-CHAPTER VIl—Continued

There were three people, 1
thought, on whom suspicion might
justifiably rest; there were the
Prince and Princess Rancinl and
Letty Van Alstyn, but there was
not a scrap of evidence against any
of them,

No, there were four. I had to be
honest with myself; I conldn’t pre-
tend, There was Alan Deck. And
against him was all the evidence
they had,

I wanted to see Deck. I wanted
to talks with him. Not here, with
Clancy at hand—yes, here, even
though we could say nothing that
mattered. If I could see him again,
I thought I cotild find an answer to
that worrying uncertainty in me.

. 'The testing was a difficult busi-
ness, The handkerchief had been so
' thoroughly washed that I began to
, despair of uncertainty in my ex-
periments, Not about the rust
marks; those I did make sure of.

Then, in one of the corners, close
under the fold of the hemstitched
tiem, I found traces of staln that
yielded a blood reaction.

“That's blood,” I sald.

In the Intervals of walting and
drying I walked up and down the
gallery.

I found myself wishing to get at
the records of these pictures to be-
gin the real work for which I had
come. For a few moments I forgot
the nightmare of that murder. I
grinned at a Magdalen, attributed
to Titian, analogous to the one at
Naples, and then I was caught by
a lovely little Virgin whose sup-
pliant, adoring curves and pure,
poignant ecstasy made me yearn to

. prove her the creation of Angelico
that she was labeled.

As my mind bit op these familiar
realities my nerves steadied, and
when 1 went down with the police-
sman to make my report I was feel-
ing more like myself.

Alan Deck was with Monty
Mitchell, and when he saw me he
<ame forward quickly, with a “Good
morning, aecomplice!” In his mock-
ing way. Monty sald, “Find any-
thing?" And they both came with
me while I had my moment of im-
portance, making my report to Don-
ahey.

I used all the words and tech-
nical terms that I thought he would
mot know but the main facts were
elear—blood in one corner, and five
tnarks of rust. i

Donahey nodded, as if he had
- guessed It all the time, and I moved
away with Deck. Mitchell stayed
with the inspector: I remember see-
ing him turn the handkerchief about
gery slowly In his hands. x

Deck sald thoughtfully. “That
blood rather disposes of the theory
that the diamonds might have been
put there by some one who just
picked them up—afterwards.”

And at my assent he sald, “Well,
that's that!” in a hard volce.

Grant now appeared before us,
announcing that a buffet luncheon
was being served in &ha dining
room. As I went to wash my stained
fingers [ saw Miss Van Alstyn in
the hall ahead of me. As she paused
at her door, opposite that closed
door behind which Nora Harriden

-was lylng, I saw the mald, Anson
atop her, holding something in her
band.

*Yes, I threw it away,” I heard
Miss Van Alstyn say. “It's
—throw It out.” .

“lf you don't mind my keeping
u_ﬂ
“As you lke,” said Miss Van Al-

Last night, she told me. When
she had been arranging the room
for the night.

“Were the broken pleces of the
comb in the basket, too.”

“I did see some broken pleces.
But they went with the trash. They
couldn't have been fixed."

“With the trash? Where did the
trash go?"

“Why, in the Incinerator, Miss,”
she answered, eyes widening at my
questions.

“And was the inecinerator going?"

“Last night, miss? 1 couldn't say.
I know it hasn't been going this
morning for that policeman gave
orders not to have anything
burned.” .

I turned the crescent about, No
sign of a blood fllm over any of its
brightness—but blood could be su-
perficially washed off im running
water. A blow with it, a Jab with
one of those viclously pointed ends,
would have broken off the comb. . ..
She might not have thought to wash
off the pleces of the comb. . , .

In imagination I saw Letty Van
Alstyn snatching this crescent from
her hair, striking out recklessly. . . .

Anson was staring at me; I hand-
ed It back to her, saying some-
thing about my Interest in Imita-
tions to excuse my absorption In
it. . . . Letty Van Alstyn came out
of her room, passing down te lunch-
eon, and in the vague smile she
swept over us I felt a sharpening of
curlosity.

Scrubbing my stained ‘fingers,
brushing out my hair, I tried to fit
the pleces together in this pat-
tern. . . . Suppose Letty were guilty
—how about that scene at the win-
dow? Well, that could have had
nothing to do with the actual mur-
der—it might have been Deck, or
Rancinl or Harriden for all his de-
nials. . ..

Suppose it had been Harriden.
Suoppose he had gone on down to
dinner, and Nora had been in bed,
resentful, hysterical, when Letty
had dropped In on her way down,
might have surmised that
y bhad been stirring up Dan's
jealousy, so there was every reason
for a scene betweeén them, A ter-
rific scene, In which Letty, in blind
rage or in self protection had struck
out with the first thing at hand, . ..

I had to Imagine her picking up
one of Dan’s handkerchiefs to wipe
off the blood . ., . thrusting Nora
into the closet , . . waiting till she
was sure the rest were down at
dinper, then putting her out the
window. Perhaps the blood-stained
handkerchief had been’ a erumpled
ball in Letty's brown bag and after
dinner she had gone up to wash
it out—that was when she had met
me in the hall, outside Mrs, Har-
riden's door.

Perhaps the yellow diamonds had
been in Letty’s brown bag, too. And

i > ‘I’
“It's so pretty,” Anson nmml. E

We went on talking. I remember
saying about the Inguest. “Why
don't they have It today and get It
over with?" And he said that Dona-
hey wanted to do more work on the
case, wanted enough for an Indict-
ment, If possible, And he said, “By
keeping people herded up like this,
in an isolation camp, he can Induce
a state of merves that may cause
a breakdown. Anything may de-
velop any moment. That's psy-
chology.”

After luncheon he had me get
my bat and coat and, with Dona-
hey's permission, he took me out-
doors and marched me up and down
the landscaped road In front of the
house where cool winds and sun-
shine had their tonie effect,

The shore was being patrolled by
guards to keep reporters and cu-
rlosity seekers from landing, and I
had a feeling of being under mar-
tial law in some internment camp.

Other members of the house-party
were out taking exercise, too; the
Prince Rancini walked by, very
smartly turned out with spats and
a cane, After we had passed each
other twice he turned, smiling, to
ask permission to join us.

Without his wife’s presence he

expanded into galety; he seemed to

me to be a big, light-hearted pleas-
ure-loving fellow, with a Conti-
nental’s casual cyniclsm about life
and emotional respunsiveness to
beauty. He stopped to show us a
particularly lovely contrast of light
and dark blue In the sea, pointing
with his stick, and he told us of
his swimming feats at Caprl and
his ekiing records at 8t. Moritz and
of his shooting triumphs in Scot-
land.

For a time I was amused at this
distraction; no one could have im-
agined that we three people, prom-
enading up and down those stately
avenues, chatting of tournaments
were three members of an isolated
household darkened by death and
shadowed by suspiclon. 3

Mitchell said very little—he had
small‘chance against the prince ex-
cept through interruptions, But he
created a diversion by suddenly
tripping over a root and emitting &
succession of fervent damna as he
hopped about distressfully, “It's this
confounded ankle—stralned it a

she had taken it back, she told me,
her eyes reverting to the eards; she
rather thought she'd get an-
other one and so didn't want a du-
plicate about. Certainly I could
look at it if I wished; It was some-
where in her room, she supposed
vaguely. “Just ask Anson to find
it.” I elosed the door upon her faint-
1y breathed but perfectly audible,
“Extraordinary.”

But Anson could not find that
crescent, She promised to bring it
up to me when she did, “Maybe she
locked it up with her Jewels,” she
suggested,

I declded to wait for the results
of Anson's search, and I was so
sleepy, after the wakeful night and
the walk in the open air that I
curled up In my rose cushioned
chair for ten minutes and slept for
forty. I woke to find Harriden in
my room, sitting stolidly there con-
fronting me with an air of grim
scrutiny.

1 sat up quickly, pulling down
my rumpled gray frock and brush-
ing my hair out of my eyes, staring
at him with something very much
llke fright. Behind him the door
was closed. g3l

“You needn’t try to run,” he told
me, and I flung back, “Why should I
run? What do you want, Mr. Har-
riden?”

“I want to know what you know
about all this,” he growled at me.

year ago. May I borrow your stick? |

he asked the prince.

1 thought Rancinl passed it over
rather reluctantly, At the time I Im-
agined he fancled It as part of his
own costuming, Mitchell leaned on
it as he walked along with us, re-
fusing to return to the house. “Be
all right in a second.”

Then Ranclnl began telling about
his palace in Rome that he was do-
ing over and about his efforts to
collect the tapestries and furniture
that he had previously sold, I gath-
ereid that he was doing all this with
his wife's money.

It was when we returned to the
house, and Mitchell was passing
back the cane, declaring himself

_completely recovered, that he made

a casual-sounding observation.

. “This is one of those trick things,
isn't it, prince? Isn't there a spring
I feel here—1"

“But yes,” sald Rancini, without
the slightest hesitation. “You press
this—please take your hands away.
1 do it—I know this thing. So—like
that, And out comes this little toy.”

What came out was the point of a
substantial looking knife, quite a
stabbing tool. “Another press and a
bayonet,” sald Rancinl, laughing,

“Quite a toy,"” Mitchell comment-

| ed, eyeing It gquizzically.

“And not such a toy at that In
Rome now, the streets are safe, but
in Parls, when one is late—in the
quarters of a little mllliner, per-
haps—"

“With a' jealous lover around the
corner,” Monty Mitchell suggested.

“81, si!™ Rancinl langhed, then
under his breath to me he mur
mured in swift Ttallan, “When the

| heart is empty one must pass the

hours,” and I smiled up at his smile
3 to see the knife again,

His Eyes Looked Me Through and
Through.

“You're in with Deck. I want to
know what 'all that row was about
~that row with Elkins—"

His volce fumbled so at the words
that I felt a pang of pity for him in
spite of all my other feeling.

I never saw Alan Deck until I
eame here,” I said and spoke as
quietly and gently as I could, “I
don't know anything about his af-
fairs.” ‘

“That's your story, and you can
stick to it before the others. But I
want the facts, and I'm prepared
to pay for them. And I'l let you
off—I'"ll let you off whatever trouble
those stones have got you In for, if
you'll tell me everything you know,”

“] know nothing.”

“You know why you went up to
my wife's room last night. You had
some reason—even if you saw her
slapped you wouldn't go In lke
that—"

Hia eyes, grimly skeptical, looked
me through and through, A

~ “You can't pull any wool over my
eyes. You were meeting Deck be-
fore dinner. I want to know what
he and—what he was thremtening
my wife about. He wanted money
from her—wasn't that 1t? If youm
never met himd before, as you say,
he's interested enough In you mow
to tell yon. Your own safety and a
good substantial sum of money
ought to make you see the light

“Il glve you five thousand—five

thousand for a few words. Only no

it . . . I know nothing at all of Alan

At the End of an
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F ANYONE wants to know the
I English countryside, let him go

house hunting. On such a quest
he will discover Nature's cozy-cor-
pers that casuals never find. They
are everywhere, but as ingeniously
concealed as a bird's nest. There
may even be a sign which says, “Dan-
gerous narrow road, Enter at your
own risk.” But thatis just the kind
of place to insist upon penetrating.

Enter on foot If you are afrald,
but the car can squeeze in. You find
yourself in one of those incompara-
ble roads llke tunnels of living
green. Earthen banks of ivy and
wild flowers rise ten feet high to be
topped by tall trees sprung from
the original hedge planted a hun-
dred years ago. The road keeps you
guessing by making such curves
that there is no penetrating the se-
cret of what Iles ahead.

All at once a gate, Within, a bit
of woodland, flower-brightened; be-
yond that, a sunny garden, moldy
mossy walls, lattice windows, creep-
ers all abloom and reaching to the
roof tiles, which are toned from
dull red to gentle green by two cen-
turles of soft rains and sun,

‘Who would not penetrate the wood
to gaze -closer—especlally when
armed with a handful of permits
from a real estate firm? You pass
ithrough the bit of flowered wood-
land gay with yellow primrose
patches apd massed bluebells. But
on emerging from the screening
trees and seeing the open garden
1ying in the sun and the house tor;in-
ing a part of it, you gasp and halt,

This 1s the house of your dreams.

A servant appears and explains
‘that the house is to-be-let and Is at
your service; the lease is for sixty-
five years! Exclamation marks rat-
tle about in your head.

Peculiar Rental Customa.

You select another house which
you consider a perfect gem, only to
be told that it 1s not avallable for
“ipstant possession.” The present
tenant has the place for four years
longer.

These, and other interesting rent-
al enstoms you may learn in Eng-
lish real-estate offices. Mayfalr is
full of fascinating real-estate offi-
ces, most of them seeming like pri-
vate homes, with their open fi
Chippendale chairs, and bookcase
desks.

“Mr. Upperton and Partners" Is
the diverting and reticent sign over
.the door of one of these. Lovely way
of expressing it; Upperton, Stoggs,
Chalr and Jones 18 outdone by the
dignity of “and Partners.”

Any of these gentlemen can teach
the eager American client new uses

; It’s Useless to Wiaﬁ

English Sylvan Path, 1

for a flower holder. But It often
happens that one must assume the |

dilapidations of the previous ten- |

ant, which may Include repairs and
decorations of importance, So it is
a word to excite suspiclon.

What the American adventurous
spirit asks of England for the sum- |
mer s a smallish house, even a cot- |
tage. But It must be under a style
name like Tudor, or more romantie- |
ally Elizabethan, or perhaps, Queen '
Anne and the Georgian, elther late |
or early.,

Hunting a Country House.

The hunt for the ldeal takes on |

the aspect of a tour, It is possible
to get about by commodious omnl-
buses, They set you down on the
maln roads, where local motor cars
with drivers can be hired,

Gradually you come to know the
distrlets not too far from London
where certain types of the Ideal
house have sprung from the soll.
It is a requisite of the ideal Eng-
lish small house that it should look
as If it had pushed itself up from
Nature's laboratory of the earth,
just as the shrubs, flowers, and trees
have done. They are close kin.

Districts not too far from Lon-
don contaln an entrancing varlety
of old styles, The house of carved
interiors and scrolled gables is a
specialty of Kent; the thatched
roof hides beslde the roads of Hamp-
shire’s New Forest; the cottage
of light-gray stone makes glad the
villages of the Cotswolds; and the
Georgian, or rather Eighteenth cen-
tary houses, scatter thelr elegant
lines In all parts of the land. Tim-
ber und plaster houses tempt one
almost everywhere with their Tudor
charm,

You come to one of the richest:
of all districts for those who hunt
the 1deal house when you arrive
at the hills of the Cotswolds. Grad-
nally its little stone houses ecatch
you In the spell of thelr beauty.
They spread themselves beside the
mnd‘. taking on almost human qual-
{ties, They lift their gables with
dignity ; they spread their mullioned
windows with frankness, Their sym-
metry seems of the highest art, yet
it 1s sald these lovely houses were
built by simple artisans. They tobk
the warm, light stone of the land,
and even the roof tiles are made
of it. Al seems a pearly gray, and
on this ideal color climb the bright
flowers of the garden,

Many Enticing Places.

You linger long and drift from
road to lane, from viflage to farm,
drinking in every detall of these
Houses—the Tudor ornament over
thé leaded windows, the lovely flat
arch of the front door, the beau-

Trouble not yourself with w!lma"
that things may be just as you would

have them; but be well pleased that

they should be just as they are, and
then you will be at ease.

In trying to make the world pleas-
ant for other people, you find 90 per
cent of them will reciprocate.

It is a sensible man who doesn't
expect more than one expression of
gratitude for a favor.

Don’t Harbor Resentment

No person on earth can hope to
advance while harboring in the heart
a case of resentment toward his or
her service,

Those who are “blunt” In their
statements aren't very sensitive and
they think others are mnot.

PETERMAN'S

ANT FOOD

Without Order
A contempt for order is a sign, not
of poverty, but of a low-grade intelli-
gence or a break-down, mental, moral
or physical—Mary Borden,

Quakes Rare in England
Earthquakes are rare in England,
the average being one a year. The
world average is about 600 & year.

Talk happiness; the world is sad
enough without your woes—E. W,
Wilcox.




