.
spired him with a certain
amount of dread that morning
—and of the future, which he
dreaded even more. He was
aware that he was standing on
danwerons  ground, and  he
knew that his one hope of es
cape was—in plain English--
to eut and run! That is an un.
pleasant convietion for any-
one, and espeecially for a man
whose most prominent charae
teristics are an Oriental love
of pleasure and a barbarie
thirst for gold.

Mareus Tassler gulped down
half a glass of old cognae, and
lichted a dark eicar, with a
band round it. He looked at
that minute like some fat, pa
gan high priest, engaged in
mystic rites, and in forecasting
gruesome omens from the sae.
rifieinl offerings.

excepts

Baron Fayverling ecame in
without knocking. He greeted
his partner with a diabolical
smile, provoked partly by
Tassler’s harassed expression,
partly by his empty glass. e
appéared to be in a hurry, for
he kept his hat on, and re
mained standing, leaning on
his ecane.

“Well!" said Tassler sharp-
ly. “You are late., Have you
caueght him?”’

““No,”” replied the baron.
“That duffer I,sent up to his
flat last night came back in a
panie, reporting that the jour
nalist was at home, and had a
visitor into the bargain—since
then, Maurice Wallion has
vanished as completely as
Pharaoh in the Red Sea.”’

“Does nobody know whao
his visitor was?”’

“No.'?

“And when our men

searched his room at the office
did they find nothing?"’

“No, Nothing! Nichts!
Rien!"’

The baron uttered each sue
erssive negative with an ex
plosive emphasis which made
his companion wince. He add
ed ;

““His being away wouldn’
matter 8o much if T had not
the written proof that the fel
low is set on exterminating us
(fan you anything
coolor than his treatment of
Rastakov and myself! Tnform
ine ns frankly that he will
the Tarraschir
for. of course, that

L B

magine

fieht nus for
doenment
is what he’s after.

“At any rate, he
nmything now out of
."r'll'.'iT'l.{"Il

“Out of

can’ gef
536 i
Tassler,
whom?’’ said the
baron sharnly. “What may
B.22 be? I'm not acquainted
with the witness.”
““Oh, come, baron,
onrselves! From the
which he died, T ean
well gness whom von sent. . .
The baron eollared the fat
man, and shook him till he
quivered like a jelly.
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ment plan,
rious ways.

The aclion of the committee fol-
lows conferences in Washington be-
companles and Willlam P, Mnc-
Cracken, assistant secretary of
commerca for aueronautics, resard-
ing the new airplane licensing sys-
lem socn to be put into effect by
the department.

Under the new licensing regula-
tions, finance companies would be
recorded as owners of planes bought
on the time payment plan., but
would not be subject to any fines
imposed by the department of com-
merce for violations of air traffic
rules.

A co-operative azreement s beinz

financing them in va-

worked out with the denartment
whereby the government would no-
tify finance companies ef apnlica-
tions for the relicensing of air-
planes on which lisns evist. Planes
must be re- nsed when they are
snld by own This would enabin
finance companies to “grouna”
planes through renossession for vi-
olation of contract

Farm Relief Solution
Placed With Schools

ATLANTA — (AP) — Permanen!
effective farm relief can come onir
through the rural szhools, Prol
Norman Frozt of Naghvilla Tann

declared before the convention here
of the Education association.

“Schools can prevent over pro-
duction,” he said, “by educating
mote pupils so that they can leave
the farms if they wish. They can
make country life more satisfactory
by increasing individual efficiency
and bringing a higher standard of

“Intelligent, educated farmers.
who understand economics, he
painted out, either can imprave the
present marketing of farm products
or revise the system if it needs re-
visipn "

5 Boys Almost Bury W:Endéa Chum
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After accidently shooting their 11 year old pal, Arthur Gentile,
in the head, these two youths, Attillo Tassi, left, 9 years. and
Romulus Lucontini, 13 years, of Woburn, Mass., innocently
dug a grave and were about to bury their victim, still alive,
when a neighbor came upon the scene and snatched the dying
boy from his grave. He was rushed to Choate Memorial Hos-
pital, but later died. Police were notified and the two boys

are held for manslaughter.
(luternational Newsreel'

Let Men G
Reports Big Profit o
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Representative Pearl P. Old-
field of Arkansas, maybe be-
cause she is a member of Con-
gress, opines that the govern-
ment at \Washington is best

4

S

The Mayrag Company, ot New
York ol which F. L. Maytag.
above, is chairman of the
board reports a net profit for
the six months ended June 30
of $£3.236,122, after charges and
Federal taxes, a new earnings
record in the history of the

ompany.
P ﬂi?:tr“llﬂll Neawaresl

run by men. Mrs. Oldfield,
who was elected to fill the un-
expired term of her late hus-
band, William P. Oldfield, an-
nounces that she will retire at

the end of her term.
(International Newareel)

Heir to Millions in Fatal Crash
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Wreckage of the plane after a drop of 2,500 feet, in which Am-
brose Monell, 23 years, of New York and London, heir to
$20,000,000 fortune, was ridiniz. They were over North Green-
wich, Conn:, when the plane crashed to earth on the estate of
John H. Sterling, causing the deaths of young Monell, a friend

of his and their pilot.
‘“Igternational Newarsel
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