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, sadly, as if he weM reluctant to pro-

_ingly, but I knew no more than he.

. gure that Slyke wag the one that sig-

" 1interrupted.
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Darkness
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CHAPTER XIV
The Murderor Spsaks,

Who turned on the lights I do mot
&now. As soon as they flashed on, we
ooked at each other inquiringly, our
eyes filled with fear. Who had cried
out in terror and broken the circle?

Bartley motioned to us te sit down
again, and took his stand back of the
table. He seemed to me to be very
weary, and his eyes rested on us

ceed further. It was not until we
moved restlessly under his intent gaze
-that he said, “I am not going to make
any comment on what we bave just
geen.” He paused for a second, then
added impressively, “But I think I
.ought to tell you that I know who
killed both Slyke and Briffeur.”

" There was a murmur of astonish-
ment. Currie looked at me appeal

‘Roche whispered to Black, and they
exchanged looks.of bewllderment.

Bartley still hesitated, as if he were
very reluctant to continue,

“I know that some of you doubt it
we can prove that Mr. Slyke was mur-
-dered. Yon say there are no clues,
and I admit that I have never seen a
case fn which there were so few.
There is no doubt, however, that he
was murdered, though it is difficult
‘to say what the motive was. In the
.case of Briffeur, if was very simple.”

“Simple!” Roche gasped.

“Yes, simple. There was but one
reason and one way, ahd even one
person, that could have killed him.”

This statement was too much for
Roche; he shook his heard in disbe-
Uef.

“Let's consider Mr. Slyke's death
for a 'moment,” Bartley continued.
uAfter the party was over, Slyke

asked Mr. Lawrence to stay behind
and offered to sell him some whisky.
They had a drink, then Lawrence
went home. But we found three
glasses, showing that someone besides
Lawrence had drunk with Siwyke. Let
us say this third person killed Slyke.
Understand me: I do not believe that,
when he came, he had any intention
of killing him--that came later. We
will assume that Siyke and this third
person Went upon the balcony, for
what reason I cannot say, but I am

gested going there. No murderer
swould have selected it, voluntarlly,
-ag a place Th which to kill his victim.”

He paused for a second, then com-
tinued: “After Slyke had been killed,
the thought occurred to the murderer
that it was possible to make his death
look like suicide. He undressed the
body in the room above the bedroom.
and later carried his clothing down-
stalrs, placing it on a ehair beside
the bed. But he overlooked a stock-
ing that had fallen on the floor behind
the door of the room above. Crimi-
nals, no matter how ghrewd, always
make some mistake that betrays
them; this person drew the bed-
clothes up around Slyke’s neck. It
he had not done that, I doubt if we
would ever have suspected that Slyke
was murdered. The shot took effect
at once. It would have been Impos-
sible for him to have drawn the bed-
rlothes up around his ewn ueck and
placed his' hands by his side before
‘he dled.”

“The doctoi’s volce sounded per-
plexed as he said, “But, Mr. Bartley,
this is all a rather fine-spun theory.”

«T egpected that someone would say
that,” Bartley smiled. “It is more
than an umupponed theory. How-
ever, let us proceed. The maurderer
went down to the living room and
brought back with him two cards,
which he threw on the flodx gf the
room where the glasses were. If its
béing sulclde was questioned, then
the finding of the cards would throw
susplelon on the members of the card
party.”

FHe was a pretty cool hand," Black

_ “Yes, hé was cool enough. He went
downstairs into the room where the
dog was—"

.. “But—" Roche commenced.

Barttey did not let him finish. “Yes,
I know. The dog should have barked.
The remson he did not was because
the man was Ho stranger to him.”

The. doctor spoke once mere, “But
you have not proved apy of these
-things are so; you are just suppos-

.

. “No,” came the apswer, “I hnve not,

Y te -

tor him.~ AW oty
from’ here go thrangh the Seratos
exchange, and It wa# very eany to flnd"
out whom he wapted. But that {s not
ell. On s magazine found on the
table beslde the whisky glasses were
& number of little eclrcles drawn- with
& pencil, circles that ran Into each
other.”

“What has that to do with #¥
esked Black, voleing his. wonder.
“A great deal.. Those same circles
were on the handle of the knife with
which Briffeur was killed. I have also
a little plece of paper with similar
circles drawn on it, apd I know the
person who drew them. It has heen
proved saclentifically that if a person
is playlng with a pencll and begins to
make figures unthinkingly on any-
thing, bis subconsctous miad will trick

slgn. 1 found the circles on the maga-
zine In Slyke’s room, on' the knife
that killed Briffeur, and again on the
plece of paper. 1 know to whom
Slyke telephoned, and I know algo a
person who saw the murderer enter
the house to call on Slyke the night
he was killed.”

‘We leaned forward breathlessly to
catch his words, which came with a
cold, cutting edge, as he added crisp-
ly. “Now, knowing all this, don't you
think the person that drew the
clrcles, that was telephoned to, that
was seen going into Slyke’s, has ‘some-
thing to explain? Don't you think so,
Doctor King?*

There was no angwer, and Bartley
demanded sternly, “Doctor King, you
are not going to deny, are you, that
you Kkilled those two men?”

The question was so unexpected
that T sat stunned. He was the last
man I should have suspected. Currie
cried, “My G—d, John,” and fell silent.
The doctor's face had gone a dead
white, and he sank limply back in
hig chalr, Without raising his eyes.
he stammered, scarcely above a whis-

per, the words drawn from him
agalast his will, “No-o—no—1L killed
them both.” -

The next instant he realized what

he had sald and half rose from his
chalr, then fell back, clasping his
head in his hands. I could not be-
lieve my ears. That Bartley should
suspect the doctor of the murders
seemed incredible énough; but that
the doctor ‘himself should admit -that
it was true was beyond belief. Roche
looked first at the doctor—
Bartley, his eves bulging with aston-
ishment. Black alome seemed to real-
ize all that the doctor's admission en-
talled, Currie was still too dazed to
understand, for King had been a good
friend of his.

Bartley broke the silence with, “We
have proved that the doctor iz the
guitty party. He himself has admit-
ted it. ‘I have suspected him for
some time, but when he gave that cry
as Slyke's fgure appeared, 1 knew
that 1 was right.”

The doctor was still sitting with
bis head in his hands, and Bartley
glanced down at him pityingly before
he continued to the rest of us, “From
the first, I suspected that whoever had
killed- Styke had some knowledge of
medicine. The average laywan would
not have known how to place the re-
volver in Slyke’s hand in such & way
that it would appear to be suicide.
The point that puzzled me was that
the eyes were almost closed. If the
guilty person knew enough to place
the revolver In Slyke's hand before it
stiffened, -he should have known that
the eyes ought to be open. Miss Pot-
ter explained this discrepancy by say-
ing that she had closed the eyes her-
self, frightened by their stare. Then
I was baffied. True, there were the
circles on the magazine, but T did pot
know who made them and  there
seemed no way of finding out. Then
one day, while I was in the doctor’s
office, he kept drawing little figures
on a pad before him gas he talked.

 When he was called to the ‘phone, I

took out the piece of paper on which
he had been drawing and had care-
lessly thrown it into a waste-paper
basket as he passed. On it were the
same figures that T had found on the
magazine cover. Even then I was slow
to believe he could be the murderer,
though science had proved that a per-
gon always draws the same design. I
ound the same symhols on the knife
andle. There was but one way he
conld have been killed."

“My G—d, how? 9% Roche gasped out.

“The knife blow came from the
front. You who sat next to the chauf-
feur heard nothing. No one could
bave erept up on him without making
gome sound. Therefore the knife had
to be thrown.”

“Thrown?" We gasped.

“Yes, That was the ‘only way it
conld have reached him. The blow
came from directly in front of Brif-

him into always drawing the same de- |
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bad scratched them op It in & WO
mont of idleness. It was a tredch
kmife. Doctor King had been to the
front; he waw the only oae directly
ip front of Briffeur, and the only ene
who could have thrown it. We had
all agreed that Briffeur was killed be-
cagse he knew who had murdered
Slyke, and that the same man mur-
dered them both, There 1s another
proof, alsp. The only person,.outside
of the family, that the dog llked was
Doctor King. The day we found
Slyke dead the dog came in, growled
at the reat of us but let King pat
him.” 3

The doctor ralsed his head, his face
white save for two red spots In either.
chesk., His eyes were pools of blas-

#1 Never
Knows!
Time—"

Intended to Do So, Ged
1t All <Goes Back Some

ing light. He looked at us wildly for
a second, then threw out his hands
and in a voice, low at first but grow-
ing louder as he continued, he admit-
ted, “Yes, I killed them. I never ln-
tended to do so, God knows! It all
| goes back some time—"
" Bartiey interrupted him. “To the
time when you got mised up with
Slyke and Briffeir, selling whisky?’
“Yes—yes, that was it. It goes
back to that.” His volce faltered, then
he recovered. “I came back from the
war, broke. Slyke suggested that I
go in with him on running whisky. I
had a camp and fast motorboat om
Lake Champlain; it was all I did
have. He suggested we run the whis-
ky down the lake from Canada to my
camp, then bring it on here and hide
it in the vault, He never played fair
with us; he cheated us again and
again., That’s why Briffeur suggested
we break into the house and see if
he had told the truth about the
amount of money he saild he got for
it. He kept the records of all our
sales in his safe. We tried to—you
know the rest about the robbery.”
His voice trailed off into a whisper.
I recalled that he had been shell-
shocked, and wondered 'if he could
gtand the strain he was undergolng.
“The night I was at Currie’s to din-
ner and met Mr, Bartley it was Slyke
who called me up on the ’phone.”
His voice was shrjll now, and X
thought he would break down at any
moment.
“He said he wished to see me, and
I started over here. I ran into Brif-
feur, who told me that Slyke had sold
the rest of the whisky for $23,000.
Well—where was I?" He stopped,
confused, and passed his hand over
his face.
“0Oh, yes—the whisky. I went up
to the tower, and he suggested we go
out on the balcony—why, I don't know.
1 asked him what he got for the whis-
ky, and he sald $10,000. I knew he
led, and I told him so. We quar-
reled, quarreled— All" at once, he
fiashed a revolver on me and sald he
had a good mind to kill me—he hed
been -drinking—"
Again his voice trailed away into
silence and his eyes closed. Then he
recovered himself with an effort and
continued. “Just what happened then,
1 don’t know—don't knoy ! My nervea
have been in pleces since I was shell-
shocked. We struggled, and I know
I shot him. I did as you suy. Took
bim downstairs, undressed him, and
put the revolver in his hand. I kbew
—knew-—that most people would
think he had killed himself. 1 was
desperately sorry—but I am hardly to
blame for hig death. My big wistake

teur. It could only be thrown. Upon
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1 could o0l everyone.”

He paused; his head mank again
into his bands. I saw that Bartley
pitied him deeply and his volce was
goft and his face grave us he asked,
“And Briffenr?”

With ap effort the doctor raised his
head.

“I was slways afrald of that man.
He was cruel and treacherous. When
I saw him at the inquest 1 knew that
all was over; that he wouyld glve me
away. And when the lights went out,
in a wlld rage I threw that knlfe. I
don't know why." ’lhen he almost
yelled, I wanted peace.”

“But how did you happen to have
the knife with you?' Bartley asked.
He thought for a moment. It
geemed hard for him to gather him-
eelf together enough to answer, *I
don't know—oh, yes, I had used it to
cut a strap on my car, When I ar-
rived here the day of the inquest. I
found I had left it on,the floor and 1
put it in my bag. There wus a bag
on the table all the tiue, you remem-
ber.”

It was easy to see that the doctor
was in such a nervous collapse that
he could say no more; he slumped
down In his chair and closed his eyes.
There was some whispered conversa-
tion between Roche and Bartley; and
then, as if ‘not liking the task, Rocht
went over and placed his hand on the
doctor's shoulder. At his touch the
doctor stiffened. He knew too well
what It meant. Shaking off the hand
he slowly rose and walked, with agn
effort, to where Bartley stood.

“Mr. Bartley,” he said, his volce
trembling, “will you shake hands with
me? 1 bear you no {ll will. It's
long journey before me.”

Into Bartley's eyes came a look of
comprehending pity, and even ad
miration. He grasped his hand and
silently the two men, one s murderer
the other the detective that had ap
prehended him, looked into each oth
er's eyes. Then slowly their handt
fell apart and Roche led Doctor King
from the room.

None of us spoke until Bartle:
broke the silence by saying, almost It
& whisper, “Poor chap! God alomt
knows what he has gone through.”

denly Currle d ded, - “John
what about those slates and that aw
ful ghost? 1 never was so scared it
my life” - .

For the first tlme a smile crosse¢
Bartley's face.

“The slates?

Why I wrote tht

messages.”

“You! But we washed them,” Cur
rie exclaimed.

“Surely, you washed them. That

was the ‘whole trick. I wrote those
messages with a camel's hair brust
in hydrochloric acld with a bit of zin¢
in it. When that misture is washel
with water, the writing Is blotted out
until the slate dries again. You re
member I always washed one side
first; that was the side with the writ
ing on it. Then I let you wash the
other; and, of course, that made yov
sure that there was nothing on the
slate. Had you not seen It washed
with your own eyes? When the slate
dried, the writing simply reap
peared.”

Miss Potter had been sitting, over
come by what had taken place. But
as Bartley’s explanation ceased she
cried, “Then I did not receive a “mes
sage from Mr. Slyke?”

No, Miss Eotter,”

Bariley sald

apologetjTally, “you "did- not, !ou
must forglve me. I knew that King
was gullty, and I had to make him
confess by frightening or startling

him.- He half belleved In apiritual
ism, and 1 thought that if 1 ‘eoutd
stage & seance I might make him con
fess. There was a medlum In New
York I had once saved from jall and
1 brought hlm here with two uum
ants.”

“But the raps?’ she quesuoned

“Oh, 1 produced the raps. Almost
all of that sort of thing 1s a fake, yov
know. You remember that I had you
place your hand on the table. Then
I rose and turnmed out the lights
When I came back I slipped you the
thumb and lttle finger of my right
hand, You thought, of course, that
both my hands were being held. They
were not. You only held one, while
the other was free to glve the raps.
The medlum was tled and gagged,
but you can't tie one of those chaps
so surely that they cannot spesk and
move when they want to."

Currle gave a long sigh of disap
pointment. *“Then I never 8aw &
ghost at all?”

“No, Bob,” came the answer, “you
did not. Everything was staged te
lead up to the words you heard that
figure say. What you saw was one of
the medium's assistants paipted with
phosphorus so that~he would giow in
the dark. He was covered with a
black velvet bag, made in sections;
and another man, wearing black
gloves and a mask to make him in-
visible, removed the sectiong of the
bag one by one, This gave him the
appearances of materiallzing suddenly
out of‘the alr, The head was a mask
modeled from a photograph of Slyke.
When the figure vanished, the second
man had simply covered him from
head to foot with a black cloth, thus
blotting him from your sight. The
whole trick has been used again and
again hy so-called mediums.”

Black rose to his feet saying, “Mr.
Bartley, you have solved three prob-
lems by one solution—the two mur-
ders and-the robbery.”

As Bartley was about to answer
the telephone rang and he left the
room as if he had anticipated the
message. We could hear his cool,
low voice say, “Yes, this is Mr. Bart-
lay. Yes, Roche. No. I am npot sur-
prised. It’s the best thing, after all,
that_could have happened.”

When he returned to us his face
was very grave and sad, yet mth
something of relief in jt.

“Roche tells me,* he said slowly.
“that when he reached the station
King was dead. Sulcide.”

The news did not startle me. I,
too, felt relieved. Bartley was silent
a moment, playing with the bag be
fore him on the table. Suddenly he
raised his head.

“You know he wished to say good:
by to me. I knew then what he wasg
going to do. I could have had him
searcheit and have prevented it, but
it W better so. He has not been him-
self for months; we will never know
all that he has suffered. I am sorry
for him, What a great darkness
must have covered his life for the
last few days! Now it is over.”

He was stlent again for a moment,
and then added, “He took the best
way out of the affair.”

[THE END.}
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NOTICE TO CR!DITOR!

Pyrsusnt t¢ 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
Andaver, 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 Executer,

Hornell, N. Y. 28

NOTICE TO CREDITORS
Puruant to an order of Hon. Ber-
nard B. Ackerman, Surrogate of the
County of Allegany, notice is hereby
given to all persons having claims
against the estate of Orange Smith,
1ate of.the Town of Andover, N. Y.,
deceased, to present the same with
proper vouchers thereof to the under-
signed Executors, at the Law Offica
of Crayton L. Earley in the Village
of Andover, N. Y., on or before the
8th day of September, 1923,

Dated February 26, 1923.

HARRY G. SMITH,
. EUGENE SMITH,
36 Executors,

NOTICE!

Proposals for the position of fore-
man on the mile of county read to
be built by the Town of Andover will
be received by the Town Board at the
office of Henry Stephens, at 1:30
o'clock, on April 30, 1923.

ROBT. BRUNDAGE,
17 Town Clerk.

NOTICE 1S HEREBY GIVEN

That my wife, Frances Hurlburt,
has left my bed and board without
just cause or provocation, and I
hereby forbid any person trusting
her, or giving credit to her on.my ac-~
count.

Dated, April 16, 1923.
17 EMON R. HURLBURT

GOODRICH and
oursclves stand
back of Silver=
towns to see that
you get full serv-~
jce value-— posi-
tive satisfaction
218

P. C. LYNCH AND SON
» Chevrolet Automobiles

Goodmcn :

Silvertown CornTiny

For Style & Fine Quality
Hart, Schaffner & Marx

That isn’t simply our opinion; or Hart, Schaffner &
Marx opinion — it’s the opinion of the men who wear
these clothes. They say there are none better. You'll
feel that way about it after you’ve worn tlgem. This is the

© $40.00

buttetux womeof-the-pot
that have been proved. Siyke tx-led
to telephone several times during the
‘evening and falled-to-get bis. party
exch time”

Roche and Black were astonished.
“This was the first time they had
mwﬂﬂu about _the _telephone

L.
The-dealer-who—bu

not well sell you an iniitation. This-tact Is worth keeping
in mind when you go n mlrketing. -
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