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Grand Exalied Ruler— :
Walter P. Andrews, Atlanta, Ga., No. 78, Healey
Building. A
Grand Esteemed Leading Knight—
William Conklin, Englewood, N..J., No. 1157, Engle-
wood Title Guarantee & Trust Company.
Grand Esteemed_Loyal Knight—
Frank J. McMichael, Gary, Ind., No. 1152, s00
Broadway. S .
Grand Esteemed Lecturing Knight—
E. A. Moody, Houston, Tex., No. 151, P. O. Box 1323.
Grand Secretary— . .
J. E. Masters (Charleroi, Pa., No. 494), Elks National
Memorial Headquarters Building, 2750 Lake View
Ave., Chicago, 1.
Grand Treasurer— c.

Grand Lodge Officers and Committees 1929-1930

Lloyd Maxwell (Marshalltown, Ia., No. 312), 6 North
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Grand Tiler—

R. W. Jones, Pocatello, Ida., No. 674, P. O. Box 1000.
Grand Inner Guard—

J- P: Gribbin, Gallup, N. M., No. 1440, First and

gan Ave.

Grand Chﬂ‘ﬁlain~

Rev. Dr. Jo . Y., No.

St. Paul’s{’ahrlilsl]x) })iia:;ef%llﬁi?%f;’:ﬂ.N Yoy No. 263),
Grand Esquipe—

Harry Bacharach, Atlantic City, N. J., No. 276.

Secreéa?; {:n Géand Ezxalted Ruler— Y Heal

- 200N Connolly (Beverly, Mass., No. 1309), Healey

Building, Atlanta, Ga, ’

Pardon Commissioner—
William J. Conway (Wisconsin Rapids, Wis., No. 603),
State House, Madison, Wis.

Michigan Ave., Chicago, 1.

Grand Forum—

Andrew J. Casey, Chief Justice, (Newburyport,
Mass., No. 9og), Lawyers Building, 11 Beacon St.,
Boston, Mass, .
Walter F. Meier, Seattle, Wash., No. 92, 842-846
Henry Building.

Floyd E. Thompson (Moline, 1ll., No. 556), 11 South
La Salle St., Chicago, IIl.

Dwight E. Campbell (Aberdeen, S. D., No. 1046),
State Capitol, Pierre, S. D.

Arthur S. Tompkins (Haverstraw, N. Y., No. 877),
Supreme Court Chambers, Nyack, N. Y.

Board of Grand Trustees—

Clyde Jennings, Chairman, Lynchburg, Va., No 32r.
A. Cha{'les Stewart, Vice Chairman, ¥rostburg, Md.,
No. 470, 7 West Union St. .

Ralph Hagan, Secretary, Los, Angeles, Calif., No. g9,
520 West Seventh St. .
John K. Burch, Approving Member, Grand Rapids,
Mich., No. 48, 219 Division Ave., South.

National Memorial Headquarters Commission—

John K. Tener, Chairman (Charleroi, Pa., No. 494),
Oliver Building, Pittsburgh, Pa. i
Joseph T. Fanning (Secretary-Treasurer and Executive
Director, Indianapolis, Ind., No. 13), 50 East 42nd
Street, New York, N. Y.
Fred Harper, Lynchburg, Va., No. 321. .
Bruce A. Campbell, East St. Louis, Ili., No. 664, First
National Bank Building.
William M. Abbott, San Francisco, Cal., No. 3, 8
Sutter Street.
Rush L. Holland (Colorado Springs, Colo., No. 309),
Metropolitan Bank Building, Washington, D. C.

" Frank L. Rain, Fairbury, Neb., No. 1203.
William W. Mountain (Flint, Mich.,, No. 222),
Tremainsville and Upton Aves., West Toledo, Ohio.
Walter P. Andrews, Grand Exalted Ruler (ex officio),
Atlanta, Ga., No. 78, Healey Building.

Committee on Judiciary—

John R. Coen, Chairman, Sterling, Colo., No. 1336.
E. Mark Sullivan, Boston, Mass., No. 10, Ames Build-

ing.
George F. Corcoran, York, Neb., No. 1024.

James T. Hallinan (Queens Borough, N. Y., No. 878),
420 Lexington Ave., New York, N. Y.

William H. Beck, Jr., Griffin, Ga., No. 1207.

HE Elks National Home at Bedford, Va., is maintained as a

residence for aged and indigent members of the Order. It is
neither an infirmary nor a hespital. Applications for admission
to the Home must be made in writing, on blanks furnished by the
Grand Secretary and signed by the applicant. All applications
must be approved by the Subordinate Lodge of which the appli-
cant is a member, at a regular meeting and forwarded to the
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The Elks National Home at Bedford, Virginia

Good of the Order Commitiee—
James R. Nicholson, Chairman (Springfield, Mass.,
No. 61), Elks Club, Milwaukee, Wis. .

Carroll ‘Smith, St. Louis, Mo.,, No. o9, suite 306,
Humboldt Building.
W. T. Baldwin, Oroville, Cal., No. 1484.
Sam Stern, Fargo, N. D., No. 260.

M. Wharton, Greenville, S. C., No. 858.

Elks National Foundation Trustces—

John F. Malley, Chairman (Springficld, Mass., No.
61), 15 State Street, Boston, Mass.

ymond Benjamin, Vice-Chairman (Napa, Cal.,
No. 832), 512 DeYoung Building, San Francisco, Cal.
John G. Price, Secretary, Columbus, Ohio, No. 37,
66 East Broad St.
.II?m%s .G. McFarland, Treasurer, Watertown, S. D.,

0. 838.

Charles E. Pickett, Waterloo, Ia., No. 2g0. Pioneer
National Bank Building.
Edward Rightor, New Orleans, La.,No. 30, roro Canal-
Commercial Bldg. .
Charles H. Grakelow, Philadelphia, Pa., No. 2
Cumberland at Broad Street.

Ritualistic Committee— . .
W. C. Robertson, Chairman, Minneapolis, Minn.,
No. 44, Care Minneapolis Star.

David Sholtz (Daytona, Fla., No. 1141), Daytona
Beach, Fla.

J. C. Dallenbach, Champaign, Ill., No. 398.
Geo. Crane, Aberdeen, S. D., No. 1046.

Geo. W. Denton, Gloversville, N. Y., No. 226.

Commilttce on Credentials—
Charles C. Bradley, Chairman, Portland, Ore., No.
142, 349 Washington St.

illiam R. Fletcher, Joliet, Ill., No. 296.
John C. Hampton, Muncie, Ind., No. 245.
Chas. E. Woodlock, Naugatuck, Conn., No. g67.
Chas, C. Farrell, Jr., New Orleans, La., No. 30.

State Association Committee— .
Robert S. Barrett, Chairman, Alexandria, Va., No.
758.

D. Curtis Gano, Rochester, N. Y., No. 24.
John J. Doyle, Los Angeles, Cal., No. g9.

Auditing Committee— .
Frank P. McAdams, Chairman, Watertown, Wis., No.
666.

Richard M. Davies (Panama Canal Zone, No. 1414),
Balboa Heights, C. Z.
Simon J. Friedman, Grafton, W. Va., No. 308.

Secretary of the Board of Grand Trustees. The Board of Grand
Trustees shall pass on all applications. .

For all laws governing the Elks National Home, see Grand
Lodge Statutes, Title I, Chapter 9, Sections 62 to 60a, inclusive.
For information regarding the Home, address Richard P.
Rooney, Home - Member, Board of Grand Trustees, 1048
Broad Street, Newark, N. J.
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Office of the

Grand Exalted Ruler

Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks
of the United States of America

Official Circular Number Five

526-9 Healey Building,
Atlanta, Ga.,

February 1, 1930
To the Officers and Members of the Benevolent and Prot

. ective Order of E,
of the United States of America: of Elks
My BROTHERS: )

We are now entering upon the second month of the New Year.,

I sounded an urgent call to duty and zealous activit
I trust that it has made an impression upon the
good will result therefrom.

I am again reminding all our Subordinate Lodges and officials that the end of this fiscal and statistical
year is drawing to a close, as March, the thirty-first, will mark this date,

I have given all my time to the affairs of Elkdom since my installation into the responsible office of
Grand Exalted Ruler. My Atlanta offices are thoroughly organized and equipped for the highest class

1ty in all of our Elk affairs in my New Year Circular.
minds and hearts of all our Brothers and that much

and most efficient services to the Order, and I am doing

my very best to serve Elkdom, to promulgate its

principles, and to aid in every way in all the affairs of our Subordinate Lodges

Sixty days still remain within which we may
Lodges and their membership. This period seems

Improve our record, and increase the number of our

; L short. It js short, but it is long enough for us to ac-
complish marvelous things for the welfare of the Order, if we will all go unitedly to work and render the
most loyal and zealous service to the Order, of which we are capable.

There is no fraternal body, or organization on earth that is founded upon finer and better principles
than the Order of Elks.

In my New Year Circular, I called upon all of the Lodges to work up and organize ‘“New Year Loyalty
Classes,” and now I renew every emphasis at my command to that request, and urge every Subordinate
Lodge to do its duty in this respect, within the brief time that still remains.

Hundreds of our Brothers have told me and written fnq that they wished to help me in my administra-
tion; and my answer to all of them is—You can most acceptably do so by helping your own Lodge.

I now reiterate that answer to every Subordinate Lodge in the Grand Jurisdiction and to cvery Brother Elk.

Elks National Foundation

I am happy to inform the Brothers that the Elks National Foundation is making substantial and
satisfactory progress.

It is the supreme, continuing and permanent plan and project of the Order of Elks to accumulate a huge
sum of money, the principal of which must be held as an endowment fund, in the hands of Trustees, under

the general supervision of the Grand Lodge, and the interest of which will be devoted to charity through-
out Elkdom.

This charity will be 100 per cent., with no overhead expenses to be deducted therefrom for any purposes
whatever.

Brother John F. Malley, Past Grand Exalted Ruler, 15 State Street, Boston, Massachusetts, Chairman
of the Board of Trustees, is now calling upon all the Brothers everywhere to render such assistance and
to give such donations to this endowment fund as they may feel able to do. )

In my opinion, we have every reason to entertain exceedingly optimistic hopes as regards this great
undertaking in behalf of charity.

Elections

I am thoroughly convinced, from my experience and observation as Grand Exalted Ruler, that
inefficient and uninterested officers are the cause of our Subordinate Lodges slipping and losing ground.
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of the herd. The wind
would be from us to
them but the sun was
going down and we
had to take chances.
I drove on for a half
mile and then swing-
ing to the left attempted to head the herd
off. But I misjudged. As if from nowhere
buffalo appeared everywhere among the
low proteas trees. Some were not a hundred
yards from us. I stopped. But the leaves
on the trees were thick and although we
could see plenty of buffalo the scene was not
what we wanted.

Getting off the truck we again attempted
to surround the herd and stampede them
onto Noble. But the country was too open.
The buffalo saw us'clearly. The scattered
animals closed in and suddenly the whole
herd stampeded. There was a rush and
rumble of feet, clouds of dust rose amongst
the trees, limbs and branches snapped. The
herd was gone. We had missed our chance.

But at least we had gained confidence.
Buffalo could be driven; even out of a ’saka
if necessary. That discovery alone was en-
couraging. So we packed up the cameras
and drove back to camp.

During the next three days we covered a
great deal of ground. Our first experience
had shown us the necessity of finding a
place for our stampede which was open and
about which, if necessary, we could move the
truck. There were literally thousands of
buffalo in the area we were in. But they
kept to the thick ’saka during the day and
only at night came out on the open flats
bordering the river. Several times we came
on buffalo in the ’saka. Once Frank and I
almost stumbled over four bulls. They tore
off through the thick bush smashing small
trees and pounding the hard baked ground
with their hoofs until it rumbled. Our
hearts leaped, but nothing untoward oc-
curred. Another day our gun boys drove
seven enormous bulls inte the open about
two o’clock in the afternoon. We cut them
off from the ’saka with the truck and took
pictures of them. But we wanted a big
herd; at least two hundred animals.

NEWS from our main camp decided us to

return there. We had been catching
buffalo with considerable regularity in our
two long lines of pitfalls, yet up until now
there had been no very large herds there.
But a boy bringing provisions reported that
a very large herd had been seen twice re-
cently close to camp.

For the next week we got up every
morning at a little before four. After a
hurried breakfast we started the truck
and bumped out on the veld while it was
still dark. The mornings were bitterly

-

cold. We had to force ourselves mightily
to make the effort. As dawn after dawn
broke without our finding the big herd it
became harder and harder to make the
effort. But a stampede we were determined
to have. So we kept at it. Not a day passed
but what we saw buffalo. Every morning
we ran into some, either single bulls or
parties of seven or ten. As the truck ap-
proached they would stand for a moment
and then stampede, the dust from their
feet rising behind them in a trail like smoke
from an exhaust. The sight of buffalo
became so familiar we hardly noticed the
single ones. The big herd became an ob-
session. Find it we would and if we found
it we swore we would photograph it.

WE HAD no roads. Each morning we
left camp and followed our old tracks
close along the iedge of the ’saka. One
morning it was our hope to find the big
herd grazing back toward cover. When we
did find it we intended to drive the truck
in between the herd and the ’saka. Then
by getting behind the herd and shouting we
hoped to stampede them on top of the
cameras and so get our picture.

The sun was not up. There was just a
faint greyish light aver the veld. I was very
intent, negotiating a rough spot where the
’saka jutted out in a peninsular of extra
thick stuff. Suddenly Jam who stood on
the running board beside me whispered
excitedly, ‘“‘Stop I’'nkos, the herd.” I
stopped with a jerk. We were just on the
edge of a long park-like stretch. There were
a few scattered tall trees and a few ant-hills.
Otherwise it was clear country. We peered
eagerly ahead. Great Leaping Lilies! The
veld was literally covered with buffalo.
Everywhere the huge
black shapes moved (
slowly asthe animals e g A
grazed at their leis- /
ure on the short
grass.

‘“Good Lord,”
gasped Frank, ‘“how
many are they?”’

“Must be at least
five hundred,” I
muttered. The veld
was black with buf-
falo.

We watched for a
few minutes. The
sun was almost up.
The reddish light of morning spread slowly
over the veld. As the light increased we
could see the whole herd stretching down
the slope until lost among the trees. Buffalo!
I never realized what an awesome sight such
a huge herd could be.

They were slowly heading for the ’saka
about three hundred yards ahead of them.
A large hairless cow with a small calf was
leading.

From where we were the herd was to our
right and about a hundred and fifty yards
ahead. On our left ran a long line of pitfalls.
They terminated, I knew, in a slight curve
almost directly ahead. From the direction
in which the leader was heading I guessed
that the buffalo knew this also.

It was still too dark to photograph. Haze
obscured the sun. Grass fires were numer-
ous and their smoke hung high for days
making the light uncertain. But light or
no light, we had to get between that herd
and the ’saka. If it were possible we must
hold them back until the sun was well up.

Very quietly I threw in the gears and we
moved out into the open. A few of the
nearest buffalo gazed at us for a moment
but the truck, camouflaged with grass and
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branches, could not have looked very
suspicious, for they returned to their grazing.
The natives in the back were whispering
excitedly. I kept darting glances at the
herd as we gradually drew parallel to them.
Then I struck some soft ground and had to
shift into low gear. At the growl that
ensued the buffalo looked up. The leader
gazed at us suspiciously. We kept on. I
fixed my eyes resolutely on the ground

- ahead.

“Go on, go on,” muttered Frank. ‘Fast-
er, faster,” he whispered excitedly.

I pushed the throttle down and ventured
a look at the herd. The leader was loping
her calf at her heels. She was heading for
the end of the pitfalls about two hundred
yards ahead. So did I. We bumped along
faster and faster. Suddenly panic swept
the herd. Out of the corner of my eye I
could see the buffalo gathering behind their
leader. I pushed the throttle down as far
as it would go. We were even with the big
cow. We drew ahead a little. Now the
herd was in full flight. Strung out in a long
line they galloped along in a rough line
three or four abreast. Dust rose in clouds
and drifted towards us. We careered around
the end of the pitfalls. I prayed even in my
excitement that my memory was good and
that we were around. Simultaneously the
leading buffalo and oursclves arrived at a
low ant-hill. The boys were yelling now.
Dust enveloped us. I rushed the truck up
the ant-hill and stopped. Just below us the
head of the stampede was thundering by
not ten yards ahead. The hoofs drummed
on the hard earth. Dust rose so thick we
could barely see the galloping forms. I got
out and grabbing my rifle yelled wildly
to Frank to shoot. We might break the line
and turn the herd. We fired. In the dust
I saw a buffalo go down. Another follow-
ing in its trail hooked it savagely. Then the
dust rose so thick
we could see noth-
ing and therc was
nothing to do but
wait until the air
should clea: a little.
Only from _the
seething, swirling
cloud came a thun-
dering noise like that
heard when a train
rushes through a
tunnel beneath one.
Grunts and bellows
swept past us sounding muffled and broken.
It was the stampede, but no chance to
photograph it. .We could not see, let alone
work a camera.

The rumble died away. There was the
crash of branches. The herd was in the
’saka. As the dust settled a buffalo’s head
appeared dim and menacing. It was facing
us, its head stuck straight out, its ears
hanging stiff below the sweep of its horns.
Frank and I saw it at the same moment.
Crash! We had fired together. The head
disappeared.

The dust cleared away. Two dead
buffalo lay in front of us. The natives
piled out of the back. Their eyes were
nearly starting from their heads. They
jabbered excitedly. We whites gazed at
each other for a moment.

“The stampede,” said Frank.

“Oh, Hades,” answered Noble.

It was terribly disheartening. I doubt
if such a sight has ever been seen before.
And we had not been able to photograph
it.

““No sun, no sun,” Noble was furious
with disappointment. So were all of us.
Even now at seven o’clock the haze was so
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' The Gloyn

e Murder

(Continued from page 33)

caller. I decided to ascertain this, so I did
something that will no doubt appear to you as
—ahem, peculiar. But I wish to state here that
what I did was for the best interests of Miss
Gloyne. I’ve known her a long time. I knew
her to be erratic and emotional, apt to be
carried away by flattery. I considered it my
duty to protect her from designing persons. She
was alone in the world, if you understand what
I mean?”

“Yes, Mr. Harner, go on. What did you do?”

“T—well—] knew that on every other floor
there was a small closet facing the elevator, in
which the janitor kept his—brooms and mo
and things. I went down one flight to the
fourth floor and secreted myself in one of those
closets. There isn’t any on the fifth. I stood
there in the dark and watched the elevator
going up and down. After some half an hour’s
wait, I was rewarded by seeing the person I had
expected being taken up. The car stopped at the
fifth floor and came down empty immediately,
so I was reasonably sure that he had gone to call
on Miss Gloyne.”

“You’re referring to Mr. Roland Thyme, I
assume?”’ McLaughlin queried.

“Yes, sir, I am,” the contractor said without
a moment’s hesitation, but with a sudden hard
note in his voice.

“Did you keep the door ajar all this time?”
the District Attorney wanted to know.

“No. It has a small aperture near the top
for ventilation. I could see the elevator quite
plainly without myself being observed.”

““And there’s no doubt in your mind that Mr.
Thyme called on Miss Gloyne at nine-thirty
and remained with her until eleven?”

“Not a shadow of a doubt!” the contractor
replied with an alacrity that was pathetic.

“How can you be so sure?” McLaughlin
wanted to know.

“I went up shortly after he had arrived and
rang on Miss Gloyne’s bell. There was no
reply.”

“Do you consider that conclusive evidence
that Mr. Thyme was there?” McLaughlin de-
manded.

e('ll‘he contractor’s face turned an ugly salmon
red.

‘““Most conclusive!” he replied with what
sounded suspiciously like a snarl.

I shivered involuntarily. Mr. Rufus Harner
was even more reptilian than I had suspected.
Paul had said nothing during the questioning.
He sat looking into space in that intent attitude
of his that makes one think that he’s listening to
faint small voices inaudible to ordinary ears.

“What did you do next, Mr. Harner?” Mec-
Laughlin asked.

“I—1I remained in the closet until Mr. Thyme
went down on the elevator at eleven o’clock,
then I walked down the stairs and left myself.”

“I see. You stated yesterday that you saw
Mr. Thyme standing in the hall of the fifth floor
waiting for the elevator. You wish to retract
thaTthstatement now?r”

e contractor’s heavy lips parted in what
no doubt thought was ‘;ysnfilsel.) he

“Well—yes. It seemed, at the time, to be
the only way I could account to you for my
having seen Mr. Th ?

McLaughlin nodded.

“It fitted in with your claims of having been
smoking in the roof garden, of course.”

“Exactly,” Harner concurred with another of
his reptilian smirks. '

-“¥ou didn’t actually see Mr. Thyme come
out of Miss Gloyne’s apartment, did you?”

‘“No, of course not. But under the circum-
stances I may be pardoned for surmising that
he did,” the other ventured comfortably.

“Quite, Mr. Harner. It didn’t occur to you,
however, that Mr. Thyme might have done the
very thing you claimed to have done—have
gone to the roof and had remained there smoking,
as you would have liked us to believe yor did?”

The contractor’s jaw sagged. His mouth re-
mained open for an appreciable space of time.

“No—o, sir, it d-didn’t!” he finally managed
to blurt out.

“For your information, Mr. Harner, I may
say that this is precisely what Mr. Thyme
claimed he had done, and certain evidence
offered by him-seems to bear him out.”

«Oh!” was all the observation the contractor
seemed to be able to offer. .

“Now, then,” McLaughlin pursued, ‘‘since
you have been good emough to retract certain
statements, sua;i})ose you wipe the slate clean
for good and all. Where was Mrs. Harner on
the evening of the murder? I take it that your
chauffeur told you of our activities in that
direction?”’

“He did,” the contractor replied with a smile
that tried to say how happy he was at having
anticipated the question. ““Mrs. Harner spent
the night with friends in Port Jefferson.”

“You called these friends and ascertained
that fact, I assume?”

“QOh, yes. I called there last night. Mrs.
Harner assured me that she had been there since
early the evening before.”

“You spoke with her personally?”

“Yes, of course.”

McLaughlin’s manner ought to have warned
the other.

«That’s remarkable since Captain Rice
listened in on your call and told a somewhat
different story. He stated that you were told
by your Port Jefferson friends that they had
neither seen your wife nor spoken with her for
over a week!”

CHAPTER VI

MR. RUFUS HARNER’S face was positively
ghastly as he digested this piece of news.
At the moment I felt almost sorry for him. He
was hopelessly entangled in his own mesh of lies.

“As a m-matter of fact,” -he stammered,
“if you hadn’t asked me to come here this
morning I'd have sought you out on my own
account.” He leaned forward with a desperate
light in his eyes. ‘“I’ve not heard from Mrs.
Harner since the afternoon of the murder, when
I called her at Montauk and told her that I
would be detained in town for the day and
would not be able to join her until the following
morning. She has neither communicated with
me by telephoné or otherwise for two whole days.
I greatly fear that something has happened to
her—that she may have met a fate similar to
Miss Gloyne’s!”

Considering the thoughts he had harbored
for two days over the possible fate of his wife
he appeared less genuinely worried than fright-
ened.

“Mr. Harner,” said the District Attorney
“had your wife ever visited Miss Gloyne here
at her apartment?”

“No, sir, never. She had never, to my
knowledge, been inside the building.”

““She had no friends here?”

“None.”

“Yet we discovered that she called this
house on the telephone from the Normandie
Hotel at six o’clock on the evening of the
murder and talked with someone here. And
we’re reasonably sure that she came here a short
time afterwards and took the elevator to the
seventh floor, and that she stayed here all night
because she was carrying a suitcase.”

The contractor rose halfway in his chair. His
close-set eyes were not nice to contemplate. The
veins in their heavy lids were strained to burst-

ing.

“It’s a He!” he blurted out, then sank back
and sat glaring at McLaughlin furtively.

“Unfortunately it isn’t,” the District Attorney,
replied patiently, “there’s a record of that
telephone cali at the Normandie Hotel. Is there
any further statement you’d care to make?”

“No—no! I've told you all I know—so
help me—God!”

- Somehow it seemied incongrucus to hear Mr.
Harner invoke the Deity.

“Very well, then,” McLaughlin retorted.
“You wish this latest story of yours to go into
the records as the truth?”

“Tt is the truth, I tell you!” the contractor
insisted desperately. “I’ve no more idea of
where Mrs. Harner is at this moment than you
have. I wish to God I did!”

“And you want us to believe that you stood
up in a dark, ill-ventilated closet for two whole
hours because you felt that it was your duty
to Prote'ct'an acgua_intan,ce from aii adventurer?”

‘]—I—sat down on some—buckets, when
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the elevator wasn’t running,” the contractor
offered with a trapped air. '

“Very well, Mr. Harner, that’ll be all for the
present. You’re not under arrest—unless you
attempt to leave town.”

The contractor drew a deep breath that was
more than audible.

“How about my wife? Aren’t you going to
try to find her?” he ejaculated.

“Oh, yes, Mr. Harner, we’re going to try
to find her, all right!” the District Attorney
assured him. ‘“We'll keep you advised as to
our progress in the matters”

The contractor took his derby and stick and
carried them to-the door as if they were objects
of extreme fragility. Without a backward
glance he hurried out. The three of us sat in
silence listening to the slam of the elevator
door as the cage bore our Ananias down eight
floors to the torrid swelter of the street.

“What'’s your idea of the Harner woman’s
connections with the deal, Lieutenant?” Mc-
Laughlin asked. “I noted that you didn’t scem
particularly impressed by the disappearance

”

theory.

Paul smiled.

“It’s a bit difficult to be impressed by any-
thing friend Rufus offers. However, he was un- '
doubtedly speaking the truth when he stated
that he had neither seen nor heard of his wife
since the murder. Her whereabouts makes in-
teresting speculation, to say the least.” .

“Exactly!” McLaughlin concurred, ‘“and if
she isn’t guilty, why is she hiding? The idea
that something’s happened to her's no_good.
She must have been wise to Rufus'’s little—
aside with Miss Gloyne. Evidently Thyme was
also, but he was too much of a gentleman to
say so. Harner must have been in pretty c'ieep.
Everywhere we turn—even from his own lips—
we get confirmation of his extreme jealousy of
her. He tries to throw the deaf-mute out of
her apartment, snubs Thyme openly, lays in
wait in a broom closet to see who'’s calling on
his Beatrice, and conducts himself generally like
a love-sick fool. I’ll bet that cottage he was
building for her in Stony Brook was going to
be feathered for a love nest.”

“A pretty thought, Major!” my husband
mused.

McLaughlin inclined his head at me.

“You’ll pardon .my—er, frankness, Mrs.
Ames,” he said gravely, “I forgot for a moment
that you weren’t a man.”

“The apology and the compliment are both
accepted,” said I. “You two bloodhounds must
be hungry. If you’ll excuse me I'll step into the
foc’)’d laboratory and see what can be done about
it.

The District Attorney started to protest.

“Tut and Mr. Tut,” I said. “You've only
an hour or so until the appointment with Mr.
Free and Miss Sutherland. No time to stand in
line in a restaurant during the noon hour rush.”

E HAD finished lunch and the two men were
smoking, each occupied with his own
thoughts, when Pau! leaned back in his chair'sud-
denly and burst into laughter. He hasa habit of
doing this out of a clear sky and for apparently
no reason at all. It's extremely annoymng—
when one is possessed of a normal feminine
curiosity. At my rebuking glance and at
McLaughlin’s inquiring one my husband said:
“You'll pardon me, but I simply can’t get the
picture out of my mind of our fat friend Rufus
sitting on an upended bucket in that closet for
two solid hours.’ Lo

“It sounds fishy, I’ll admit,” the District
Attorney replied, ‘‘nevertheless, I'm _inclined
to believe that he did so. The thing that
intrigues me is the Green apartment on the
seventh floor. Slade said that the Greens had
gone to their Maine bungalow and that their
apartment had been locked up for over a week.
Apartments that have been locked up and un-
occupied for a long time always interest me in
cases of this kind—particularly if the middle-
aged woman with the suitcase who got off at
the seventh floor really was Mrs. Harner. She
might have known the Greens and have asked
for the use of the apartment for the night.”

“As a base of operations from which to
commit a murder?” Paul inquired. ‘ Hardly,
Major. The Green apartment is at the opposite
end of the hall. Tf it connected in any way
with Miss Gloyne’s your theory would be
plausible.”





















