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Bhe looked at the wrist on which
his hand had closed so masterfully.
It was an outrageous thing to do.
PFrutal, An amazing tingle had gone
through her when he did {t. Down to
her toes.

Presently,

somewhere, she hoped
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. « » But she must not describe it.
She supposed she was pledged to sa
nothing. This began to seem difficull,
a8 an undertaking in itself. If you
promised a crook. .. ., Or course she
didn't really promise him. Not def-
initely. Moreover, it was, in a way,
4 breaking of the bargaln for him to
go away. She sald she would come
back and she done so. His part of It
had broken chean off.

Beyond all that, there was the ques-
tlon of Emma Traub. What was Emma
Traub thinking? This came to appear
very important. There would have to
be an accounting between them. In
an empty hause with a man. Emma
had seemed to get that quickly—in-
stantly, as if {t were enough to know
at one time. What would her mind do
with {t? Jo Ellen must find out, prom-
{se or no promise. Emma belonged
to the situation. There was no way
of leaving her out of it now,

S8he decided to find Emma Traub,
which turned out to be an easy mat-
ter. The woman stood at the bend of
the house path, her hands at her
sides, her face fixed peeringly. Jo
Ellen coming quickly, leaping here
and there, might have been but a
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"“What was {t?"

Emma_brought this forth huskily
as If her throat trembled.

“In the house ., ., 7"
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a guy with a gray suit, russet shoes
and a Panama hat—that way—if 1
had seen him anywhere around. 'l

haven't seen anybody,’ I said ‘Any-|had.

hody ot all.’” But I had seen him,
d'y'understand? I had seen him. You
know. I was just coming from there
—when I looked in. I didn’t see any
Panama hat. But it was the one! Had

kitchen way. You alone. Queer. 1 got
to thinking about it. What do you
suppose she's up to? I said. 1 was
only going to bang on the window if
I could see you inside. I saw the
young feller. You had me guessing.
You and him in there. The two of
Then the meets me. |

you. man

mean a dlck—a station man, or may
be headquarters—a detective—stand.
ing there and asking me. I didn't
know what he'd seen—which way 1
came. Y'd think the way he looked he
thought I had his man. Could I tell
him, “He's down there in that house
with Jo Ellen Rewer?' Could 1? Then
off he starts again, 1 kept out of
sight. I couldn't he sure which way he
went at last. All I knew was that
he'd go stralght as he could to the
place he thought I came from. And
then—"'

"“I suppose he caught him,” sald
Jo Ellen blankly.

“Do you care? What was 1t?"

“"He said he didn’'t do the thing
they were after him for.” ... The
story had to came then IXmma gulped
every word, nodding meanwhile in
acknowledgment of each added fact,
putting all together, this part and
that, as under some momentous im-
perative,

“Look here!” whispered Emma at
the end, with a new clutch at the girl,
“Look here! We haven't seen any-
thing. Not a thing, Get that? Not a
thing. You dldn't eee him, I didn't
gee him."

Accomplices? Or being watched?
They always watch a crook's woman,
Buppose—"'

This last consideration subdued Jo
Ellen. The conspirators agreed to be

with a partner quickly appeared to
be more than twice as trying. There
were a lot of little secrets every girl
A blg secret, a sort of real
thing secret, was inordinately dif.
ferent. This one had a brazen cast, a
color of crime . .. with bulls and
dicks in it,

Jo Ellen went over some of Emma

X 4 barriers

The Tices lived on one of the|Wood, wire,
houseboats moored at the head of the
creek, the harbor of the last of the
Indians to leave Manhattan, at this
northernmost tongue of the island
that was once all of New York.

A little beyond the famous tulip
tree (with its painted label) you came
to the barriers excluding outsiders
from the brink of the creek. These
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were grotesquely
.‘"]ll"‘t
impulsive angles. Signs sald, “"Private,
The
didn't belong was forced to look down
from the Inner path upon the quaint
clutter of moorings,
planks, and houseboats.
the sheds where they built launches,
skiffa
homes stretched In a curve to the be

mended. |ginnings of the Point.
tin overlapped at|or
stroller

who | spots.

out sign. To the west {8 the
landings, gang-
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slopes of the mainland
shuttla of the traina as they

and floating

In the 30 miles
more of Manhattan water front
this, 18 in its way, ona of the oddest
The tide rises and falls with-
little
forest of the Point; to the north the
behind the
enter
of leave the long reach of the Hudson:
to thr east the jump-across of Broad.
way and the windings of the Harlem:

On a Baturday ofterncon or Sun
there was, Indeed, a gspecial stir. M
boats wrinkled this listless hypath
the river. Thera might be cano
Visitors shuffled over the zangplan
and interplaying bridges, In the mi
dls of the week the sun eould scere
the reglon into quiet. Life withdret
under its shell. Tonight thers wre

the leftover and forgotten aloofness
of Inwood Hill itself. There was the
smell of an old wetness. And, as
thoughout the Hill, there was alwaye
the chance of living surprise. In a
day of windless heat the scene might
resemble 80 much abandoned wreck-
age- the litter of a past. Then a sud-
denly reared head, the clatter of a
kitchen pan, or the sound of a saw|/the band

could make the scenes faintly allive. (To Bs Continued Tomorrow,)

to the south the wooded Clove, slop-
ing darkly from the rocky places,
This clutter was a much out of
the current of things as the old turn
in the creek. Like flotsam in a swale,
the jumble of raw or painted wood,
stovepipes, ropes, awnings, dryving
ctlothes, strange single-oar craft,
anchor chains, flower boxes, had a
haphazard detachment. You might
have sald that the place symhbolized
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Whiteman, the bandman, did a trav-
esty as merry as ever [ saw. And
McPeake told some rare tayles of
Barrle and Wells. So home and to
bed.

Somewhere In the genealogical line
1 fear some of my ancestors were
given to prankish excursions In arson.
As far back as I remember in my
home town I never missed a fira, The
only fellow who ever beat me was
Harry Maddy, head nozzleman. New
Yorkers pay as much attention to a
girening fire wagon epeeding through
the streets as they might to a buzzing
fly. When they see this chronicler
breathlessly hurrying along In Ite
wake their lips curl in amused and
tolerant smiles., There {s no pitch of
excitement so high as that at a fire,
I have seen more comedy at a fire
than in a musical revue. And I have
geen drama almost as breath-taking
a8 that super dramatic moment when
Firpo whanged Dempsey through the
ropes,

After all T wonder what 1s the most
exciting moment in  most of our lives.
Ofttimea it s not attended with an-
ticipation. Tt comes unexpectedly
and placldly out of the nowhere, It
seems to me the greatest whirl T ever
recelved was in A western city at a
theater when Raymond Hitcheock
sald to W. C. Filelds: "I wonder who
paid 0dd Melntyre's way In here to
night."”

Then there was another time when
T opened a letter from a magazine and
found a check for £1,000, My happl-
ness waa short lived. A clerical mis-
take had returned my manuscript to
another and sent his check to me.

There are about 200 stage dressers
fn New York. Thelr job is to walet
stars In dressing room, attend to the
wardrobe and packing. Most of them
have heen,on the stage, but were
shunted to obscurity by lack of am-
bitlon or abllity. They revrse the
dletum that no man {8 n hero to his
valet. For tha stage dresser ia |n.
variably an ardent admirer of his em-
ployer. He perhaps sees In him some.
thing he might have heen. Inciflental
ly one stage valet's name I8 Lee High,

The four most prolific writers of
mystery shockers are Edgar Wallace,
. Philllps Oppenheim, Arthur Som-
ers Roche and J. B, Fletcher. Mr.
Roche is the only American in the
quartet., His method is complicated.
He begins a novel with a situation
and he never knows how it Is going

to end, He has a way of gratifying
himself which is no doubt the reason
he s continually mystifylng his
render,

My wife, breaking In over my
shoulder, inquires with something n
trifle tinged with sarcasm: “Why
don't you mentlon yourself In your
article today?"

were able to shut her up. On the
other hand if the detective . , .
There was no traecing the tangle of

Unela Ben would have enjoyed |t
uproariously. And she could imagine,
too, the bitter twisting of his mouth
how Uncle Ben and her mother would
bave stiff words about wheiher he
should be off Investigating, and prop
erly strangling somebody,

Facing her mother gave a peculiar
heat and nolsiness to the secret, A
gullty flush kept pushing Ita way into
her face. It did not matter that her
mother would have done as she did
in the case of the fugitive, This only
made the hiding of the clrcumstances
harder to go on with, harder to justl
fv, a little more foolish. Yet the hid-
ing certainly had a thrill that ecom
munieated itaelf to the new Jress, to
aupper, to dryving the dishes, to try
ing to read a detective story In one
of the magnzines, to getting read)
for the party at Tice's.
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