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THE STORT.

ALLATSE GUERNSEY han inherited the Guern-
sty millions and an inborn dread of scandal. Her
besetting fear of being talked sbout leads bar, at
trenty-four, 1o magnily & trivial quarrel with

SPENSER BOURKE, her flancé; braak the engape
ment, and rush into a heedless marriage with

DENNETT HALSEY, & gmooth crook, who is al
the end of his resotirces and needs Allayne's money,
Al the start of their boneymoon the couple are 18-
terorpled by a woman known as

BOSA HALSEY, who has been ths crook's com-
panion In crime. Allayne’s suspicions are quickly
arouped, and before their journey is fairly started she
talls Halsey she is through with him. Tha train oa
which they are paussengers is wrecked and Halsey, in
despair at the fallure of his schame, conceives Lhs
idea of " playing dead " by exchanging papers wiih
one of the wreck viciime. Allayne has been carried
from ths wreck by Spenser Bourke, thelr romance
is repewed, und, supposing Halsey to be dead, they
are marrisd and find themselves supremely happy.
Then Halsey, who has been traveling abouit wilh
Rosa, reappears in tha rdls of blackmaller, Allayus
is panicstricken, for she has pul all her money 1ito
Bourke's business, and when Halsey commands her
to join him at & roadhouss she cbeys without ques-
tlon. What she does pot know is Lhat the ecrook
has bad a heart attack, knows himsell to be at Lhe
point af death, and has turned his thoughbia {rom
greed to revenge, He pro-
poacs, he tells Allayne, to

kill himself and let her be
found in the locked room
with bhis body. Meanwhils oy
Rnas has provided hersell ¢
with a revolver and, crazed
with jealousy, has mads her
way to the roadhouse, She
enters the room through &
window, and, as Halsey
ralees his own weapon ahs
kills him. The two women
face each othar and Roza
starts tn scream, bui Al
layue restrains her.

FIFTH INSTALLMENT,
The Getaway.

LLAYNE'S breath exhaled in a gigh ol
rellaf, Rosa's volcs was pelulant, al-
most whimpering, held also a hint of
fear. Hysterla, for the while at any

rate, had been banished.

* Be quict,” she ordered. She ro=e, relcas
ing the woman. Her eye lighted upon Rosa's
pistol; swiftly she bent over and picked it up;
with the same movement of her other hand
she retrieved Halsey's weapon, Then again
she turned to Rosa.

Always Rosa had played a subordinats
part. She was the one who took orders, who
obeyed. It had been Halsey who made the
decisions, formulated the plans, If Halscy
eald “ Paris," Rosa packed thelr things with-
out protest.

And now the fire that had burned within
her had worn itself out. S8he was ready (o bw
led once again. She had killed Halsey and
would not feel remorse. Her love for him
bad been glain as definitely as she had slain
him. But the passion of hate was only em-
bers now; it could never blaze furiously
again. Already fear of the consequences
crept into her soul

*The police? " she whispered. E£he looked
up at Allayne pleadingly; the petulance had
gone. She recognized that Allayne was of
some superior clay; to the behests of thal su-
perior person she would defer.

Allayne shook her head. “ No one knows
—yat.” Bhe sat down and eyed Rosa curi-
ously. This woman had killed a man. She
had committed murder, Had somse one lold
Allayne yesterday morning that she could
have gazed, with an Impersonal curlosity, &t
& murderess whose victlm was as yet not
cold, eha would have been scornful of tha
speaker's abgurdity. Time and events change
us.

* Why did you kill him? " she asked.

" Tg save you,” sald Rosa. Her voice wua
dull, She had climbed heavily to her feet,
2l her catlike grace gons, and then sunk
into a chalr. Her hands wera folded upon
ker lap. She was as meek as some servant,
long out of work, applying for a position. All
hate of Allayne had gone from her beart
Indeed, she could not have told whether she
held any hate of the woman who was with
Finlsey. Whether or not, having slain Hal-
gev, sha would have turned her gun upon
Allayne had not emotion overwhelmed her
consciousness, neither she nor any one clse
could hav~ told.

“1s save me? " asked Allayne. She asked
the question with no purpese. She was try-
ing to think, trying to concelve of some way
out of an impossible situation.

Faintly Rosa colored. Her eves avoided
Allayne, rested upen the deid man. Into her
eves came a faint gleam of wrath.

“ But I intended,” she sald, " to kili him
anyway."”

“ IWhy? " asked Allsyne.

The woman looked at her.

“He had a cay to live. Ha konew it. Yet
he went to meet another woman. O, he had
done that often before. And I had forgiven
himm But this iime—— 1 gave up every-
thing for hun, 1 was decent, nonest, until 1
marcied him.”

Allayne stared ab her. * Marricd him?"

Once ngain a faint flush stole over Rosa's
checks.

[ am baé,” sbe said simply, ' but not thal
way. He was my husband.”

Allayne sank back Into her chair. * Then
.-ther—he was not my husband,” she cried.

Tosa stared st her.

“0Of course not! I carry mlways with me
eur weddisg certficate™ From her bodice
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she brought forth an envelops. EShe heid it
out toward Allayne,

“1 am not bad—not that way!” she eried.

Allayne waved the envelops away. Her
hand went over her e¢yes. EBhe did not wish
even to see the dead remains of this man who
had tried to shame her. So! =he had never
been Halzey's wifel Thercfore, she was
Bourke's wife, If only she had defied the
man, telephoned Spenser. Now, be.
cause she had feared a les, she was faca lo
face with a situation more dreadful than any-
thing that her fears could have imagined.

“You thought he was your hushand?”"
Rosa asked.

“Why elss would I have mect him hera”
countersd Allayne. * He demanded money-—
money which I could not ralse. I came here
when he telephoned me, to tell him that my
—my husband weuld kill him if lie knew that
1 had been blackmailed, and that 1 intended
to tell him. Then that—man—told me that
he was going to kill himsell, that my—pru-
dishness—had robbed him of fortune and life
Itself. He said that I would bs found here,
with his dead body beside me, unable to ex-
plailf. « & «"®

Rosa stared at the body of Halser.

* He was worse than I thought,” she gaid,
*1 did pot dream—you thought yoursell a
widow when you married again? Of course!
And when Benny came to see you—I under-
stand, But he—to wish to shame you—he
must have loved you,” she said.

Allayne glanced quickly at her. But there
was no jealousy in Roza's heart. Her love
had been lost in her hate, No shadow of
regret, no tinge of remoree did she feel. She
had endured the ultimate of emotion, and her
endurance had culminated in Halses's death.
She had comes here intending ¢o murder him.
She had fired to save Allayne, she thought,
but had Allayne been in no apparent danger
the bullet would have struck Halsey just
the same. She was born of lwo emotional
racea; for love she could murder, for hate
she could kill. But when emotion had
reached its cllmax little but Indifference re-
mained. Halsey had wronged her, deceived
her a score of timea; he had paid the price;
that he might have loved Allayne, in his own
peculiar fathion, did not antagonize Rosa
now. Halsey was deod! She was finlshed.
She made the statement perfunctorily almost.

“1 will testify," she said, “why I Killed
him. I will not mention you." She rose
suddenly to her feet, * No one has come,”
she cried. * Go—quietly. 1 wlilremain. No
one will ever know. Hurry.”

Allayne shook her hcad. She wus swepl
by the desira to obey. It was a way out.
Bui, no matter what Rosa's intentions had
been, the fact remained thal she had fired
the shot that killed Halsey in order, as she
believed, to save Allayne's life. So Allayne
could testify upon the stand, ail in honesty,
Any one looking at Halsey would have
thought as Rosa had thought. Allayne could
not desert the woman.

But Rosa's words opened up a pathway
of escape. TWhat Rosa sald was true, Bhe
could leave the room. And sgo could Rosa!
She, Allayne, was heavily velled. She had
never been in this Inn before. It was cer-
tain that she had not been recognized. Her
car, the little roadster, was a commen model
Tts number may have been noticed, but—
that was a chance that she must take,

I'or she had not learned that what we fear
will always overwhelm us until we cease to
fear. Had she defied Halsey at the outset,
vesterday morning, she would not be In this
dreadful predicament now. Halsey had
cowed her with threats that haed no founda-
tion. EShe had yielded to them enough to

¢oma here. . . . And now, Instead of
facing the facts, trusting to truth to lllumine
darkness, she thought of fleelng the facts,

“Why," sha asked, “should elther of us
tay? Listen! You came through the win-
dow, Did any one see you?"

Rosa shook her head. Allayne walked
swiftly to the window. A feeling of falnt-
ness swept over her as she passed Halsey's
body. But she mastered herself, or, rather,
the strong spirit that her ancestors had
transmitted to her helped her to mastery.

1t was still dark, still blowing, still rain-
ing heavily. On the windswept road not a
car, much less a pedestrian, could be scen.
She turned back to Rosa,

“If we go down together, the walters—
gome one—might think it edd. You are not
known te be here. But if you go down tha
steps outside and slip across the lawn—I'll
get my car. I'll pick you up——"

Roga shrugged her shoulders. * It means
nothing to me,” she said. *“ Why should 1
run away? Where shall I run to? 1 have
no money—nothing. 1 do not fear death.
That is the worst that can bhappen to me.”

“ Why should you die? Why should you
g0 to prison?” demanded Allayne. She was
not thinking of herself now. E&he was think-
Ing of this poor thing whoze goul, by viclous
treatment, had been misshapen, She had
killed—yes. But, no matter what her inten-
tions might have been a second before the
killing, the fact rcmained that she had

killed justifiably, to save, she thought, an-
other's life,

Rosa shrugged. * It does not matter.™

‘It does matter,"” cried Allayme. “If you
stay here—then I must stay, too. You can-
not run the risk-—here!" Upon the woman
she pressed the money that sha had brought
for Halsey. “ Have you no bag?" she asked.

Apathetically Roga replicd: “ It is on the
steps—outside, I threw it thera, I never
expected—I meant to kill myself.” Her volce
suddenly rose. “ I ghall do that now."”

Allayne seized her by the shoulders, Onca
again, by the sheer force of her own per-
gonality, shs conquered the hysteria im-
minent in Rosa. * You will do as I say,” she
gaid, harshly.

Meekly Rosa nodded. For ryears shes had
vielded to a stronger will; she could not
resist one now.

The eye for detail that had been one of
her father's greal assels cams to Allayns
now, She forced hersell to lock upon the
body of Halsey., Ha was lyilng upon his
right side, his left hand curled beneath him
and his right hand reaching forward. I'rom
the tabls Allayne took the pistol that Rosa
had fired; she placed it on the floor a few
inches from the dead man's fingers. Then
she rose to her fect and confronted Nosa.

“ You are a young woman,” she said. * You
have years of life before you. You have a
right to lve them, to ba happy. If you
stay——" Her own future rose blackly, awe-
somely before her, She, Allayne, had done no
wrong. Should this man be permitted from
the grave to reach forth and defile her?
Should his malign spirit be allowed to wreck
the happinesa of Bourke? Must he, who had
done nothing, bear the shama of a murder
trial in which his wifa must testify, from
which her own personality must emerge al
ways vaguely smirched?

Hadn't a person a right to fight for se-
curity, of mind as well as of body? There
was the law—yes. The law was uncompro-
mising, A jury should declde whether or not
Rosa had justly slain, So the law maintained,
would malnt.a.ln.. But wera thera not higher
things than the man-mads law? If It was
Inevitable that Rosa should be set free—and
common-sense told Allayne that It was—
then the law would exact no recompense from
Rosa for her deed. Rosa, then, In the eye= of
the law, was an innocent person,

Why, then, should an innocent person be

harassed, tortured? “Why should another
innocent person—herself—be stained, humilk
iated, shamed? What good would it do for
her to summon the cmployés of tha Inn,
awail the arrival of the police? No good
whatzoever. Then why do {t?

There were things that superseded the
law. The law was a generality; justice was
a specific thing. The law, afler all, was an
instrument made by man for tha ereation
and preservation of justice. Like all man-
made instruments, it worked Imperfectls.
To admit the law into this room noew meant
to admit injustica. Injustice to Roza, injus-
tice to herself!

She would not admit.

" Go down those steps. et to the road—
wait for me,” she commanded.

Metkly Rosa arose, She adjusted her hat,
and Allayne opened the window. Silently
Rosa passed through.

Now that action had been taken, Alluyne
found herself strung to a pitch that she
had never known before. She could visualize
the life of & c-iminal, eVer alert, fearful lest
around the corner be a waiting officer of
the law. Bhe felt that If Ro=sa fal-
tered, even for a moment, the tension to
her nerves would kill her. In the mement
that Rosa disappeared on the steps Allayna
suffered a thousand torments. But then—
and now carrying in lher hand her bag—
Rosa reappeared, Allayne maw her cross the
turf, reach the driveway, turn down ft, turn
to the right along the main road—and then
the hedge hid her.

She breathed freely again. Her own part,
infinitely more dangerous, did mnot alarm
her so greatly, Stll, there was need for in-
finite caution, If the waiter should come.

Well, she must risk it.

Tightly across her face she adjusted her
veil, She forced herself 1o look again upon
the dead man. TYes; it would deceive—she
thought—any one, Suicide! Inchoately the
thought possessed her that it wnas fitling
fronic justice that Halsey, who had intended
to kill bimself, should seem to have done so.

Then she was through the door, carrying
the key in her hand. No one was In the cor-
ridor outside, She locked the door with the
Key that had been on the inside. That would
galn for her at least a moment., Nor was
there any one on the stairway; she descended
rapidly.

Behind o counter, before his desk, sat the
clerk who had told her the location of the
raom where Mr. * Carver " had been awalting
her., He did not look up as she apprefiched,
but after she had passed by him and had
reached the door Allayna heard him stir,
In another moment a waiter would be knock-
ing on the door upstairs,

Yet, because it was vital, she mastered
panic. She managed to impart to lier stride,
as she walked through the rain to where her
car was parked, that exact appearance of
haste which the rain justified, yet which
would not look like the panic of guilt.

She was sufficiently mistress of herse!f Lo
spend a half minute draping a handkerchief
over the front number plate. She had nol
another one, so she gscooped up in atill-gloved
hands, mud from the driveway and spattered
the rear plate, It would have to do!

Then she stepped into lier car, The engine
turned over immediately; aha let In the
cluteh and started down the driveway, As
ghe did so0 she heard a cry from the main
door of the Inn. She slipped into high and
pressed down upon the accelerator. The littls
car bounded ahead; she was going a bit too
fust around the corner into the majn road
and her rear wheels skidded. She dashed,
before she could stralghten out the wheel,
into a post, atop of which was a letter box.
She saw the post go over, saw a flurry of
white articles blown in the breeze, and then
she was speeding, reckleas of the slippery
surface, down the road.

A hundred yards from the driveway sha
reached Rosa. Sha stopped the car, leaped
out, and took off the handkerchief from the
front plate. It was dangerous, but not so
dangerous us to leave it there, exciting in-
etant suspicion in the mind of any motor-
policeman, If such a one was abroad this tor-
rential afternoon. Then, urging Rosa into
the car before her, she drove swiftly toward
town. -

On the outskirts of the fown Rosa insisted
on being put down. Apathetic at first, will-
ing even to die, Rosa had becomse tirans-
formed, Now she wanted to live. Halsey,
though =he didn't Know it, had been a spir-
{tual weight upon her soul. That weight was
gone now. The fact that she had killed him
would subgtitute no other weight., She was
elemental, a thing of terrific primordial pas-
glors., Superstitious, myatleal though sha
undoubtedly was, Halsey's end would not
haunt her. In her blood was the impulse to
glay that which had wronged her; il was
righteous, just. So she was made.

Suddenly she was callous.

*Nice get-away we made,” she said, " All
I got to do now is griab a (rain and-—for-
Bot it

“Can you?' demanded Allayne. For she
wan sustained by no callousness, she was sus-
tained oniy by the primitive impulse of self-
preservation, and that impuise covers name
and fame as well as body.

“Can 17" Resa a'most laughed. *I'l]l sy
I can.”

Allayne shrank from her. Tlie woman
sensed it and touched Allayne’'s arm.

“You and 1 are different,” she sald, * You
got what they call pride. You're a lady.
Wall, I'm a woman. I'll swallow all the pride
in the world; till 1 can’t swallow any maore.
Then—well, yvou know what 1’1 do. You saw

me do it. And | won't worry about jt. Benny
Hitlsey got a lot less than was coming to
him. 1 stood it for yvears—1I loved the man.

Then 1 hated him. Now I don’t even do that.
He's nolbing. XNot even a memory."”

And Allayne, though she could not under-
stand, believed her.

“But what are you going to do?" she de-
manded, as she stopped the car.

“Do?" echoed Rosa., " Well, I'm going to
do what Benny and I have done a coupla
hundred times—beat it. By the time the po-
lice have tied me up with Benny I'll be g0
far away that it’ll take a telegram four years
to cateh up with me, Thanks for the money.
Good-by."

Allayne stared at her. There were a hun-
dred pieces of advice that she wanted to give,
but Rosa scorned them. Halsey was only
ha!f an hour—or slightly more—dead. Yot

“Well, I'm going to beat it.

to Rosa, apparently, the deed was something
already dim in antiquity., Tt wus baffling, be-
wildering. Allayne did not know, could not
know, that the eriminal mind--and Rosa pos-
gessed (t—fs the mind of a child, And noth-
ing Is of more than passing importance to &
child, Students of criminality know that
what we call callousness is merely lack of
understanding; for only a mental cripple is
& professional criminal.

Rosa's watk had resumed its springy, cat-
ke quality as she moved away. Her troubles
wera over. But Allayne's troubles—and
vaguely, although she felt that she was
secure, she seemod Lo pense this—were only
iust beginning.

Hillstown was a thriving little city, Tt had
two dafly papers, one morning and one eve-
ning, five banks, a country club, and a re
form administration. It was this last that
proved that it had definitely emerged from
the vlllage chrysalis and had spread ils
wings as a city butterfly.

Much buas been wiitten on the difference
between the rural and the urban community.
Growing towns shriek blatantly about the
number of moving plcture theaters, the quan-
tity of business done each fiscal year, and
the demand for building lots east—or south
or west or north--of what was thie town hall,
but is now the municipal building.

And the dweller in the community that
has been acknowledged for some vears as a
city smilea patronizingly. Te him theas
things prove nothing. But when a com-
munity has progressed so far away from
rurality and toward cosmopolitanism that it
boasts a civic administration that has been
elected on a promige of municipal reform,
then it is admitted, unquestioningly, into the
brotherhood of the cities. It belongs,

The present administration of Hillstown
had been swept intp office on a platform that
differed in nowise from a thousand other re-
form administrations. 1t promised that the
city affalrs would be administered econom-
feally and honestly, and that 4 moral purifi-
citlon would begin when the new administra-
tion took office. It had kept the latter pledge
as well as such pledges can be kept. Hills-
town, due Lo the sudden industrial expansion
brought on by the war activities, had within
its borders, during the present industrial
slump, an element—Ilargely foreign—to whom
the law meant something inimical, something
to be frustrated and challepged. Now that
work was less easlly obtainable, this element
had Inaugurated a régime of #gdme that was
not always petty,

That régime, three months after the in-
stallation of the new administration, still en-
dured, hut its rule was not so bold as it had
been. Little by little the profeszsional crooks
had been rounded up and the amateurs had
become frightened by the determination of
the authorities to enforce the law.

And it was due almost enttrely to the abili-
ties of the new chiel of police that the moral
pledge was breing s0 well observed. His
name was Jenking; he had inherited wealth,
consgisting of a half interest in a leather
goods factory nol very far from the Hills
town Chemical company.

His bent, however, had not been toward
business., He had adopted the law, and, to
the amazement of Lig legal and soclzl friends,
had chosen the orimiinal branch of the law
as his specialty. It interested him. Thers
was cternal drama in the conflict beiween
the forces of righteousness snd those of evil,

He made no' money from his practice. As
a matter of fact, he refused to take any case
in which ha was not convineed of the inno-
cence of his prospective client.  Little by
little his reputation grew. Those friends of
his who liad been wont to sneer at his cureer
began o discover that Randolph Jenkins —
* Rannie " to his intimates—was a force for
civic decenry,

For, from beginning by aiding the unfor-
tunate, he ended by attacking conditions that
creoated misfertune. The saloon, the brothei,
the gaming bhouse; without being a bit of a
prig, Rannie Jenkins fought them. And the
result=was that the reform mayor offered
him the command of the polles force.

A lawyer politically ambitious or legaliy
ambitious would have preferred the district

attorneyship, but Jenkina had no personal
ambition. 112 knew bow easily o police foree
can becomea an instrument for evil; how

crooiod politicians, orce they get a polce
department in their cintches, can bend it ‘o
uses diametricolly opposed to the enforce-
ment of the law.

Rannie Jenkine did away with ail that soct
of thing. Hillstown’s Torce consisted of only
forty men, but he organized it on big city
lines, He even had a detective bureau.
And thls was his especial pride and joy. His
criminal law experience had given him a
certain knowledge of the principles of de-
tection, and several vicious assallants of
society were learning that 1iilistown's plain
clothes men were as efficient as any in the
country.

Needless to say, Jenkins, alonz with the

Thanks for the money. Good-by.”
Allayne stared at her. There were a hundred pieces of advice
that she wanted to give, but Rosa scornad them
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reat of the reform administiatlon, encoun-
tered opposition. The evening paper was
financed by a group of politicians who had
thriven on lax law enforcement, So thut
anything that could possibly be termed in-
eMicisncy was spread in huge ty pe before the
public each day.

So it was that when a mysterlous Killing
occtrred at Hillerest Inn Jenkins, realizing
that failure to apprehend the oriminal might
have fiur reaching political effects, himself
took charge of the case.

The killing had been discovered within &
moment after Allayne had left the private
dgining reom, The walter had knecked again
upon the door, Finding it locked and recelv-
ing no response to his knock, he called the
clerk. On the arrival of the latter the t1wo
men had foreed the door. They might have
entered the room from the outside stairs and
would have done go but for the inexplicable
effect that death has.

For they sensed the tragedy beyond the
locked door. Man s not yet entirely re-
moved from the animal stage; his instinets
ure still strong, The two men, moved by &
common impulse, pressed agalnst the door.
Something seemoed to tell them that they
must not delay.

So it was that the vierk a moment later
shrieked from the inn door to Allayne, speed-
ing down the driveway. The man watrhed
her skid into tha letter box and then turn
down the maln road. He saw that pursuit
on foot wuas uscless, And while the owner
of the inn owned a motor car, ha was not
present. There were no other patrons Lhis
stormy day whose carsa might be pressed into
pursuit,

Ha ran to the telephone and called up
police headquarters, But the sight upstalirs
had unnerved him, He could give no coherent
description elther of Allayne or of her motor
ear; he couldn’t even tell whether the woman
who had been with Halsey had driven away
in a llmousine or un open car. SHo that the
policemen on their beats, to whom the news
was flashed, had nothing on which te work.
They couldn’t hald up every automaobile that
contained a woman. Moreover, by the Lime
that the news had been relayed lg them
Allayne had sped up her own driveway and
into her own garage.

It was the first murd r that wgs nol an
ordinary killing following a Jdrunken brawl
that had occurred in Jenking' tenure of uffice,
Hia secretary told himm of the ¢rime as soon
18 the news had reacheil beadquarters. And
Jenkinsg, jamming a soft hat on his head and
wriggling into an overcoal, ran downstaire
from hia private office to the street, where
a car was always in readiness for him,

* Hillerest Inn, Sam,” he gaid to his chauf-
feur. Behind him came a sergeant of tho
detective bureaw, followed by two plamn
clothes men and a police surgeon, but Jen-
kins did not wait for them. They followed
in another machine, but their chief was on
the scane several minutes before they ar-
rived.

Allayvne hud gever gtudied criminal law;
no beoks on ovidence had beey included in
the curricula of the schools that she had
attended. Utheirwise she would have known
haw hopelesa it is for the most astute crime-
tnal to endeavor to deceive the trained mind
uf the criminal investigator. Sho had thought
that If she left a revolver close to Halsey's
fingers the natural assumption would be that
he had killed himself. She realized, of course,
thit the presence of a companion in tae
room With the dead man would arouse police
guspicion, but that the fashion of Halsay #
death should be doubted never cccurred (o
her.

She did not know thal when a man kiils
himself with a revolver the wound is burned
by the powders flash, And, of course, ona
glance told Jenkins that the dead man had
not fired the ghot. There were no marks of
powder, no burn upon the flesh,

But the gravest corror that Allayne had
marda was the fact that two weapons were in
the room. She had left Halsey's vwn revolver
upon the Lihlal

This dova net argue that Allayne posseas:d

a mentality below the average. Un the con-
trary, her brain was far superior to the aver-
wro o, But the greatest eriminals in his

tory have made faux pas equal to this of
heia, Crime is abnormi!, all natural processes
of thought are swept away in the emotiona
aroused by crime. Allayne was defying .he
law for purposes that scemed justifiable to
her, And the moment thal she embarked
upon that abnormal course of defiance her
usual reasoning powers wero swept away.
She had an eye for detall, inherited from ber
father. But there never has becn a skilled
criminal whoss eye for detalls was so all
obzerving that it gaw them all. Her mista‘e,
glaring though it was, was one that mught
have been made by the most crafty law-
Lkrealer in the world,

Two weapons! No burn upon the dead
man’a ferehead! Murder beyond the remotest
nquestion Jenkinsg decided In his first glance,
& glance that swept the room,

(Continued Next Sunday )
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