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(Continued from page 47) .
in the Little Red’s fists and swung above his
shoulders. ] .

He thrust them into the flaring gas jets. In-
stantly both sticks were ablaze. The Little
Red dropped to his knees and thrust the fear-
some torches into the face of Rafter Mullane,
The bully’s black eyes stared from a sheet-white
face.  He bellowed like a wounded moose and
broke for the door. The whole crowd was
jammed there, fighting to get to the safety of
the street. Roaring with fear, Rafter Mullane
forced his way through, slashing with his fists
and gouging with his calked boots.

“Run, there, Yeller Mullane!” In that shaky

shout the Little Red gave the high-banker a
new name, one which was to haunt him out of
the Michigan woods. ““Run, Yeller!”

It was just about the last gasp. All fought
out. But here was Julie, close to him —
talking—— : .

“‘Julie was wan leetle fool,” she was saying.
“‘But she know before you come. She wads home
for Papa Joline to-day. He tell Julie—what you
say—you don’ t'ink I am leetle sister no
more—"’ :

“Little hellcat,” said Red Carmody. He had
slumped down on the bar. All the others were
outside, still running. .He was alone with Julie:
Her face was white as she stared at the yellow
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Lady Cedar went across to her swiftly.

“My dear, don’t let this distress you—every-
thing will »

* *“But it does distress me! I am half afraid it
may be some friend of mine. Lots of them at
home knew I was coming here and lots of them
are quite capable of coming over to greet me by
way of a little pleasant surprise! Oh, won’t you
ever understand Americans?”’

She touched a bell.

“I shall go to him!” she continued. ‘“Even
if I don’t know him, he is a fellow-countryman.,
That would be enough for me. He belongs to
somebody- .

“The big car, at once!” she said, sharply, to
the manservant.

“It’s hardly necessary to wait for your car,
Miss Alison,” said Mr. Bunn. “Qurs is outside.
We can run in to the town at once, if you like!”
He saw acquiescence leap to her eyes even
before she could speak.

“Tell Sing!” he said to Fortworth, who
promptly hurried out. Mr. Bunn could be
quick, too, when he felt it necessary.

“Where is he to be found?”’ Alison asked rather
imperiously.

It was tf‘:e queer-looking Colonel who was first
to answer that.

“There is a mortuary in the town—he will be
there!”

There was in the voice of this military explorer
turned detective an odd, flattish, faintly malevo-
lent note. Mr. Bunn’s rather hard eyes went
stony at the sound of it. But he only said
“Are you coming, Colonel?”’

“I will follow in my car,” said the Colonel,
with his fixed smile, his eyes on the ladies, who
were already going out. .

. It was very dark outside. The partners’ big
car was already drawn up close to the entrance,
Sing waiting at the wheel, Fortworth at the door.

Mr. Bunn heard Lady Cedar gasp slightly as
Sing turned and his lean, Mongolian face, as
hard as if it had been cut in yellow iron, was
made fully visible in the electric light from the
great porch.

““What’s the matter, Lady Cedar?” he asked,
as Miss' Vanesterman stepped into the car.

“‘Oh, nothing—TI didn’t know your driver was
Chinese—just for a moment I mistook him for
another person! That’s alll”

She followed Alison into the car. )

Even as the partners followed in turn, Colonel
Camnac’s car. slid past. The Colonel called
something as he passed but only Lady Blanches-
son seemed to catch what he said.

{He’s going to arrange things for you, I
think!”

They followed the ruby gleam of the Colonel’s

tail-lamp.

JEVIDENTLY the grinning Colonel was a fast
— driver with a fast car, for the red gleam
disappeared very quickly.

“Did you know him or have any idea at all
about him?” Miss Vanesterman asked Lady
Cedar. “What was he like? Could you guess
where he was from?”

Lady Cedar’s reply was instant.
“I have never seen him before in my life,”
she said, her eyes keenly on Mr. Bunn’s face.

But there was about as much expression on the
face of the old adventurer as on a stone sidewalk.

Vet he knew she lied. If ever a woman was
on the brink of half-fainting from shock, Lady

e e e - —————— & .

- found the body and searched it!”

(Cantinud Jrom page 31)

Cedar had been so that afternoon, when her

eyes first fell on the dead face of the young .

American.

Colonel Carnac was awaiting them at the
hospital, his fixed smile seeming a little shocking
in that place and on that occasion.

“It is all right,” he said. “I have arranged
things. . . .”

Two minutes later Alison Vanesterman was
looking down at the dead face of a man who,
only a fortnight before, in New York, had asked
her to mdrry him. And though she had not
felt for him all that she wanted to feel for the
man she would marry, yet she had been so near
it that she had neither accepted nor retused him,

But, strangely, she knew now, looking down
at him, that her answer would have been “no”’|
She had been nearer to loving him than to an
other man she had ever met—yet, here in his
presence for the last time, it was borne in upon
her that her deep liking for him had not been
love as she wished to know it.

She stood quite motionless, staring down. Her
face was dead white—colorless from sheer shock.
And her mind was misty, though in a dim and
hazy fashion she was aware that they were all
looking intently, most intently at ker, not at
the body of the young man. '

They were waiting for her to speak. She
could feel that the whole atmosphere of that
cold and terrible little chamber of death was one
of keen and watchful expectangy.

She must say something. She drew a long
breath, steeled herself.

“I grieve for him,” she said, slowly, “he is
so young. But heis a stranger to me! " I do not
know him!”

She turned away, with a little gasping sound
and stared at the floor, ““Oh, I—I was so afraid
that he might have proved to be some dear
friend—" she said.

They moved out of the cold little room.

“ A DEPRESSING first night for Miss Van-
esterman,” the Colonel said, a few minutes
later, after Miss Vanesterman and Lady Cedar
had said “‘good night” at the big doors of Maiden
Fain Manor. ‘But it might have been worse,”
he added vaguely. “About this extraordinary
bomb business—1I shall be glad to look into it for
you. Can’t have folk running about the country-
side leaving ‘bombs like visiting cards. I would
like to run over to-morrow and look round.”
“Sure, Colonel, surely—do so, do s0,” said
Mr. Bunn heartily, “We'll show you all there
is to see—tell you all we know.” e hesitated—
then went on—“It flashed into my mind just
now—when we were looking at that poor chap
in the mortuary—that the attack on us might
have some sort of connection with that murder.”
“Why?” asked the Colonel,
Mr. Bunn appeared to be a little uncertain,
“Wu:}cl’ t'o_l;i no pax.;l‘-,tlcm:fr reason, I admit. Tt
was just anidea. We—after that gamek 3
were the first to discover thbg” eeper—
‘“Gamekeeper!” said the Colonel

sharply.
““What gamekeeper? I understood g

that you

Mr. Bunn stared.

“Lord, no. Where did you get that idea? It
was a gamekeeper who found him. The man
came out of the wood as we were riding by and
told us of his discovery.. Not -that it. matters
much, I take it. Anythmg there is-to know will
come out at the inquest.’
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torches. “Ain’t you afraid, Julie?” said the
Little Red. ‘‘Afraid we’ll die together?”

“I die wi't you, Red,” she said simply. . . .

It was ten minutes before the proprietor o
the Bell Saloon ventured back inside. From the
door he saw that the yellow sticks were still
blazing, scorching black holes in his bar.

“Get that dynermite outer my place!” he
screamed. “It’sstill apt to blow up any second!”

“Dynamite?” The Little Red did not look
around as he spoke. He kept on grinning at
Julie Joline. ‘“Dynamite?” repeated the runt
of a timber fighter. “Hell, they’re jest dyna-
mite casin’s packed with sawdust and taller!
But don’t they make swell torches, though?”

Bullet

The Colonel noddea. :

“Quite so. -+ . I shouldn’t think the bomb
business was in any way connected with the
murder.” He scowled, thinking. “No,” he
added, “there’s no reason. One could conceive it
possible if you had been the first to discover the
body—for one could assume then that the mur-
derer had dropped some vital clue, suspected .
you of picking it up, and so planned to obliterate
it and you together. But this gamekeeper aspect
a.lt‘?rs all that. I should like to see him.”

{He seemed a decent, ordinary sort of chap,”
said Mr. Bunn. “Anything "he may have
noticed—clues and so on—he would have given
to the Police Superintendent.” He laughed and
continued—* You so, hey? Probably the
man’s got all his work cut out detecting poachers
without adding murder-detecting to his job. . .
Well, there it is. We'll be seeing you to-morrow.
Earlyish, if you can manage it. We're on a
riding cure down here—too fat, according to the
d?ctor s ideas—and we start out at about eleven
[ el‘ock.”

@ zn:][ ignall"b;rthe;e (lloxzﬁ beé’ore then—not later
N ‘omise e i
nog,“}ullineil o bis ear ¢ ¢ olonel ant, with a
€, .1 suppose you’ve got some sort of
crazy’x,lotlc_m what it’s al] abougtand what you're
after,” said Fortworth as their car boomed
homewards, “But I'll be damned if I have.”

Mr. Bunn did Not answer at once. He care-

y selected and lit a large cigar, which he
smoked for some minutes in absolute silence.

“tin at last he spoke it was to say—

¢ ;s.’ha.ll be glad of a spot of something to

“«” g =
thatl.{uh[” said Fortworth, not so scornfully, to

“For here’s a thing cropped y ’s goi
keep my brains —oh, an({) I;oumptghoilguig:.x’l’g w0
- e turned on his partner, his voice grim, “For
";SShgl badly miss my guess there’s something
5 ghtly ugly coming towards Alison Vanes.
Iierman—yes, Squire, something pretty bad.”
: e brooded for a moment, « Have you ever been
Zo a private view of the Python being fed at the
00—and noticed the way he wakes up and gets
elf read d i of ‘his cof
Y, and eases himself out of his coils
and when he’s quite ready, comes down on the
ral‘)‘blt or the goat or whatever it is?”
“Me? No. Have your” - .
I have—and it’s not such a pretty picture at
that,’ Squire . . . Well, it looks to me as if
there’s something like that python getting ready
to reach for that beautiful”little ‘soul, Alison.
Gtzt‘:tmg ready—uncoiling, as you might say.”
“}Né:o?: lg:ema.nded Fortworth, -
) lon’ ow. It might be Col > 3
I’lB going to fuy our it g ! C opel Carnac,
“Well, anyway, the murder had nothing to do
with her? The man was a stranger to her.”
_Mr. Bunn turned his heavy head to stare at
his partner. o
“You were late on parade when the gift of
observation was rationed out, weren’t your’’ he
said, as the car came to a stop before their house.
“Man; I'd like to make a big bet that that poor
fellow was one of little Miss Alison’s best friends !’
“She said differently,” said Fottworth acridly.
“Yes, T know. But I watched ker, too.” If
she and Lady Cedar don’t know that mah, I—
hey! what’s wrong here!” he exclaimed, as they
walked into the smoking-room. - - e
It needed only one intelligent glance around to
perceive that the room had been ransacked—and

























































