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T der heavew, did they keep

sre_wondering why we whoold epend
ser—thne on 4 sluple burglusy ease;

ob with it?

v Rogers shook bls hegd.” I don't

know, John. It has boen euggested
—potiee--dd-not-—-wubt

drop it. Asyway, they held the men;

latretch over them. . _ ..

Regers took his cigar from his lipa,
tried to blow & emoke-ring, falled, apd
Wmply sald, “Well. the two chaps
that they say committed this robbery
are now ih Jall with a seyen yeard
L -“Xou_kihow, John, after ail, 1 don't
know such a devil of a 161 ABOUF THIN |

J-Dutton

sasssesEIITLTIIEILLARCLLLY
¢

PR, We Y g
we will find up &t the lake. I
have thought the effair over cars-
fully, and the more I thimk of It
the more pussled -I am. If Rogers
tola us all the facts, them there
are two well-defined conetunions to
be drawn. The firet ta that the
‘tw( men are innccent, The second
is that Elyke knew who it was
that broke into his houge, but had
strong teasons for eclaiming he
could not recognizs them. It his
step-daughter could swear to the
jdentity of the men who were ar-
restad, he should Bave been abls
to recognise them. But he saya
he” did not and, we are told, he

sasnnssasw

Ories « L) 2 1 thing myselt, I got wilxed up In it

nl - 7 . by accldent. T Tappeped to ‘see The

llltmﬁm\ﬂ governor on another matter; and

. (s bs when [ had finlshed my business, he

‘ h-wmuym told me he had recelved a good
i+ meny-tetters askime -him tn

Copyright 1922 By Dodd.Mead and Co. Inc- o the men that were In jall for the

ahove all his Hterary tastes, were not | e Lake robhery. Many of thess

that,—aftesthey fad resd

letters were from lawyers, in which |
o 13

‘and 8. few deya later announced thet
they bad found a plece of psdper torn
from & newspaper in the room where
Blyke had discovered them. ~ Several
days later they announced that they
had found a newspaper with a torn

corner Tn Horn's pocket. into which
hagd. foungd-at-|

|.the  plecs.. -
Blyke's house Biteds -
Bertley saked with & weary alr,
“DId they later find a plece of cloth
torn from the coat or trousers of one
of the men? Fiud It, perbaps. on a

bush pear (:° window the imen had_
Jumped out o ¢

Rogers gave his friend a startled
look,

“I thought you had never heard of

bt this mny turd out to be a rather
corfony one. When Rogers told me
the wtory ot the ‘Circle Lake affalr, |
recognized ¢ one.
very fanipus case that took place In
Baglanfi In 1879, .
- He walted to fill and gt his plpe
before cont Mg
“Yes. that's why 1 am Interested in
W, It's nhnost the same [0 every de-
tafl as the story you will find in that
1Bpiet—yrou-toit-in-your-hand. ~Tire|
English cose. known tn eriminal his
tory as “Ihe Edlsgham Burglary,' .is
famo ecause  wo Innocent men

prison foroslx. for. g
crime they did not commit. The\evi-
dence aguinst thew, the manner)

tells us. s

man who makes the running down of
eriminals his life work. His 6ne face
with its clear-cut features, telling of
, & long line of New England ancestors,
inlzh( have been a bishop's, one that
i loved dogs and children, and who had

o heart bigger than his ereed. I
plcked up one of the six thin, narrow
books in heavy gray paper covers that
lay before him, and glanced at the
title, “The Ragionement! of the Di-

vine Aretine.” I was ahout to open
It when the doorbell rang.
Bartl ¥ ] d t u-- sound

the evidence, they doubted {f the men
were guilty. Aleo, one of these reform
societies has got mixed up In the
thing. The governor had read the
evldence brought out at the trial, and
he belleved himself that the men
might- not be gullty of the robbery.
Then he asked me If you were in the
city; and, when 1 sald ‘Yes' he sug-
gested that I ask you to look Into the
affalr. -If you, after having Investl-
gated -the matter, think the men are
innocent, then he will pardon them.

N N S

cetttttetttittiattattAtesatdtsitttctstatstt At L NSRS

wanted the caso D

It was John Bartley, the great
criminologist, who waa pusiled.
He had been called into the affair
by the governor of the stats, who
wanted soms facts to guide him
befors taking action on an appli-
cation tor pardon, for two manm
who, it ‘was chargad, had been
wrongly comvicted of & burgiary.
Only a ‘case Dt byrgl
atart, but it led to & sdries of mys-
terious crimes fhat Féquired all et
Bartloy's powers to unravel. When
he did reach the solution, he sum-
moned it, apparently, out of the
darkness. .

Here 18 & naw story: by the au-
thor-of* 4 Mystery,”
and, llke its predecessor, that
rars thing, & new endiog in detec-
tive flction; an ending Which does
not strain the beliet of the reader
In the way the detective worka out
hia solution,

lesssssstsassasassassasisssssnnnns

’
! ’

in Which an Old

come.

alls.

8 P. M.
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to Light,

That Friday aftern
up the steps of John Bartley’s house
in Gramercy square,

shining for the first time In seven

days. Unlocking the déor, 1 entered |

the

nt_ U]

tairs to

.ot June had spoiled Bartley's long- |
planned fishing trip, and had kept usl
in the city. It was a trip he had been |
looking forward to for a long time,:
since in the past few years there had
been few opportunities for such
thin; In -fact, since 1917 Dartley
had passed very few nights Tn 3

B Nu-Yo - -

AN

s 47-W.
225-W.

Own house. ou’

ar
scent Into the war, those who followed

o “criminal miysterfes noticed that Bart-

ley’s name was no longer connected
with the solutlon of crime. Perhaps
they wondered a little at this. When
the full story of the work of the Se
cret Service in the war 18 told, recog-
nition will be given to the part he
played in bringing it to a victorious
conclusion. Until then, all I can say
{s that when he returned to New York,
in the spring of 1920, his work for
the govermment had ended.

The first thing that he did upon his
arrival was to clear up a pile of mall
that ran back for several weeks; his
next was to plan several weeks' fish-
Ing in the lakes of northern Maine.
On the very day that we were to start
it had commenced to raip, and never
ceased for seven days. Telegrams
told us that in Maine it was raining:
himself in his llbrary and went to
work on his long-neglected book, “The
Galante Literature of the Righteenth
Century.”

As 1 glanced ount of the window of
my room that Friday afternoon, 1 saw
that the rain was a! last over. 1 was
wondering whether Bartley would go

[ A,

Crime’ Again Comes |

the sun was |

|
“the -middte

D&
and sald, “That must be Rogers.”
The next moment Rance, bowing
28 he always did ln announcing any-
one, ushered Rogers into the room,
Rogers had been at the head of the

¢

He ®ald, al€0, that there was #O01nE |
gort of 2 fund from which he could
pay your fee."

Bartley gave me a curious
then turned to Rogers. *“That part's{
all right, Rogers. Only I haven't the
faintest idea what yon are talking
|-ahout.: Of course, I know where Circla
Lake s, It's nenr Sarafoga. A
friend of mine hag a summer placa
there. But beyond that. I have no
idea what you are driving at. Why
not start at the beginning and tell ma
what-this crime was?”

took,

— With-a.grin the chlef started at-the

thecaset—Yhey did-frd-suc e place
ot cloth,” -

Bartley half laughed. “I never
heard a word-of it untll you told me.
1 had an idea that a pilace of cloth
would be found that had been torn
from the clothing- of one of them. A
plece that would fit, say, the torn
trousers of one of them.”

Rogers threw me a look, as if to
ask how Bartley could have guessed,
then remarked, “I don't see how you
hit 1t off, John; but that's the very
| thing that did happen, Al this did

The EAlMgham cAze goes down Ih |
the hlstory of -crime as one of the
worat miscarriages of justice of which
we know. There I8 no doubt that the
pollee fuked the evidence sgainst the
men. They spont six years {n prison
for a crime they knew nothing about.
In that cuse, too, the two men were
found early In the morning In the
house of a local vicar. Just as Slyke
and his step-duughter fuund"'sfa;n?o_rrér
in their house, s¢ the vicar and his
daughter discovered two men in their
Hving room. Later the men werae 8re

which it wus dlscovered, {s almost, it g i
ot the very sume as that tn this e
affair at Circle Luke of which Hogers ANERICAN TORACO 08

%0, then the whole affalr is more mys

terious than ever.” 4 Lt
He rose to his feet and glanced at
his watch. “Tomorrow, or Sunday,

we wlil run up to the lake. We had
better drive up in my car. It will take
only seven hours. I will telegraph to
Currte, my old Harvard roommate,
ing. He has been after
me for several years to come 1or &
visit.” .

He walked the length of the room,

hot come out untll the trial. When it
wag Introduced, It made a stlr, Both
men claimed, in fact, that the whole
thing was a frame-up.”

He paused to relight his
fore continuing:

“The man to whom the trousers be-
longed asserted that they had been
taken from him the week after he had
 been put In jail, and that there was

-cigar be-

résted on the outskirts of the little
English village; and, as in the story
that Rogers told us, a plece of paper
was found in the room at the vicarage
that fitted into the torn corner of &
newspapsr which was discovered some
days later In the house of one of the
men. Footprints were uiso found un-
der the window. and a litfle piece of
cloth on_a rose bush. This in turn |

no tear In them when he gave them
up. . A tailor at the trlal testified
that the cloth was so strong that it
could not have been torn away by
edtching on anything, and  that™ 1t

fitted into a torn place in a pair of
trousers belonging to vne of the men."”
- F-uttered an exclamation of wonder,
and Bartley grinned . “It js_the most

beginning of the story.

“0f course, you know who Robert
Slyke {37

Bartley nodded; but, seeing that I
dld not recognize the name, he turned
to me————

looked to him as if the piece had been
cut out with a knife.”

Bartley threw back his head and
laughed. Rogers was thoroughly dis-
pleaced. *“I don’t see the joke.”

“There 19 no _joke, Rogers. Tell me

temous-case-of -1ta kind-in-the history |
of English crime. It's odd how the
evidence in this Circle Lake robbery
as if sumeone had read of the Engitsh—
crime, and tried to repeat the evidence
An this one.”

reading the story -of the_old_FEnglish
erinre—Fhe two—cases—weré,-as-Bart—"—

parallels it so_closely. 1t looks a lMttle [

wndpausedTd o study Bl
tentively a Rops highly colored etch-
ing. much as if he had never seen it
before. Then he turned back to the
desk and sald, “You bad better read
over that of the Edlf
case now. The two cases are curicusty
afmlilar.”

As he left-the th
a regretful lttle laugh, “There goes
-our flshing ;.4

An hour later when he returned I
was still eurled up in a big chalr by
the fireplace. I had spent the time

tey had said, very much alike. T
agreed with him that, if we took the
ground- that zamecne at Cirele Lake
‘Bad ‘faked the evi-ience, then whoever
he was he had €ad the report of this

other eriave cnil used it as 2.guide,

been converted, and-that he was—go-

lice. It was a day

or so sfter the crime that most of it

ly. “mavhe, The fact that there have

been other acrempts to bregk into

| 77

] 2
!

S
oy it

As He Did Not Speak, | Dropped Into
the Great Armchair by His Side.

{ Central office for ab6ut five years—in—

i detective had ever had. He waa not

; tter;
an educated one, but his rare com-
mon senge and his absolute honeaty
had won for him the respect of the
people of the city.

He took a chair, and after saying,
“Hello, John,” to Bartley and a word
to me, he. took a cigar from the box
that Bartley pushed over to him.

Then, leaning acrosé the table, bhe
picked up one of the volumes. The
book fell open at a plcture; he start-
ed as he looked at it, then handed it
to me with a sly wink.

“That's a fine sort of a book to
‘show an honest and moral police offi-
cer. If I found a bookseller on the
Avenue with one, T would have him
pinched.”

Bartley swung around in his chair,
| gaw which hook it_was, and laughed.
" uiell, Rogers,” he said, “the man
that wrote
hundred years ago. He was the greatest
‘adventurer of hig day, the first real
blackmailer, a man that made his liv-
ing by his wits. Also, he happened
to be a poet and dramatist, as well
as a rogue.”

Rogers took his cigar from his

T THEAECotr

| No one knows exactly why he left the

that book died & good many

trg—to—gtve back—to—his——cHents—thy
money they had lost in his office?”
Both Bartley and Rogers laughed,
and the latter commented, “He never
gave It back."
“No,” said Bartley, “he n'(?ver dald.
"

FEoT—ORt
{s_astrange sort of a chap, His
friends are few and there have been
witd rumors as to where he got hls
money. He has dabbled a bit in spir-
itualism, and has been fooled by sew
eral mediums.”

rs  nodded In  agreement.
“That's the chap. He has a place at

was discovered.”

I broke in to say, “I presume the
men claimed the police faked the evi-
dence?’ .

Rogers nodded. “That's just what
they did claim. In fact, their whole
Fdefetise was on that line. They were |
game preserve near the lake. A good
deal was made of the fact that the
ineriminating evidence was not found
until some hours after the crime—
‘even days in fact. 1 admit that it
loaks g bit fishy. 8tlll,_you never
heard of the polica faking id.

rexid-to-have—beennight-ishing - of* 2+

Slyke's house points that way. To a
student of criminal "literature, the
finding of an old crime restaged is
rather Interesting. That 13 why I sald
I would ke to look Into it,

“Go Into the office, will you, Pelt,
AT §6e Whal Wwe Tave THere 68 Styker™]

Rartley had_n larze office, lined with

upelt—dontt berthe—Wall+ Who found all thig evidence? Was {t “Ang then these men may be inno. 8
- N T you-t “Tn tice?" o R B o - E— CHAPTERtH
“Street broker’ who gnnounced at a| the police? cent? . - —_ . -
Billy Sunday meeting that he had| ‘T &m not sure. I think it was the| “Well” replied Bartley thoughttul- In Which We Visit Mr. Siyks, but Do

Not Recelve a Very Warm Reception.

ing that we were able to leave the
city. After the days of rain, the ride
along the banks of the Hudson was
very beautiful. At Albany we had
luncheon In one of the large hotels

I-to.the. accompaniment of an orchestra

booming the popular music of the mo-

tall, green filing cabinets, contalning
the reports of his cases and his won-
derfu! card-index. This {ndex con-
tained Information about almost every
important person in the country, In-
tormatlon that gave at a glance a keen
insight into the character of the man

Circle Lake. He has lived there for

ment.

Bartley was 5o tioroughly un-
comfortable that he refused to speak,
It was not until we wi
the walter to return wi
and he had lighted a

waiting for
our change
gar that he

whose name was on the card. It took

Foar ¥,

to the extent they claim thly was

oy m

me_but_a secon

otre:

contained Slyke's name,

eity, but it 18 said that he has lost
lot of money in stocks.” -

He paused, thea continued, “It -was
8lyke who had the robbery. Early
one morning, about & year ago, his
step-daughter came to hig room and
sald there were burglars downstairs.
He jumped from his bad, and, without
any weapon, rushed down the stairs,
while the girl stayed on the top step.
From then on, it becomes mixed up”

“Mized up?’ asked Bartley.

“Yes, Just what took place and
how many men wers in the room at

the trial. The girl says she is sure—
that is, almost sure—there were twe
men in the room. On the other hand,
_Slyke says thers was only onej

the time, was a point of dispute at;’

We—both—iaughed and—our-ix
made the red face of the chief turn
a shade darker, We had in mind the
“ChArgew that “oue of the mewspapérs
was making at the time agalnst his
own detectives, that they had planted
guns on some men they wished to
hold. But even at that, he was right.
The potice do not fake evidenes to
the extent that thig story of his
Beemed to hint. Bartley's next rée-
mark showad that he felt as I did.

“You are right, Rogers, though the
whole thing does look queer: 1 take
it the conviction made a atir.”

Rogars shook his head. “It did not
at the time; it's doing It now. The
papers thought the men's denial was
the usual thing. But later the law-
yers got interasted, then a refortn

_When I re- |

‘turnéd “to ffie Mbrary, Bartley asked
me to read it aloud. It contalned the
followlng: - ° ,
“Slyks, Robert, broker. Born Kit-
tery, Maine, Educated in public school.
In business in New Hampshire, 1878
to 1888, buying and trazding cattle.
Came to New York, 1883, became a
broker. Made and lost several fort-
unes. Sald to have besa converted by
Billy Sunday in 1913; no evideace of
it. Rather eccentric, dabbled a bit in
spiritualism and has been duped by
several mediums, Quick tempered,
with few friends. There is a question
of hizg business honesty. Wife died
1014. One =on and a step-daughter.
Summer home, Circle Lake, N. Y. City
home, Garden City. Was worth about

though, he added, there might have
been a-second man—whom -he-dld-not
| see. There was g bit of a_struggle,

soclety, and -now they are ail getting
sfter—the governmor, —He “thinky there

might have besn a miscarriage_of

000, but rumored to havelost a
part of this in recent years.) —— —-
Bartley tistened while T read this

and the men jumped out of an open
widdow and got away.”
Bartley, who had listened carefully,
asked, “They did not get anything?*
“No, not a thing. The safe in the
room was unopened.”

“Are these men,” asked Bartley,

Justice and wants you to look into the
thing, He wants you to do_ it at
once."” -
With a shrewd look, Bartley asked,
l “Then there is something new?”
“Well,” answered Rogers, “that de-
pends. The other night there was an-
other attempt to break into Slyke's

phort and commionplace history. |
When I had finished, he said simply,

Brgeom

ne 8-Y4

to Malne, after all, when there came
-a-rap-at-my door; Opening it, I found
Rance, Bartley's old colored man, who
sald with a grin, “Mr. John says, Mr.
Pelt, that you are to come down to

coming '

the library, for that man Rogers lsl

RN that—as the goven
the—onef—the

mouth and -¥ with—a—grins
«ighat we call today a crook.”

1 could see that there was some-
thing "on the chief’s mind, but just
what it was we were not to learn for
come time. He talked, first about
the rain,_ then about the baseball

5

As T followed *him down the stalrs,
I~ wondered- what --it—was -that --was
bringing Rogers, chief of the Central
office, to the house at this time of the
afternoon. Although Rogers and Bart-
ley were the best of frlends, and the
chlef had been forced more than once
to ask the ald of Bartley in his, cases,

he"usually made his visits In the eve |

ning, after the day's work was over.
A call at four In the afternoon
seemed to promise that something un-
usual had heppened, something of
such {mportance that it could not
walt. Could he secure Bartley's ald?
T knew that Bartley had not Intended
to take up any more cases untll he
had had a long rest. Still, if Rogers
had the probl of some
crime to- lay before us, he ‘might
<hange his plans.

Bartley was at his groat desk when
1 entered the library. He gavp meé a
smile, then went on examining the
books which covered its top. That
tmorning he had received -2 great box
from his French dealer, and ho was
busy with tes contents. As be dld
80t speak, I dropped into the ‘great
armchafr by his side. . R

As 1 looked at hiin I wordersd, us
-1 had done 80 many Himes befors, that

be should be.the great criminal in-'|papers

last thing anyone. would expeet him

!team. in fact of every z

: purpose_that had brought him. That
' was his way, as we both knew. It
was not until he had lighted a second
clgar and had been sllent several mo-
lments that he turned to Bartley and

sald: .

«John, I have a case for you.”

‘Bartley threw me a quick glance,
then answered, “But you know, Rog-
ers, I don’t care to take up any more
cases until I have heen away fishing
and had a good rest.” -

The chiet nodded, bat added, “Well,
this won't be much of a case. It's
not my affalr, anyway. I happened to
gee the governor the other day, and
he asked me to get you tpy;look into
the matter and make him a report.”

I glanced at Bartley.” The governor
of the state did not, as a rulesinterest
himself in criminal mattess. If this
was a case that he wished. Bartley
to Investigate, then it- must be some-
thing very unusual, indeed. By the
little
I coulm that he agreed with me.

“What Is the case?’ he asked.

«well, answered Rogers after a
short pause, “T° don't suppose you
| kmow anything abont It; though you
may have seen it mentloned In the
since you retwned. It all
1t was & rob

m of interest in his eyes, |

-

Jyears' sentence?” -

house. They aay there have been sev-

Rogers paused long emough to lght
another cigar, and throw back hig
head to watch the smoke curl to tha
ceiling before he replled, “That's thq
big question.”

He was silent for 2 momen
continued: . .

«After the burglars got out of tha
window, Slyke called up the city po-
tice and also the state-police. When
the city police arrived at the housa
they made no arrests. But early that
same morning the state police plcked
up two men about six miles away on
the other slde of Saratoga. They
were both well-known characters who
had been in trouble before. One of
the men had a slight bruise on his
head. Slyke claimed that in tha
struggle he hit one of the robbers
with a2 cane. Both men refused to
sgy where they had been during the
night. The strange thing about 1t
was that they were taken -to thelr
own homes - before being locked up.
When they were searched, the police
found pothing on them whatever

Bartley was interested. He took
up his pipe, lghted it, and leaning
pack in his chalr, listened attentively
a5 Rogers continued.

“When it came time for the mea
to be Identified, there was a bit of &
confifct. The step-danghter was pretty
sure that there had been two men,
while Slyke ingisted that he had oaly

mb.mmtobmhunm.—
oven

since he had tost nothing.” -
Bartley sdyed fn sarp “Thea

20 be.. His brewtng his feily, sad

e way it stends.

-eral since-these men went to-jall.t

| Bartley said but one word, but it
| was expressive enough. We sat In
. sllence until Rogers pulled out his
 watch, glanced at [t, and rose to his
b{ “Time | ran along. That's the
‘The governor wishes
Fyou to look .into it, and says he will.
consider it a personal favor if you
will do 8o.”

Bartley also rose, and placing his
bhand on his friend’s shoulder, safd,
“T will deal With the cage at once, but
in my own. way. Tell him he won't
hear from me until I have found out
whether those two men ought to bs in
prison or mot.™

Roger nodded, and after a sedond
glance at his watch hurried out. Bart-
ley said, “Pelt, over in the bookcase,
in the section of the trials, you will
find a small brown book. It's some-
"where in the third section, under the
letter 'E’ The ttle is, I think, ‘The
Edlingham Burglary’.” )

Wondering a little why he should
want it, 1 went over to the portion of

{ the bookcase he had indlicated. In a

moment I had found the volumae that
he wanted—a thin book, covered with
Brown cloth, and on the title page

" The Pameus Ediingham Burgiary

* or
‘ The Innocent Persecuted
1

I handed Bartley the book, amd

seen one. In fact, he did not seem | withaut & word ha opened it and quiex-

1y ran through the pages. In a few

became more amiable. e bowed to

some - people leaned.

ry y:1 a \? Lele. that
apoki ¥

“Pelt, wo cannof 8ay Just WAt Wo

thought the affair over carefully, and
the more I think of it the more puzzled
1 aii. 1 Rogers told us all the facts,
then there are two well-defined con-
clusions to be drawn. .The first is
that those two men are innocent. The
second ia that Slyke knew who it was
that broke into his house, but had
strong reasons for claiming he could
not recognize them, If his danghter

| could swear to the identity of the men

that were arrested, he shsuld also
have been able to recognize them. But
he ssys he did not, and, we are told,
he wanted the cage dropped.”

He paused as the waiter appeared
with our change, and we went back to
our car.

.. Saratoga was only .a forty-five mile . —

several miles nearer.

except that it was a small lake out-
side of Sarafoge where there were a
pumber of large summer estates. Bob
Currle, who had roomed with Bartley
at Harvard, had a place there where
he passed the greater patrt of the
year. -

| Albany, Bartley sald suddenly, polnt-

ing to a small sheet of water in the
distance, “That's Circle lake.”
We were on the top of a large hill
at the moment, and, though the lake
was several miles away. it looked
11, th bad tod It

‘“You Are Getting Wiser Every Day,
Peit.”

“] wonder what was in his house that
the burglars wanted.” .

1 asked the question that had been
in my mind for some time. “Why. was
he unabte to identify the men when
his daughter sald she could?” -

Bartley smiled at my question. “You
are getting wiser every day, Pelt. It
is curious that Slyke professad to be
unable to {dentify the men when the-
girl, who was on the stéps bebind him
eand even further away from the men
than he was, could do so. It may be
that be 8l nize them and did not

requested the police to drop. I minntes ke threw it over to_me, say-

Nn‘wﬂhlmﬂq"lhww.?lt.m

say who they were. If that Is |

was not more than a mile across, and
wag~ a completevircle except whera - —
2 small bay broke {ts circumference.
At the foot of-the hill, the road-ran—
beside the lake for a little way, then
ascended another hill. Just before
this ascent began, Bartley left the
main road and followed one that ran
for nearly 2 mile between leafy trees.
At length he turned his car down &
long driveway that wound its-erooked
way In and out through a grove of
great trees. When I had begun to
wonder ifvwe should ever escape from
them, we came out upon a green lawn
that stretched for several acres, hav-
ing In Its midet a -large rambling.
house, painted the whitest white I
have ever seen. It was a cheery-look-
ing house, one made to live In, with
a great plaxza stretching acroas the
front, and gay-covered chairs - that
gave to it a tropical atmosphere. Even
as I was thinking how much I lked
it, a man came running down the
stepe, three at a time, whooping like
a wild Indlan and waving his arms
at us i %
Trath compels me to gay that Currie
‘was, to put it mildly, stout, nor conld
anyone call him good looking. His
big red- face, now almost purple from
exercise, was a kindly, tolerant one,
with Kumor; his blue éyes warm.
on Page

want to
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drive from Albany. . Circle Lake was _ __ __

about-the-place——
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