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CHAPTER XX.—(Cont'd.)

“Yes, but-—" Sanborn stopped,
frowning, while he worked out what
he had to say. “Horikawa wasn’t kill-
ed right after yore uncle. Where was
he while the police were huntin’ for
him everywhere? If he knew some-
thin’ why didn’t he come to bat with
it? What was he waitin’ for? An’ if
the folks that finally bumper him off
knew he didn’t aim to tell what ho

ew, whyfor did they figure they had
to get rid of him?” _

“I can’t answer your questions right
off the reel, Cole. Mebbe I could guess
at one or two answers, but they likely
wouldn’t be right. F'r instance, I
could guess that he was here in this
room from the time my uncle was
killed till he met his own death.”

“In this room?”

“In these apartments. Never left
‘em, most likely. What’s more, some
one %:_n{eiw huh “*ﬂﬂ gere an’ kept him
Bupplied with the daily papers.”

“Who?” i

“If I could tell you that I could tell
you who killed him,” answered Kirby
with a grim, mirthless smile.

“How do you know all that?”

Lane told him of the mute testimony
of the newspapers in the living-room.
“Some one brought those papers to
him every day,” he added.

“And then killed him. Does tha*
lock reasonable to you?”

“We don’t know the circumstances.
Say, to make a long shot, that the
Jap had been hired to kill my uncle
by this other
beginnin’ to get ugly an’ make threats.
Or say Horikawa knew about the
killin’ of my uncle an’ was hired by
the other man to keep away. Then
he learns from the
suspecied, an’ he gets anxious to go
lo the police with what he knows.
Wouldn’t there be reason enough then
to kill him? The other man would
have to do it to save himself.”

“I reckon.” Cole harked back to a
_ breceding suggestion. “The revenge {
theory won’t hold water. If some
friend of yore uncle knew the Jap had
killed kim he'd sick the law on him.
He wouldn’t pull off any private exe-
cution like this.”

Kirby accepted this. “That's true.
There’s another possibility. We've
been forgettin’ the two thousand dol-
lars my uncle drew from the bank the
day he was killed. If Horikawa an'
some one else are guilty of the murder
an’ the theft, they might have quar-
reled later over tﬁa money. Perhaps
the accomplice saw a chance to pet
away with the whole ¢f it by gettin’
rid of Horikawsa.”

“Mebbeso. By what you tell me yore
uncle was a big, two-fisted scrapper.
It was a two-man job to handle him.
This 1i'l’ Jap never in the world did it
alone. What it gets back to is that
he was prob’ly in on it an’ later for
some reason his pardner gunned him." |

“Well, we'd better telephone for the'
police an’ let them do some of the
worryin'."” |

Kirby stepped into the living-room,
followed by his friend. He was about
to reach for the receiver when an ex- |
clamation stopped him. Sanborn was
standing before a small writing-desk,
of which he had just let down the top. |
He had lifted idly a piece of blotting-
paper and was gazing down at a sheet
of paper with writing on it.

“Looky here, Kirby,” he called.

In three strides Lane was hEﬂidEJ
him. His eyes, too, fastened on the
sheet and found thers the pot-hooks
we have learned to associate with
Chinese and Japanese chirography.

“Shows he'd been makin’ himseif at’
home,” the champion rough rider said. |

L.ane picked up the paper. There

ing. ““Might be a letter to his folks!
—or 1t might be-—" _ His sentence |
flickered out. He was thinking. “I|
reckon I'll take this along with me an’
have il translated, Cole.” |
fle rut the sheets 4n his pocket
after he had folded-tilem. “You never
can tell. _J-mhight as well know what
this Hurikawa was thinkin' about first |
off as the policee There’s just an|
off chance he might 'a’ seen Rose that |
night an’ tells about it here ” i
A moment later he was telephoning
to the City Hall for the police. |
There was a sound of a key in the
outer door. It opened, and the janitor
of the Paradox stood in the doorway. |
“What you do here?” asked the lit-
tie Japanese quickly.
“We came in through the window,” |
explzined Kirby. “Thought mebbe the!

|burglars an' we're here.

man, and say he was|th

papers that he's'cer.

man that killed my uncle slipped in
here.”

“lI hear you talk. You
no business here.”

“True enough, Shibo. But we’re not
Lucky we
are too. We've found somethin’.”

“Mr. Jennings he in Chicago. He no
like you here.” :

“I want to show you somethin’,
Shibo. Come.”

Kirby led the way into the bedroom.
Shibo looked at his countryman with-
out a muscle of his impassive face
twitching.

“Some one killum plenty dead,” he

“Quite plenty,” Kirby agreed,
watching his imperturbable Oriental
face,

The cattleman admitted to himself
that what he did not know about Jap-
anese habits of mind would fill a great
many books.

I come in,

'said evenly.

CHAPTER XXI.
JAMES LOSES HIS TEMPER.

Cole grinned whimsically at his
friend.

“Do we light out now or wait for
the cops?”’ he asked.

“We wait. They'd probably find
out, anyhow, that we’d been here.”

Five minutes later a patrol wagon
clanged up to the Paradox. A sergeant

of police and two plainclothes men took

the elevator. The sergeant, heading
the party, stopped in the doorway of
e apartment and let a hard, hostile
eye travel up and down Lane's six
feet.

“Oh, it’s you,” he said suspiciously.

Kirby smiled. “That’s right, offi-
We've met before, haven't we?”

They had. The sergeant was the
man who had arrested him at the cor-
oner’s inquest. It had annoyed him
that the authorities had later released
the prisoner on bond.

“Have you touched the body or
moved anything since you came?” the
sergeant demanded.

“No, sir, to both questions, except
the telephone when I used it to reach
headquarters.”

The officer made no answer. He and
the detectives went into the bedroom,

examined the dead valet’s position and |
clothes, made a tour of the rooms, and |

came back to Lane.

“Who's your friend?” asked the ser-
geant superciliously.

“His name is Cole Sanborn.”

“The champion bronco buster?”

"Y'EE-.”

The sergeant losked
with increased respect.
back to Kirby sullenly.

“What you doing here?”

“We were in my uncle’s apartment
lookin’ things over. We stepped out
on the fire escape an’ happened to
notice this window here was open a
little. It just camg over me that meb-
be we might disclver some evidence
here. So I got in by the window, saw
the body of the Jap, an’ ecalled my
friend.”

“Some one hire you to hunt up evi-
dence?” the officer wanted to know
with heavy sarcasm.

“I hired myself. My good name is
involved. I'm goin’ to see the murder-
er is brought to justice.”

“You are, eh?”

HYEE.:"

“Well, I'll say you could find him
if anybody could.”

“You're entitled to your opinion,
sergeant, j
before we're through with this case

at Sanborn
His eves went

Lane turned to his friend.
go now, Cole, if you're ready.”

.“.-mn l”‘
“We'

| The sergeant glared at this cool cus- |
were two or three sheets of the writ-| tomer who refused to be appalled at
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|in touch with a Japanese in the mean-

Ithfe position in which he stood. He had r Haunted HDLIEE.

half a mind to arrest the man again |
' g rould
[{m the spot, but he was not sure|HeT® wWas & place where none wouls

|enough of his ground. Not very long ever come :
|since he had missed a promotion by | For shelter, save as we did from the

| being overzealots. He did not want | rain,
to make the same mistake twice. | We saw no ghost, yet, once outside
The Wyoming men walked across| agaln,

|to Seventeenth Street and down it to | Each wondered why the other shoul
the Equitable Building.

T: s Cun-
Jame . be dumb; -

iningham was in his office, |
He mﬁkﬂf up as they entered, a For we had fronted nothing WOTS8 |
| than gloom i

‘cold smile on his lips.

“Ah, my energetic cousin.’” he said, | And ruin, and to our vision 1t was |

”:.:ith hi.:_ h:nhitu-:_I touch of irony.| plain

| “What's in the wind now?” | Where thrift, outshivering fear, had
Kirby told him. i;mt&ntlj‘ James | let Temain

(became grave. His irony vanished.|g, . chairs that were like skeletons

' In his face was a flicker almost of | ot homa

consternation at this follow-up mur-| ek

i‘]FT‘ He might have been zsking him- |

'gelf how much more trouble was com- | There were no trackless footsteps on
ing. | the floor

| “We’ll get the writing translated. | Above us, and there were no sounds
| You have it with you?” he zaid. | elsewhere.

| His eyes ran over the pages Lane|But there was more than sound and

ih&;’}{l&(] hm]]-‘f ‘;I know a .5351]:;;.1;9 can | there was more

|get to read it for us, a reliable man, |y iBan nah AR el TS

|one who won't talk if we ask him Jus S9CSSRlo b CalW AR (the

not to.” I L ,
The broker’s desk buzzer rang. He Between us and the chimney, long bﬂat

talked for a moment over the tele-| fore

p--one, then hung up again. Our time. So townsmen said
“Sorry,” Cunningham said, “I'm found her there,

going to be hug:.*_ for an hour or two. —Edwin Arlington R.obiison.

Going to lunch with Miss Phyllis Har-

who

Take it home to
the kids

Have a packet in’
your pocket for an
ever-ready freat.

A delicious confeo-
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riman. She was Uncle James's
| fiancee, perhaps you know. There are
some affairs of the estate to be ar-
ranged. I wonder if you could come
back later this afternoon. Sav about |
four o'clock. We’ll take up then the
business of the translation. TI’ll get

time”
“Suits me,
ing here?”

Shall I leave the writ-

ust as I am to mine, but|

|you’ll have to admit you've been |

j “lI Enow
 Jameson, “but the doctor hasg ordered
| my husband to eat animal food ™

“Yes, if you will. Doesn’t matter,
of course, but since we have it I’ll put
it in the safe.”

(To be continued.)
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Razors and Royalty.
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It Ig rather odd that at a time when
beards are so much out of fashion his
Majesty King George should wear one,
In this respect he follows the example
of Edward the Peacemaker, his father,
who was the first of our sovereigns to
wear a bheard for nearly 300 vears.

We must travel back in history as
far as Charles 1. before coming to an-
other bearded king. He was the last
king, until what we call modern times,
to wear a beard and “his own hair.”
Indeed, when George III. was on the
throne no beard had been seen in Eng-
land within living memory.

Like our present king, Charles the
First seems to have copied his father.

A SIMPLE AND ALTOGETHER
PLEASING FROCK.

4527. Light gray chambrey with
bandings in blue would be good for
this little model, or, brown linen with
red embroidery. There is a choice of
two sleeves with this style, a becoming
“baby” puff sleeve, or one in flare
effect.

The Pattern is cut in 4 Sizes: 1, 2,
3 and 4 years. A 4-year size requires
2% wyards of 86-inch material.

MAKE MONEY !
GRADE ECCS

New Dominion Law says all sggs must ba
sold by grade only. That means openings
for Government Egg Inspectors—more grad-
ers, candlers and men tralned in the egg
business. Truck farmers are now making
extra money buylng eggs and grading them-
selves. Country merchants are paying 250
m §0c a cese for grading Learn egg grading
and egg businesy In gpare tlme by mall
through Shaw's Egg Grading Course. Ap-
proved by authoritles. Prepare now for the
many openings the April ruah will creats.
Get full Information. 'Writs Prof. C. K.
Graham, Dept. 53, Shaw Schools, Limited,
46 Bloor St. W.. Toronto,
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James I's beard, too, had been, in a Pattern mailed to any address on

way, rather a novelty, becanse his ; - !
three immediate predecessors had | Teceipt of 15¢ in silver or stamps, by
been a boy and two women. the Wilson Publishing Co., 78 West

By the way, the predecessor and Adelaide Street, Toronto. Allow two

weeks for receipt of pattern.
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Certainly Absent-minded.

It was knocking-off time in an Irish
shipyard, and one of the men shouted:
“Any av you fellows ceen me waist-
coat?"

Pat looked around. ‘“Why, shure,
Murphy,” he exclaimed, “ut's got it
on you have.”

“Begorra, Pat,” sald Murphy, sol-
| emnly, “an’ so Oi have. An ut’s a
good job you was noticin’ the fact,

father of these three, Henry VIIL, the
much-discussed and much-married Tu-
dor monarch, broke the record of a
falrly long line of beardless kings by
himself cultivating a beard, for none
of his predecessors, from Henry V. to
Henry VII., wore a beard.

All the Saxon kings favored beards,
but Willlam the Norman only wore a
moustache, as did his sons and several
of their successors on the throne. But
Richard the Lion Heart made beards
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fashionable again, for his brother
John, Henry III., and the first three
Edwards were all razorshy,. Indeed,
from 1066 to 1418 no clean-shaven king
sat on the throne of England.

To sum up, since the Norman Con-
quest, there have been thirteen beard-
wearing kings, fourteen clean-shaven
kings, and six who shaved the chin but |
not the upper lip.

otherwise Oi'd have gone home with-
out it"

2
A Long Job.

The tickets for a certain Sunday-
school annual tea had been distributed
to the scholars, and the superinten-
dent was surprised when a small boy
inquired how it was he had not got
none.

The superintendent looked at the
boy and sald: “You don’t attend the |
school!"

“Oh, but I do " replied the boy.

“When was the last time you came?"
asked the superintendent,

"Last treat day, sir,” replied the boy.

“Where have you been sinca?”

“Please, sir, I—I—I've had a bad
cold.”
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~ Adding a New Customer. | i /
Visitor—"But, my dear, how have |
you succeeded in earning so much |
monay 7"
Little Bess—"Obh, bein’ pald for|
kisses an' takin' castor oil.”
o .
Minard's Liniment Heals Cuts.
& At the Summer Hotel,
Doctor's Ordars. “The day is breaking.” ‘
“Have you any dog biscuits?” salg bt}d? .E]a}f SoEheNOuMsPTasKRost Apy;

Mrs. Jameson to the grocer.

“Dog biscuits?" asked tha ETOCer.
“Yes, but what do you want them for?
You don't keep a dog, do you?"
we don't,” replied

Minard's Linimeﬁt for Dandruff.

A Study ; Fi;;ess.

| Light, I love thee
When Day 15 here:
And, Twilight, thog
When Love is near.
| Come softly Twilight,
‘T hear Love's coming:
| Get thee gona, Day,
| With your whirring wings
| humming.
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Royal Ontario Museum

Some Strength. | 253 Bloor 8! Wes:, MNear Avenus Road, Largest |
» I b permenent  exhibitioa in Canada Archaeolozy, |
“You say she’s a remarkably strong Geciogy, Mineralogy., Palasonlology. Zotloms Open |
womsn?’ tdafly 10 am. to § pm; Bunday afternoons and
£ e " | Thursday evenings Bloor. Bay. andl (hureh eapa |
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hold her tongue.” IBBUE No. 49—'23,

Santa Fe superior
Service and 8cenexy
~piug Fred Harvey
mealis -your assur-

ance of a pleasant
journey there
Pullmans via Grand

fanyon Mational Park
- /Dfﬂ all the year

| ."f.-'_"t'.-"‘r.f,GE"l ARt
404 Free Press
Plexe maii | C
(ALIFQAND. MHTURE BOOK - GRA)
ALIFORNIA

Also delails as 1o o

i = sl L S ——

EEaesEerms w e

o e i

i e S T i il




