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¢ the boy.

Tre chauffeur? We stared (hguir
ingly at each other, and Bartley said
sharply to Roehie, “Where' is he?"
Rocho locked confused and shamee
faced, then hurried from the roum,
end Bartley resumed hiy examination

“You eeld you wers washing the
car, What then?’
“Yes, sir. | was washing the car.

For several “seconds Miss Poiter
searoed  URsble to bellve her eyes,
then she half gasped, *Why, Rutb—"
The givl, surprised ¢
simple question had made, -clutched

about her and started down the stairs.
It was plaln that she had just gottea
out of bed and had not yet had time
to dress. Her eyes went from one
person to another questtoningly. Who
were we, and what were we-dolng
here?

at the effect her’
“Iher blue "Mlik dredsing gown cioser

nothing of the tragedy that had taken
place, evidently, or she would not
have been so curefree. Sha wafted,
"'and g6 Her aunt did not seem-able to
tell her what had happened she turned
again to Woche. After swallowing
pard for a moment or two the chief
atammered out, “Why, Miss Ruth, you
see, we——that 1s—well, Mr. Slyke hae
been killed.”

The laughlng look In her eyes
taded and one of surprise, blended
with horror, teok lts place. For a sec

her go into her room when she wis
supposed to have been away from the
house had to be explained. Her un~
expected presence here this morning
seemed to add cilor to the statemeént
A glance at her dressing gown with
her nightd peeping b th it
showed that she had just coms from’
her bed. Yeteher aunt’s surprise at
hgr appearance had also seemed gen-
uine. .

“Your aunt told us” Bartley said
to her that you were away spenidng
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the servants.”

She raised her face, crimson with
anger, and tried to answer, but
though her lips formed the words not
& sound came from them. At last, in

—._—<an.do.

O Th TeaSon- AL 16 T Countted-thremHe-aid-tre-same-thing. 1~ Bartler. .asked i, first sbout the

words stumbling one over the other,
ghe sald, “I—yes—it's so. I1—told Mr.
Roche nst to call the servants. No
one asked you to come here. You
tave no business in this honse—look-
ing Into things that do mot concern
you, Mr. Slyke ¥ dead, and every one
% elie hat he ¥ imself in
spite of anything you can say. Any-
hing thaf has (o be R

e It
-anyway.” o
Standing io front of us with her
Agure straight and her shoulders
thrown back defiantly, she almost
shrieked the last words at us. S.e
wwas so angry that she did not seem
to know what she was saying. 1 won-
dered why she should be In such &
rage. 8o far as I could see, there was
ne reason for it. We stood silent and
embarrassed. Bartley’s ~ eyes never
Jeft her face. Under his grave scrit-
#iny she flushed and her eyes dropped.
«“Miss Potter,” he said suddenly,
“you don't want me to believe that
you know who killed your brother-in-
law, do you?'
His question seemed the last straw.
She turned on him like a fury. and
%er eyes roved over the desk as bid
- wle-wevelooking for -
* ghrow at him.. She @

he handed me the two cards that
o

0 |

‘ course, it might-have been, but I think

place suicide.
3 covar it to be murder and prepared

over; so, too, the chafrs were in the
same position Into which they had
baen pushed when the¢players rose
for the last time. Bartley picked up
the cards on the nearest table and

with those on the second table and on
the third. At the last table he paused
longer than he had at the other two.
Finally he.took from his pocket the
two cards we had found in the tower
snd motioned to me to join him.
As I reached Bartley's side. he
ssked me to count the cards on the

table. I did 80 and found the pack

pervous. What had taken place that
night he evidently agcepted as some-
thing he could not help and need not
WOrry over. .

men that were at the card party. To
my surprise the butler said he was
unable to give the hames of all the
men, though he knew most of them.
Bartley took down in a little red
notebook the names of such men as
he could remember. Then he asked
guddenly, “And- what was the name
2 th, that stayed afted the

man
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1 scanned the two cards he gave
me and then those on the table. The
paek was an ordinary one, such as 8
sold for a dollar, Not only the de-
signs on the backs were the same, but
' the texture of the cardboards as well.
“Do you realize what that shows?"
asked Bartley.
“That the cards’ we found in the
tower are from the pack on this
table.,”
“Yes! They may have been dropped
up there by the murderer, or they
may have heen placed there to make
us belleve that someone Ia the poker
party h&d committed the crime
“Why couldn’t it have been done”
1 smuggested, “by someone in the
party?’
~*Se was thoughtful for & Eecond or
two, then slowly shook his head. “Of

that the odds are against it. This ¢
no ordinary crime, though some ons
wanted us to think it was & common-
The criminal = was
afrald, however, that we might dls-

~The questioh seemed Yo SuTprisethe |

Mr. Slyke asked him himself to re-
maln after the others had gone. He
went with him up to Mr. Siyke's
room end stayed there a few mo-
ments, I myself waited here in
chatr to let him out and lock up. I
did not have to walt long; not more
than ten minutes or 80.”
Bartley gianced at the stairs. “Did
Mr. Slyke come down with Mr. Law-
rence?' he asked.
“No, sir. 1 never maw Mr. Siyke
again." He paused, then added slow-
1y, “That is, alive.”
“And you did net hear the revolver
shot, the one the boy heard?’ °
“No, sir, T dld not.”-
1 felt that he was carefully choos-
ing his words and was not giving any
--more-information-than-he had to... I
wondered what it was that he was
holding back. Bartley’'s next ques<
tion and the answer that it bronght
proved that I was right. .
“Did you see or hear anything last
alght out of the way?”’
The butler was so long in answerlng .
that the question had m"b&ﬂked—ﬂ--i
second time. ~
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T'We were getting “{oipatient before -

She Shrisked, “You Say | Know Whe
Kitted Him—I—} Know™

say I know whe killed him—I—I
* Xnow? Why, I doo't even belleve that
he was murdered. How dare you Sa¥y

that—how can you stand there and |’

asked, 5 -
“An ordinary criminal— Bartley
spoke so softly that Miss Potter could
not hear—“would never have taken

e safd, 1 heard mothing—suspteious
but I saw—"
He paused, and Bartley urged, “You

saw..what?*

was a chance of some one suspecting
that it was murder, he took the cards
from the tabl¢ and placed them where
we could find them. He knew that the
finding of cards in the tower would
throw suspiclon upon everyone pres-
ent at the game. It is to me only an
additional lnk in evidence that provés
|1t was not sulcide.”

Roche returned, bringing with bim
the butler, three women and a boy.

After they had goue, Bartley tuorned
to the by who, from the excited way
he was wriggling, evidently wanted
to say something. It came out with
an eagerness that was aimost laugh-
able. .

«f hpard & gun last night” he cried.

“You SAY asked Bartley, startied
for a escend. .
: soy Bedded eagerly.
*Yei, air. Last night, sir”
Bartiey

None of them could give us any in-
a1

but of wonded, as if she were curious,
to know whut his statement meant.
After glancing at her, he turned to
Bartley and sald apologetically, “Why,
gir, I don’t know if what 1 saw was
anything out of the way. I would pot
have thought of it again {f Mr. Slyke
had not been found dead. When I got
to bed, 1 began to wonder if I had
locked the windows. We were rather
fussy: about them since the robbery.
The more I thought of it the less sure
Was; 80 I got up and was
to go down into the living room whea
I eaw Miss Ruth, dressed in a long i
ceat, going inte her reom.” H
Mirs Potter gasped and asked the
butler in great astonishment, “But,
Robert, how can you say that! You
know Miss Ruth was not at home last
evening.. She spent the night at Sara-
toge. B8he has net returned yei.”
For a second o one spoke. Bart-
ley’s eyes went from the butler to the
woman and back sghin, We all won-
dered what his next guestion would
bat- we never found Sud-

["all The {réuble InvoIved T UndressinE e DOtTer EIuTTad fron Bartiey—to— ]
k‘;nﬂnd lacing him mlge“l- fTh:lt the womap in the chuir. Miss Potter Ddae

was in idea of sul- | gag Jooking at him with a curious ex- P BAR

clde; but, murderer kiew ther€ {pression on her face, ene not of fear . *Ormerly
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