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TER I.—John Bartley, noted crim.
fnal investigator, racently returned from
focret Service work during the war, is
asked by the governor of New York to

veatigato a mysterious attermnpted rob-
g‘ery of_the Robert Slyke home gt Cirele
Lake, fiear Baratogs Pecullar clrcum-
stances of the case intereat Bartley, and
fo accepts.

CHAPTER IL—With his friend Pelt,
Barlley goea to Circle Lake, the pair
pecoming the guesta of ‘Bob Currie, an
ol friend. The three visit®ihe Slyke
pome. Blyke apparently resemts Bartley's
coming, saying he is sa isfied the two
men in prison for the attémpted robbery
we:%x\mty. Bartley {s not. Nex{ mern-
ing ‘Blyke 18 tound dead in bed, apparent-
iy having shot himself.

CHAPTER IIl.—Miss Potter, the dead
pan's _sister-in-law, the villags ollce
chief, Roche, and the family hyu‘rcia.n.
Doctor King, all agree Slyke killed him-
salf, but Bartley insista he was murdered.
artiey finds evidence that
he had given,

the roOm SOMEONs removea
from Slyke's hand.

CHAPTER IV.—A boy working in the
garage saserts he heard & shot during the
pight, apparently “in the air,” of course
geally on the tower.

CHAPTER V.—Pelt starts out to inter-
yiew the members of the card party. He
finds to his surprise that Slyke, apparent-
l{ wealthy broker, had offered to sell hiz

Tiende whisky. He finds evidence that
the men in jall for attempted robbery of
Slyke were “‘framed.’”

1 heard Currife mutter in surprise
a8 we .groped our way behind the
door.. At first I could hear nothing;
then on the other side of the wooden
door 1 heard some ome stumble and
a hand fumble for the lock. What
could it mean? If the truck had come
back for another load we were in a
pad fix Indeed. The men who had
fired at us before would not hesitate
to shoot to kill this time, and when
we were missing no one would think
to search for us in this vault. In a
fight, the odds ware heavily against
us, as Bartley- alone was artned.

Currle and myself had heen placed
by RBartley so that when the door
opened we would he hiddén by it. He
wok up his position on the other side,
crouching flat against the wall It
was too dark to make out his figure,
or even that of Currie at my side. I
listened to his uneasy breathing, and
for a second womdered what he wai
thinking about.

Whoever was opening the door had
no fear of-making a nolse. He stum-
bled into the vault and swung the
door behind him with a little click.
“Then a slit of light plerced the dark-
ness and we crouched against the
wall, scarcely daring to breathe, ex-
pecting every moment that he would
see us. Just what he had come for
I never knew. He played the lght
rather almlessly along the walls, then
turned in onto the floor. All at once
1t paused, and I heard an astonished
gasp. No wonder, for the light was
Testing on Bartley's shoes.

The next second he had extin
gulshed It and was making for the
GOoT: HROS beforse—he-had moved
Bartley had fiashed on his own torch
and was. saying, “Put up your hands.
I have you covered."

The iight in Bartley's hand had
been focused on the man's body, leav-
ing his face In darkness. As he be
gan to move jt upward to his face, the
man made a swift, flying dive at
Bartley’s legs. The attack was SO
sudden that he was taken unawares,
ahd-theyfe o-the floor together, A8
Bartley went down, he struck the but-
ton of his torch hnd extinguished it
leaving us In darkness. We could
hear the two men thrashing about on

he—floor—bu . tell-who wag |
getting the best of it. Then I remerm-
bered the lantern and searched for
that. Relighting it, I held it above
my head so that the light fell on the

—-~~~floor;— Bartley wag sitting—on the man i

that had attacked him, his face and
white sult streaked with dirt and a
lomp reddening over one eye, but he
o directed me to find
his torch, which had rolled half under
& box, and relight it. When I had
complied, he rose to his feet, and,
pulling the man up with him, told me
to throw the light op the face of his
prisoner, -
“Let's have a look at this chap.”
We saw a black, scowling face, and
ernel, shifty eyes that blinked angrily.
Currle eried, “Why, »@'ke’:
thauffear I
The man did not deny It, but stood
sllent and glowering. - Remembering
what Bartley had told me of the but-
fer having seen him on the stalss
while we were in the tower rooms,
1 wondered if he were the one Who
had placed the_revolver here. When
_Bartley questioned bim as to Why he
had come to the vault he replied that
1t was nons of his business; and when
Bartley suggested that the pDollce
might make it.thelr busifiées, he only
laughed ' sneeringly. We wWeré
cusaing what we shonld do with him
lince-4! was oo_charge od which |
he could be arrested, when We T

celved anottrer shock. )
The, e¥iuffeur had closed the door
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g | We _did.

| not said a word.

wide open, the llghted interlor plainty
vigsible to anyone without. We were
standing grouped together near the
center of the room, our bacg to the
door, when a volce said, "Up with
your hands, the whole four of you,
Be quick about 1t! I have you all
covered, and will shoot the first-one
that moves.” .

There was but one thing to do, and
we all-did it. With our hands high
{n the air, we turned to the doorway
to see who the intruder was. He was
a tall. heavy-set man, with a rouad
face, holding a revolver in his right
hand.

Who could this second man be? For
2 second I thought it must be some
friend of the chauffeur; but one look
at his astonished face told me he
knew no more who the man was than
Bartiey looked puzzled, yet
& little smile never left his face.

The man stoc) still for a moment
before advancing into the vault. It
seemed to me that he was startled at
finding four of us there. He came to
the center of the vault, and stopped,
keeping several feet away from us.
“Starting with the man on the
tight,” he-sald, ‘“comse.over here,--@ene
by one. I am golng to search you.
No foolishness, now; 1 will kill the
first man that starts something.”
“My, what a pleasant man,” I
heard Currie mutter.

The first man on the right bap
pened to be Bartley. He stepped for-
ward, his hands high in the air. I
wondered if he would submit quietly
to being searched. He allowed the
jeft hand of the man to go over his
clothing until it reached the revolver
tn his pocket; then like a flash he
grasped the hand holding the gun at
his chest, and gave it such a quick
jerk that the weapon fell to the floor.

The fight was on. Both Currie and
ayself started to assist him, but Bart«
ley called to us to watch the chauf-
teur. 1 picked’up the revolver and
covered the man.

It was not a long fight. and Bart-
Yey soon had his antagonist  sub-
dued. As he dragzged him to his feet,
and began to search him, he stopped
with an amused ery. On the man's

e Ul .
police. When Black learned that the

he seemed to fear that the rest of the
gang would return. Bartley told me
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vault was filled.with whisky, he asked
Bartley to remaln and help him guard
1t until the police could relleve him;

to go to the house and call up Roche,
and ask him to come at once with his
men, and then to bring back his car.
I'reached the main road without
meeting anyone, and, breaking into a
run, was soon at the house. I tele-
phoned at once to Hoche; and he was
g0 much startled” at my story that I
had great difficulty in making him
understand where he was to go, and-
what he was to do, At last*he agreed
to come et once.

It took me only a few moments in
Bartley's car to reach the woods
agalp; but, when 1 arrrived, I saw
two other cars already parked on the
roadstde, and - knew that the police
had preceded me.

1 tound Roche and two of his men
in the vault, conferring with Bartley
and Black., It had been decided to
guard the place until morning, when
the whisky could be removed. The
chauffeur was to be taken to the Sar-
atoga jall and locked up.

When we reached the house, Mrs.
Currle came to meet us. At the sight
of her husband's black eye, which by
‘hir tlme was very natlceable, and
-he ruln of Bartley’s white sult, she
suve a little cry.

#What under heaven have you been
dolng?” she asked,

Currie gave me & wink,
for whisky,” he answered.

He went to a nearby table, took
something from each pocket and.
placed them carefully upon it. He
then stood looking down &kt them
proudly.

“A little souvenir of the night's
work,” he remarked, pointing to two
bottles of whisky which he had taken,
without our knowing it, from the box
tgat Bartley hed opened in the vault.

“Looking

_ CHAPTER Vii

in Which Bartley Talks of Many
Things.

Mrs. Currle wanted to hear the
story of our adventures; and when
Bartley recounted what had taken
place, 1 noticed that he expressed 1o
opinion as to what was back of it all.

It was after one when we reached
our rooms, and I expected that Bart-
ley would want to go to bed at once.
1 knew how tired 1 was, and supposed
that he must be even more weary.
But, after he had gotten into his pa-
jamas, he dropped into a chair by the
window, curled one leg over the arm,
Hghted his pipe, and turned to me.

“iell, what do you think of it all?”
he drawled.

That was & hard question to an-
swer. We had been through so much,
g0 many apparently unconnected
events, that 1 scarcely knew what to
think. Then, too, I knew very little
of what had taken place after I had

vest was a little badge.

“Why didn't you tell us you were a
detective?’ he asked.

The man, his face red with rage,
apswered, “Why in h—l should I?”

Bartley explained who he was, and
the detective was delighted at the en-
counter. After we had given him
back his gun and helped him brush
himssif off, he seated himself on &
box, saying, “I will say you work
quick, Mr. Bartley.”

We grinned at this. We were much
relleved to find that he was a detec-
tive, and not one of the gang engaged
in running whisky. He told us that
he was in the revenue department and
had been watching Slyke's house for
some time, or TSI
rather, his chauffeur’s. He had given
him the slip and he had been gearch-
ing for him aiready. He had-exonn-
tered him about ten o'clock and had
been traillng him ever since. When
the chauffeur had come to the vault,
he had waited for him outside; then
the door had swung open and he had
geen a chance to capture what he
thought was the gang.

He pointe:

Kkilled Slyke.”
Up to this time the chauffeur had
His face turned

— e —pommted &t the—cheutfeur—nd_
sald, “That's the chap, 1 believe, that

left him at Slyke's, or what new
things he had observed there. ‘The
finding of whisky and the sudden ap-
pearance of _the chauffeur, coupled
with my discovery of the revolver,
seemed to me to still further compli-
cate the problém. What bad he come
to the vault for? I remembered that
the detective had sald he thought the
chauffeur had killed Slyke. I won-
dered If this was simply & wild guess,
or whether there was something be-
hind it

Bartley watched me with that little
gmile on his lips that meant so many
things. “Well, Pelt," he gaid, “it
looks as if we were engaged upon
as mysterious 2 case as ever came
our way. The more I look it over, the

know, I picked up very little after
you left the house?”

I had been wondering all ddy If he
would fild any clnes of valpe. I

he picked up very little of impor-
tance surprised me.

| through’ the lving room,

| Jess sure ¥ am of anything:—Do—Yyou

kxnew what a careful search he must
have made, and his statement that

Bartley watched me for a moment

ever comniftted the cifins 81T KOt pass
through the living room.”

Bartley gave me 8 disgusted look.
«QOr else, Pelt, the dog knew him, “The
only way to reach the room where
Slyke slept was up those stairs, and
to reach¢the stairs he had to pass
Remember
this, too, Lawrence suld that Slyke
was not going to bed, but expected
another visitor. The hutler says the
dog was in the room with him when
he let Lawrence out. Suppose the
other visitor came. If Slyke himself
admitted him, the dog would have
probably barked at least once—that
1, unless he knew him."

“Then it might have been someune
{n the house,” I suggested.

Bartley asgented, and we discussed
the various persons In the household.
Firat, we both agreed that the shot
the boy had heard was the one that
had killed Slyke, and that the time
mpst have been between half-past one
and two o'clock, If that were 8o,
then, when the girl came in about
three o'clock, Slyke was already dead.
Bartley was sure that it took at least
thirty minutes to undress Slyke and
get him down from the bafcony to
his room. If the shot that the boy
heard wag fired before two o'clock,
then the girl would not be suspected,
for she had not returned until three.
We eliminated her,

Partley then analyzed the siater-1a-
. He sgid he-felt sure she was
{iding something, for she had mnot
seen frank in telllng what shée knew,
.nd seemed anxious”to get him out
of the house. Whether what she was
.withholding concerned Slyke's death
or not he could not tell; but what-
evéf It was, he was “determined - to-]
discover it.

“Do you remember, Pelt," he asked,
“that Currie told us she runs a oulja
board? There i8 nothing startling in
that; thousands are doing the same
thing. Since the war all forms of
spiritualism have made hundreds of
converts. When she met King at the
door this morning, she told him that
the board had spelled ‘trouble’ the
night before.” .

I stared at him In astonishment.
He seemed to be regarding a ouljs
soard seriously. He saw my look_and
chuckled, —=

Board itself; what I am interested In
{s that word ‘trouble’ that it spelled
out for her.”

This was more astonishing still, and

1 asked, “Why, you haven't any faith
in those things, have you??

Again he chuckled, then became se-
rious. “Sure I have, but nnt in the !
way you think., The messages people
think come from snother world, come |
from the subconscious minds of the
persons who are fooling with the

board. They do not realize that they
themselves are sul consciously direct-
ing its movements and spelling out
thelr own messages. NoOW, that board
wrote for Miss Potter, ‘Trouble is
coming,’ mot once but many times.
What I want to know i this: What
was the something that, deep in her
mind, told her that trouble was com-
ing? What was the cause of her
fear?’

He lighted another cigar before he
continued: “There 1s gtill another
thing that shows she kpnew some dan-
ger was threatening. You remember
she also told us that she had dreamed

Burtley Then Analyzed the Sister-ine
aw.

1 knew what he was driving At now.
Freud, whose theory of psycho-analy-
siy_was well known to Bartley. had
workea out the Intéfpretatiofis ot
dreams. 'T'he theory of psycho-analy-
sis is that In our sleep the subcon-
sclous mind has full play; our re
pressions come to the surface and
express themselves in dreams. The
psycho-analyst {8 thus often nble to
_rxplore the secret places of our minds
through-them and tell the cause of
our trouble.

“Shakespeare was right when he
gald, ‘We are such stuff as dreams are
made of’)” Bartley added in a guizzh
cal tone as he paused to relight his
cigar. “Miss Potter dreamed more
than once that Slyke had been killed.
We are told a dream is n suppressed
wish, and that In our dreams our
wighes are often hidden by symbola.
This woman probably did not wish
Slyke actually dead. She had no
quarrel_wi!h him as far as T know,
What she did wish was entlrely differ-
ent, She wished that he might be

“Oh, 'm not interested In the oul}a® sway so that he would he ot of

gome trouble, and her suppressed
wish carsed her to dream that be was
-. (Continued on rage >1x.)

TWICE PROVEN

If you suffer backache, sleepless
nights, tired, dull days and distress-
ing urinary disorders, don’t experi-
mm Read this twice-told testimony.
It’'sWhdover evidence — doubly prov-
e

n.

A Wilcox, prop. Wilecox Hotel,
Main St., Andover, says: “When I
have an attack of kidney trouble, I
suffer from lameness and soreness
across the small of my back. It af-
fects me worse in the morning when
I first get up.- The action of my kid-
neys is irregular and the secretions
are highly colored. I use Doan’s Kid-
ney Pills right away, getting them
from the Brundage Drug Co., and
they always fix me u;

Mr. Wilcox said: “Doan’s Kidney
Pills are a fine kidney, backache and
bladder remedy. 1 don’t have any
more trouble with my kidneys since
Doan’s cured me.”

60¢, at all dealers. Foster-Milburn
Co., Mfrs:;- Buffale, N—Y¥.

The Classified Ads will help you to
sell “anything on wheels” —= from
an automobile to a go-cart. A lot
of people realize that “second-hand”
things often serve as well as new,
and that they always cost so little in
comparison that they are irresistable
ito anyone who has the thrift-habit.

——

get.
constitution.

G00D FOOD 2z GOOD HEALTH

You should be vitally interested in the food you

Bad and impure food will ruin the strongest
Spoiled foods are a real menace to
life. It pays to be careful. .

With the view of protecting our customers and.
giving them the best for the money, we have mnaugu-
rated in our store the policy of pure food and sani-
tary handling. Come in and try us.

THE STORE

that Slyke bad been killed.”

H. H. WILLIAMS

OF QUALITY

____________‘_______—————————_—"—'—__

p.
NEARLY THREE YEARSLATER,

or two before continuing.
rotd his-day

‘around the estate.

stalrg earty inst

he—had

Then he
he
been_unable to find the chauffeur
either at the garage of anywhere else- -
No one had seen
him since the butler saw him on the

had later volunteered the information

- They’re All Coming
to This Event

A

funt M Styke—and ¢
over something. What it was she did

White With Rags,
“You Liel”

he: cried, “You
taken the de-

His Face Turned

and He Cried,

white with rage,.sod
[ e !" and would have
e b B
e
mg.p:::y and the detective, whose

o thy vaolt whes ba entered, but 18

game was Bz that .the
B ing to_do with the

chauffenr |

words he had rep
bottom, but without result.

stolem. .

tjoned her about it.

sider Ba

from her.

pected home
had not knmown the girl was in

knowing it

not know ; she had only heard the few
d-to-me: - The
house had been searched from top to
So far
as he could tell, nothing had been

Bartley had learned also that there
was il feellng between Miss Potter
and the chauffeur, and he had ques-
She refused to
say what if was, and seemed to con-
’s presence as an intru-
ston. He had. secured nothing new.
When asked if she knew
 whether Slyke had any enemles who
| might want to take his life, she re-
plled she did not. Repeated question-
ing could not shake her story that the
step-daughiter Ruth had not been ex-
that night, and that she
the
house unty we had all heard her
yolce on the stairs. As the girl car-
ried her own key, she could easlly,
she gald, have returned without her

Then there was the dog to be con-
sidered. He bhad slept as usual in the
"Big living room on the night of the
crime, The girl's story of his walk-
mtothefooto!thestunﬂthher
when she came in, proved that he

| ROUSERb

_formerly

Tormerry

T 8450

opportunity

$1.95
formerly

'$3.00.

been wonderful
unheeded. "At a decided

ers up-to-the-minute
Buy for present, as well as future needs.
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Response to our Clearance of quality Trousers has
. It just proves that real value cannot go
saving to every buyer, here’s an
without reserve, without limit to buy Trous--
in style, texture and workmanship.

- $1.37
formerly -

$2.00
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