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CHAPTER 1
Adam Bruce decided it was time
lunch, sought the hotel. He gave

Bes
he, a certain formidable sobri-
ety in her countenance that was be-
lied by the warmth in her eyes.

Adam rose, stepped toward them,
in quick pleasure: “Hello,

said
Tope!"
The old man turned, smiled bﬁ-
) and clasped him by the o
W‘h?. hullo, Adam!—Mrs. Tope,
this is 'A.d.um Bruce, an old friend of

[

:

e.
it down with me,” Adam urged.
They obeyed, and Bruce looked in-

know you were married, Inspector.”

“'Oh, yes, over a year ago.” And
the old man told Mrs. Tope: “Adam
here was a youngster on the force
while I was on the Homicide squad.
He spoiled a first-rate policeman to
become a second-rate lawyer.”

Bruce grinned. *“You're behind
the times, Inspector! I'm a police-
man again.” Tope looked surprised;
and the younger man explained: “I
passed the bar exams, but no one
seemed to need a lawyer. So I
went to work in the bank commis-
sioner’s office for a while, and now
I've hooked up with Washington—
Department of Justice.”

“Your outfit has done some good
jobs lately,” Tope said approvingly.

Anything happening up here?”

Adam said casually: “No, I'm on
vacation.” And under Tope's inquir-
ing eye he added: “I used to live
up this way, when I was a boy.
Been home on a visit. I'm leaving
on the midnight train. I often wish
we had you with us, Inspector. We
need a man who can see the hole
in a doughnut . . . Which way are
you heading?"

“North, I think. We're just gypsy-
ing. I plan to do some fishing as we
go. We may hit Canada by and by."”

Bruce nodded. “Every little brook
mp this way had trout in it when
I was a boy,"” he said. “T haven't
tried them lately.” And he asked:
"ngrs_do you expect to stay to-

“We may camp out. Or we may
try a hotel, if one attracts us. Or
a roadside camp.”

*““There’s a good camp about forty
miles from here, between Ridgcomb
and Maddison village. [ was there
enly last night,”" Adam said eagerly.
“A place called Dewain's Mill
You'd like it!™

“We might take a look at it,™
Tope agreed.

“A girl named Bee Dewain runs
it Adam explained. “She's a can-
tankerous, stubborn young woman;
but if you're careful not to mention
my name, she may take you in!"

He felt Mrs. Tope's eye upon him,
and was conscious that his ears
were red; but after lunch, when he
came out to see them continue on
their way, he suggested again: “If
you do stop at Dewain's Mill, tell
that young hussy I sent her my
love!"

When they were gone, Adam paid
calls here and there, at police head-
quarters, the post office, the drug-
store. There was a wealth of time
wpon his hands. A little past six
o'clock, he returned to the hotel to
dine; and while he was at table, a
bell-boy came calling his name.
Adam shut himself into the tele-
phooe booth and heard a familiar
woice.

“Adam?"”

“Yes,” Adam replied, wondering
faintly at this call.

*“This is Tope."

“Yes. Sure. What's up?”

“I'm phoning from that place you
recommended, Dewain’s Mill,
Adam, you'd better come up here.”

“What's the matter?"

“Rather not talk over the phone.
But you—"

* “Miss Dewain all right?”

trooper—is an old friend of mine.”
“On your way here,” Tope direct-
ed, “get word to your friend the
trooper to meet you—without any-
eme seeing him—at the cabin called
Faraway. You hire that cabin for
the t. I'll see you there.”
“ﬁh Tope, I'm due in New York

“Yw'w; a job to do here,” Tope
imsisted. “‘Good-by!” )
And Adam heard the receiver

sman stared at the instrument for a
Woment in a perplexed and indeci-
tashion; but—here was at least
seeing Bee again, and

used to be one to cry

* without cause.

-wg\:.u-.n':mt a wire to his chief
trouble here. Staying to
te. Bruce.”
Then he retrieved his m:ng:rnwt:rm
eheck-room, hired a car s
and started north along the moonlit
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that chance encounter with youn
m Bruce, Mrs. Tope uw’ tha{
us W i
. g band was silent, and she
"}That are m;‘r’m thinking?"*
was wondering why we ha
pened to run into Ml.l'n.”, ¥

::Ju.st an accident?”

a trqi:lkl lt:lthﬂat:;ln Bnh:—a g -sebegp

g into a pattern
and by, Asifsnmeonehadp!nmz
them.” And he added: “It struck
me that Adam had something be-
sides a vacation on his mind."

“I wondered whether Miss Dewain
is as cantankerous and stubborn as
he pretends!"

He chuckled. *“You're looking for
romance! But I'm wondering what
fetched a Department of Justice
man into these hills?”

It was obviously impossible, as
yet, to answer this question, As they
went on, the hills were bolder; the
valleys deep, the streams swift and
silver. They passed big estates, and
great houses.

The little car required gas, and
when they came to Ridgcomb,
Chet’s Place inviled their patron-
age. A lean, dry man as old as
Tope, with shrewd twinkling eyes,
came out to serve them. Mrs. Tope
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“We might take a look at it,” Tope
agreed.

stayed in the car, but Tope, mild and
beaming and inquisitive, alighted.

‘‘Handsome stretch of country
through here!” he remarked. \

“All right in the summer-time,"
the man—this was doubtless Chet
himself—assented. His hand was on
the hose, his eye on the clicking
pump gauge. “But in winter, it's
cold as a banker’s heart!"

Tope chuckled. *“A lot of big
places around.”

“Summer folks, mostly! Not so
many now as there used to be. There
can't many people afford to hire a
hundred men just to cut lawns, these
days!™

“I noticed one place that looked
like a castle, back on the moun-
tain,"”” Tope suggested.

“That's where Ledforge lives,
when he ain't in New York.” Chet
spat, as though the name left a
bad taste in his mouth. ‘“He owns
half the water power in New Eng-
land. He sold a pile of his stocks
and bonds to the folks around here.
Stuck 'em, mostly."

“Didn't stick you,"” Tope flatter-
ingly surmised.

“Not me! Me, I keep my money
where I can handle it any time I'm
a mind.” And Chet volunteered:
“You don't see Ledforge around here
much, now. [ dunno as it'd be safe
for him to walk through the vil-
lage.”

“Married?”

“Sister keeps house for him. She's
all right; but they don’t mix with
nobody only the Holdoms.”

“What Holdom is that?"

Chet shook his head. “I dunno.
‘H.H.' they call him. In the stock
market 1 guess. Good feller, He'll
stop and talk, when he fills up at
my pump here.” He hung up the
hose. “‘Check your oil?"" Mrs. Tope
nodded. “You ¢'n stand a quart,”
Chet decided. And he said: *I sell
H.H. all his gas. Cars and airplanes
t00."

“Planes?"

*He's got him a landing-field down
by the river. I dunno but he'll give
it up now, though. I would, in his
place!”

“Why?"” Tope was always curl-
ous. “Don't you like flying?"

“Guess’t I don't! Never done any
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he'd 'em up and back. But
took dive into Long Island
morning." He added resentfully:
“I'll have Bob's ma to support, I
guess. It ain't likely he'd saved
anything.” He shut the hood.

Mrs. Tope said quietly: ““Shall we
go on?" So the inspector climbed
in beside her, but as they moved
away he protested:

“Don"t you hurry me all the time,
ma’am! 1 like to get the flavor of
the country as I go along. I like
to talk to folks." And he said in-
quiringly: *““You acted kind of
mad!" >

“I was," she admitted.
spoke of Mr, Holdom."

“Know him, do you?"

“I know who he is."” Mrs, Tope,
before her marriage, had been the
effective head of the Jervis Trust,
with an active interest in business
and finance; and she explained:
““He’s the floor specialist in the Led-
forge stocks, and he’s a crook!”

Slowly they drove omn, stopping
now and then to look across the hills
and down the deep bright valleys.
They ascended a steep grade, and
at the top she checked the car. Tope
looked to see why she slowed down,
and discovered beside the road a
large white-painted sign, on which
black letters cried invitingly: .

COME IN AND MILL AROUND!

He chuckled, and a moment later
saw by the brook the gray weath-
ered structure of an old mill, neat
and in repair. An arched entrance
and a gravel drive offered admis-
sion,

i’gg

fly
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Shall we try it?”

“I'd like to try that brook below
the road,” he admitted, so she
turned in and stopped by the Mill

Tope surveyed the surroundings
with that quick interest any new
scene always provoked in him. The
Mill was on their left. it by
the stream side there was a turfed
terrace, an open hearth, picnic ta-
bles. A gray-haired man sat on one
of  these tables and played a vio-
lin; and a girl stood near by, her

shoulders against the trunk of

and a spring-board; and two small
boys so much alike that they were
clearly twins were diving, swimming
ashore, climbing on the board and
diving again, chasing each other like
squirrels in a cage. A bald-headed
little man in a bathing suit sat with
his feet in the water; and an ample,
comely woman with knitting in her
hands, seated on a boulder near by,
turned an interested eye on the car
and the newcomers. Small cabins
were scattered among the trees.

The scene was peaceful, but
abruptly its peace was shattered.
The trooper kicked his motorcycle
into life with a series of explosions
of entirely unnecessary violence,
and he wheeled his machine, dart-
ed past the little car, turned into the

i and raced away. The girl
looked after him with amused eyes,
and so saw these old people in their
car, and came toward them.

‘‘Have you room for two lodgers?”
Mrs. Tope asked.

don’t really enjoy the violin!"

The girl langhed softly. ‘‘Ned's
not very musical,” she agreed. “'But
it was rotten of him to start his mo-
torcycle right in the middle of Mr.
Vade's fiddling. I shall tell him

o

“'Be back, will he?"

“Oh. he always comes back!""

Mrs. Tope looked around with an
appreciative glance. *"“You run this
place?”

The girl said readily: “Oh, yes.
I'm Bee Dewain. Mrs, Priddy cooks
for us, and she's been famous
her biscuits and waffles ever
I was a child
Priddy’s husband—does the chores,

quired. : Z
“Earl Priddy brings in a good
mess, now and then.”

“W'h“ h. :
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Lesson for Docembu 2

THE CHRISTIAN AND HIS
ECONOMIC RELATIONS

LESSON TEXT: Deul 8:17, 18; Luke
12:13-21,
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sin, all too common even
Christian

a church, is the possession of
wealth, or property, or other
“things.” Write it in large le
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reformer, or the “judge
and divider” of some new economic

WNU Washingten Buresu,
1618 Eye St . N. W.

Truman's Worries
Weighing Heavily

President as a man of quick deci-
sions, forceful and aggressive, and
with a wide knowledge of govern-
ment. When the conference ended,
the correspondents broke into spon-
it hnd been
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SEWING CIRCLE NEEDLEWORK ""L'-

Exquisitely Embroidered Cases

| broider the shaded pansies in
blue, yellows, a touch of br
then add a suggestion of pale = .
to the bouquets. Y h‘_:

formed a plain pair of
into an exquisite present!
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FULL-STRENGTH | Flmachmann’s fresih artive Yemst scarts
working right sway! All the strength of the yeast brings
out all the favorful goodness of your bread. Be surer of
sweet taste —[light texture — fragrant freshness wery Gome?

IF YOU BAKE AT MOME, insist on
Fleischmann's fresh actior
Yﬂﬂb“*um-

Bahie—Asssden’s Sovund
for over 70 years.

pey T

aTC

C 3

H' CoLD._




