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CHAPTER Xi.—Continued.

An immense man stood stifily at the
;window awaiting us. His bearing was
slovenly, as was his attire. The spec-
tacles and the puffy face, unnaturally
_pale, suggested the habits of the stu-
dent. But the eves, small, crafty, and
very bright, instantly ecorrected my
first impression, and left me bafled
and vaguely distrustful. It was the
man whose reflection I had seen in
the pier-glass.

“Ah, my cousin st last! Georges,
this is Mr. Haddon, an American. He.
comes 10 the chaieau at Alterhoffen ul
our guest.”

It was impossible to doubt that he
had spled op me with Madame de
Varier's consent. But I was certain
that he heard of my comsent to go to
Alterhoffen with positive annoyance.
I was not blind to the significant Jook
that between them: the eyes
of Madame de Varier dilating in tri-
umph and defiance; Dr. Starva equal-
1y defiant and sullen.

Evidently there was discord in the
camp. Dr. Starva did not welcome
the fly that had consented to walk into
the web. Well, so much the better.
A little discord might prove useful.

«sadam is an admirable host,” Dr.

the guest is to be quite happy he must
be content to amuse himsell as
madam wishes.”

The words were almost a threat. I
Jooked with repulsion at “this pale,
flabby, shufing giant. It would be
well to be on my guard against him.
He might be dangerous. But half the
battle was won in realizing that.

Madame de Varnier met his bold ]

sally, insolently careless.

“A diner, messieurs,” she cried gay-
ly. and took my arm, leaving the huge
Dr. Starva to follow.

CHAPTER XIl

Treachery.

Three hours later Dr. Starva and
myself were on the little steamboat en
route for Vitznau, a journey of an
hour. I had met him at the quay; he
was alone. Madame de Varnier, he
coolly informed me, had taken an
earlier boat. 1 was not to see her un-
til next morning.

Frankly, 1 scarcely liked that I
could have wished for a more con-

tied the comtents of my glass into my
handkerchief. When Starva, furious
and perhaps suspiclous, pushed the
man fiercely from him and looked at
me, I was laughing heartily at his mis-
hap, the handkerchfef in one hand, the
other holding out the glass for the
brandy, the fingers closing over it to
hide it from his view.

“Sante!” he cried:boisterously, and
drained: conients of his giass at a
gulp. I f ed his example, and in
spite of the powerful liquor, 1 tasted
(or fancied I tasted) thé dregs of the
bifter drug. ‘ X :

“pah'” I cried in disgust, apd was
careful to hand the glass to the waiter
iustead of placing it on tha table. “I
have tasted better brandy than that in

agsured him that I had really drunk
the potion given me. But mow that I

“Yes, and it is necessary to hurry.”
The handful of passengers had al-
ready left the boat. We descended
the gangway slowly, Dr. Starva’s arm
grasping mine. ~
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We entered the closed carriage
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genial companion. However, I was

embarked on an adventure; and must |

take things as they came. It was to
be a game of give and take. I was de-
liberately permitting myself to be their
tool for the moment; I was to serve
their purpose. My wages for the serv-
jce were to be the opportunity of find-
ing Sir Mortimer Brett. Until I had
penetrated the mystery of his disap-
pearance | would be as clay i their
bands. Perhaps it might be necessary
to be their partner for the nonce in
their intrigues. They might wonder
at my docility or guilelessness, but
they should not question it. That was
the delicate task I must bend myself
to for the present.

We had seat'ed ourselves well for-
ward and were quite alone, for at this
late hour the boat carried few pas-
sengers. The wind coming from the
snow-clad peaks was piercing. 1 shiv-
ered, but rather from excitement than
from the chilly air. Already the lights
of Vitznau could be seen dimly through
the thick mists.

Dr. Starva, rolling a huge cigar in
the corner of his loose, sensual mouth,
regarded me fixedly under shaggy eve-
brows.

“It is cold. We must have some
cognac.” Without asking for my as-
sent.he summoned a waiter.

Even in so tnivial a matter as the

vitation. The cagnac would be wel-
come enough, but one less observing
than myself might have noticed the
alacrity with which he welcomed the
excuse for the liguor.

“Do you know what it is to have a
headache?” he asked, and, fumbling
clumsily in his waistcoat pocket, he
produced a tiny packet.

“No,” 1 said, yawning, and watching
him idly. J

“Ah, you are fortunate.
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The Packet Was

awalted us. I lurched clumsily into
the vehicle, and sat crouched up in

My companion unfastened a valise

the corner of my eye in some trepida-

1 was thankful when he produced
nothing more formidable than a mili-
tary cloak and a felt hat To my
astonishment he deftly slipped from

]

wore, and took my hat from my head,
substituting the garments he bad
taken from his bag.

1 counld have laughed aloud, his con-
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{ he had brought into the carriage with '
|him. I confess I watched him out of ,

my shoulders the light covert coat I|
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Lifted at His Lips. .

eyes slowly and muttered something
to the effect that we had arrived
Alighting, I grasped his arm mechan-
ically, and we proceeded slowly into

of the cloak and hat.

I recalled the woman's ghastly de-
spair when she had read the telegram
in the kursaal. “He is dead,” she had
repeated over and over.

Sir Mortimer Brett, minister pleni-
potentiary at the court of Sofia, was
dead. The adventurers for some pur-
pose of their own, mot yet to be
guessed, had deliberately planned that
I be mistaken for him at this hotel.

That the ambassador was dead was
a bitter disappointment to my hopes.
The opportunity to fulfill the task that
Helena had given me was not to be
mine after all. And now that I knew
that, what further excuse bad I to be
as clay in the hands of these people?
1 was tempted to burst into the room,
there, to prick the bubble of their in-
trigue.

But if I did that, though I might baf-
fle the execution of their plams, I
should be utterly ignorant as to the
nature of those plans. The danger to
Imyaelt in continuing to play the role
!otaeealnpliee was very great. The of-
ficers of the law would not be so touch-
ingly simple as to believe that I was
abetting the plans of this precions
couple only with a view of bringing
them to final justice.

But much more alarming than possi-
ble danger to myself was the fact that
Helena Brett was in this hotel.

Before morning a cruel but just
chance might bring us face to face,
and in her eyes I should stand con-
victed of the grossest villainy. With
diabolical cunning, Dr. Starva had in-
sisted that 4 was Mr. Haddon, and yet
he had dehberately planned that I be
mistaken for Sir Mortimer Brett. The

| | tntent to deceive was obvious.

When that were proved, on my head
would fall the greatest censure. For
who would belleve that I was an inno-
cent victim? But I had gone too far
to retreat mow. Or rather, I had not
gone far enough. Granted that Sir
Mortimer Breit were dead, and that
my elaborate plans to rescue him from
the hands of these adventurers were a
failure, the fact remained that for
some dark purpose of their own the
conspirators were either concealing
the knowledge of his death, or were
using that knowledge for some base
purpose. They must be brought to
justice. That justice could be obtained
surely and swiftly only at risk to my-
sell. ‘

How many minutes had passed now?
Dared I move, dared I even open my
eyes? For aught I knew they were
‘watching me, were even in the room
'at this instant. Ilay quite still, breath-

R

stertorously.

The handle of the door was turned
sharply. I heard the welght of Dr.
Starva thrown against it as it jammed
‘and for some moments resisted his
efforts. .

. The flare of an electric light fell on
my face. He stood at my bedside. I
muttered incoherently, tossing about,
and turning my face fram the glare.
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Boise, Idaho.—Alfred Horsley, alias
Harry Orghard, the actual’ assassin of
Frank Steunenberg, went on the stand
Wednesday as a witness against Wil
liam D. Haywood, and made public
confession of a long chain of brutal,
revolting crimes, done, he said, at the
inspiration and for the pay of the
leaders of the Western Federation of
Miners.

An undertaking by the special pros-
ecutors for the state that they would,
by later proof and connection, legiti-
matize his testimony opened the way
like a floodgate to the whole diaboli-
cal story and throughout the entire
day Orchard went on from crime re-
cital to crime recital, each succeeding
one seemingly more revolting than
those that had come before.

Telis of Reveiting Crimes.

Orchard confessed that as a mem-
ber of the mob that wrecked the
Bunker Hill and Sullivan mill in the’
Coeur d’Alenes he lighted one of the
fuses that carried fire to the giant
expiosion; confessed that he set the
death trap in the Vindicator mine at
Cripple Creek that blew out the lives
of Superintendent McCormick and
Foreman Beck; confessed that be-
cause he had not been pald for his
first attempt at violence in the Vindi-
cator mine he had been treacherous
to his associates by warning the man-
agers of the Florence & Cripple Creek

Lyte Gregory, of Denver, killing him
instantly; confessed that for days he
stalked Gov. Peabody about Denver,
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H. Hawley, pleading illness of
himself at three o’clock in the after-
noon, secured adjournment for the

George Kadelbach Writes Letter Con-
. fessing Minnesota Crime.
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HARRY ORCHARD.
‘Gonfmed Hurdcrel:.of Gov. Steunen berg and Many Others.)
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country, and then Hawley led him
down to the destruction of the Bunker
Hill and Sullivan mine. Horsley said
that W. F. Davis, later the president
of the union of the Western Federa-
tion of Miners at Cripple Creek, had
command of the mob. He told of the
seizure of the train, the theft of the
giant powder, the attack upon the
mines, and concluding, said: “I 1t
one of the fuses myself.” ]
Destruction of Vindicator Mine.
Horsley then told of his flight into
Montana and of various journeys in
the western country until he turned
up in Cripple Creek in 1902,
work in the mines and
Western Federation of Miners
The witness told of the plot
up the Vindicator mine. H
fessed that after the strike
went down into the mine “high

M1
gﬂ%ieg

:

do violence in
first attempt
the cage man discovered him
pal and drew their fire, but
contrivance was successfully
which a discharged pistol set
bomb and killed Superintendent
Cormick and Foreman Beck.
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(Former Exsgutive of idaho Siasin by
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a Bomb at His Heme at Caldweil.)




