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WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE
Dr. Lomng is visiting Southley

Downs, which is conducted by Ah-|

mad Das, an Oriental. There he
meets Mr. Southley, whom a detec-
tive friend, Alexander Pierce, had
told him to watch, and his son Ernest
Southley, Mr. Hayward and his son
Vilas, and then Josephine Southley.
whom he bad seen faint on the train.
Josephine tells him the story of
Southley Downs and its ghost, which
i1s not the ghost of a human being
but of a tiger.

Dr. Long has a quarrel with Vilas

Hayward over Josephine, and finds |

that the
ﬂu'f-hnrl'l-t:.' over the Southleys.

Havwards have a strange
He is

ordered to leave Southley Downs. |
The rain prevents him leaving at
once. Dr. Long and Ernest go out

cn the road in the rain loocking for
the tracks of a tiger that Ernest says
are there. Now read on—

“It's no use,”” I =aid. *“The water
would have waszhed them all out.”

We separated and loocked up and
{

down. And fhnally | turned to call
Ernest back to the house. He was
bent low, holding his lantern close
to the mud.

“What is 1t?" I azked.

“Come here.”” he ordered me.

He stood up as 1 came close and
held the lanterm before- him. It
shone on his white, set fact

“I've found it,” he told me simply.
At once it seemed to me that
Ernest had left his bovhood far be-
hind him, and was a_man. The veice
was mature, steady, perfectly calm.

. He spoke so low I had to strain to!

listen.

It wasn’t the sort of tone
had expected. 1 had supposed that
if we were able to find the tracks
they would have cleared up the mys-

tery in a perfectly satisfactory man- |
ner; and we would have a good joke |

to tell when we came to Southley
Downs. Only, of course, Ernest would
tell 1t, not I. My hours for joking
in the old manor house were done.
Instead of triumph, his tone hinted
that cold futility with which men tell
of their worst personal tragedies.

“The tratk, Ernest? 1 asked.

“The rains have washed out—all
but one. This one i= on a high place
iIn the road, and it is almost gone,
too. But vou ean't mistake it.”

I lowered my light to see, but he
caught my arm. |

“l guess not. Long,” he said quiet- !
by.
“Why not? i
“You really dont want to see it. |
It wouldn't do wyou any pood. It |
would just give vou unplea=ant mem- |
ories to ecarry away with you—and |
besides, it can't be true. It's not
there, Long.”

“Let me see.” f

“No use, doctor.”

“Get out of the way, and let me |
see 1t,” 1 ordered. |

But instead he suddenly leaped at |
a shadow in the muddy sand. He
duog for an instant with his feet, and |
splashed the water. And when 1
looked again the track had been
hopelesly obliterated.

“Little fool!™ 1 told him.

“It wasn't there, Long,” he an-
swered in a far-away voice. “It was
some trick of the rain—or a mirage.

It wasn't possible that it could be
there.”

“It doesn’t help—to lie.” |
It must have been almost one |

~ o'clock when I got to my room. There |

were plenty of things to think about. |
One was that on the morrow [ would |
say good-by to Southley Downs. Thef
meeting of the girl in the sleeping
car had come to nothing, after all.

I thought about Alexander Pierce,
ind all that he had told me. 1 had
been at Southley Downs almost a
week, and its problems had grown
more complex, rather than simplified.
Still 1T didnt know

elder Southley. 1 couldnt explain
why my bost had gome for years un-
der an assumed name, or had adopted
an alias mow. The relation of the |
Haywards with the Southleys, the
creeping figure on the golf green,
the track in the muoddy road, still |
remained as mysterious as ever. 1

1 thought about some stealing fig-

that I |

‘| of the stairs.

| frightened almost to

 “Look,
| all.”
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“Dr. Long?” someone called softly. | got to the windows and made the

“Yes?
I unlocked my door.
in the shadow of the corridor.
carried a candle.

him.

| turn. Both of us knew, as well as

Emmnest stood | we knew that the rain was eclatter-
He
He came in very | hunted was close
quietly and closed the door behind somewhere in front of us.

ing on the roof, that the ereature we

We were

He put his candle on the table. | trying to walk with utter silence.

It is strange how the mind works. My | Ernest a pace or two in front. He
first observation was the peculiar re- | forgot about a little step at the turn

semblance to his sister that | saw | in

in his eyes.
like hers.
of the bed.
partly undressed.

“Have you got a pistol?” he asked

“Yes. It is in my bag. '@

*1 wish you'd get it, doctor.
not sure—but that we'll need it.”

| opened my bag without
and drew out my automatic.

“Can vou shoot with the thing?*”
he asked.

“roairly well”

“Then youu'd better keep it. 1 don't

think 1 could hit the side ¢f a bharn'
Long,
our hands to-

We n :_'.:’hl’ need cool shooting.
we've ot & hunt on
might.”
as 1 ewuld
“What have we pot to hunt ™
“That 1 don't exXcepl
i11's the thing that left the 11-31};.
*he honse.™
vou know
“How do 1 know? My dear
b, 1'd Jove 10 =ay 1 didr’t know bui
unturtunately 1 do. 1t has
nd the !L'j_!‘t na stage.
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They were dark, just| He
He sat down on the edge  ruar of the rain the sound was dis-
1 saw that he was :l:i..:rj tinct. The floor shook—and it seemed

I'm

guestion

got be-
I1f our light- ol
Yeou: front of us=:

the

corridor.
tripped, and even above the

| to me that | heard the impact of

.| cushioned feet as our quarry leaped.

But | can't be sure of that. The
imagination is known to play tricks.
| Perhaps there was a faint rustle and
| sLIr.
“Quick!™ my companion breathed.
“It will escape us!” '
We <tarted running down the hall.
y It was a tremendously long ecorridor,
stretching almost the breadth of the
great house; and it seemed folly to
try o overtake those swift feet. And

completely at the end Hayward's
:

door <uddenly flung open.
Both of us knew in a single in-
=tant that we would get a sight of

the thing as 1t croszed the open dour-
way., Hayward had many candles
» his raom. and some of their ligh:

# +ut 1nto the hall. But ther
was hardly time to receive the
thought, much less to act. There

Wis no time whatever to raise a pis-
(lir quarry wa= a long way in

and the dour was scarce

cant =ce anvthing with these can-|ly wide vpen before it passed in front

dles—and vet [.saw plenty. Are vou M course, 1t was far to =

ready 1 plainiy But 1 had no more delusiom

E  “Yes™ about itz realitv. The disease that

He crept along the soft rugs, and | afflicted the old munor house was

our candle guided us. It gave soch | surelv drawing to its ¢risis.

| an neflfective light. Still the rain{ The creature we =aw fitted with
| thundered. and he had to put his | disturbing consistency into the old
! lips close to my ear to make me hear | legend of the mansion. The form

t him, Then 1 felt, rather than heard

the =tairwavy.

t “We won™t have long to wait.,” he

sard.
“But why wait at all?
chase it down®"

i “Because chasing don't work. [t

knows= how to hide.
tains, and every place else.
! got to watch his trail.”

|  He blew out the candle. The only | think

':“Eht that remained was

Why not

|

.| Was low and long. and although *he!
We ztopped on a little landing in | light

WA= li:m

visible to bath

| pertect]y

| of us. It

Iu.n‘h black.
aling circumstances,
| it—as plain as we saw the open door-
wanv.

 candle on a little table at the baze | then there might hawe been a chance

he told me. *“My father laughs at
the stories, and the Haywards are
death.”

We time.

waited a long

the long room, dimly lighted from |
flashes |

the distant lightning. The
were almost continuous, and the flick-
ering light was gray and strange
through the rain. It was just a
dim, weird radiance, and in no way

| alleviated the shadows of the room.

The clock struck in the hall below

us, so softly we could hardly hear. occupied rooms along it, many open- |

“Let's go to bed,” I whispered.
“Evidently the walk is done.”

“Be patient, old man.” Then he
uttered the strangest little sigh.
Long. It isn't done, after

His voice dropped a note: that was
its only change. I knew he was
pointing toward the row of windows
at the opposite end of the hall
Three of them glowed dimly from the

| flickering lightning in the far reaches
' of the sky, rectangular in shape as

they should be. The upper part of
the fourth was lighted too, but the
lower part was wholly obscured by
something that stood in fromt. It
was something low and long that
stood perhaps three feet high. Some-
thing was crossing at the end of the
hall, between us and the windows.

The shadow slowly changed in
shape. It made an arc over the
lower part of the same window we
had seen before—a shape as of a
monstrous flank of an animal. And
the adjoining window was partly ob-
scured now. Whatever moved at the
end of the hall was creeping slowly
past the windows, and itz body was
long enough that it left dark um-
brages against two of the lighted
panes.

There was no chance for a mi=-
take. My senses were perfectly alert
It was not a delusion or an effect
of shadow. Both of us kept our self-

| control and were rather snrpﬁ!iﬂl'{!'
|

calm.
“Can you hit at that range”™ Emn-
ext whispered in my ear.

“l can, but | don't dare. 1 can®

cshobt at the shadow Ermest — Too
great a chance for accidents ™
“Then
pay to wait any more, Long. Any-
thing i better than this suspense.™

There |

| was a row of windows at the end of

We stood in darkness. | of overtaking the creature if it had
“You're the only one 1 could trust,”

not been fur Havward's interference.
He flung out of the door as we went
past and seized me by the shoulders.
| “Good God!
ceried. “Ihdn't you
' went past my door.”
' The candle light was on his face:
l:1.1'1{3, the look was one not quickly
forgotten. His ruddy color was quite
 gone, and his eyes were changed too.
| He clutched at us with great, cold.
frenzied hands.

¢ man?® |t

; But we shook loose and hurried on |

| down the corridor. There were un.

1

i ridors,
| stairs and to the third floor. A win-
idnw opened to a little balcony at the
|end. We looked about and whispered
| to each other, and then went back
i-fnr candles. We held them high and
| peered In the corners and among the
' curtains. The elder Hayward kept
| close behind us, uttering low, inartic-
I}ul:tr sentences not particulariy
“mrth listening to.

. He bhad forgotten cur scene in the
' den a few hours before. His presen®

anger. It looked as if he were try-
ing to keep close to me.
“Did you see it—when it passed

in  the darkness|

Its gencral color was |

| was a rich, beautiful yellow, striped |
There were no eXtenu- |
Both of us =aw |

The posture was exactly that |

Behind the ¢ur-)of a great cat creeping, with beliy |
We've | low hung, upon its prey.

Ind vou see it?™ he:

ing from rear doors into other cor- | Pre<ident Coolidge flung a bombshell
and passages to the rear|into the political camps on August

| months.
ing partisan.

“l suspect nothing.
you to recall a few little points that |
will undoubtedly be a great source |
of pleasure to you.” He spoke with
a grim bhumor. “You must hw;
 heard stories — every mam has — of |
| men shooting at hyemas in Africa,
' wounding them, tracing them to the
huts of natives, and then finding—
not a hyena—but a black man, dying,
with a bullet iIn him.™

“I've heard the stories, and they
dont make good sense.”™

“And mavbe vou havent heard of
the theory of the transmigration of
.‘--‘u!:-?ﬂ

“Every man of education has heard
1,” 1 replied

“Hf you have, just remember these
points. One of them is that
the transmigration of souls—that the
oul of an animal can live again in
the body of a man—is a rather cur-
rent belief in India. Ahmad Das
15 of Hindu blond. And he was born
at the same hour that my father's
tager was Killed.™

He laughed grimly, and gave me
a cigarette. Then we walked out
into the hall.

Ernest and 1 found the elder Hay-
ward n the :!f'rlf'_'.'. He tood shiver-

little

inge hrf--l"t- the i-:.ilnt coals that h.I.'I:I'r

evn the fire. All of us leaped when
the front door opened

it was Southley, and he carried a
intern Hi= clothés were simply

irencihred. He wure no hat, and his
vaile harr was stringing about his
worn face, the water poured
nim. His wet face glistened in
candle-light.
.“i‘ l'q:l!-"" th]" i }..'-
iittle midnight sessien™
Rz con Snswered. “Tell us first why
out In the rain, with no

and

¥
s el

asked
“Just a

iContinued next week)

Public Library
For the next few months the pres=-
ential campaign will come into full
swing. 1hose who wish to delve be-

hind the claims of the orators have
| the opportunity of consulting the

Neither of us stopped. 1 don't | following new books at the Highland
either of us cried out.t We ! Park Public Library.
a single  simply raced on up the hall. Even| American Parties and Politics, by

H. R. Bruce presents the history
and role of political parties in the
United States. It covers the histor-
ical development, organization and
activities of parties In our govern-
mental system. It i= foreeful in ex-
planation and no! clogged with ex-
traneous matter: it reveals a wide
and sane appreciation of the develop-
ment of parties. Best of all, it is
unbiased. -

The Republican Party, by William |
Starr Myers., professor of politics in |
Princeton university gives us a his-
tory of the progressive movement '
 and bring= the story of the Republi-
can party down to the moment when

2, 1927 with his declaration: *“] do
not choose to rum for president in
nineteen twenty-eight.™ .

Alfred E. Smith, by Henry F.!
Pringle has been ready for several |
It is favorzhle without be- |

emotion left no room for remembered |

And now comes Tammy Hall, by

,JH, P. Werner, the man who wrote

Barnum and Brigham Young. It
is an astonishing story of a practical '
political organization which has con- |
trolled the affairs of New York so
often and so long that no other body |
has survived in opposition. '

my door?" he was crying. “You
know what it was—just as I know,
too. There’s no use of pretending
any more. It was there, and | saw
it, and so did you. And I'll leave
this house tomorrow ' He seemed to
be talking to himself rather than to
us. “We can keep the arrangements
we've got, and Vilas can tend to "em.
Il go tomorrow for good and all’
And Vilas can stay with his wench
if he likes™
. Ernest stopped beside him. “We
 will remember that word—at a bet-
rh.-r time,” he promised. Then he
 whirled to me. “The thing’s got
| away—but this is one thing more 1
want to do befaore | go to bed. |
| want to look in Ahmad Das’:s room
| —just to &ee if he’s in bed and
asleep, as he ocught to be ™

50 we took the candle and went on
back into the main hall. Then we
mounted a flight of stairs. At a little
room, clear at the emd of the ecor-
ridor, we stopped to knock. i

No answer came, so0 we knocked
Then we pushed opem the
Ahmad Das was not in his

again.
donr.

room.
His béd had not been slept in
“Does it mean anything to you™
Ermest asked me.
“Nothing whatever
than the rest of this devilish mystery
means. Do you muspect—that Ab-

_dl}-hm:ﬂ-—thh?'

1 oaly '-'Il.li

tne
he wired to headquarters for permis-
sion to burn them.

The answer came back, “Yes, .HII"
make coples first.” l

e
It was the first day of school and
the new teacher was taking the names

' of the pupils. She asked the boy at

the head of the line his name and he

' answered: “My name's Sam.”

“You mean Samuel” the teacher
corrected.

The next boy gave his name as
“Dan."”

“You mean Daniel,” again teacher
correcled. “And what is your name*”
she asked the third hh}'.

And Jim, tryving hal’r.‘l to please
the teacher, answered sweetly: “My
name 1< Jimuoel”

A woman went Into a

stor- and

' picked up an article, walked out with

i ¥

1t, and told the clerk to charge 11,

"Un what account™ asked the
[']t'l’k.
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JOHN ZENGELER
| Cleaner and Dyer -

- 25 North Sheridan Road

We Operate Our Own Plant in
Highland Park
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Work Guaranteed, Estimates Free
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