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— . 1was able to make the excited spee-
onday- CHAPTER L—Jahn Bart . pec
. \Z.. inwl invéstigator, recen:’l‘;lzi\?x?nlgg C!?.;‘:‘n {tators Oh,ey his orders and withdraw.
iareh, sgﬁ,%[ bse.-mgesgy,? du,-l;. the Ywa,, 1s | Doctor King was asslsting Ruth to
: ~ {1 ernor 3
N t‘fvgsugayze a mystenou: atlgl:pmgﬂ:-o:f ;ﬁstnre her punt to consclousness. As
8. mye o‘nélalg g:?:{;gﬁlyklgehml?e a"‘clrcle or Bartley, myself and Black, who
3 , £ cullar - card
R, figncen of the case tntercat Bartley, and hﬂdh come forward, we had eyes for
accepts. ngt lflgg but the sflent figure of the
DGE chanffear. .
‘ CHAPTER IL—With hia friend Pel
AM, ,/Eﬁmely socs to Circlo ‘x;"“” e paiz] Doctor Webster opened his coat
nings ecoming the guests of Bob Currle, an |and examined the wound. Then, wi
Jd friend. The three visitYthe B) » when
sitors :om‘e. mykel app:l’ex;ﬂy "::ﬁ“; Efﬁmg;‘»: I'IP1 h;ﬁ turned bhack his eyelids and
: . coming, saying he ls matlsfled the two |felt his pulse. he slowly shook his
n in prison for the attempted robl g
v E:rgslgl‘x‘lu{ :‘Ba‘;:ile al;n?:tx:pfe“{omger:{ ;\iead and said fo Bartley: “He can’t
a ) g ‘Blyke is found dea ed, apparent- [live more than five minutes, The
- iy having shot hlmself. knife reached his heart.” .
\GUE. CHAPTER JI1.—Miss Potter, the dead | “WIill he Frecover eonsciousness be-
> n's sister-in-law, the vill N
e. ) g‘:“”{& R:xé%he. Eﬁ\g the t}imslyig;ys?g&x forel he dfes?" Bartley asked..
. ctor King, agree Slyke kilied him-; *“I can' 3 o
onth _olf, but Battloy insists he was murdered, | ment.” t say. He.might, for a mo
Snieor, Sate oo " pven o0
e, & £y pa; Y 0 ven 88 "he spoke the chanffeur
shot on the to -
ta B e ot placan th Dadr Dariag hia |OPened Dis eyes, eyes that still re-
ry - h“‘?“afi‘é{-":ﬁ;: _rg‘o o !tho::‘; removes | tained their look of horror and dazed
— e rev e g surprise. Weakly his glance traveled
1098, Elzulz.—hL N‘,, ",g"“;‘ “nn g‘.. over the faces bending over him; he
. 6 aBsoT! 6 heard & shot dur! 1
surth- m patently “1a the m?;__ ] cgm_“ tried to raigse one hand, but the effort
Hall. geally on the tower. . Wlﬂl ;00 m‘;qh vf;;:- him and his eyes
i closed aga en he opened them
CHAPT: V.—Polt starts out -
aiew g.hgi‘mb.“ ) ng‘: m‘:‘“g,f“}% a second time, he seemed to recog-
urer
" B eslthy broker, bad oﬂmd't?m nize Rartley and gave him such an
tary: ends W, Y. e finds evidence that | 2DDealing look that he bent closer. His
g;k‘:“g.g {21 for attamptad Tobbary of | eyes had begun to glaze and his face
E— to take on a waxen hue. Though his
PTE .—Returnin, N
,ocréﬁ,“o,i Véa,u.,' z:'l.' ‘:&? ‘l:"“ ;l:: moved ;e;:bly, no woxrdsl came
me upon & large motor truck, without m them. en, with a final effort,
ff the road.
each. g;f:xzd‘n%nguvo;iu to n”n:fn. dluz he gathered up what little strength
IIC:‘n: W:“mben and ﬂ:cog on. The tlr\lc.k he had left, and, In & voice 80 low
nd ats awny. The thres, come upon 8 10081 we could hardly distingulsh the words,
, er- 1is new, lmd[m.su- 1 “\E 'nuz find | he stammered forth, “The—robbery—
eper, g: ::v‘l‘a‘l;.v:r Mwh.l ;l mghu Y. ‘;J““n:’-i: robbery. Those men—innocent, ask—
me., ke txn 'lmAmm“li mmlz;sly weldl boy.”
acquain w. o ce, Arrives, an .
ey detain nim. % Uis Bivhes missing | His volce dled away and his eye-
. <chauffeur. A detective, working for the | lids sank; then he opened them agaln
. ““m:aofdet aermtxli‘tt. ves and takes | ong gasped, “The—boy—he knows.”
-char val . " 3
oM. ® " I saw Bartley's face lighten, but
CHAPTER VIL—After considerin he did not speak. Briffeur lay so still
terl angls f the cake, -
P M. 11'2; Ep&::“?; r;‘f«:g:e;onu conch:smn .‘ that we thought he had ceased to
6 murderer. e B3 2t | preathe; but, as the doctor started to
in whisky had ymeth} to d ’ .
Qeals tn Y ttern Som beliet In the | Fise, he made a sudden effort to &lt
— “igulja board,” and spirituallsm also .
seems to interest him.
CHAPTER VIIl.—Bartley continues his
search for evidence, and apparently finds
.mome things he considers of value, Tho
. inquest opens. Doctor King, who is the
.coroner, & War veteran, an who had
been shell-shocked, conducts it. A heavy
thundsrstorm is progress.  Doctor
——— Webster, called in consultation, testifles
e believes Slyke was murdered,
R : CHAPTER X
St. Sudden Death.
For 8 moment after the cry had
.died away the only sound to be heard
- +was the dashing of the raln agalnst
the windows and the lashing of the
trees outside. Everyone was too star-
tléd an@ frightened to move. 1 felt
Ity Bartley’s hand on my arm, his fingers
1 . sinking deep into my flesh. Then the
395-F spell was broken, and men asked each
— other in excited whispers what had
‘happened. -
The ery had seemed to come from
‘the front of the room. It had been
one of horror, dread and surprise, a8
M it the person uttering it had met with
N. Y. some umexpected and awful experi-
efice. It had been a man's voice, and
- 1 wondered whose 1t could have been. ' -
“Come on, Pelt” “)—Killed—"
N Bartley pushed back his chair and
' , and Bartley put his arm under
¢ gglftv:ragged me to m{-' te(]e)té[;\ézns tat!};te- :Fm. With eyeg &shlng, he cried in
W <chairs th Dperd Dtlll:nr lece from which | & loud volce, “Slyke—mur-murdered.
5-W. ¢h ;;W“ € pha +n | I—" His arm rose from his side and
— - 1 edcry ad come. The room wa: vser pointed straight in front of him, his
0 darkness and oyr progress Was | 'y finger almost touching Doctor Web-
slow. Then the lights began to flicker | ster, who gazed down at him, puzzled.
. very dimly, and suddenly flashed on "I-—'killed——" Phe chauffeur’s volee
rgeon. ” nggin In all their power. broke; his lips ceased to moves and,
- ——4t first glance, there seemed to e | op v " ocon g sigh, his head fell
. !!’Dt.hmg wrong; then I noticed that | b o ™" e chauffeur would Dever
8-Y4 King was bending over his desk, hiS i ooy ogpin
S face dead white, hlg eyes fived OB | Tgyongy we rose to our feet, and
o something on the “floor In front of } oyp05 1ooking down at the dead man.
- him, and fear showing in every fea- We were all too overcome by whet
ture. I realized suddenly that the | } 4 taken place, to speak, It seemed
chauffeur's chair was empty, and that |y ccible that a man could have been
Roche was on his knees before Some | 456 1o death in a roomful of people.
. object. Miss Potter, who bad IS0} with the chief of police on one side
) -begh staring-at the foer, fainted and | o pim and three detectives near him.
fell sidewise ipto the arms of her | gy murdered he had been. Bgrtley
. niece, Then I saw what was the mat- | geomed to feel as dazed as I did; for
tet: #he chauffeur was Iying on the | he took the knife the doctor handed
) fidor, with his face white, and bis | him, without looklng at it, his eyes
Law- <yes closed. upon the chaulfeur and on his face
9 Bartley dropped to his knees beside | o very odd expreaslon. None of us
Roche and gave one searching 100K | geemed fully able to grasp that a men
at the man, then straightened up With'| haq been murdered plmost before our.
VES - @ queer expression on his face. He | gyes, R

pointed silently to the chauffeur. On
his brown coat, slowly darkening and
widening, was a splotch of blood, and
from his.breast protruded the hilt of
4 knife. - - .

For a moment iny head swam. Only
4@ _short time before the- lights had
gine out the chauffeur had bad a self-
confident sneer on his face: now he

Jlying floor, white andstill,
! :tk’nﬂlyzniim mrAnothe: murder

had tikenp!

. xoom crowded |

n' Siyke's house, and
3 with

Docter King had. beea working over
Miss Potter, and’ she now opened her.
eyes and glanced around wildly. She
saw the body at her feet, and with
a little cry.asked, “What's happened?”

No one answered for a moment;
and- them Bartley replled simply,
«Someone *has murdered the cheuf-
feor." h

At the word murder she gasped and
covered her eyes with her hand. After
a moment she removed It, and stam-
mered, “H-how—who?’ \
No one attempted to answer. The
was that no one could. All we
‘been. killed by

Bartia’s

fruth 8
knew was that be had
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geated dn elibe -
cry:had lasted bt the berest| !

tion of 8 second; 1L M ATES
Iy ‘tisp enough betweem IRy momemt
when (he lights weat out ARd the tims
whela thie cry came for apyone to have
come up to himy, murdered him. and
gotten away aghin. The murder must
have been committed by someons near
him, On one side of him had heen
Mies Potter; and, on the other, Kochg.
Roclie was ahove susplélon: a police
chief does not kill his prisoner untess
he attempts to escape. Then I re-
memberid the strange look that had
passed between Mise Potter and the
chauffeur when the latter hud entered
the room.”
Though there had evidently been il
feeling bétween the two, it seemed
absurd to suppose that she had kliled
him. To have done it, she would have
had to have known that he would he
geated heside her. I knew that no one
but the coroner had known before
hand low the withesses would be
placed, Nor couild she have Luown
that the Hghis would go out just
when they did, and thus give a chance
to strike the blow. It dawned on ine,
at this polnt, that she could not
have known that the chuuffeur would
be called us a witness, and ight not
have even known that he had been
arrested.” Yet the blow had been
struck by some one .near her, and
‘very near to him. N
At this moment Roche hurried into
the room, his fat red face flughed to
apn even redder hue, his eyes wide
and curions,

“What shall 1 do with those people
outglde?” he asked the district attor
ney. "I got them out of the house,
but ithe reporters are howling thelr
heads off. They went to know what
has happened.”

‘The attorney gave Bartley an ap-
pealing look. - T
“If 1 were you,” Bartley told him,
‘“'l would call the inquest off* for to-
'day at least. You have heard all the
fmportant evidence, What Briffenr
might have said we shall never know.
Our duty now is to try and discovee
what happened to the poor chap.”

He turned to Doeter King. “It X
were you, Doctor, I would take the
game of every one that was in the
room this afternoon. You might teil
the reporters,” Roché, that we wilt
talk to them later.”

As both King and the district attor-
ney nodded, Roche hurried from the
room, but retnrned a moment later.
Again we stood hesitating, no one
seeming to know just what to do next,
waiting for Bartley to take the lead.
Seeing that we were depending on
him, he walked to the desk where
King had sat, and called us aroand
him,

Silently he turned the knife over
and over in his hand, then gave it to
each of us in turn to esamine. It
was a curious kind of a knife, looking
as if it had had hard usage. The
handle was of wood, rather heavy,
and the blade, some four inches long,
came to a fine, sharp point. As the
blage did not close, it was an awk-
ward weapon to carry around. and I
wondered where the murderer had
hidden it. The more I looked at it,
the more T wondered what it had been
used for. It was not a hunting Enife,
although it somé&wvhat resembled one,
of that I was sure. It fact, It was
unlike any knife that I had ever seen.

We all looked at it silently; and,
when the last to handle It had placed
it back on the desk, Bartley picked
it up for a second time.-

“Phis is the weapon that killed
Briffeur. You wonder why I allowed
you to touch it instead of keeping It
for finger prints. You will find no
finger prints; for whoever used it had
sense. enongh to have his hand cov-
ered.”

Suddenty 1 remembered that he had
said the same thing about the mur-
derer of Slyke. -There had been no
finger prints found In the rooms or
on the revolver. 1 wondered If there
could be any connection between the
two deaths.

[ Bnd out who did It

| ont uttering a word. In faet—"

Bze. But he has been, and
1 think the beat
thing to do will be for each of us {0
eeat himself. just where he wae wheg
the lights went out. Butr Hrst, we
had better remove tbe hody."

Black, Rache and Doctor Webster
ralked the “chauffeur's boudy and car
rlef him frum the room, followed by
Doctor King, While they were gons,
Bartiey got down on his knuees before
the chalr in which the chuufteur had
gat, and examined the heavy durk
Mue carpet which covered the floor.
He was senrching for a clue. 1 knew,
that would glve n hint as to how the
murder had been commltied.  Miss
Potter und !hnij, who had resnmed
thelr ol seats, wuatched him with
white faces. -
When he rose to his feet Bartley
stood looking silenily down at the
floor with a little frown on his fuce.
At last he twned to me and said,
“When Briffeur came into thig'room
and took his chadr. P'elt, he was, of
course, facing the curoner und the dis-
trict attorney. When we found him
after the tights came on, he had sunk
to the fleor In a position directly op-
posite to that In which he wus sented—
that 1s, with lis back to them. It
may be that, at the moment of the
blow. lie had half turned to see what
bad happened to the lights, or he
may have swung around after the
blow as he was slipping to the floor,”
. 1 nodded, and be continued, “You
notice that the blow came very close
to the center of the heart. The mur-
derer knew where to strike. It his
knife had reached the place aimed for,
the chauffeur would have died with-
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He was prevented from saying more
by the return of the others. At his
suggestion, they took the places they
had occupied when the lights went
out. I was asked to take. the chair
that Briffeur had been in, This placed
Roche on my lefY, so” mear that I

almest touched him, and Miss Potter
about a foot away on fny right. Doe-
tor King took his station behind the
desk, which was directly in front of
me and about eight feet away. The
chair of the district attorney was-at
_his side.  Black and Webster stood
near Bartley, who had W

on the desk., _
ce
(To be centinued)
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G00D FOOD >mxs GOOD HEALTH

You should be vitally interested in the food you
get. Bad and impure food will ruin the strongest
constitution. Spoiled foods are a real menace to
life. 1t pays to be careful.

With the view. of protecting our customers and
giving them the best for the money, we have inaugu-
rated in our store the policy of pure food and sani-
tary handling. Come in and try us. :
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at your price, woild be a real bar-
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NOTICE TO CREDITORS

Pursuant to an order of Hon.
Bernard B. Ackerman, Surrogate of
Allegany County, notice is hereby
given to all persons having claims
against Roxana B. Burrows, late of
Andover, in the County of Allegany,
deceased, that they are required to
present the same with the vouches
thereof, to Frank W. Burrows, the
executor of the last will and testa-
ment of the said deceased, at the
Burrows National Bank in the Village
of Andover, N. Y., on or before the
fifteenth day of July, 1923.
. FRANK W. BURROWS,
Executor.
Robbins, Phillips & Robbins,
Attorneys for Executor,
Hornell, N, Y.
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“It 1s, of course, significant,” Bart-
ley continued, his voice grave, “that.
this man was killed as he was about
to testify. It looks very much as if
someone In the room feared that he
might tell who killed Slyke, and, to
prevent it, took a great chance and
kiiled him in a room full of people.”

Doctor King, in a rather, excited
volee, broke in to say, “But, Mr. Bart-
ley, no one could have known that
the lights would go out. I myself did
not even know that Briffeur was to
testify, and I .doubt If anyone else
did.” .

Bartley listened to the doctor's
words with a grave face. “That is so,
King. So far as I know, only Roche,
Black, the district attorney and my-
gelf kmew that the chaunffeur would
testify. None of us knew, however,
what he was golng to say, for he had
refused to tell us, It i absurd to
think that any of us killed Brif-
feur. Pelt, Black and wyself were at
the rear of -the room. The. district
attorney was at least seven feet away
[ trom him. The only person near him
was our friend Roche.”

The red face of the pollee chief
turned even redder. In astonishment he
hastily stammered, “My G—, Mr. Bart-
ley, you don't think I killed him, do
you? ™ :

Under any other circumstances his
dismay would have been s0 humorons
that we all would have laughed, but
we had no desiys to do 60 Dow. We
 afl- agreed with- Biirtley, when be
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