THE BEE:

OMAHA, SUNDAY, DECEMBER 18,

1921.

0

NYNOPHIA,

Young Matlhow Holues, whose gospel It Is te
acd upon impulse, s up to his neck in
mporary suocoss ks & novellst has
Hia uncls, Jesnmy Taylor, whom he bel
his deathbed, hss recovernd and married
nurse, Matt W in disfavor wilh beth, 4
fam he had mads preparations Lo condoed
befitied tha helr to & bugs fortuns, When
opens ba la facing tha alternative of paring & lawe
iacome L&X or going o jall. Desperats ha siaris for
Uncls Jerry's, purposing to interest him in & patent
fire axtingulstior, But on the way Matt's Doat Ia
wrecked and when bhe attempts to land sl & fore
bidding maneion known as the *old Putoey place =
ho ls preeted by tirse ferocious dogs and & swarihy
forvigner, who admits he lot Matt's ories for halp o
nohesdad. Matt torne his extingulsher upon both
dogn and man, and soon s rescus car. plioted by ooe
Bl Emerwon, talies him sway. He tries 0 quis Bl
aboul \he mysieries of the Iotooy place. bul BN
haa thrilling news of anolher sort. Bryivia Galea,
danpliter of old John Gatea, war milllonaire, has dis-
apLoared while out in her canos, Sylvis was engaged
to Freddie Griscom, s young millionaire, and Sam
Bpragus, & stundy young shipbullder, also was in
lave with her. Muoch to his surprise, Matt (s given
& cordial welcome by Uncle Jerry, who regards him
o8 & rescuer, [L peemas pretty Nancy, his wifs May's
ainter, o at Otter Booka, and la “ running the place.™
Nancy sppears ss Matt s relating his sadventures
wilh the fire extinguisher,

BECOND INSTALLMENT.
The Battle of Wits Begins.
ATT'S mind had reverted agnin to the
haughty tenants of the old Putney
place. He found his mind once more
dwelling on the singularity of his re-
ception. It was quite one thing for these
intolarant folka to forbld thelr premises to
lobstermen or Sundiay plenickers and anothe
er to treat with sueh dangerous hostility a
gentleman In distress arriving on thelr one
friendly shores In a einking but styllsh
speed launch fiying the pennant of a promb
nent yacht eclub.

*Do you happen to know through what
agent they rented the place? he naked.

“ Luke Slmmons, I reckon,” answered the
boy. “ He handles most of the blg business
hereabouts, Or it mighta bin some Boston
agent."” And agaln hoe dropped unwittingly
& preclous pearl of information. “ They let
old Putney's gnrdener go and brought a man
of thelr own. JoMn Dorrin, Puiney's gar
dener, was richt sore about it, 'eount o' his
havin' growed up on tha placs, Folks say
ol' man Putney done wrong not to stipulate
their takin' John with the place to sorts
protect his Interests like.”

This was about all the Information that
Matt was abloe to extract, but he felt that he
had got his dollar's worth. The boy appar-
ently felt otherwise about it, for presently
be sald with some regrot:

“Wish I could tell yer more, mister, but
folks don't take much interest In them peo-
ple after the way they acted. But I don't
reckon you need worry about your boat
They wouldn't dast do her any hurt, or yom
oould have ths law on ‘sm,” for the boy had
not unnaturally attributed Matt's interest in
ths unpopular transients to solicitude about
his damaged launch. * Wal—hers we bel *

As the filvver drove In, Matt saw his uncle,
& gaunt, big framed man of about Afty-five,
‘with a craggy and forbldding face, standing
'mt m corner of & new veranda, leaning on &
stout stick, with & lizht woolen scarf about
~his shoulders, for the day was eool

Telling the driver to wult, Matt got out
and walked toward hls uncles {n somes con-
siderable doubt aa to his welcome., To his
intense surpriss the convalescent's keen but
sunken eyes showed a gleam of satisfactiom
at sight of him.

“How are you, Uncls Jerry?™ said Matt
eheerily. * Mighty glad to see you locking
®so fit."

“ That's more than vou would have been
gix months ago,” growled the bridegroom
with a smile of sardonic humor. " Have you
come to visit or merely to pay a call with
the usual motive?"

Matt looked surprised. *“ I'd scircely come
to visit without an invitation, uncls, now
that you're a benediet,” said he. " How i»
my new aunt?’

Unecle Jerry lgnored this polits Inguiry.
He was looking at Ais nephew thoughtfully,
but not unpl tly, and Matt wondered
why,

This unspoken guery was immediataly
solved.

“ Well, I'm not sorry to sea you, nephew.
Just becauss I refused point blank to pay
your &llly billa and gave you to understand
that you had nothing more to expect from
me does not mean necessarily that I cherish
mny animosity against my alster's foolish
ehild. But if you want to-stop hers with

us for a fortnight I'm sure that May and I

will be giad to hava you."

Matt made rather an unsuccessful effort
to conceal his astonlshment at soch unex-
pected hospitallty. It struck him that this
quality was a most uncertaln ons, Where,
about an hour before, he had looked with
perfect right for ald and succor and kindly
treatment he had encountered bared fangs,
and here, whers he had expected a rebuff, a
certaln graclousness obtained.

The answer to the problem was immediate- -

ly forthcoming. Umcle Jerry led him to a
rustio bench placed in the sun, and, séating

himself In & somewhat brittle fashion, bade -

Matt sit down beside him,

~Your arrival just at this moment is not
M-timed, nephew,” said he. “ May's younger
mister is here fix a visit, and she's making &
eonfounded nuisance of hersell, She's &
strong minded baggage just out of college,
and thinks she knows it all, and shows &
disposition to run the place. You may be
Aable to divert her zealous activities into other
channels.”

* Anything you say, uncis,™ gaid Matt
bappily. "I'm a great littla el pllot,”
his face fell. “ 1 must say, up this
morning, though,"” and in a few brief words
bha deacribed his recent confretempa.

Uncle Jerry, himself a veteran fighter,
though chlefly in financial elrcles, lisiansd
with astonishment which grew up to the
Incident of Matt's final routing of the enemy
whan the oclder man burst ints & harsh
eackla of laughter.

J“Well, I'll be jiggered” said ba. “Who
are thess peopls, anyhowT"'

1 ean't Imagine, sir,” sald Mastt *but
I take it they're rich South Americans of
the diplomatlc crowd accustomed to ride
rough shod over people in thele own rotten
eountry and can see no reason for not carry-
tag on bere In the same high handad way.”

* Get your things and pay off your driver,™
miM Uncle Jerry, wiping hils eyes.

*1baven't any things but the extingutsher,
unele,™ said Matt, “I'm Introducing It to
the market. It's really a wonder. A single
squirt will quench a blaxing room or a pack
of dogs or a South American rotter without
the slightest damagas to textiles or wall
paper, or hide or hair, or flannel clothes. If
my friend hadn’t been in such a hurry I
might have soid him an outflt for his place.
You really ought to be equipped, uncle, Let
ms install one In your room. No doubt it
would reduce the rates of your fire and
burgiar Insurance.”

Ho strode (0 the car, pald off the boy with

another present, the more generoua for his
kindly reception, and returned with the ex-
tinguisher to where his uncle was seated
“You don't pead to order hands up when
you turn this on a second story guy. He
ﬁ:mmmothhmnmord—uhh

Undie Jerry chuckied again and wiped his
ayen, .

“That's the first langh I've bhad since
Nunoy arrived.,” he sald. =
“1If the worst comes to the worst 'we might
turn it on her,” suggested Matt
By gorry, I've sometimes felt Nke it*
growled Uncle Jerry.
geotting fed up on her. EBhe pokes her pug
nose into everything, Bhe's a sort of com-
bination dry cleaner and furniture mover,
Bhe tells me I've rulned May, and that It's
only & question of time befors May ruins
me.. I've got her to thank for all these
cussed carpenters and painters and plumb-
ere, and now nothing will do her but a tennils
court. It is & serfous business, nephew, be-
causs I've got a hunch she's come to stay.
But now you're hers, we can try fighting
fire with fire.”

Matt gripped the extinguisher with a de-
termined look.

*Well, I've come heecled, uncle,™ sald he,
“But I don't know how long I can stay, as
unless my income tax is paid I may be selzad
and thrown in jail"

Uncle Jerry grunted. " If you'll taks that
giri off my chest for the summer I'll pay
youar incoms tax," sald he.

At that rate, uncle,” ssid Matt, with &
moment's pauss for calculation, “if I take
ber off your hands for life it ought to be
wosth thirty thousand dollars & year.”

" Well,” admitted Uncle Jerry, “I'm mot
sure but what it might be worth it, and
you'd earn it all. Here she comes now.”

Matt looked toward the side door of tha
house and saw emerge & well developed girl-
ish ‘figure In a middy blouse and white linen
skirt. She stood for a moment, as though
rurveying the progress of the work upon
the pew veranda, and Matt thought that he
detected & certaln increase in the activity
of the carpenters. Coming down the steps
the girl paused for & moment to giamce In
the direction of an elderly prdener, am-
bling toward the houss with a basket of
vegetablea, and as this ancient henchman
discovered her presence he appeared to step
upon his accelerator. A pair of Alredales,
mole bunting unobserved in a flower bed,
jerked up thelr heads at her sibflant hiss
and retired In confusion., Then a housemald,
who had thrust the buxom upper segment
of her through an cpen window to exchange
& pleasantry with a young painter jast under
it, caught sight of Nancy and popped it In
again.

" She appears to have & good tonie effect,
uncie,” observed Matt, who bad pot mimsed
any of these minor detalls. v

" As a slave driver,” admitted Uncle Jerry,
*1 bave never seen her squal but the
troubis is, her discrimination between mas

Mat suppressed with
difficulty a startled
yelp at finding he was
not alone . . .
* P'm going, too,” said
Nanexn »

ter and slaves is faulty.”

“ At least,” sald Matt, “ she is not umpleas-

ing to the eye.™

“No," sald Uncle Jerry grudgingly, ® she

Iooks & lot better than ghe sounds. May has
a mind of her own, but this sassy plece
doesn't stop thers, Bhe supplles the mind
for everybody In sight. Bhe's just the sort
of wife for you, my nephew. since you've
shown yourscH a little Iacking in your top
hamper.”
The young lady ia question spproached
them with a step which was no less grace-
ful than assured. As Matt rose she favored
bim with a challenging stare, then glanced
at the extinguisher which he was bolding a
little nervously in his hand,

=1 don't think we care to buy any fire ex-
tinguishers, do we, Mr., Taylor?" sald she,
“and I don't think that you are yst quits
strong enough to be annoyed by agents and
peddlers and things."

*This Is my nephew, Matthew Holmea,
Nancy,” sald the bridegroom. * Matthew,
this is Miss Upton.”

“I've heard all about Mr. Holmed™ sald
Nancy, “and I've even read his last shilling
shocker. Have you wisely abandoned litera-
ture, Mr. Holmes, to sell extinguishersT'

*I'm trying to pursue both occupationa,
Misa Upstage,” Matt retorted.

The girl flushed, the more so ss Matt's
eyes passed coolly the length of her, missing
apparently no detsll from the coll of snugly
calffed reddish hair to a palr of ankles which
left her low shoes to ascend some distance
with every promise of perfection.

“'Wel,” she snapped, * then let's hope that
the axti er proves a success,” and with-
out bothering over further amenities she
sald to ber brother-in-iaw, * The most dread-
ful thing has happened, Mr. Taylor. I just
learned about it over the phone.” Her voice
seemed to break, and to Matt's surprise and
immediate coneern the tears gushed into her

light from elther side of her combative chin.
=What's the matter now ™ grumbled Uncle
Jefry, with a poor attempt at joenlarity.
* Has Mra Cstt besn polroned?™
* FPlease don't joke? Sylvia Gates went out

They went fartber than {t could possfhly
have drifted, even If she'd fallen out with.
out capaixing It

Matt, glancing at his uncle, was alarmed at
the mottled pallor which spread suddealy
over his face, -

* Good Lord!™ groaned Uncle Jerry. ™ Why
didn't Hy lot me know1"

=Hes didn’t want to shock you,”™ sald
Nancy. *May knew about it, but I'd gone
to bed and sho did not tall me because Sylvia
and I were such chuma at school that ahe
wanted to save me from belng upset. Bhe
thought surely Sylvia would be plcked up by
this time."

® So that's where the launch went,"” gaid
Uncle Jerry. *May told me that she'd sent
Murphy to town to fetch the Cummings.”

“The launch has been offshore searching
with the rest of them,” sald Nancy. * They
think that Sylvia broke her paddle and was
blown out into the bay with that pufly littla
northwest breeze that sprang up last eve-
ning. But now they are beginning to fear
that something else has happened her."”

“What?" asked Matt sharply.

Nancy shot him an angry look. * Well,
what would you think?" she asked. *You
write detective stories of sorts, and whatever
else your eofforts may lack nobody has ever
charged you with falling short in far fetched
invention.”

“Thanks for thoss few kind words,” said
Matt, “and I don't think that any of you
necd be so terribly worried,” for his quick,
versatils mind, already supplied with the
leading detalls of this mysterious dissppear-
ance, may have been working at the prob-
lem subconscicusly, and at this fresh presen-
tation of it leaped to an immediate and logi-
cal conclusion.

“I think that she's beem kidnaped,”
seid be.

This daring theory, so abruptly advanced,
produced a quick reaction In both his lis
taners.

Uncle Jerry's craggy head turned sharply
on Its lean neck llke the head of an owl,
while Nancy’s blue ayes opened very wids, as
did also her pink mouth.

*'What's that?™ croaked Uncls Jerry,

“1 think that ghe's been kidnaped,"” Matt
repeated. " Let's consider tha facts. Here's
an athletic girl who has grown up on the
waler's edge and s a good canoist and ex-
pert swimmer——*"

“How do you know that? Nancy de-
manded. “ Do you know Sylvia?"

“I've heard about her," Matt parried
“This girl goes out in her canos, in a puffy
offshore breeze, and falls to return. If she'd
fallen overboard or got capsized the chances
are ninety-nine in a hundred that she would
either have righted the canoe and swam back
into It, or else swam ashore.”

“But hampered by her clothes,” mid

“Nancy, who looked, nevertheless, more hope-

ful.

“The summer girls of today don't wear
clothes enough to hamper them at all,” sald
Matt, “ nor the winter ones, for that matter.
But, in any case, the canos would have
floated and must certainly have been picked
up in the mmooth water we've had today,
even |f it wers awash. Bincs they have
found no trace of the girl nor of the canoe
there ls only one conclusion to be drawn.
Somebody who knew something about her
habits has been laying for her, and they've
got her."

Nancy, who had been hoiding her breath
during this declamation, now drew It po
deaply a2 to resemble a pouter pigeon. But
her piquant face showed a tremendous rellef.

“Upon my word,” sald she. “ It needs a
dime novel writer to axplala the unexplain-
able.”

Uncle Jerry drew down ks bushy eyebrows
and surveyed her from the cavernous depths
beneath them.

“Wedl, then,” said ha, “let's bear & Vassar
B. A. improve on It."
ch;m fushed and tfited up her combative
“It's absurd,” said she *~That sort of
thing only happens in the movies—and in

C. Rowland

Counin or Nephew, or whatever he is, silly
books.”

= Woll, then,” sald Matt, serenaly, ™ forge
ahead and glve us one of your own.*

Nancy hesitated for a moment. Matt was
father pleased to note this hesitation, be-
oause his impresaions of peopls were impul-
alvely and most timea accurately formed,
and any hesitation on the part of this posi-
tive young lady struck him as being alien to
her nature, llke the tears, It lusted for a
very brief Ilnstant, and the following expla-
nation of It gave him pause:

*“Well, then,” sald she, " I think that your
theory Is fantastic and absurd, But now that
you've eliminated the posaibility of an acol
dent, or at least the probabliity of ons, I be-
lleve that Bylvia has done precisely what I
have feared for some time that she might do.
1 think that she has eloped with & man
named Sprague and that we shall hear all
about it tomorrow morning.”

Uncle Jerry sat up estraight. *8am
Bprague, the ship bullder?” he demanded,
then leaned back and laughed softly at the
mky. "By gorry, 1 belleve you're right, 1
hadn't thought of that. I hope she has, Bam
is twleo the man that this Griscom milksop
could ever hope to be. Won't John Gates be
wild? " He chuckled with that peculiar flend.
ish glee which sometlmes inspires older men
on learning of the discomflture of a friend
whose sudden succesza has aroused a sort of
senile jealousy. Then, turning to his nephew,
he asked: " Well, what do you know about
that, Mr. Story Writer?”

Matt shook his head and glanced up to
find Nancy's blue eyes fixed upon him with
& sort of hostlle challenge,

“Strikes me as rather weak,” sald he,
“TFor one thing, Sam went off mad when he
learned of Bylvia's engagement to Griscom—
left his yard {n the hands of the foreman and
cleared for somewhere down east."

Nancy gave a gasp. It may have struck
her that here could ba 1ittls short of clair-
voyance. “How do you know that?" she
asked.

Matt shrugged. “ We writers have a way
of interesting ourselves in human documents
at which we ara permitted now and then a
glimpse,"” sald he. “In the present case I
belleve your surmiss to be entirely wrong
hecauss It {8 not consistent with Sylvia's
character.”

And proceeded entirely In the dark to met
forth his reasons for thls premise. Leaning
back on the bench, Matt toyed with the ex-
tinguisher, which had a pleasant nickeled
polish and was the sort of object cne rather
likes to handle,

“You see, Miss Uppity,” sald he, * your
theory does your chum a grave injustice,
Sylvia may ba headstrong gnd temperamen-
tal but she is devoted to her father'—he
glanced at Uncle Jerry—"and ahe would
never for an instant subject good old Hy to
any such horrible anxlety as this. DBesides,
why should she—Hiram may have got set up
& little over his sudden Increased wealth, but
st the same time he knows perfectly well
folks say he's a profiteer, and when all s
sald and done Sam's just as good a man as
he is, or as his father was, even if he did
have the biggest sail loft in Boston and a
rops walk In Gloucester. Sam’s all right.
Everybody llkes Sam, even If he Is a mite
rough at times, and he's one of the very few
that did good, honest work for Uncle Sam
during the war. If Sylvia wanted to marry
Sam there's no renson under heaven why she
shouldn't tell this milksop of a Griscom to

go chase himself, and then up and marry-

Sam. And deep down In hia heart good old
Hy would lave been the last person to put
anything in the way of it."

The astonishment with which Naney
listened to this discourse (inepired as the
regult of the half heard commeniaries of the
loquacious driver impinging on profounder
meditation) was even surpassed by the
amazement with whioh Uncle Jerry surveyed
this nephew whom he had been previpusly
inclined to regard as o bit of an inspired ass,
The gleam of satisfaction In Uncle Jerry's
deep seét eyes held also a new respect, as of
one mistaken in his findings and almost
ready to admit his error,

* Where did you get all this about Hiram
Gates and Sylvia and SBam Bprague? he
demanded.

Matt pursed up his lips and raised his eye-
brows. * We writers,” sald he, ¥ find It an
essential part of our profession to plek up
the loose ends of anything which promises
to be an Interesting suggestion for a roman-
tic situation and try to plece them together,
During your lllness, uncle, I eame here off
and on, and In the course of these brief visits
I could not help but hear a little of the gos-
elp of the neighborhood. Putting two and
two togethér in the present Juncture, I am
convinced that Sylvia, who though possibly
& bit set up by her father's sudden accre-
tion of wealth through turning his sail lofts
to the manufacture of tegts for the gov-
ernment, is nevertheless a devoted daugh-
ter who would never willingly subject a kind
father whom she loves to any such ordeal
as this." He fixed Nancy's blue eyes sud-
denly with hils piercing gaze. “ You know
yourself ghe wouldn't,” he shot at her with
violence.

“Well,™ faltered Nancy, 1 really—never
would have thought it of Sylvia—"

“No mors would I.," sald Matt sternly.
“8ylvia may have had her head turned a
bit, but I am convinced that her heart ls
In the right place. If I am wrong, then
she must be & very cruel, wicked girl. But
I am not wrong. She has not eloped. There
was no reason for her to eclops. Bhe has
been kidnaped!" Matt barked out this state-
ment In a manner which made Naney jump.

Uncle Jerry looked puzzled, less perhaps
from an effort to grapple with this idea than
at the display of =0 much acumen by &
nephew whom he had hitherto regarded as
bFilliant of surface but of shallow depth.

“1 must say, Matthew," said he, " you are
deeper than I had thought You seem to
have got a pretty good slant on the affaira
of this community.”

Matt waved his hand with a deprecatory
gesture, :

“ Besides," gald he, “ from what I know of
Sam Sprague, he is not the sort of man to
lend himself to any such expedient, even to
ganin a bride. You ses, Nuncy "—he fasténed
her with his hynotie gnze—" there are two
sorts of men in this wr-ld, na you may find
when you have been 4 lttle longer from the
bosom of your alma mater——"

*1'm learning it right now,” Naney (nter-
rupted. “Those who mind their own busi-
neas and those who don't."

*=1f that i» a slap,” eaid Matt, * permit me
to turn the other cheek. I might point out
that it is the first essontisl of an author's
busriness to study human nature, its traits
and motives, and that can't be done from
books.”

= Not from your books," sald Nancy; “bdnat
do go on. You are at least amusing.”

" Well, then,” sald Matt, whose mind wag

forensie Iin regard to sticking to a point.
“There are front door men and back doop
men, and, unless [ am mouch mistaken, Bam is
the front door sort.”

Uncle Jerry nodded, “You're right,
nephaw,” sald ha. * Bam might batter down
the front door with a maul or plxis to get
hia girl, but he'd never sneak her out the
back way, 1 knew his futher, Jim Sprague,
and Sam's & chip off the old block.”

“Quite wo, uncle,” sald Matt pleasantly,
“and I might add that the front door and
back door simile applies to girls as well "—
he ‘turned his serens gaze upon Nancy's
angry face, “ Now, which sort do you con-
sidor your friend Bylvia to be? ™ he asked.

Naney found herself trupped. She was
bound to admit that it would be a very mean
trick for Sylvia to cause her devoted father
many hours of angulsh of mind when as &
gir] of high spirit she might have said: “1I
find that I love Sam Sprague and I don't
love Freddy Griscom. I'm going to marry
Sam and that'as all there {8 about it,” and, as
& matter of fact, Nancy's knowledge of her
chum'’s character told her that this was pre-
clyely what she would have done

She looked ungrity at Matt to ind his eyes
resting exultantly upon her faoca

“Well, what do you think yourssifT*™ he
asked.

"1 don't know,” sha answerod shortly.
“You're so smooth and plausible that you
mix me up."”

“ Do you bellove that she ls drowned?™
Matt asked.

“1 do not. Bylvia had the eollege cham-
plonshlp for swimming und diving, and she
wis as much at homs in a canoe as you
might be in a lady's boudolr.”

* Then do you believe that she sneaked off
to elope with Bam?"

Nancy shook her head., *“ Not now,” salff
ghe. *I'm obliged to admit that you're pros
ably right about that."

“He {8 about Sam,” muttered Uncle Jerry,
who, although inclined to quarrel with his
friends, wus loyal to them when attacked.

“Well, then," sald Matt, “by a process
of elimination my kldnaping theory seem#
to be the only one left, uniess a whals cams
along and swallowed her, canoe and all
Why not, anyhow? There are cases of kid-
naping reported every few duys in the papera,
Sylvia s the only and beloved daughter of
& new made millionaire, and supposedly en
geged to marry another. Paternal love In
one case and lover love in the other would
seem to guarantes a prompt payment of the
ransom,"”

Uncle Jerry looked convinced. *“Here
comes May,"” sald he. ' Let's ses what she's
got to say about it. She's got a good clear
head."”

Matt rose, laying down the extingulsher,

“How do you, Aunt May," said he affably

Mra. Tuylor surveyed him coolly, then of«
fered her hand. She wus not a vixenish or
revengeful woman, and, having occupled and
entrenched herself In an Invulnerable, stra-
tegic position, saw no good reason in beare
ing mallge for her defeated adversary.

“ Good afternoon, Matthew," sald she; them
glanced curioualy at the extinguisher. * What
are you doing with thut thing?"

*1 have been testing the qualitiss of this
wonderful all round extingulsher, with a
view to Interesting mysels in it " Matt
began, when Nancy Interrupted him Impe-
tiently.

“Whea've heard all about Sylvia, May," eaid
she. * You might have told us sconer.”

“1 had hoped that by thls time there would
be some news of her,” sald May, "and I
thought I might as well spare you both
anxiety, I've just been teléephoning from
the gurage.'

“That's how 1 happened to hear it." sald
Nuncy. " Mr, Holmes has got a crazy ldea
that ehe's been kidnaped,"

May looked at Matt thoughtfully. * Wall,
sald she, “I'm not sure that It's so erazy.
The same thing has occurred to ma."

* But how could she have been?" demanded
Nancy.

“Easilly enough,” May answered. * She
has a habit of paddling along the shors at
night, and a specd launch might have b2en
lurking In the shadows and slipped up along-
side and grabbed her.”

“Then chucked some rocks into the canoe
and ripped a hole In it, and let it sink," added
Matt,

“ Precisely,” sald May. " But If that ia
what bas happened, it is a ransom job, of
course, and we should spon Hear about it."

*1 think I'il get In the car and run over
to the Gates," sald Uncle Jerry. * This idea
may not havea occurred to them, and while
it's pretty bad, it's better than believing her
to be drowned. Want to come, May?"

“1've sent Murphy off in the launch to join
in the search,"” sajd May, “ but Nancy ean
drive you."

" Matthew is going Lo pay us a little viait,
my dear,” sald Uncle Jerry a bit nervously,

May ralsed her eyebrows, “ That will be
very nlce,” sald she, without enthusiasm.
“Where {8 hls luggnge?"

“1 haven't brought any," said Matt. ' “You
see, I'd only come to call, but sinece you all
Inslat on my staying, 1 would be dellghted,
There must be . few of my things somewhere
in the house.”

“I'm afrald that Nancy got them together
and sent them to your apartment in town,™
said May.

“That was very thoughtful of Nancy," said
Matt, " but no doubt I can borrow of Uncle
Jerry until I have time to run in and get
what 1 need. We are just of a size.”

Uncle Jerry's deep set eyes ran over the
athletic proportions of his nephew with an
air of approval. " Just about,” sald he, in
a tone of satisfaction. I won't be needing
my golf and riding things for some time, I'm
afraid.”

*“ Nonsense, uncle," said Muatt cheerfully,
*“we'll have you out en the links before you
know it. Nancy plays, of course, so we've
just got a good foursome. We can play a
dollar a hole and keep all the money in the
family.”

* This ia scarcely the moment to talk about
golf.” msald Nancy. “It is dreadful to.think
we can't do anything to help.”

Unecle Jerry made an effort to rise briskly,
then clapped his hand to the smail of his
back, and mank back with a groan and a
strong but smothered word,

* That cursed lumbago again,” sald he.

*You sat bere too long listening to Mr.
Holmes' amusing fiction,” sald Nancy. = It's
getting chilly and 1 think you'd better go
In." Bhe looked at Matt. * If Mr. Hoimes
has nothing better to do, we might run over
to Sylvin's and he can give Mr. Gates the
benefit of his author's imagination,

“The chances are they've thought of It
already,” sald he, " but Lt can't do any harm
to go."”
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