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Chapter 1

KATHERINE HEARS THE SLY STEP OF DEATH AT
THE CEDARS

The night of his grandfatherOsmysterious death at the Cedars, Bobby
Blackburn was, at least until midnight, in New York. He was held there
by the unhealthy habits and companionships which recently had
angered his grandfather to the point of threatening a disciplinary change
in his will. As a consequence he drifted into that strange adventure
which later was to surround him with dark shadows and overwhelming
doubts.

Before following Bobby through his black experience, however, it is
better to know what happened at the Cedars where his cousin, Katherine
Perrine was, except for the servants, alone with old Silas Blackburn who
seemed apprehensive of some sly approach of disaster.

At twenty Katherine was too young, too light-hearted for this care of
her uncle in which she had persisted as an antidote for BobbyOsshort-
comings. She was never in harmony with the mouldy house or its sur-
roundings, bleak, deserted, unfriendly to content.

Bobby and she had frequently urged the old man to give it up, to
move, asit were, into the light. He had always answered angrily that his
ancestorshad lived there since before the Revolution, and that what had
been good enough for them was good enough for him. So that night
Katherine had to hear alone the sly stalking of death in the house. She
told it all to Bobby the next dayN what happened, her emotions, the im-
pression made on her by the people who came when it was too late to
save Silas Blackburn.

She said, then, that the old man had behaved oddly for several days,
asif he were afraid. That night he ate practically no dinner. He couldnOt
keep still. He wandered from room to room, his tired eyes apparently
seeking. Several times she spoke to him.

OWhat is the matter, Uncle? What worries you?0

He grumbled unintelligibly or failed to answer at all.



She went into the library and tried to read, but the late fall wind
swirled mournfully about the house and beat down the chimney, caus-
ing the fire to castdisturbing shadows acrossthe walls. Her loneliness,
and her nervousness, grew sharper. The restless, shuffling footsteps
stimulated her imagination. Perhaps a mental breakdown was respons-
ible for this alteration. Shewas tempted to ring for Jenkins,the butler, to
share her vigil; or for one of the two women servants, now far at the back
of the house.

OAnNd Bobby,Oshe said to herself, Oorsomebody will have to come out
here to-morrow to help.O

But Silas Blackburn shuffled in just then, and she was a trifle ashamed
as she studied him standing with his back to the fire, glaring around the
room, fumbling with hands that shook in his pocket for his pipe and
some loose tobacco. It was unjust to be afraid of him. There was no ques-
tion. The man himself was afraidN terribly afraid.

His fingers trembled so much that he had difficulty lighting his pipe.
His heavy brows, gray like his beard, contracted in a frown. His voice
guavered unexpectedly. He spoke of his grandson:

OBobby! Damned waster! God knows what heOll do next.O

OHeOs young, Uncle Silas, and too popular.O

He brushed aside her customary defence. As he continued speaking
she noticed that always his voice shook as his fingers shook, as his
stooped shoulders jerked spasmodically.

Olordered Mr. Robert here to-night. Not a word from him. |Odmade
up my mind anyway. My lawyerOscoming in the morning. My money
goes to the Bedford FoundationN all except a little annuity for you,
Katy. 1tOs hard on you, but IOve got no faith left in my flesh and blood.O

His voice choked with a sentiment a little repulsive in view of his ruth-
less nature, his unbending egotism.

OltOsad, Katy, to grow old with nobody caring for you exceptto covet
your money.O

She arose and went close to him. He drew back, startled.

OYouOre not fair, Uncle.O

With an unexpected movement, nearly savage, he pushed her aside
and started for the door.

OUncle!Oshe cried. OTell me! You must tell me! What makes you
afraid?0

He turned at the door. He didnOt answer. She laughed feverishly.

OItN itOs not Bobby youOre afraid of?0

OYou and Bobby,O he grumbled, Oare thicker than thieves.O



She shook her head.

OBobbyand 1,0 she said wistfully, OarenOvery good friends, largely
because of this life heOs leading.O

He went on out of the room, mumbling again incoherently.

Sheresumed her vigil, unable to read becauseof her misgivings, star-
ing at the fire, starting at a harsher gust of wind or any unaccustomed
sound. And for a long time there beat against her brain the shuffling,
searching tread of her uncle. Its cessationabout eleven oOclockncreased
her uneasiness.He had been so afraid! Supposealready the thing he had
feared had overtaken him? She listened intently. Even then she seemed
to sense the soundless footsteps of disaster straying in the decayed
house, and searching, too.

A morbid desire to satisfy herself that her uncleOssilence meant noth-
ing evil drove her upstairs. Shestood in the square main hall at the head
of the stairs, listening. Her uncleOsedroom door lay straight ahead. To
her right and left narrow corridors led to the wings. Her room and
BobbyOsand a spare room were in the right-hand wing. The opposite
corridor was seldom used, for the left-hand wing was the oldest portion
of the house, and in the march of years too many legends had gathered
about it. The large bedroom was there with its private hall beyond, and a
narrow, enclosed staircase, descending to the library. Originally it had
been the custom for the head of the family to use that room. Its ancient
furniture still faded within stained walls. For many years no one had
slept in it, becauseit had sheltered too much suffering, becauseit had
witnessed the reluctant spiritual departure of too many Blackburns.

Katherine shrank a little from the black entrance of the corridor, but
her anxiety centred on the door ahead. Shewas about to call when a stir-
ring beyond it momentarily reassured her.

The door opened and her uncle stepped out. He wore an untidy
dressing-gown. His hair was disordered. His face appeared grayer and
more haggard than it had downstairs. A lighted candle shook in his right
hand.

OWhat are you doing up here, Katy?O he quavered.

She broke down before the picture of his increased fear. He shuffled
closer.

OWhat you crying for, Katy?O

She controlled herself. She begged him for an answer to her doubts.

OYou make me afraid.O

He laughed scornfully.

OYou! What you got to be afraid of?0



OlOnafraid becauseyou are,Oshe urged. OYouOveot to tell me. IOmall
alone. | canOt stand it. What are you afraid of?O

He didnOtanswer. He shuffled on toward the disused wing. Her hand
tightened on the banister.

OWhere are you going?0 she whispered.

He turned at the entrance to the corridor.

Ol am going to the old bedroom.O

OWhy?Why?Oshe asked hysterically. OYoucanOsleep there. The bed
isnOt even made.O

He lowered his voice to a hoarse whisper:

ODonOyou mention 10vegone there. If you want to know, | am afraid.
IOm afraid to sleep in my own room any longer.O

She nodded.

OAnd you donOtthink theyOdlook for you there. What is it? Tell me
what it is. Why donOt you send for some oneN a man?0

OLeave me alone,0 he mumbled. ONothing for you to be worried
about, except Bobby.O

OYes, there is,O she cried. OYes, there is.O

He paid no attention to her fright. He entered the corridor. Sheheard
him shuffling between its narrow walls. Shesaw his candle disappear in
its gloomy reaches.

Sheran to her own room and locked the door. Shehurried to the win-
dow and leaned out, her body shaking, her teeth chattering asif from a
sudden chill. The quiet, assured tread of disaster came nearer.

The two wings, stretching at right angles from the main building,
formed a narrow court. Clouds harrying the moon failed quite to destroy
its power, so that she could see,acrossthe court, the facade of the old
wing and the two windows of the large room through whose curtains a
spectral glow was diffused. Sheheard one of the windows opened with a
grating noise. The court was a sounding board. It carried to her even the
shuffling of the old manOdeet as he must have approached the bed. The
glow of his candle vanished. She heard a rustling asif he had stretched
himself on the bed, a sound like a long-drawn sigh.

Shetried to tell herself there was no dangerN that these peculiar ac-
tions sprang from the old manOsfancyN but the house, her surround-
ings, her loneliness, contradicted her. To her over-acute senses the
thought of Blackburn in that room, so often consecratedto the formula of
death, suggested a special and unaccountable menace. Under such a
strain the supernatural assumed vague and singular shapes.



Sheslept for only a little while. Then she lay awake, listening with a
growing expectancyfor some messageto slip acrossthe court. The moon
had ceased struggling. The wind cried. The baying of a dog echoed
mournfully from a great distance. It was like a remote alarm bell which
vibrates too perfectly, whose resonance is too prolonged.

Shesat upright. Shesprang from the bed and, her heart beating insuf-
ferably, felt her way to the window. From the wing opposite the message
had comeN a soft, shrouded sound, another long-drawn sigh.

Shetried to call acrossthe court. At first no response came from her
tight throat. When it did at last, her voice was unfamiliar in her own
ears, the voice of one who has to know a thing but shrinks from asking.

OUncle!O

The wind mocked her.

Olt is nothing,O she told herself, Onothing.O

But her vigil had beentoo long, her loneliness too complete. Her earli-
er impression of the presenceof death in the decaying house tightened
its hold. Shehad to assure herself that Silas Blackburn slept untroubled.
The thing she had heard was peculiar, and he hadnOtanswered across
the court. The dark, empty corridors at first were an impassable barrier,
but while she put on her slippers and her dressing-gown she
strengthened her courage. There was a bell rope in the upper hall. She
might get Jenkins.

When she stood in the main hall she hesitated. It would probably be a
long time, provided he heard at all, before Jenkins could answer her. Her
candle outlined the entrance to the musty corridor. Justa few running
stepsdown there, a quick rap at the door, and, perhaps, in an instant her
uncleOs voice, and the blessed power to return to her room and sleep!

While her fear grew she called on her pride to let her accomplish that
brief, abhorrent journey.

Then for the first time a different doubt came to her. As she waited
alone in this disturbing nocturnal intimacy of an old house, she shrank
from no thought of human intrusion, and she wondered if her uncle had
been afraid of that, too, of the sort of thing that might lurk in the ancient
wing with its recollections of birth and suffering and death. But he had
gone there as an escape.Surely he had beenafraid of men. It shamed her
that, in spite of that, her fear defined itself ever more clearly as
something indefinable. With a passionate determination to strangle such
thoughts she held her breath. Shetried to close her mind. Sheentered the
corridor. Sheran its length. She knocked at the locked door of the old
bedroom. She shrank as the echoesrattled from the dingy walls where



her candle cast strange reflections. There was no other answer. A sense
of an intolerable companionship made her want to cry out for brilliant
light, for help. She screamed.

OUncle Silas! Uncle Silas!O

Through the silence that crushed her voice she becameaware finally of
the accomplishment of its mission by death in this house. And she fled
into the main hall. Shejerked at the bell rope. The contact steadied her,
stimulated her to reason. One slender hope remained. The oppressive
bedroom might have driven SilasBlackburn through the private hall and
down the enclosed staircase. Perhaps he slept on the lounge in the
library.

She stumbled down, hoping to meet Jenkins. She crossedthe hall and
the dining room and entered the library. Shebent over the lounge. It was
empty. Her candle was reflected in the face of the clock on the mantel. Its
hands pointed to half-past two.

She pulled at the bell cord by the fireplace. Why didnOtthe butler
come? Alone she couldnOtclimb the enclosed staircase to try the other
door. It seemedimpossible to her that she should wait another instant
aloneN

The butler, asold and as gray as Silas Blackburn, faltered in. He star-
ted back when he saw her.

OMy God, Miss Katherine! WhatOs the matter? You look like death.O

OThereOs death,O she said.

Sheindicated the door of the enclosed staircase.Sheled the way with
the candle. The panelled, narrow hall was empty. That door, too, was
locked and the key, she knew, must be on the inside.

OWhoN who is it?QJenkins asked. OWhowould be in that room? Has
Mr. Bobby come back?O

She descended to the library before answering. She put the candle
down and spread her hands.

OltOs happened, JenkinsN whatever he feared.O

ONot Mr. Silas?0

OWehave to break in,Oshe said with a shiver. OGeta hammer, a chisel,
whatever is necessary.O

OBut if thereOsanything wrong,O the butler objected, Oif anybodyOs
been there, the other door must be open.O

She shook her head. Those two first of all faced that extraordinary
puzzle. How had the murderer entered and left the room with both
doors locked on the inside, with the windows too high for use? They
went to the upper story. She urged the butler into the sombre corridor.



OWehave to know,O she whispered, OwhatOappened beyond those
locked doors.O

She still vibrated to the feeling of unconformable forces in the old
house. Jenkins, she saw, responded to the same superstitious misgivings.
He inserted the chisel with maladroit hands. He forced the lock back and
opened the door. Dust arose from the long-disused room, flecking the
yellow candle flame. They hesitated on the threshold. They forced them-
selvesto enter. Then they looked at eachother and smiled with relief, for
Silas Blackburn, in his dressing-gown, lay on the bed, his placid, un-
marked face upturned, as if sleeping.

OWhy, miss,O Jenkins gasped. OHeOs all right.O

Almost with confidence Katherine walked to the bed.

OUncle SilasN O she began, and touched his hand.

She drew back until the wall supported her. Jenkins must have read
everything in her face, for he whimpered:

OBut he looks all right. He canOt beN O

OColdN already! If | hadnOt touchedN O

The horror of the thing descended upon her, stifling thought. Auto-
matically she left the room and told Jenkins what to do. After he had
telephoned police headquarters in the county seatand had summoned
Doctor Groom, a country physician, she sat without words, huddled
over the library fire.

The detective, a competent man named Howells, and Doctor Groom
arrived at about the same time. The detective made Katherine accom-
pany them upstairs while he questioned her. In the absenceof the coron-
er he wouldnOt let the doctor touch the body.

Ol must repair this lock,O he said, Othefirst thing, so nothing can be
disturbed.O

Doctor Groom, agrim and dark man, had grown silent on entering the
room. For along time he stared at the body in the candle light, making as
much of an examination as he could, evidently, without physical contact.

OWhy did he ever come here to sleep?Che asked in his rumbling bass
voice. ONastyroom! Unhealthy room! Ten to one youOrea formality, po-
liceman. CoronerOs a formality.O

He sneered a little.

Ol daresay he died what the hard-headed world will call a natural
death. Wonder what the coronerQOll say.O

The detective didnOtanswer. He shot rapid, uneasy glances about the
room in which a single candle burned. After atime he said with an ac-
cent of complete conviction:



OThat man was murdered.O

Perhaps the doctorOssignificant words, added to her earlier dread of
the abnormal, made Katherine read in the detectiveOsnanner an appre-
hension of conditions unfamiliar to the brutal routine of his profession.
Her glanceswere restless,too. Shehad a feeling that from the shadowed
corners of the faded, musty room invisible faces mocked the manOs
stubbornness.

All this sherecited to Bobby when, under extraordinary circumstances
neither of them could have foreseen, he arrived at the Cedars many
hours later.

Of the earlier portion of the night of his grandfatherOsdeath Bobby re-
tained a minute recollection. The remainder was like a dim, appalling
nightmare whose impulse remains hidden.

When he went to his apartment to dress for dinner he found the letter
of which Silas Blackburn had spoken to Katherine. It mentioned the
changein the will asan approaching fact nothing could alter. Bobby fan-
cied that the old man merely craved the satisfaction of terrorizing him, of
casting him out with all the ugly words at his command. Still a good deal
more than amillion isnOto be relinquished lightly aslong asa chancere-
mains. Bobby had an engagement for dinner. He would think the situ-
ation over until after dinner, then he might go.

It was, perhaps, unfortunate that at his club he met friends who drew
him in a corner and offered him too many cocktails. As he drank his an-
ger grew, and it wasnOtall against his grandfather. He asked himself
why during the last few months he had avoided the Cedars, why he had
drifted into too vivid a life in New York. It increased his anger that he
hesitated to give himself a frank answer. But always at such moments it
was Katherine rather than his grandfather who entered his mind. He had
cared too much for her, and lately, beyond question, the bond of their af-
fection had weakened.

He raised his glass and drank. He setthe glass down quickly asif he
would have liked to hide it. A big man, clear-eyed and handsome,
walked into the room and came straight to the little group in the corner.
Bobby tried to carry it off.

OOLdHartley, old preacher. You fellows all know Hartley Graham? Sit
down. WeOre going to have a little cocktail.O

Graham looked at the glasses, shaking his head.

OlIf youOve time, Bobby, 10d like a word with you.O

ONo preaching,O Bobby bargained. Olt isnOt Sunday.O

Graham laughed pleasantly.
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OItOs about money. That talks any day.O

Bobby edged a way out and followed Graham to an unoccupied room.
There the big man turned on him.

OSee here, Bobby! When are you going out to the Cedars?0

Bobby flushed.

OYouOra dear friend, Hartley, and IOvealways loved you, but IOmin
no mood for preaching tonight. Besides,|Ovegot my own life to leadON
he glanced awayN Omy own reasons for leading it.O

OIOnmmot going to preach,O0Graham answered seriously, Oalthough itOs
obvious youOreraising the devil with your life. | wanted to tell you that
|IOvehad a note from Katherine to-day. She says your grandfatherOs
threats are taking too much form; that the new willOsbound to come un-
less you do something. She carestoo much for you, Bobby, to seeyou
throw everything away. SheOs asked me to persuade you to go out.O

OWhy didnOt she write to me?0

OHaveyou been very friendly with Katherine lately? And thatOsnot
fair. YouOreboth without parents. You owe Katherine something on that
account.O

Bobby didnOtanswer, becauseit was clear that while KatherineOsaffec-
tion for him had weakened, her friendship for Graham had grown too
fast. Looking at the other he didnOt wonder.

OThereGanother thing,0 Graham was saying. OThegloomy old Cedars
has got on KatherineOserves, and she says thereO$een a changein the
old man the last few daysN wanders around as if he were afraid of
something.O

Bobby laughed outright.

OHim afraid of something! ItOsalways been his system to make every-
body and everything afraid of him. But youOreright about Katherine. We
have always depended on each other. | think 101l go out after dinner.O

OThencome have a bite with me,OGraham urged. OlOlseeyou off af-
terward. If you catch the eight-thirty you ought to be out there before
half-past ten.O

Bobby shook his head.

OAn engagement for dinner, Hartley. IOmexpecting Carlos Paredesto
pick me up here any minute.O

GrahamOs disapproval was belligerent.

OWhy, in the name of heaven, Bobby, do you run around with that
damned Panamanian? Steer him off to-night. 1Oveargued with you be-
fore. 1tOsunpleasant, | know, but the man carries every mark of
crookedness.O
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OEasywith my friends, Hartley! You donOtunderstand Carlos. HeOs
good fun when you know himN awfully good fun.O

OSo,@raham said, Oisthis sort of thing. Too many cocktails, too much
wine. Paredes has the same pleasant, dangerous quality.O

A club servant entered.

Oln the reception room, Mr. Blackburn.O

Bobby took the card, tore it into little bits, and dropped them one by
one into the waste-paper basket.

OTell him IOIl be right out.O He turned to Graham.

OSorryyou donOtlike my playmates. 10llprobably run out after dinner
and let the old man terrorize me asa cure for his own fear. Pleasantpro-
spect! So long.O

Graham caught at his arm.

OlOnsorry. CanOtwe forget to-night that we disagree about Paredes?
Let me dine with you.O

BobbyOs laugh was uncomfortable.

OComeon, if you wish, and be my guardian angel. God knows | need
one.O

He walked acrossthe hall and into the reception room. The light was
not brilliant there. One or two men sat reading newspapers about a
green-shaded lamp on the centre table, but Bobby didnOtsee Paredesat
first. Then from the obscurity of a corner a form, tall and graceful,
emerged with a slow monotony of movement suggestive of stealth. The
manOgdark, sombre eyes revealed nothing. His jet-black hair, parted in
the middle, and his carefully trimmed Van Dyke beard gave him an air
of distinction, an air, at the same time, a trifle too reserved. For a mo-
ment, asthe green light stained his face unhealthily, Bobby could under-
stand GrahamOs aversion. He brushed the idea aside.

OGlad youOve come, Carlos.O

The smile of greeting vanished abruptly from ParedesOdace. He
looked with steady eyes beyond BobbyOsshoulder. Bobby turned. Gra-
ham stood on the threshold, his face a little too frank. But the two men
shook hands.

OlO@n idea until | saw Bobby,OGraham said, OthatyouOdgone back to
Panama.O

Paredes yawned.

OEachyear | spend more time in New York. Business suggests it.
Pleasure demands it.O

His voice was deep and pleasant, but Bobby had often remarked that
it, like ParedesOgyes, was too reserved. It seemed never to call on its
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obvious powers of expression. Its accentwas noticeable only in a pleas-
ant, polished sense.

OHartley,O Bobby explained, Ois dining with us.O

Paredes let no disapproval slip, but Graham hastened to explain.

OBobby and | have an engagement immediately after dinner.O

OAn engagement after dinner! | didnOt understandN O

OLetOthink of dinner first,0 Bobby said. OWecan talk about engage-
ments afterward. Perhaps youOllhave a cocktail here while we decide
where weOre going.O

OTheaperitif | should like very much,O Paredes said. OAbout dinner
there is nothing to decide. | have arranged everything. ThereOs table
waiting in the Fountain Room at the CNN  and there | have planned a
little surprise for you.O

He wouldnOt explain further. While they drank their cocktails Bobby
watched GrahamOsdisapproval grow. The man glanced continually at
his watch. In the restaurant, when Paredesleft them to produce, as he
called it, his surprise, Graham appraised with a frown the voluble people
who moved intricately through the hall.

OlOnafraid Paredes has planned a thorough evening,O he said, Ofor
which heOlwant you to pay. DonOtbe angry, Bobby. The situation is seri-
ous enough to excusefacts. You must go to the Cedars to-night. Do you
understand? You must go, in spite of Paredes, in spite of everything.O

OPeace until train time,O Bobby demanded.

He caught his breath.

OThere they are. Carlos haskept his word. See her, Hartley. SheOs
glorious.O

A young woman accompanied the Panamanian as he came back
through the hall. Sheappeared more foreign than her guideN the Span-
ish of Spain rather than of South America. Her clothing was as unusual
and striking as her beauty, yet one felt there was more than either to at-
tract all the glancesin this room, to set people whispering as she passed.
Clearly she knew her notoriety was no little thing. Pride filled her eyes.

Paredes had first introduced her to Bobby a month or more ago. He
had seenher a number of times sincein her dressing-room at the theatre
where she was featured, or at crowded luncheons in her apartment. At
such moments she had managed to be exceptionally nice to him. Bobby,
however, had answered merely to the glamour of her fame, to the mag-
netic response her beauty always brought in places like this.

OParedes,@raham muttered, Owill have a powerful ally. You wonOt
fail me, Bobby? You will go?0
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Bobby scarcely heard. He hurried forward and welcomed the woman.
She tapped his arm with her fan.

OLeetleBobby!Oshe lisped. OlhavenOseenvery much of you lately. So
when Carlos proposedN you seel donOtdance until late. Who is that be-
hind you? Mr. Graham, is it not? He would, maybe, not remember me. |
danced at a dinner where you were one night, at Mr. WardOsEven law-
yers, | find, take enjoyment in my dancing.O

Olremember,OGraham said. Oltis very pleasant we are to dine togeth-
er.OHe continued tactlessly: OBut,as IOveexplained to Mr. Paredes,we
must hurry. Bobby and | have an early engagement.O

Her head went up.

OAn early engagement! | do not often dine in public.O

OAn unavoidable thing,0 Graham explained. OBobby will tell you.O

Bobby nodded.

OlItOs a nuisance, particularly when youOre so condescending, Maria.O

Sheshrugged her shoulders. With Bobby she entered the dining-room
at the heels of Paredes and Graham.

Paredeshad foreseeneverything. There were flowers on the table. The
dinner had beenordered. Immediately the waiter brought cocktails. Gra-
ham glanced at Bobby warningly. He wouldnOt,as an example Bobby ap-
preciated, touch his own. Maria held hers up to the light.

OPretty yellow things! | never drink them.O

She smiled dreamily at Bobby.

OBut see! | shall place this to my lips in order that you may make
pretty speechesand maybe tell me it is the most divine aperitif you have
ever drunk.O

Shepassedthe glassto him, and Bobby, avoiding GrahamOsyes,won-
dering why she was so gracious, emptied it. And afterward frequently
she reminded him of his wine by going through the same elaborate for-
mula. Probably because of that, as much as anything else, constraint
grasped the litle company tighter. Graham couldnOthide his anxiety.
Paredes mocked it with sneering phrases which he turned most care-
fully. Before the meal was half finished Graham glanced at his watch.

OWeOvgust time for the eight-thirty,O he whispered to Bobby, Oif we
pick up a taxi.O

Maria had heard. She pouted.

OThereis no engagement,Gshe lisped, Oassacredasa dinner, no entan-
glement except marriage that cannot be easily broken. Perhaps | have
displeased you, Mr. Graham. Perhaps you fancy | excite unpleasant
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comment. It is unjust. | assureyou my reputation is above reproachON
her dark eyes twinkledN Ocertainly in New York.O

Olt isnOt that,O Graham answered. OWe must go. ItOs not to be evaded.O

She turned tempestuously.

OAm | to be humiliated so? Carlos! Why did you bring me?Is all the
world to seemy companions leave in the midst of a dinner asif | were
plague-touched? Is Bobby not capable of choosing his own company?0

OYouare thoroughly justified, Maria,O Paredessaid in his expression-
lesstones. OBobby,however, has said very little about this engagement. |
did not know, Mr. Graham, that you were the arbiter of BobbyOsctions.
In a way | must resent your implication that he is no longer capable of
caring for himself.O

Graham accepted the challenge. He leaned acrossthe table, speaking
directly to Bobby, ignoring the others:

OYouOveot forgotten what | told you. Will you come while thereOs
time? You must see. | canOt remain here any longer.O

Bobby, hating warfare in his present mood, sought to temporize:

OltOs all right, Hartley. DonOt worry. 10l catch a later train.O

Maria relaxed.

OAh! Bobby still chooses for himself.O

OlOllhave enough rumpus,O Bobby muttered, Owhen | get to the
Cedars. DonOt grudge me a little peace here.O

Graham arose. His voice was discouraged.

OIOm sorry. 101l hope, Bobby.O

Without a word to the others he walked out of the room.

Sofar, when Bobby tried afterward to recall the details of the evening,
everything was perfectly distinct in his memory. The remainder of the
meal, made uncomfortable by MariaOssullenness and ParedesOsneers,
his attempt to recapture the earlier gayety of the evening by continuing
to drink the wine, his determination to go later to the Cedars in spite of
GrahamOsdoubtN of all these things no particular lacked. He re-
membered paying the check, as he usually did when he dined with
Paredes.He recalled studying the time-table and finding that he had just
missed another train.

MariaOsspirits rose then. He was persuaded to accompany her and
Paredesto the music hall. In her dressing-room, while she was on the
stage, he played with the boxes of make-up, splashing the mirror with
various colours while Paredes sat silently watching.
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The alteration, he was sure, cameal little later in the cafeat a table close
to the dancing floor. Maria had insisted that Paredesand he should wait
there while she changed.

OBut,O he had protested, Ol have missed too many trains.O

She had demanded his time-table, scanning the columns of close
figures.

OThereis one,Oshe had said, Oat twelve-fifteenN time for a little
something in the cafe,and who knows? If you are agreeablel might for-
give everything and dance with you once, Bobby, on the public floor.O

Sohe sat for sometime, expectant, with Paredes,watching the boister-
ous dancers, listening to the violent music, sipping absent-mindedly at
his glass. He wondered why Paredes had grown so quiet.

Ol mustnOtmiss that twelve-fifteen,O he said, OYouknow, Carlos, you
werenOtuite fair to Hartley. HeOsa splendid fellow. Roomed with me at
college, played on same team, and all that. Only wanted me to do the
right thing. Must say it was the right thing. | wonOtmiss that twelve-
fifteen.O

OGraham,@Paredessneered, Oisa wonderful typeN Apollo in the flesh
and Billy Sunday in the conscience.O

Then, as Bobby started to protest, Maria entered, more dazzling than
at dinner; and the dancers swayed less boisterously, the chatter at the
tables subsided, the orchestra seemed to hesitate as a sort of obeisance.

A man Bobby had never seen before followed her to the table. His
middle-aged figure was loudly clothed. His face was coarse and clean
shaven. He acknowledged the introductions sullenly.

OlOve only a minute,O Bobby said to Maria.

He continued, however, to raise his glassindifferently to his lips. All at
once his glass shook. MariaOsdark and sparkling face became blurred.
He could no longer define the features of the stranger. He had never be-
fore experienced anything of the kind. He tried to account for it, but his
mind became confused.

OMaria!O he burst out. OWhy are you looking at me like that?0

Her contralto laugh rippled.

OBobbylooks so funny! Carlos! Leetle Bobby looks so queer! What is
the matter with him?0

BobbyOsanger was lost in the increased confusion of his senses,but
through that mental turmoil tore the thought of Graham and his inten-
tion of going to the Cedars. With shaking fingers he dragged out his
watch. He couldnOtread the dial. He braced his hands against the table,
thrust back his chair, and arose.The room tumbled about him. Before his
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eyesthe dancers made long nebulous bands of colour in which nothing
had form or coherence. Instinctively he felt he hadnOtdined recklessly
enough to account for these amazing symptoms. He was suddenly
afraid.

OcCarlos!O he whispered.

He heard MariaOs voice dimly:

OTake him home.O

A hand touched his arm. With a supreme effort of will he walked from
the room, guided by the hand on his arm. And always his brain recorded
fewer and fewer impressions for his memory to struggle with later.

At the cloak room some one helped him put on his coat. He was walk-
ing down steps.He was in some kind of a conveyance.He didnOtknow
what it was. An automobile, a carriage, a train? He didnOtknow. He only
understood that it went swiftly, swaying from side to side through a
sable pit. Whenever his mind moved at all it came back to that sensation
of a black pit in which he remained suspended, swinging from side to
side, trying to struggle up against impossible odds. Once or twice words
flashed like fire through the pit: OTyrant!N Fool to go.O

From a long immersion deeper in the pit he struggled frantically. He
must get out. Somehow he must find wings. He realized that his eyes
were closed. He tried to open them and failed. So the pit persisted and
he surrendered himself, as one accepts death, to its hateful blackness.

Abruptly he experienced a momentary release. There was no more
swaying, no more movement of any kind. He heard a strange, melan-
choly voice, whispering without words, always whispering with a futile
perseveranceas if it wished him to understand something it could not
express.

OWhat is it trying to tell me?O he asked himself.

Then he understood. It was the voice of the wind, and it tried to tell
him to open his eyes,and he found that he could. But in spite of his de-
sire they closed again almost immediately. Yet, from that swift glimpse,
a picture outlined itself later in his memory.

In the midst of wild, rolling clouds, the moon was a drowning face.
Stunted trees bent before the wind like puny men who strained impot-
ently to advance. Over there was one more like a real manN a figure,
Bobby thought, with a black thing over its faceN a mask.

OThisis the forest near the Cedars,OBobby said to himself. OlOveome
to face the old devil after all.O

He heard his own voice, harsh, remote, unnatural, speaking to the dim
figure with a black mask that waited half hidden by the straining trees.
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OWhy am | here in the woods near the Cedars?O

And he thought the thing answered:

OBecause you hate your grandfather.O

Bobby laughed, thinking he understood. The figure in the black mask
that accompanied him was his conscience.He could understand why it
went masked.

The wind resumed its whispering. The figures, straining like puny
men, fought harder. The drowning face disappeared, wet and helpless.
Bobby felt himself sinking back, back into the sable pit.

Ol donOt want to go,0 he moaned.

A long time afterward he heard a whisper again, and he wondered if it
was the wind or his conscience.He laughed through the blackness be-
cause the words seemed so absurd.

OTakeoff your shoesand carry them in your hand. Always do that. It
is the only safe way.O

He laughed again, thinking:

OWhat a careful conscience!O

He retained only one more impression. He was dully aware that some
time had passed. He shivered. He thought the wind had grown angry
with him, for it no longer whispered. It shrieked, and he could make
nothing of its wrath. He struggled frantically to emergefrom the pit. The
quality of the blacknessdeepened. His fright grew. He felt himself slip-
ping, slowly at first then faster, faster down into impossible depths, and
there was nothing at all he could do to save himself.

OGo away! For GodOs sake, go away!O

Bobby thought he was speaking to the sombre figure in the mask. His
voice aroused him to one more effort at escape,but he felt that there was
no use. He was too deep.

Something hurt his eyes.He opened them and for a time was blinded
by a narrow shaft, of sunlight resting on his face. With an effort he
moved his head to one side and closed his eyes again, at first merely
thankful that he had escapedfrom the black hell, trying to control his
sensations of physical evil. Subtle curiosity forced its way into his sick
brain and stung him wide awake. This time his eyesremained open, star-
ing about him, dilating with a wilder fright than he had experienced in
the dark mazes of his nightmare adventure.

He had never seenthis place before. He lay on the floor of an empty
room. The shaft of sunlight that had aroused him entered through a
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crack in one of the tightly drawn blinds. There were dust and grime on
the wails, and cobwebs clustered in the corners.

In the silent, deserted room the beating of his heart became audible.
He struggled to a sitting posture. He gasped for breath. He knew it was
very cold in here, but perspiration moistened his face.He could recall no
such suffering asthis since,when a boy, he had slipped from the crisis of
a destructive fever.

Had he been drugged? But he had been with friends. There was no
motive.

What house was this? Was it, like this room, empty and deserted?
How had he come here?For the first time he went through that dreadful
process of trying to draw from the black pit useful memories.

He started, recalling the strange voice and its warning, for his shoes
lay near by asthough he might have dropped them carelessly when he
had entered the room and stretched himself on the floor. Damp earth ad-
hered to the soles. The leather above was scratched.

OThen,(he thought, Othatmuch is right. | was in the woods. What was
| doing there? That dim figure! My imagination.O

He suffered the agony of a man who realizes that he haswandered un-
awares in strange places, and retains no recollection of his actions, of his
intentions. He went back to that last unclouded moment in the cafe with
Maria, Paredes,and the stranger. Where had he gone after he had left
them? He had looked at his watch. He had told himself he must catch the
twelve-fifteen train. He must have gone from the restaurant, proceeding
automatically, and caught the train. That would account for the sensa-
tion of motion in a swift vehicle, and perhaps there had beena taxicab to
the station. Doubtless in the woods near the Cedars he had decided it
was too late to go in, or that it was wiser not to. He had answered to the
necessity of sleeping somewhere. But why had he come here?Where, in-
deed, was he?

At least he could answer that. He drew on his shoesN a pair of patent
leather pumps. He fumbled for his handkerchief, thinking he would
brush the earth from them. He searched each of his pockets. His
handkerchief was gone. No matter. He got to his feet, lurching for a mo-
ment dizzily. He glanced with distaste at his rumpled evening clothing.
To hide it as far as possible he buttoned his overcoat collar about his
neck. On tip-toe he approached the door, and, with the emotions of a
thief, opened it quietly. He sighed. The rest of the house was asempty as
this room. The hall was thick with dust. The rear door by which he must
have entered stood half open. The lock was broken and rusty.
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He commenced to understand. There was a deserted farmhouse less
than two miles from the Cedars. Since he had always known about it, it
wasnOtunusual he should have taken shelter there after deciding not to
go in to his grandfather.

He stepped through the doorway to the unkempt yard about whose
tumbled fencesthe woods advanced thickly. He recognized the place.
For sometime he stood ashamed, yet fair enough to seekthe causeof his
experience in some mental unhealth deeper than any reaction from last
nightOs folly.

He glanced at his watch. It was after two oOclockThe mournful neigh-
bourhood, the growing chill in the air, the sullen sky, urged him away.
He walked down the road. Of course he couldnOtgo to the Cedarsin this
condition. He would return to his apartment in New York where he
could bathe, change his clothes, recover from this feeling of physical ill,
and remember, perhaps, something more.

It wasnOffar to the little village on the railroad, and at this hour there
were plenty of trains. He hoped no one he knew would seehim at the
station. He smiled wearily. What difference did that make? He might as
well face old Blackburn, himself, as he was. By this time the thing was
done. The new will had been made. He was penniless and an outcast.
But his furtive manner clung. He didnOtwant Katherine to seehim like
this.

From the entrance of the village it was only a few stepsto the station.
Several carriages stood at the platform, testimony that a train was nearly
due. He prayed that it would be for New York. He didnOtwant to wait
around. He didnOt want to risk KatherineOs driving in on some errand.

His mind, intent only on escaping prying eyes,was drawn by a man
who stepped from behind a carriage and started acrossthe roadway in
his direction, staring at him incredulously. His quick apprehension van-
ished. He couldnOtrecall that surprised face. There was no harm being
seen,miserable as he was, dressed as he was, by this stranger. He looked
at him closer. The man was plainly clothed. He had small, sharp eyes.
His hairless face was intricately wrinkled. His lips were thin, making a
straight line.

To avoid him Bobby stepped aside, thinking he must be going past,
but the stranger stopped and placed a firm hand on BobbyOsshoulder.
He spoke in a quick, authoritative voice:

OCertainly you are Mr. Robert Blackburn?0

For Bobby, in his nervous, bewildered condition, there was an omin-
ous note in this surprise, this assurance, this peremptory greeting.
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OWhatOs amazing about that?0O he jerked out.

The strangerOs lips parted in a straight smile.

OAmazing! ThatOghe word | was thinking of. Hoped you might come
in from New York. Seemedyou were here all the time. ThatOs good one
on meN a very good one.O

The beating of BobbyOseart was more pronounced than it had beenin
the deserted house. He asked himself why he should shrink from this
stranger who had an air of threatening him. The answer lay in that black
pit of last night and this morning. Unquestionably he had been indis-
creet. The man would tell him how.

OYoumean,Ohe asked with dry lips, OthatyouOvebeenlooking for me?
Who are you? Please take your hand off.O

The strangerOs grasp tightened.

ONot so fast, Mr. Robert Blackburn. | daresay you havenOtjust now
come from the Cedars?0O

ONo, no. IOm on my way to New York. ThereOs a train soon, | think.O

His voice trailed away. The strangerOstraight smile widened. He com-
menced to laugh harshly and uncouthly.

OSurethereOs train, but you donOtwant to take it. And why havenOt
you been at the Cedars? GrandpaOsdeath grieved you too much to go
near his body?0

Bobby drew back. The shock robbed him for a moment of the power to
reason.

ODead! The old man! HowN O

The strangerOs smile faded.

OHereit is nearly three oOclockn the afternoon, and youOreall dressed
up for last night. ThatOs lucky.O

Bobby couldnOt meet the narrow eyes.

OWho are you?0O

The stranger with his free hand threw back his coat lapel.

OMy nameO#owells. 10ma county detective. IOmon the case,because
your grandfather died very strangely. He was murdered, very cleverly
murdered. Queerest case |Ove ever handled. What do you think?O

In his own ears BobbyOsoice sounded as remote and unreal asit had
through the blackness last night.

OWhy do you talk to me like this?O

OBecausé tell you 10mon the case,and | want you to turn about and
go straight to the Cedars.O

OThisisN absurd. You mean you suspectN YouOreplacing me under
arrest?0
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The detectiveOs straight smile returned.

OHow we jump at conclusions! IOmsimply telling you not to bother me
with questions. IOmtelling you to go straight to the Cedars where youOll
stay. Understand? YouOllstay there until youOrewantedN Until youOre
wanted.O

The mercilessrepetition settled it for Bobby. He knew it would be dan-
gerous to talk or argue. Moreover, he craved an opportunity to think, to
probe farther into the black pit. He turned and walked away. When he
reached the last houses he glanced back. The detective remained in the
middle of the road, staring after him with that straight and satisfied
smile.

Bobby walked on, his shaking hands tightly clenched, muttering to
himself:

OlOvegot to remember. Good God! IOvegot to remember. 1tOsthe only
way | can ever know heOs not right, that IOm not a murderer.O
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Chapter 2

THE CASE AGAINST BOBBY

Bobby hurried down the road in the direction of the Cedars. Always he
tried desperately to recall what had occurred during those black hours
last night and this morning before he had awakened in the empty house
near his grandfatherOshome. All that remained were his sensation of
travel in a swift vehicle, his impression of standing in the forest near the
Cedars, his glimpse of the masked figure which he had called his con-
science,the echoin his brain of a dream-like voice saying: OTakeoff your
shoes and carry them in your hand. Always do that. 1tOsthe only safe
way.O

These facts, then, alone were clear to him: He had wandered, uncon-
scious, in the neighbourhood. His grandfather had been strangely
murdered. The detective who had met him in the village practically ac-
cused him of the murder. And he couldnOt remember.

He turned back to his last clear recollections. When he had experi-
enced his first symptoms of slipping consciousnesshe had beenin the
cafein New York with Carlos Paredes,Maria, the dancer, and a strange
man whom Maria had brought to the table. Through them he might, to
an extent, trace his movements, unless they had put him in a cab, think-
ing he would catch the train, of which he had talked, for the Cedars.

Already the forest crowded the narrow, curving road. The Blackburn
place was in the midst of an arid thicket of stunted pines, oaks, and ce-
dars. Old Blackburn had never done anything to improve the estateor its
surroundings. Steadily during his lifetime it had grown more gloomy,
less habitable.

With the silent forest thick about him Bobby realized that he was no
longer alone. A crackling twig or a loose stone struck by a foot might
have warned him. He went slower, glancing restlessly over his shoulder.
He saw no one, but that idea of stealthy pursuit persisted. Undoubtedly
it was the detective, Howells, who followed him, hoping, perhaps, that
he would make some mad effort at escape.
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OThat,Che muttered, Oisprobably the reason he didnOtarrest me at the
station.O

Bobby, however, had no thought of escape.He was impatient to reach
the Cedars where he might learn all that Howells hadnOttold him about
his grandfatherOs death.

A high wooden fence straggled through the forest. The driveway
swung from the road through a broad gateway. The gate stood open.
Bobby remembered that it had been old BlackburnOshabit to keep it
closed. He entered and hurried among the trees to the edge of the lawn
in the centre of which the house stood.

Feeling as guilty asthe detective thought him, he paused there and ex-
amined the house for some sign of life. At first it seemedas dead as the
forest stripped by autumnN almost as gloomy and arid as the wilder-
nesswhich straggled close about it. He had no eye for the symmetry of
its wings which formed the court in the centre of which an abandoned
fountain stood. He studied the windows, picturing Katherine alone, sur-
rounded by the complications of this unexpected tragedy.

His feeling of an inimical watchfulness persisted. A clicking sound
swung him back to the house. The front door had been opened, and in
the black frame of the doorway, ashe looked, Katherine and Graham ap-
peared, and he knew the resolution of his last doubt was at hand.

Katherine had thrown a cloak over her graceful figure. Her sunny hair
strayed in the wind, but her face, while it had lost nothing of its beauty,
projected even at this distance a senseof weariness, of anxiety, of utter
fear.

Bobby was grateful for GrahamOgpresence. It was like the man to as-
sume his responsibilities, to sacrifice himself in his service. He
straightened. He must meet these two. Through his own wretched ap-
pearance and position he must develop for Katherine more clearly than
ever GrahamOs superiority. He stepped out, calling softly:

OKatherine!O

Shestarted. Sheturned in his direction and came swiftly toward him.
She spread her hands.

OBobby! Bobby! Where have you been?0

There were tears in her eyes. They were like tears that have been too
long coming. He took her hands. Her fingers were cold. They twitched in
his.

OLook at me, Katherine,O he said hoarsely. OlOm sorry.O

Graham came up. He spoke with apparent difficulty.
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OYouOvaot been home. Then what happened last night? Quick! Tell
us what you didN everything.O

OlOveeenthe detective,Ohe answered. OHeO®Id you, too? Be careful.
| think heOs back there, watching and listening.O

Katherine freed her hands. The tears had dried. She shook a little.

OThenyou were at the station,Oshe said. OYoumust have come from
New York, but | tried so hard to get you there. For hours | telephoned
and telegraphed. Then | got Hartley. Come away from the trees so we
can talk withoutN without being overheard.O

As they moved to the centre of the open space Graham indicated
BobbyOs evening clothes.

OWhy are you dressed like that, Bobby? You did come from town? You
can tell us everything you did last night after | left you, and early this
morning?O

Bobby shook his head. His answer was reluctant.

Ol didnOt come from New York just now. | was evidently here last
night, and | canOt remember, Hartley. | remember scarcely anything.O

GrahamOs face whitened.

OTell us,O he begged.

OYouOve got to remember!O Katherine cried.

Bobby as minutely as he could recited the few impressions that re-
mained from last night.

When he had finished Graham thought for some time.

OParedesand the dancer,Ohe said at last, Opractically forced me away
from you last night. 1tOs obvious, Bobby, you must have been drugged.O

Bobby shook his head.

Olthought of that right away, but it wonOtdo. If | had been drugged |
wouldnOt have moved around, and | did come out somehow, | managed
to get to the empty house to sleep. [tOsmore asif my mind had simply
closed, asif it had gone on working its own ends without my knowing
anything about it. And thatOsdreadful, becausethe detective has practic-
ally accused me of murdering my grandfather. How was it done? You
seel know nothing. Tell me howN how he was killed. | canObelieve IN
|IOmsuch a beast. Tell me. If |1 was in the house, some detail might start
my memory.O

SoKatherine told her story while Bobby listened, shrinking from some
disclosure that would convict him. As shewent on, however, his senseof
bewilderment increased, and when she had finished he burst out:

OButwhere is the proof of murder? Where is there even a suggestion?
You say the doors were locked and he doesnOt show a mark.O

25



OThatOsvhat we canOtunderstand,O Graham said. OThereOso evid-
ence we know anything about that your grandfatherOsheart didnOt
simply give out, but the detective is absolutely certain, andN thereOsio
use mincing matters, BobbyN he believes he has the proof to convict
you. He wonOt tell me what. He simply smiles and refuses to talk.O

OThe motive?O Bobby asked.

Graham looked at him curiously. Katherine turned away.

OOfcourse,OBobby cried with a sharpened discomfort. OlOdorgotten.
The moneyN the new will he had planned to make. The moneyOamine
now, but if he had lived until this morning it never would have been. |
see.O

Oltis a powerful motive,0 Graham said, Ofor any one who doesnOt
know you.O

OBut,OBobby answered, OHowells has got to prove first that my
grandfather was murdered. The autopsy?0

OCoronerOsut of the county,0 Graham replied, OandHowells wonOt
have an assistant. Dr. GroomOswaiting in the house. WeOrexpecting the
coroner almost any time.O

Bobby spoke rapidly.

Olfhe calls it murder, Hartley, thereOne thing weOvegot to find out:
what my grandfather was afraid of. Tell me again, Katherine, everything
he said about me. | canOt believe he could have been afraid of me.O

OHecalled you,OKatherine answered, Oawaster. He said: OGodknows
what heOlldo next.OHe said heOdordered you out last night and he
hadnOthad a word from you, but that heOdmade up his mind anyway.
He was going to have his lawyer this morning and change his will, leav-
ing all his money to the Bedford Foundation, except a little annuity for
me. He grew sentimental and said he had no faith left in his flesh and
blood, and that it was sadto grow old with nobody caring for him except
to covet his money. | asked him if he were afraid of you, and all he
answered was: OYouwand Bobby are thicker than thieves.@h, yes. When |
saw him for the last time in the hall he said there was nothing for me to
worry about except you. ThatOsall. | remember perfectly. He said noth-
ing more about you.O

Ol wonder,® Bobby muttered, Oif a jury wouldnOt think it enough.O

Katherine shook her head.

OThereseemedso much more than that behind his fear,Oshe said. OAs
|IOvetold you, he gave me a feeling of superstition. | never once was
afraid of a murdererN of a man in the house. | was afraid of something
queer and active, but not human.O
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Bobby straightened.

OWould you,O he asked, Ocalla man going about in an aphasia quite
human? Somnambulists do unaccountable thingsN such as overcoming
locked doorsN O

ODonOt, Bobby! DonOt!O Katherine cried.

OShN h! Quiet!O Graham warned.

A foot scraped on gravel.

OMaybe the detective,O Bobby suggested.

He stared at the bend, expecting to seethe stiff, plain figure of the de-
tective emerge from the forest. Instead with a dawning amazement he
watched Carlos Paredesstroll into view. The Panamanian was calm and
immaculate. His Van Dyke beard was neatly trimmed and combed. As
he advanced he puffed in leisurely fashion at a cigarette.

Graham flushed.

OAfter last night he has the nerveN O

OBedecentto him,OBobby urged. OHemight help meN might clear up
last night.O

Olwonder,0 Graham mused, Otowhat extent he could clear it up if he
wished.O

Paredesthrew his cigarette away as he came closer. Solemnly he shook
hands with Katherine and Bobby, expressing a profound sympathy.
Even then Bobby remarked that those reserved features let slip no posit-
ive emotion. The man turned to Graham.

OOur little  difference of last evening,Ohe said suavely, Owill, | hope,
evaporate in this atmosphere of unexpected sorrow. If | was in the
wrong | deeply regret it. My one wish now is to join you in being of use
to Bobby and Miss Katherine in their bereavement.| saw the accountin a
paper at luncheon. | came as quickly as possible.O

Graham answered this smooth effrontery with a blunt question.

ODoyou know that Bobby is in very real trouble, that he may be im-
plicated in Mr. BlackburnOs death?0

Paredesflung up his hands, but Bobby, looking for emotion in the sal-
low face then, found none. ParedesO$eatures, it occurred to him, were
exactly like a mask.

Bobby checked himself. In his unhealthy way Paredeshad beena good
friend. The manOs voice flowed smoothly, demanding particulars.

OButthis,Ohe said, when they had told him what they could, Ochanges
the situation. | must stay here. | must watch that detective and learn
what he has up his sleeve.O

Graham turned away.
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OlOve tried. Maybe youOll succeed better than 1.0

OThenyouOll excuse me,O Paredes said quickly. Ol should like your
permission to telephone to my hotel in New York for some clothing. |
want to see this through.O

The three looked at each other. Katherine and Graham seemed about
to speak. Bobby wouldnOt let them.

OCarlos,(nhe said, Oyoumight help me. IOmalmost afraid to ask. What
happened in the cafe last night? The last thing | remember distinctly is
sitting there with you and Maria and a stranger she had introduced. |
didnOtget his name. What did | do? Did any one leave the place with
me?0

Paredes smiled a little, shaking his head.

OYoubehaved asif Mr. GrahamOsarlier fears had been accomplished.
You insisted you were going to catch your train. | didnOtthink it wise, so
| went to the cloak room with you, intending to seeyou home. Some-
how, just the same you gave me the slip.O

OYou oughtnOt to have let him get away,O Graham said.

Paredes shrugged his shoulders.

OYou werenOt there. You donOt know how sly Bobby was.O

Olsuppose itOsuselessto ask,O0Graham said. OYousaw nothing put in
his wine?0

Paredes laughed.

Olsit likely? Certainly not. | should have mentioned it. | should have
stopped such a thing. What do you think | am, Mr. Graham?O

OSorry,0Graham said. OYou must understand we canOtet any lead
slip. This stranger Maria brought up?0O

Ol didnOt catch his name,O Paredes answered.

OlOdever seenhim before. | gathered he was a friend of hersN con-
nected with the profession. Now | shall telephone with your permission,
Miss Katherine; and donOtyou worry, Bobby. | will seeyou through; but
we canOtdo much until the coroner comes, until the detective can be
made to talk.O

Katherine hesitated for a moment, then she surrendered.

OPleasgyo with him, Hartley, andN and make him as comfortable as
you can in this unhappy house.O

Katherine detained Bobby with a nod. He saw the others go. He
shrank, in his mental and physical discomfort, from this isolation with
her. As soon asthe door was closed she touched his hand. Sheburst out
passionately:
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Ol donOt believe it, Bobby. I0Il never believe it no matter what
happens.O

OltOsweet of you, Katherine,Ohe said huskily. OThathelps when you
donOt know what to believe yourself.O

ODonOtalk that way. Such a crime would never have entered your
head under any conditions. Only, Bobby, it ought never to have
happened. You ought never to have beenin this position. Why have you
been friendly with people likeN like that Spaniard? What can he want,
forcing himself here? At any rate, youOll never lead that sort of life
again?0

Her fingers sought his. He clasped them firmly.

OIf | get past this,O he said, OlOlhlways look you straight in the eye,
Katherine. It was madN silly. You donOt quite understandN O

He broke off, glancing at the door through which Graham had
disappeared.

OThen remember,O she said softly, Ol donOt believe it.O

She released his hand, sighing.

OThatQall | cansay, all | can do now. YouOréll, Bobby. Go in. Restfor
awhile. When youOve had sleep you may remember something.O

He shook his head. He walked slowly with her to the house.

As he climbed the stairs he heard Paredes telephoning. He couldnOt
understand the manQOsdnsistence on remaining where clearly he was an
intruder.

He entered his bedroom which he had occupied only once or twice
during the last few months. The place seemedunfamiliar. As he bathed
and dressed his senseof strangenessgrew, and he understood why. The
last time he had been here he had stood in no personal danger. There
had been no black parenthesis in his life during the stretch of which he
might have committed an unspeakable crime. For he couldnOtbelieve as
firmly as Katherine did. Since he couldnOtremember, he might have
done anything.

OCome!O he called in response to a stealthy rapping at the door.

Stealth, it occurred to him, had, since last night, become a stern condi-
tion of his life.

Graham entered and noiselessly closed the door.

Olhad a chanceto slip in,Ohe explained. OParededs wandering about
the place. I0dgive a lot to know what heOsfter at the Cedars. Katherine
is in her room, trying to rest after last night, | fancy.O

OAnNd,O Bobby asked, Othe detectiveN Howells?0
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OlfheOdack from the station,OGraham answered, OheOseeping low. |
wonder if it was he or Paredes who followed you through the woods?0O

OWhy should Carlos have followed me?OBobby asked. OlOvebeen
thinking it over, Hartley. It isnOta bad scheme having him here, since
you think he hasnOt told all he knows.O

Ol donOtsay that,0 Graham answered. Ol donOtknow what to think
about Paredes.|Ovecome to talk about just that. IOma lawyer, and IOve
had some criminal practice. Sincethis detective will be satisfied with you
for a victim, 10mgoing to take your case,if youOllhave me. IOllbe your
detective as well as your lawyer.O

Bobby was a good deal touched.

OThatOkind of youN more than | deserve, for | have resented you at
times.O

Graham, it was clear, didnOt guess he referred to his friendship for
Katherine, for he answered quickly:

Olmust have seemeda nuisance, but | was only trying to get you back
on the straight path where youOvealways belonged. | canObelieve you
did this thing, even unconsciously, until IOmshown proof without a
single flaw. Until the autopsy the only thing we have to work on is that
party last night. 10veaelephoned to New York and put a trustworthy man
on the heelsof Maria and the stranger. Meantime | think 1Odbetter watch
developments here.O

OPlease,Bobby agreed. OStaywith me, Hartley, until this man takes
some definite action.O

He picked at the fringe of the window curtain. Olfthe autopsy shows
that my grandfather was murdered,O he said, Oeitherl killed him, or else
some one has deliberately tried to throw suspicion on me, for with only a
motive to go on this detective wouldnOt be so sure. Why in the name of
heaven should any one kill the old man, place all this money in my
hands, and at the sametime send me to the electric chair? DonOtyou see
how absurd it is that Carlos, Maria, or any one else should have had a
hand in it? There was nothing for them to gain from his death. |0Ove
thought and thought in such circles until | am almost convinced of the
logic of my guilt.O

He drew the curtain farther back and gazed across the court at the
room where his grandfather lay dead. One of the two windows of the
room was a little raised, but the blinds were closely drawn.

Oldid hate him,0 he mused. OThereGthat. Ever since | can remember
he did things to make me despise him. HaveN have you seen him?0O

Graham nodded.
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OHowells took me in. He looked perfectly normalN not a mark.O

Ol donOt want to see him,O Bobby said.

He drew back from the window, pointing. The detective, Howells, had
strolled into the court. His hands hung at his sides. They didnOtswing as
he walked. His lips were stretched in that thin, straight smile. He paused
by the fountain, glancing for a moment anxiously downward. Then he
came on and entered the house.

OHeOlbe restless,0Graham said, Ountil the coroner comes, and proves
or disproves his theory of murder. If he questions you, youOdbetter say
nothing for the present. From his point of view what you remember of
last night would be only damaging.O

Olwant him to leave me alone,OBobby said. Olf he doesnOarrest me |
wonOt have him bullying me.O

Jenkins knocked and entered. The old butler was as white-faced as
Bobby, more tremulous.

OThe policeman, sir! HeOs asking for you.O

OTell him | donOt wish to see him.O

The detective, himself, stepped from the obscurity of the hall, smiling
his queer smile.

OAh! You are here, Mr. Blackburn! IOd like a word with you.O

He turned to Graham and Jenkins.

OAlone, if you please.O

Bobby mutely agreed, and Graham and the butler went out. The de-
tective closed the door and leaned against it, studying Bobby with his
narrow eyes.

Ol donOtsuppose,Ohe began, Othat thereOsany use asking you about
your movements last night?O

ONone,OBobby answered jerkily, Ounlessyou arrest me and take me
before those who ask questions with authority.O

The detectiveOs smile widened.

ONomatter. | didnOtcome to argue with you about that. | was curious
to know if youOd tried to see your grandfatherOs body.O

Bobby shook his head.

Ol took it for granted the room was locked.O

OYes,@nhe detective answered, Obutsome people, it seems,have skilful
ways of overcoming locks.O

He moved to one side, placing his hand on the door knob.

OlOveome to open doors for you, to give you the opportunity an affec-
tionate grandson must crave.O
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Bobby hesitated, fighting back his feeling of repulsion, his first instinct
to refuse. The detective might take it as an evidence against him. On the
other hand, if he went, the man would unquestionably try to tear from a
meeting between the living and the dead some valuable confirmation of
his theory.

OWell?Gthe detective said. OWhatOghe matter? Thought the least |
could do was to give you a chance.WouldnOtdo it for everybody. Then
everybody hasnOt your affectionate nature.O

Bobby advanced.

OFor GodOs sake, stop mocking me. 10l go, since you wish.O

The detective opened the door and stood aside to let Bobby pass.

ODaresay you know the roomN the way to it?0

Bobby didnOtanswer. He went along the corridor and into the main
hall where Katherine had met Silas Blackburn last night. He fought back
his aversion and entered the corridor of the old wing. He heard the de-
tective behind him. He was aware of the manOsnarrow eyes watching
him with a malicious assurance.

Bobby, with a feeling of discomfort, sprung in part from the gloomy
passageway, paused before the door his grandfather had had the unac-
countable whim of entering last night. The detective took a key from his
pocket and inserted it in the lock.

OHadsome trouble repairing the lock this morning,O he said. OThatfel-
low, Jenkins, entered with a heavy handN a good deal heavier than
whoever was here before him.O

He opened the door.

OQueerest case |10ve ever seen,0 he mumbled. OStep in, Mr. Blackburn.O

Becauseof the drawn blinds the room was nearly as dark as the cor-
ridor. Bobby entered slowly, his nerves taut. Against the farther wall the
bed was like an enormous shadow, without form.

OStaywhere you are,Othe detective warned, Ountil | give you more
light. You know, | wouldnOt want you to touch anything, becausethe
room is exactly as it was when he was murdered!O

Bobby experienced a swift impulse to strangle the brutal word in the
detectiveOghroat. But he stood still while the man went to the bureau,
struck a match, and applied it to a candle. The wick burned reluctantly.
It flickered in the wind that slipped past the curtain of the open window.

OCome here,O the detective commanded roughly.

Bobby dragged himself forward until he stood at the foot of the four-
poster bed. The detective lifted the candle and held it beneath the
canopy.
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OYou look all you want now, Mr. Robert Blackburn,O he said grimly.

Bobby conquered the desire to close his eyes, to refuse to obey. He
stared at his grandfather, and a feeling of wonder grew upon him. For
Silas Blackburn rested peacefully in the great bed. His eyeswere closed.
The thick gray brows were no longer gathered in the frown too familiar
to Bobby. The face with its gray beard retained no fear, no record of a
great shock.

Bobby glanced at the detective who bent over the bed watching him
out of his narrow eyes.

OWhy,O he asked simply, Odo you say he was murdered?0O

OHe was murdered,O the detective answered. OMurdered in cold
blood, and, look you here, young fellow, | know who did it. IOmgoing to
strap that man in the electric chair. HeOgyot just one chanceN if he talks
out, if he makes a clean breast of it.O

Across the body he bent closer. He held the candle so that its light
searchedBobbyOsace instead of the dead manOsand the uncertain flame
was like an ambush for his eyes.

In response to those intolerable words BobbyOssick nerves stretched
too tight. No masquerade remained before this huntsman who had his
victim trapped, and calmly studied his agony. The horror of the accusa-
tion shot at him acrossthe body of the man he couldnOtbe sure he hadnOt
murdered, robbed him of his last control. He cried out hysterically:

OWhy donOtyou do something? For GodOssake, why donOtyou arrest
me?0

A chuckle came from the man in ambush behind the yellow flame.

OListento the boy! WhatOshe talking about? Grief for his grandfather.
ThatOs what it isN grief.O

OStop!@Bobby shouted. OltOsvhat youOvebeen accusing me with ever
since you stopped me at the station.OHe indicated the silent form of the
old man. OYoukeep telling me | murdered him. Why donOtyou arrest me
then? Why donOtyou lock me up? Why donOtyou put the caseon areas-
onable basis?O

He waited, trembling. The flame continued to flicker, but the hand
holding the candlestick failed to move, and Bobby knew that the eyes
didnOtwaver, either. He forced his glance from the searching flame. He
managed to lower and steady his voice.

OYoucanOtThatOghe trouble. He wasnOtmurdered. The coroner will
tell you so. Anybody who looks at him will tell you so. Sinceyou havenOt
the nerve to arrest me. IOmgoing. 10mglad to have had this out with you.
Understand. IOm my own master. | do what | please. | go where | please.O
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At last the candle moved to one side. The detective straightened and
walked to Bobby. The multitude of small lines in his face twitched. His
voice was too cold for the fury of his words.

OThatOpist what | want you to do, damn youN anything you please.
|IOmaccusing nobody, but IOmgetting somebody. IOvegot somebody right
now for this old manOanurder. My manOsyoing to writhe and burn in
the chair, confession or no confession. Now get out of this room since
youOre so anxious, and donOt come near it again.O

Bobby went. At the end of the corridor he heard the closing of the
door, the scraping of the key. He was afraid the detective might follow
him to his room to heckle him further. To avoid that he hurried to the
lower floor. He wanted to be alone. He must have time to accustom him-
self to this degrading fate which loomed in the too-close future. Unless
they could demolish the detectiveOsheory he, Bobby Blackburn, would
go to the death house.

A fire blazed in the big hall fireplace. Paredesstood with his backto it,
smoking and warming his hands. A man sat in the shadow of a deep
leather chair, his rough, unpolished boots stretched toward the flaming
logs. As he camedown the stairs Bobby heard the heavy, rumbling voice
of the man in the chair:

OCertainly itOsa queer case,but not the way Howells means.| daresay
the old fool died what the world will call a natural death. If you smoke
so much you will, too, before long.O

Bobby tried to slip past, but Paredes saw him.

OFeeling better, Bobby?0

The boots were drawn in. From the depths of the chair arose a figure
nearly gigantic in the firelight. The manOdace, at first glance, appeared
to be covered with hair. Black and curling, it straggled over his forehead.
It circled his mouth, and fell in an unkempt beard down his waistcoat.
The huge man must have beenasold as Silas Blackburn, but he showed
no touch of gray. His only concessionto age was the sunken and blood-
shot appearance of his eyes.

Bobby and Katherine had always been afraid of this great, grim coun-
try practitioner who had attended their childish illnesses. That senseof
an overpowering and incomprehensible personality had lingered. Even
through his graver fear Bobby felt a sharp discomfort as he surrendered
his hand to the otherOs absorbing grasp.

OIOm afraid you came too late this time, Doctor Groom.O

The doctor looked him up and down.
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ONot for you, | guess,Ohe grumbled. ODonOyou know youOresick,
boy?0

Bobby shook his head.

OIOm very tired. ThatOs all. IOm on my way to the library to try to rest.O

He freed his hand. The big man nodded approvingly.

Ol0lsend you a dose,Ohe promised, OanddonOtyou worry about your
grandfatherOshaving been murdered by any man. IOveseen the body.
Stuff and nonsense! DetectiveOsan ass. Waiting for coroner, although |
know heOs one, t00.0

Ol pray,0 Bobby answered listlessly, Othat youOre right.O

OlIf thereOs any little thing | can do,O Paredes offered formally.

ONo, no. Thanks,O Bobby answered.

He went on to the library. He glanced with an unpleasant shrinking
from the door of the enclosed staircase leading to the private hall just
outside the room in which his grandfather lay dead. There was no fire
here, but he wrapped himself in arug and lay on the broad, high-backed
lounge which was drawn close to the fireplace, facing it. His complete
weariness conquered his premonitions, his feeling of helplessness.The
entrance of Jenkins barely aroused him.

OWhere are you, Mr. Robert?0O

OHere,O Bobby answered sleepily.

The butler walked to the lounge and looked over the back.

OTo be sure, sir. | didnOt see you here.O

He held out a glass.

ODoctor Groom said you were to drink this. It would make you sleep,
sir.0

Bobby closed his eyes again.

OPut it on the table where | can reach it when | want it.O

OYesgsir. Mr. Robert! The policeman? Did he say anything, if | might
make so bold as to ask?0

OGo away,O Bobby groaned. OLeave me in peace.O

And peacefor a little time cameto him. It was the sound of voices in
the room that aroused him. He lay for atime, scarcelyknowing where he
was, but little by little the sickening truth cameback, and he realized that
it was Graham and the detective, Howells, who talked close to the win-
dow, and Graham had already fulfilled his promise.

Bobby didnOtwant to eavesdrop, but it was patent he would embar-
rass Graham by disclosing himself now, and it was likely Graham would
be glad of a withess to anything the detective might say.
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It was still light. A ray from the low sun entered the window and res-
ted on the door of the enclosed staircase.

GrahamOsanxious demand was the first thing Bobby heard dis-
tinctlyN the thing that warned him to remain secreted.

Olthink now with the coroner on his way itOstime you defined your
suspicions a trifle more clearly. | am a lawyer. In a sensel represent
young Mr. Blackburn. Pleasetell me why you are so sure his grandfather
was murdered.O

OAll right,O the detectiveOdevel voice came back. OHalf an hour ago |
would have said no again, but now 1Ovegot the evidence | wanted. | ap-
preciate, Mr. Graham, that youOrea friend of that young rascal, and what
| have to say isnOtpleasant for a friend to hear. But first you want to
know why 1Omso sure the caseis murder, in spite of the doctor who
made his diagnosis without really looking.O

OGo on,0 Graham said softly.

Bobby waitedN his nerves astense asthey had grown in the presence
of the dead man.

OTwo days ago,Othe detective went on quietly, Oold Mr. Blackburn
came to the court house in Smithtown and asked for the best detective
the district attorney could put his hand on. | donOtwant to blow my own
trumpet, but IOvegot away with one or two pretty fair jobs. IOvehad
good offers from private firms in New York. Sothey turned him over to
me. It was easyto seethe old man was scared, just as his niece says he
was last night. The funny part was he wouldnOt say definitely what he
was afraid of. | thought he might be shielding somebody until he was a
little surer of his ground. He told me he was afraid of being murdered,
and he wanted a good man he could call on to come out here to the
Cedarsif things got too hot for him. | can hear his voice now asdistinctly
as if he was standing where you are.

OOMyheartOsall right,O he said. OltwonOtstop awhile yet unless itOs
made to. Soif IOmfound cold some fine morning you can be sure | was
put out of the way.O

Oltried to pump him, naturally, but he wouldnOtsay another word ex-
cept that heOdsend for me if there was time. He didnOtwant any fuss
made, and he gave me a handsome present to keep my mouth shut and
not to bother him with any more questions. | figuredN you canOblame
me, Mr. GrahamN that the old boy was a little cracked. So | took his
money and let it go at that. | didnOtthink much more about it until they
told me early this morning he lay dead here under peculiar
circumstances.O
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O0dd!OGraham commented. Oltdoes make it more like murder, How-
ells. But he doesnOt look like a murdered man.O

OWhenyou know as much about crime as | do, Mr. Graham, youOll
realize that murders which are a long time planning are likely to take on
one of two appearancesN suicide or natural death.O

OAIl right,O Graham said. OForthe purpose of argument let us agree
itOs murder. Even so, why do you suspect young Blackburn?0

OWithout a scrap of evidence itOsplain as the nose on your face,Othe
detective answered. Olf old Blackburn had lived until this morning our
young man would have been a pauper. As it is, heOs millionaire, but |
donOthink heOlknjoy his money. The two had beenat swordOspoints for
a long time. Robert hated the old manNnever made any bones about it.
You couldnOt ask for a more damaging motive.O

OYou canOtconvict a man on motive,0 Graham said shortly. OYou
spoke of evidence.O

OMore,O the detective replied, Othan any jury in the land would ask.O

Bobby held his breath, shrinking from this information, which,
however, he realized it was better he should know.

OWhen | got here,Othe detective said, Ol decided on the theory of
murder to make a careful search as soon as day broke. | didnOthave to
wait for day, though, to find one crying piece of evidence. For a long
time | was alone in the room with the body. Queer feeling about that
room, Mr. Graham. DonOtknow how to describe it exceptto say itOsun-
comfortable. Too old, maybe. Maybe it was just being there alone with
the dead man before the dawn, although | thought | was hardened to
that sort of thing. Anyway, | didnOtlike it. To keep my spirits up, aswell
asto savetime, | commenced searching the place with a candle. Nothing
about the bed. Nothing in the closets or the bureau.O

He grinned sheepishly.

OYouknow | kind of was afraid to open the closetdoors. Then | got on
my knees and looked under the bed. The light was bad and | didnOtsee
anything at first. After a minute, close against the wall, | noticed
something white. | reached in and pulled it out. It was a handkerchief,
and it had a monogram, Mr. GrahamN R. B. in purple and green.O

He paused. Graham exclaimed sharply. Bobby felt the net tighten. If
that evidence was conclusive to the others, how much more sowas it for
him! He recalled how, after awaking in the empty house, he had
searchedunsuccessfully in all his pockets for his handkerchief, intending
to brush the dirt from his shoes.
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Olwent to his room,Othe detective hurried on, Oandfound a lot of his
clothes and his stationery and his toilet articles marked with the same
cipher. | knew my man had made a big mistakeN the sort of mistake
every criminal makes no matter how clever he isN and | had him. But
that isnOtpy any means, all. DonOtiook so distressed, Mr. Graham. There
isnOtthe slightest chance for him. You seel repaired the lock, and, as
soon as it was day, closed the room and went outside to look for signs.
Since nightfall no one had come legitimately through the court except
Doctor Groom and myself. Our footprints were all rightN making a
straight line along the path to the front door. In the soft earth by the
fountain | found another and a smaller print, made by a very neat shoe,
sir, and | said to myself: OTherds almost certainly the footprint of the
murderer.O

OTherewere plenty of others coming acrossthe grass. HeOdevidently
avoided the path. And there was one directly under the open window
where the body lies. ItOsstill there. Perhaps you can seeit. No matter.
ThatOghe last one | found. The prints ceasedthere. There wasnOta one
going back, and | was fair up a stump. Then | saw a little undefined sign
of pressure on the grass, and | got an idea. OSuppose,Dsays, Omyman
took his shoesoff and went around in his stockinged feet!@ couldnOtun-
derstand, though, why he hadnOtthought of that before. | went back to
Robert BlackburnOsroom and got one of his shoes,and ran into a snag
again. The sole of the shoe was a trifle larger than the footprints. Every
one of his shoesl tried was the sameway. | argued that the handkerchief
was enough, but | wanted this other evidence. | simply had to clear up
these queer footprints.

Olfigured, sincethe murder had beenmade to look so much like a nat-
ural death, that heOdcome out here some time to-day, expecting to carry
it off. | wanted to go to the station, anyway, to find out if heOdeen seen
coming through last night or early this morning. While | was talking to
the station agent | had my one piece of luck. | couldnOtbelieve my eyes.
Mr. Robert walks up from the woods. HeOdbeen hiding around the
neighbourhood all the time. Probably had missed his handkerchief and
decided heOdbetter not take any chances. Yet it must have seemed a
pretty sure thing that the station wouldnOt be watched, and itOsthose
nervy things, doing the obvious, that skilful criminals get away with all
the time. | needed only one look at him, and | had the answer to the mys-
tery of the footprints. | gave him plenty of time to come here and change
his clothes, then | manoeuvered him out of his room and went there and
found the pumps heOdworn last night and to-day. You see,theyOdbe a
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little smaller than his ordinary shoes.Not only did they fit the footprints

exactly, but they were stained with soil exactly like that in the court.

There you are, sir. IOvemade a plaster castof one of the prints. 10vegot it
here in my pocket where | intend to keep it until | clear the whole case
up and turn in my report.O

GrahamOs tone was shocked and discouraged.

OWhat more do you want? Why havenOt you arrested him?0

In this room the detectiveOs satisfied chuckle was an offence.

ONo good detective would ask that, Mr. Graham. | want my report
clean. The coroner will tell us how the old man was killed. | want to tell
how young Blackburn got into that room. One of the windows was
raised a trifle, but thatOsno use. IOvefigured on the outside of the wing
until 1Omdizzy. ThereOsi0 way up for a normal man. An orangoutang
would make hard work of it. His latch key would have let him into the
house, and it would have been simple enough for him to find out that
the old man had changed his room. 10vegot to find out how he got past
those doors, locked on the inside.O

He chuckled again.

OAImost like a sleep-walkerOs work.O

Bobby shivered. Was that where the evidence pointed? Already the
net was too finely woven. The detective continued earnestly:

OlOndfiguring on some schemeto make him show me the way. IOvea
sort of plan for to-night, but itOs only a chance.O

OWhat?0O Graham asked.

OO0h,no, sir,OHowells laughed. OYouQllearn about that when the time
comes.O

OldonOtunderstand you,OGraham said. OYouOrsure of your man but
you keep no close watch on him. Do you know where he is now?0

OHavenOt the slightest idea, Mr. Graham.O

OWhatOs to prevent his running away?0

OlOnoffering him every opportunity. He wouldnOt get far, and |Ovea
feeling that if he confessedby running heOdreak down and give up the
whole thing. YouOveno idea how it frets me, Mr. Graham. IOvegot my
man practically in the chair, but from a professional point of view it isnOt
a pretty piece of work until | find out how he got in and out of that room.
The thing seemsimpossible, and yet here we are, knowing that he did it.
Well, maybe 10Il find out to-night. Hello!O

The door opened. Bobby from his hiding place could see Paredeson
the threshold, yawning and holding a cigarette in his fingers.
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OHereyou are,Ohe said drowsily. OIOvgust beenin the court. It made
me seek company. That courtOs too damp, Mr. Detective.O

His laugh was lackadaisical.

OWhenthe sun leavesiit, the court seemsfull of, unfriendly thingsN
what the ignorant would call, ghosts. IOm Spanish and | know.O

The detective grunted.

OFunny!OParedeswent on. OObservationdoesnOteemto interest you.
|Od rather fancied it might.O

He yawned again and put his cigarette to his lips. Puffing placidly, he
turned and left.

OWhat do you suppose he means by that?O the detective said to
Graham.

Without waiting for an answer he followed Paredesfrom the room.
Graham went after him. Bobby threw back the rug and arose. For a mo-
ment he was as curious as the others as to ParedesOsntention. He
slipped acrossthe dining room. The hall was deserted. The front door
stood open. From the court came ParedesOsoice, even, languid, wholly
without expression:

OMeanto tell me you donOtreact to the proximity of unaccountable
forces here, Mr. Howells?0

The detectiveOs laugh was disagreeable.

OYou trying to make a fool of me? That isnOt healthy.O

As Bobby hurried acrossthe hall and up the stairs he heard Paredes
answer:

OYou should speak to Doctor Groom. He says this place is too
crowded by the unpleasant pastN O

Bobby climbed out of hearing. He entered his bedroom and locked the
door. He resented ParedesOsvords and attitude which he defined as
studied to draw humour out of a tragic and desperate situation. He
thought of them in no other way. His tired mind dismissed them. He
threw himself on the bed, muttering:

OIf | run away 10Om done for. If | stay IOm done for.O

He took a fierce twisted joy in one phase of the situation.

OIf I was there last night,O he thought, OHowells will never find out
how | got into the room, because,no matter what trap he sets,| canOtell
him.O

His leaden weariness closed his eyes. For a few minutes he slept agaln.

Once more it was a voice that awakened himN this time a womanOs,
raised in a scream.He sprang up, flung open the door, and stumbled in-
to the corridor. Katherine stood there, holding her dressing gown about
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her with trembling hands. The face she turned to Bobby was white and
panic-stricken. She beckoned, and he followed her to the main hall. The
others came tearing up the stairsN Graham, Paredes,the detective, and
the black and gigantic doctor.

In answer to their quick questions she whispered breathlessly:

Olheard. It was just like last night. It came acrossthe court and stole in
at my window.O

She shook. She stretched out her hands in a terrified appeal.

OSomebodyN something moved in that room where heN heOs dead.O

ONonsense,@he detective said. OBothdoors are locked, and | have the
keys in my pocket.O

Paredes fumbled with a cigarette.

OYouOrdorgetting what | said about my sensitive apprehension of
strange thingsN O

The detective interrupted him loudly, confidently:

Oltell you the room is empty except for the murdered manN unless
someoneOs broken down a door.O

Katherine cried out:

ONo. | heard that same stirring. Something moved in there.O

The detective turned brusquely and entered the old corridor.

OweOll see.O

The others followed. Katherine was close to Bobby. He touched her
hand.

OHeOsght, Katherine. No oneOshere. No one could have been there.
You mustnOt give way like this. IOm depending on youN on your faith.O

She pressed his hand, but her assurance didnOt diminish.

The key scraped in the lock. They crowded through the doorway after
the detective. He struck a match and lighted the candle. He held it over
the bed. He sprang back with a sharp cry, unlike his level quality, his
confident conceit. He pointed. They all approximated his helpless ges-
ture, his blank amazement. For on the bed had occurred an abominable
change.

The body of SilasBlackburn no longer lay peacefully on its back. It had
beenturned on its side, and remained in a stark and awkward attitude.
For the first time the back of the head was disclosed.

Their glancesfocussedthereN on the tiny round hole at the baseof the
brain, on the pillow where the head had rested and which they saw now
was stained with an ugly and irregular splotch of blood.

Bobby saw the candle quiver at last in the detectiveOsand. The man
strode to the door leading to the private hall and examined the lock.

41



OBoth doors,O he said, Owere locked. There was no way inN O

He turned to the others, spreading his hands in justification. The
candle, which he seemedto have forgotten, castgross, moving shadows
over his face and over the face of the dead man.

OAt least youOll all grant me now that he was murdered.O

They continued to stare at the body of Silas Blackburn. Cold for many
hours, it was asif he had made this atrocious revealing movement to as-
sure them that he had, indeed, been murdered; to exposeto their startled
eyes the sly and deadly method.
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Chapter

HOWELLS DELIVERS HIMSELF TO THE
ABANDONED ROOM

For a long time no one spoke. The body of Silas Blackburn had been
alone in alocked room, yet before their eyesit lay, turned on its side, as
if to inform them of the fashion of this murder. The tiny hole at the base
of the brain, the blood-stain on the pillow, which the head had con-
cealed, offered their mute and ghastly testimony.

Doctor Groom was the first to relax. He raised his great, hairy hand to
the bed-post and grasped it. His rumbling voice lacked its usual author-
ity. It vibrated with a childish wonder:

OlOnreminded that it isnOtthe first time thereOsbeen blood from a
manOs head on that pillow.O

Katherine nodded.

OWhatdo you mean?Cthe detective snarled. OThereOsnly one answer
to this. There must have been a mechanical post-mortem reaction.O

For a moment Doctor GroomOdaugh filled the old room. It ceasedab-
ruptly. He shook his head.

ODonObe a fool, Mr. Policeman. At the most conservative estimate this
man has been dead more than thirteen hours. Even a few instants after
death the human body is incapable of any such reaction.O

OWhatthen?Othe detective asked. OSomeone of us, or one of the ser-
vants, must have overcome the locks again and deliberately disturbed
the body. That must be so, but | donOt get the motive.O

Olt isnOt so,0 Doctor Groom answered bluntly.

Already the detective had to a large extent controlled his
bewilderment.

OlOdike your theory then,Ohe said dryly. OYouand Mr. Paredeshave
both been gossiping about the supernatural. When you first came you
hinted dark things. You said heOdprobably died what the world would
call a natural death.O
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Ol meant,O the doctor answered, Oonly that Mr. BlackburnOsheart
might have failed under the impulse of a sudden fright in this room. |
also said, you remember, that the room was nasty and unhealthy. Plenty
of people have remarked it before me.O

Graham touched the detectiveOs arm.

OA little while ago you admitted yourself that the room was
uncomfortable.O

Doctor Groom smiled. The detective faced him with a fierce
belligerency.

OYouOll agree he was murdered.O

OCertainly, if you wish to call it that. But | ask for the sharp instrument
that causeddeath. | want to know how, while Blackburn lay on his back,
it was inserted through the bed, the springs, the mattress, and the
pillow.O

OWhat are you driving at?0O

Doctor Groom pointed to the dead man.

Ol merely repeat that it isnOtthe first time that pillowOs been stained
from unusual wounds in the head. Being, asyou call it, a trifle supersti-
tious, | merely ask if the coincidence is significant.O

Katherine cried out. Bobby, in spite of his knowledge that sooner or
later he would be arrested for his grandfatherOsmurder, stepped for-
ward, nodding.

Ol know what you mean, doctor.O

OAnybody,Othe doctor said, OwhoO®ver heard of this house knows
what | mean. We neednOt talk of that.O

The detective, however, was insistent. Paredesin his unemotional way
expressed an equal curiosity. Bobby and Katherine had been frightened
as children by the stories clustering about the old wing. They nodded
from time to time while the doctor held them in the desolate room with
the dead man, speaking of the other deaths it had sheltered.

Silas BlackburnOsgreat grandfather, he told the detective, had been
carried to that bed from a Revolutionary skirmish with a bullet at the
baseof his brain. For many hours he had raved deliriously, fighting un-
successfully against the final silence.

Olthas beena legend in the family, astheseyoung people will tell you,
that Blackburns die hard, and there are those who believe that people
who die hard leave something behind themN something that clings to
the physical surroundings of their suffering. If it was only that one case!
But it goes on and on. Silas BlackburnOsdfather, for instance, killed him-
self here. He had lost his money in silly speculations. He stood where
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you stand, detective, and blew his brains out. He fell over and lay where
his son lies, his head on that pillow. Silas Blackburn was a money grub-
ber. He started with nothing but this property, and he made a fortune,
but even he had enough imagination to lock this room up after one more
death of that kind. It was this girlOsfather. You were too young, Kather-
ine, to remember it, but | took care of him. | saw it. He was carried here
after he had beenstruck at the back of the head in a polo match. He died,
too, fighting hard. God! How the man suffered. He loosened his band-
agestoward the end. When | got here the pillow was redder than it is to-
day. It strikes me as curious that the first time the room has beenslept in
since then it should harbour a death behind locked doorsN from a
wound in the head.O

ParedesOBngers were restless,asif he missed his customary cigarette.
The detective strolled to the window.

OVeryinteresting,O he said. OExtremelyinteresting for old women and
young children. You may classify yourself, doctor.O

OThanks,Gthe doctor rumbled. OlOIwait until youOvetold me how
these doors were entered, how that wound was made, how this body
turned on its side in an empty room.O

The detective glanced at Bobby. His voice lacked confidence.

OI0Ito my best. I0lleven try to tell you why the murderer came back
this afternoon to disturb his victim.O

Bobby went, curiously convinced that the doctor had had the better of
the argument.

For a moment Katherine, Graham, Paredes,and he were alone in the
main hall.

OGodknows what it was,OGraham said, Obutit may mean something
to you, Bobby. Tell us carefully, Katherine, about the sounds that cameto
you across the court.O

Oltwas just what | heard last night when he died,O she answered. Olt
was like something falling softly, then a long-drawn sigh. | tried to pay
no attention. | fought it. | didnOtcall at first. But | couldnOtkeep quiet. |
knew we had to go to that room. It never occurred to me that the detect-
ive or the coroner might be there moving around.O

OYou were alone up here?0 Graham said.

Ol think s0.0

ONo,O Bobby said. Ol was in my room.O

OWhat were you doing?0O Graham asked.

Ol was asleep. KatherineOs call woke me up.O

OAsleep!O Paredes echoed. OANnd she didnOt call at onceN O
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He broke off. Bobby grasped his arm.

OWhat are you trying to do?0

OlOnsorry,O Paredes said. ONow, really, you mustnOtthink of that. |
shouldnOthave spoken. IOmmore inclined to agree with the doctorOghe-
ory, impossible as it seems.O

OYesterday,OKatherine said, Ol would have thought it impossible.
After last night and just now 1Omnot so sure. IN | wish the doctor were
right. It would clear you, Bobby.O

He smiled.

ODo you think any jury would listen to such a theory?O

Katherine put her finger to her lips. Howells and the doctor came from
the corridor of the old wing. At the head of the stairs the detective
turned.

OYouwill find it very warm and comfortable by the fire in the lower
hall, Mr. Blackburn.O

He waited until Katherine had slipped to her room until Graham,
Paredes, the doctor, and Bobby were on the stairs. Then he walked
slowly into the new corridor.

Bobby knew what he was after. The detective had made no effort to
disguise his intention. He wanted Bobby out of the way while he
searched his room again, this time for a sharp, slender instrument cap-
able of penetrating between the bones at the base of a manOs brain.

Paredeslighted a cigarette and warmed his back at the fire. The doctor
settled himself in his chair. He paid no attention to the others. He
wouldnOt answer ParedesOs slow remarks.

Olnteresting, doctor! | am a little psychic. Always in this house | have
responded to strange, unfriendly influences. Always, as now, the ap-
proach of night depresses me.O

Bobby couldnOtsit still. He nodded at Graham, arose, got his coat and
hat, and stepped into the court. The dusk was already thick there. Damp-
nessand melancholy seemedto exude from the walls of the old house.
He paused and gazed at one of the foot-prints in the soft earth by the
fountain. Shreds of plaster adhered to the edges, testimony that the de-
tective had made his cast from this print. He tried to realize that that
mute, familiar impression had the power to send him to his execution.
Graham, who had come silently from the house, startled him.

OWhat are you looking at?0

ONo use, Hartley. | was on the library lounge. | heard every word
Howells said.O
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OPerhapsitOsjust as well,0 Graham said. OYouknow what you face.
But | hate to see you suffer. WeOvegot to find a way around that
evidence.O

Bobby pointed to the windows of the room of death.

OThereOs no way around except the doctorOs theory.O

He laughed shortly.

OMuch as |Ovefeared that room, IOmafraid the psychic explanation
wonOthold water. Paredesput his finger on it. | would have had time to
get back to my room before Katherine calledN O

OStop, Bobby!O

OHartley! IOmafraid to go to sleep. [tOsdreadful not to know whether
you are active in your sleep, whether you are evil and ingenious to the
point of the miraculous in your sleep. IOm so tired, Hartley.O

OWhy should you have gone to that room this afternoon?O Graham
asked. OYoumust get this idea out of your head. You must have sleep,
and, perhaps, when youOre thoroughly rested, you will remember.O

OIOm not so sure,O Bobby said, Othat | want to remember.O

He pointed to the footprint.

OThereOs no question. | was here last night.O

OUnless,OGraham said, Oyour handkerchief and your shoes were
stolen.O

ONonsense!(Bobby cried. OTheonly motive would be to commit a
murder in order to kil me by sending me to the chair. And who would
know his way around that dark house like me? Who would have found
out so easily that my grandfather had changed his room?0

OltOsogical, O Graham admitted slowly, Obutwe canOgive in. By the
way, has Paredes ever borrowed any large sums?0

Bobby hesitated. After all, Paredes and he had been good friends.

OA little here and there,O he answered reluctantly.

OHas he ever paid you back?0

OldonOtecall,OBobby answered, flushing. OYouknow IOvenever been
exactly calculating about money. Whenever he wanted it | was always
glad to help Carlos out. Why do you ask?0

Olfany one,OGraham answered, Olookedon you as a certain source of
money, there would be a motive in conserving that source, in increasing
it. Probably lots of people knew Mr. Blackburn was out of patience with
you; would make a new will to-day.O

ODoyou think,0 Bobby asked, Othat Carlos is clever enough to have
got through those doors? And what about this afternoonN that ghastly
disturbing of the body?0
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He smiled wanly.

Olt looks like me or the ghosts of my ancestors.O

OlIf Paredes,OGraham insisted, Otriesto borrow any money from you
now, tell me about it. Another thing, Bobby. We canOafford to keep your
experiences of last night a secret any longer.O

He stepped to the door and asked Doctor Groom to come out.

OHewonOtbe likely to passyour confidences on to Howells,O he said.
OThose men are natural antagonists.O

After a moment the doctor appeared, a slouch hat drawn low over his
shaggy forehead.

OWhat you want?O he grumbled. OThis courtOsa first-class place to
catch cold. Dampest hole in the neighbourhood. Often wondered why.O

Olwant to ask you,0 Graham began, Osomething about the effects of
such drugs as could be given in wine. Tell him, will you, Bobby, what
happened last night?0

Bobby vanquished the discomfort with which the gruff, opinionated
physician had always filled him. He recited the story of last nightOsdin-
ner, of his experience in the cafe, of his few blurred impressions of the
swaying vehicle and the woods.

OHartley thinks something may have been put in my wine.O

OWhat for?0 the doctor asked. OWhat had these people to gain by
drugging you? Supposefor some far-fetched reasonthey wanted to have
Silas Blackburn put out of the way. They couldnOtmake you do it by
drugging you. At any rate, they couldnOthave had a hand in this after-
noon. Mind, 1Omnot saying you had a thing to do with it yourself, but |
donOtbelieve you were drugged. Any drug likely to be used in wine
would probably have sentyou into a deep sleep. And your symptoms on
waking up are scarcely sharp enough. Sorry, boy. Sounds more like
aphasia. The path youOvebeen treading sometimes leads to that black
country, and itOsthere that hates sharpen unknown. | remember a case
where a tramp returned and killed a farmer who had refused him food.
Retained no recollection of the crimeN hours dropped out of his life.
They executed him while he still tried to remember.O

Ol read something about the case,O Bobby muttered.

OBeenbetter if you hadnOt,Qhe doctor grumbled. OSuggestionswork
in a manOs brain without his knowing it.O

He thought for a moment, his heavy, black brows coming closer to-
gether. He glanced at the windows of the old room. His sunken, infused
eyes nearly closed.
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Olknow how you feel, and thatOsa little punishment maybe you de-
serve. |0lIsay this for your comfort. You probably followed the plan that
had been impressed on your brain by Mr. Graham. You came here, no
doubt, and stood around. With an automatic appreciation of your condi-
tion you may have taken that old precaution of convivial men returning
home, and removed your shoes. Then your automatic judgment may
have warned you that you werenOffit to go in at all, and you probably
wandered off to the empty house.O

OThen,O Bobby asked, Oyou donOt think | did it?O

OGodknows who did it. God knows what did it. The longer | live the
surer | becomethat we scientists canOprobe everything. Whenever | go
near Silas BlackburnOsody | receive a very powerful impression that his
death in that room from such a wound goes deeper than ordinary
murder, deeper than a case of recurrent aphasia.O

His eyeswidened. He turned with Graham and Bobby at the sound of
an automobile coming through the woods.

OProbably the coroner at last,O he said.

The automobile, a small runabout, drew up at the entrance to the
court. A little wizened man, with yellowish skin stretched across high
cheek bones, stepped out and walked up the path.

OWell!O he said shrilly. OWhat you doing, Doctor Groom?0O

OWaiting to witness another reason why coroners should be abol-
ished,Othe doctor rumbled. OThisis the dead manOgrandson, Coroner;
and Mr. Graham, a friend of the family0s.O

Bobby accepted the coronerOs hand with distaste.

OHowells,Othe coroner said in his squeaky voice, Oseemdo think itOsa
queer case. Inconvenient, | call it. Wish people wouldnOt die queerly
whenever | go on alittle holiday. | had got five ducks, gentlemen, when
they came to me with that damned telegram. Bad business mine, Ocause
people will die when you leastexpectthem to. LetOgo seewhat Howells
has got on his mind. Bright sleuth, Howells! Ought to be in New York.O

He started up the path, side by side with Doctor Groom.

OAre you coming?OGraham asked Bobby. Bobby shook his head. Ol
donOt want to. 10d rather stay outside. YouOd better be there, Hartley.O

Graham followed the others while Bobby wandered from the court
and started down a path that entered the woods from the rear of the
house.

Immediately the forest closed greedily about him. Here and there,
where the trees were particularly stunted, branches cut against a pallid,
greenish glow in the westN the last light.
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Bobby wanted, if he could, to find that portion of the woods where he
had stood last night, fancying the trees straining in the wind like puny
men, visualizing a dim figure in a black mask which he had called his
conscience.

The forest was all of a patternN ugly, unfriendly, melancholy. He
went on, however, hoping to glimpse that particular picture he re-
membered. He left the path, walking at haphazard among the under-
growth. Ahead he saw a placid, flat, and faintly luminous stretch. He
pushed through the bushesand paused on the shore of a lake, small and
stagnant. Dead, stripped trunks of treesprotruded from the water. At the
end a bird arose with a sudden flapping of wings; it cried angrily asit
soared above the trees and disappeared to the south.

The morbid loneliness of the place touched BobbyOsspirit with chill
hands. As a child he had never cared to play about the stagnant lake,
nor, he recalled, had the boys of the village fished or bathed there. Cer-
tainly he hadnOtlimpsed it last night. He was about to walk away when
a movement on the farther bank held him, made him gaze with eager
eyes across the sleepy water.

He thought there was something black in the black shadows of the
treesN a thing that stirred through the heavy dusk without sound. He
received, moreover, an impression of anger and haste as distinct as the
bird had projected. But he could seenothing clearly in this bad light. He
couldnOt be sure that there was any one over there.

He started around the end of the lake, and for a moment he thought
that the shape of a woman, clothed in black, detached itself from the
shadow. The image dissolved. He wondered if it had beenmore substan-
tial than fancy.

OWho is that?0 he called.

The woods muffled his voice. There was no answer. Nor was there, he
noticed, any crackling of twigs or rustling of dead leaves. If there had
beena woman there she had fled noiselessly, yet, as he went on around
the lake, his own progress was distinctly audible through the decay of
autumn.

It was too dark on the other side to detect any tracesof a recent human
presencein the thicket. He couldnOtquiet, however, the feeling that he
had had a glimpse of a woman clothed in black who had studied him
secretly across the stagnant stretch of the lake.

On the other hand, there was no logic in a womanOspresence here at
such an hour, no logic in a strangerOsunning away from him. While he
pondered the night invaded the forest completely, making it impossible
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for him to searchfarther. It had grown so dark, indeed, that he found his
way out with difficulty. The branches caught at his clothing. The under-
brush tangled itself about his feet. It was as if the thicket were trying to
hold him away from the house.

As he entered the court he noticed a discoloured glow diffusing itself
through the curtains of the room of death.

He opened the front door. Paredes and Graham alone sat by the fire.

OThen theyOre not through yet,© Bobby said.

Graham arose. He commenced to pace the length of the hall.

OTheyOvédad Katherine in that room. One would think sheOdbeen
through enough. Now theyOve sent for the servants.O

Paredes laughed lightly.

OAfter this,Ohe said, OlOnafraid, Bobby, youOllneed the powers of the
police to keep servants in your house.O

Muttering, frightened voices came from the dining-room. Jenkins
entered, and, shaking his head, went up the stairs. The two women who
followed him, were in tears. They paused, as if seeking an excuse to
linger on the lower floor, to postpone as long as possible their entrance
of the room of death.

Ella, a pretty girl, whose dark hair and eyes suggested a normal viva-
city, spoke to Bobby.

OltOsutrageous, Mr. Robert. He found out all we knew this morning.
WhatOs he after now? You might think weOd murdered Mr. Blackburn.O

Janewas older. An ugly scar crossedher cheek. It was red and like an
open wound as she demanded that Bobby put a stop to these
inquisitions.

Olcan do nothing,O he said. OGoon up and answer or they can make
trouble for you.O

Muttering again to eachother, they followed Jenkins,and in the lower
hall the three men waited.

Jenkins came down first. His face was white. It twitched.

OThe body!O he mouthed. OltOs moved! | saw it before.O

He stretched out his hands to Bobby.

OThatOwhy they wanted us, to find out where we were this afternoon,
and everything weOvedone, as if we might have gone there, and
disturbedN O

Angry voices in the upper hall interrupted him. The two women ran
down, aswhite asJenkins.At an impatient nod from Bobby the three ser-
vants went on to the kitchen. Howells, the coroner, and Doctor Groom
descended.
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OWhat ails you, Doctor?Othe coroner was squeaking. Ol agree itOsan
unpleasant room. Lots of old rooms are. | follow you when you say no
post-mortem contraction would have caused such an alteration in the
position of the body. ThereOso question about the rest of it. The man
was clearly murdered with a sharp tool of some sort, and the murderer
was in the room again this afternoon, and disturbed the corpse. Howells
says he knows who. 1tOsup to him to find out how. He sayshe has plenty
of evidence and that the guilty personOsn this house, so IOmnot fretting
myself. IOmcrosswith you, Howells, for breaking up my holiday. One of
my assistants would have done as well.O

Howells apparently paid no attention to the coroner. His narrow eyes
followed the doctor with a growing curiosity. His level smile seemedto
have drawn his lips into a line, inflexible, a little cruel. The doctor
grunted:

Olnstead of abolishing coroners we ought to double their salaries.O

The coroner made a long squeak as an indication of mirth.

OYouthink unfriendly spooks did it. IOvealways believed you were an
old fogy. Hanged if that doesnOt sound modern.O

The doctor ran his fingers through his thick, untidy hair.

Olmerely ask for the implement that causeddeath. | only ask to know
how it was inserted through the bed while Blackburn lay on his back.
And if youOvetime you might tell me how the murderer entered the
room last night and to-day.O

The coroner repeated his squeak. He glanced at the little group by the
fire.

OOutin the kitchen, upstairs, or right here under our nosesis almost
certainly the person who could tell us. Interesting case, Howells!O

Howells, who still watched the doctor, answered dryly:

OUnusually interesting.O

The coroner struggled into his coat.

OPermitsare all available,Ohe squeaked. OHaveyour undertakers out
when you like.O

Graham answered him brusquely.

OEverythingOs arranged. 10ve only to telephone.O

The coroner nodded at Doctor Groom. His voice pointed its humour
with a thinner tone.

OIfl were you, Howells, 1Odtake this hairy old theorist up as a suspi-
cious character.O
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The doctor made a movement in his direction while Howells contin-
ued to stare. The doctor checked himself. He went to the closet and got
his hat and coat.

OWant me to drop you, old sawbones?O the coroner asked.

Savagely the doctor shook his head.

OMy buggyOs in the stable.O

The coronerOs squeak was thinner, more irritating than ever.

OThendonOtlet the spooks get you, driving through the woods. Old
folks say there are a-plenty there.O

Bobby arose. He couldnOtface the prospect of the manOssqueaking
again.

OWefind nothing to laugh at in this situation,O he said. OYouOrquite
through?0

The coronerOs eyes blazed.

OlIOnthrough, if thatOghe way you feel. Goodnight.O He added with a
sharp maliciousness: Olleave my sympathy for whoever Howells has his
eagle eye on.O

Howells, when the doctor and the coroner had gone, excused himself
with a humility that mocked the others:

OWith your permission | shall write in the library until dinner.O

He bowed and left.

OHe wants to work on his report,0 Graham suggested.

OAn exceptional man!O Paredes murmured.

OHas he questioned you?O Graham asked.

OlOdscarcely call it that,O Paredes replied. OWeOvdoth questioned,
and weOveboth been clams. | fancy he doesnOthink much of me since |
believe in ghosts, yet the doctor seems to interest him.O

OWhere were you?O Graham asked, Owhen Miss PerrineOsscream
called us?0

Paredes stifled a yawn.

ODozing here by the fire. | am very tired after last night.O

OYou donOt look particularly tired.O

OCustom, IOmashamed to say, constructs a certain armour. To-mor-
row, with a fresh mind, | hope to be able to dissect all | have seenand
heard, all that has happened here to-day.O

OThething that counts is what happened to me last night, Carlos,O
Bobby said. OItOs the only way you can help me.O

As Paredesstrolled to the foot of the stairs Bobby waited for a defens-
ive reply, for a sign, perhaps, that the Panamanian was offended and
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proposed to depart. Paredes, however, went upstairs, yawning. He
called back:

Ol must make myself a trifle more presentable for dinner.O

Graham faced Bobby with the old question:

OWhat can he want hanging around here unless itOsmoney?0 And
after a moment: OHeOsleverN hard to sound. | have to leave you,
Bobby. | must telephoneN the ugly formalities.O

OItOs good of you to take them off my mind,O Bobby answered.

He remained in his chair, gazing drowsily at the fire, trying, always
trying to remember, yet finding no new light among the shadows of his
memory.

Justbefore dinner Katherine joined him. Shewore a sombre gown that
made her face seemtoo white, that heightened the groping curiosity of
her eyes.

Without speaking she sat down beside him and stared, too, at the
smouldering fire. From her presence, from her tactful silence he drew
comfortN to an extent, rest.

OYoumake me ashamed,bhe whispered once. OlOvéeen a beast, leav-
ing you here alone these weeks. You donOtunderstand quite, why that
was.OShewouldnOtlet him go on. Sheshook her head. They remained si-
lently by the fire until Graham and Paredes joined them.

When dinner was announced the detective camefrom the library, and,
uninvited, sat at the table with them. His report evidently still filled his
mind, for he spoke only when it was unavoidable and then in monosyl-
lables. Paredesalone ate with a show of enjoyment, alone attempted to
talk. Eventually even he fell silent before the lack of response.

Afterward he arranged a small card table by the fire in the hall. He
found cards, and, with a package of cigarettes and a box of matches con-
venient to his hand, commenced to play solitaire. The detective, Bobby
gathered, had brought his report up to date, for he lounged near by,
watching the PanamanianOsslender fingers as they handled the cards
deftly. Bobby, Graham, and Katherine were glad to withdraw beyond
the range of those narrow, searching eyes. They entered the library and
closed the door.

Graham, expectant of a report from his man in New York as to the
movements of Maria and the identity of the stranger, was restless.

OIf we could only get one fact,O he said, Oonereasonable clue that
didnOtinvolve Bobby! IOvenever felt so at sea.| wonder if, in spite of
HowellsOsevidence, weOrenot all a little afraid since this afternoon, of
something such as Katherine felt last nightN something we canOtlefine.
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Howells alone is satisfied. We must believe in the hand of another man.
Doctor Groom talks about indefinable hands.O

OUncle Silas was so afraid last night!O Katherine whispered.

OThat,O Bobby cried, Ois the fact we must have.O

He paused.

OWhatOs that?O he asked sharply.

They sat for some time, listening to the sound of wheels on the gravel,
to the banging of the front door, and, later, to the pacing of men in the
room of death overhead. They tried again to thread the mazes of this
problem whose only conceivable exit led to BobbyOsguilt. The move-
ments upstairs persisted. At last they became measured and dragging,
like the footsteps of men who carried some heavy burden.

They looked at each other then. Katherine hid her eyes.

OltOs like a tomb here,O Bobby said.

He arranged kindling in the fireplace and touched a match to it. It
hadnOtoccurred to him to ring for Jenkins. None of them wished to be
disturbed. Eventually it was the detective who intruded. He strolled in,
glanced at them curiously for a moment, then walked to the door of the
enclosed staircase. He grasped the knob.

OTo-night,Ohe announced, Ol am trying a small experiment on the
chanceof clearing up the last details of the mystery. Sinceit depends on
the courage of whoever murdered Mr. Blackburn IOvesmall hope of its
success.O

He indicated the ceiling. OYouOvéeard, | daresay, whatOsbeen going
on up there. Mr. BlackburnOsbody has been removed to his own room.
The room where he was killed is empty. | mean to go up and enter and
lock the doors as he did last night. | shall leave the window up asit was
last night. | shall blow out the candle as he did.O

He lowered his voice. He looked directly at Bobby. His words carried
a definite challenge.

Olshall lie on the bed and await the murderer under the precise condi-
tions Mr. Blackburn did.O

OWhat do you expect to gain by that?0O Graham asked.

OProbablynothing,O Howells answered, Obecauseas | have said, suc-
cessdepends upon the courage of a man who kills in the dark while his
victim sleeps.| simply give him the chanceto attack me as he did Mr.
Blackburn. Of course he realizes it would be a good deal to his advant-
age to have me out of the way. | ask him to come, therefore, as stealthily
ashe did last night. | beg him to match his skill with mine. | want him to
play his miracle with the window or one of the locks. But IOllwager he
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hasnOtthe nerve, although | donOtsee why he should hesitate. HeOsa
doomed man. | shall make my arrest in the morning. | shall publish all
my evidence.O

Bobby wouldnOt meet the narrow, menacing eyes, for he knew that
Howells challenged him to a duel of slyness with the whole truth at
stake. The detectiveOsnanner increased the hatred which had blazed in
BobbyOsnind when he had stood in the bedroom over his grandfatherOs
body. For a moment he wished with all his heart that he might acceptthe
challenge. He did the best he could.

Ol gather,O he said, Othatyou havenOtunearthed the motive for dis-
turbing the body. And have you found the sharp instrument that caused
death?0

The detective answered tolerantly:

Olhave found a number of sharp instruments. None of them, however,
seems quite slender or round enough. 1Ollget all that out of my man
when | lock him up. 10l get it to-night if he dares come.O

OWhy,OGraham said, Odoyou announce your plans so accurately to
us?0

The detectiveOs level smile widened.

OYou shouldnOt ask that, Mr. Graham. IOvecaused the servants to
know my plans. Mr. Paredesknows them. | wish every one in the house
to know them. That is in order that the murderer, who is in the house,
may come if he wishes.O

Katherine arose abruptly.

OWhenyou come down to it,O she said, Oyou are accusing one of us.
1tOs brutal, unfairN absurd.O

Ol am a detective, Miss,O Howells answered. Ol have my own
methods.O

Bobby stared at the slight protuberance in the breast pocket of the de-
tectiveO<oat. The castof his footprint must be secretedthere, and almost
certainly the handkerchief which had been found beneath the bed. He
shrank from his own thoughts.

If he had consciously committed this murder he could understand a
desire to get that evidence.

Katherine had gone closer to the detective.

Olnany case,Gshe urged him, Olwish you wouldnOttry to spend the
night in that room. It isnOtpleasant. After what the doctor has said, itN
well, it isnOt safe.O

Howells burst out laughing.
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ONeverfear, Miss. IOmcontent to give Doctor GroomOsspirits as much
chance to take a fall out of me as anybody. 10llbe going up now.O He
bowed. OGood-night to you all, and pleasant dreams.O

He opened the door and slipped into the darkness of the private stair-
case.They heard him, after he had closed the door, climbing upward.
Katherine shivered.

OHehas plenty of courage, Hartley! If nothing happens to him to-night
heOlfinish Bobby in the morning. That mustnOthappen. He mustnOtgo to
jail. You understand. Things would never be the same for him again.O

Graham spread his hands.

OWhatam | to do? | might go to New York and get after these people
myself.O

ODonOteave the Cedars,OBobby begged, Ountil he does arrest me.
ThereQOlbe plenty of time for the New York end then. IOveno faith in it.
Watch Carlos if you want, but most important of all, find outN some-
how youOve got to find outN what my grandfather was afraid of.O

Graham nodded.

OAnNd if it does come to an arrest, Bobby, youOrenot to say a word to
anybody without my advice. You ought to get to bed now. You must
have rest, and Katherine, too. DonOtlisten to-night, Katherine, for mes-
sages from across the court.O

OI0ltry,O she said, Obut, Hartley, | wish that man wasnOthere. | wish
no one was in that room.O

She took BobbyOs hand.

OGood-night, Bobby, and donOtgive up hope. WeOlldo something.
Somehow weOll pull you through.O

Bobby waited, hoping that Graham would offer to share his room with
him. For, as he had said earlier, the prospect of going to sleep, of losing
control of his thoughts and actions, appalled him. Yet such an offer, he
realized, must impress Graham asdelicate, asan indication that he really
doubted BobbyOsnnocence, as a sort of spying. He wasnOtsurprised,
therefore, when Graham only said:

OIOIbe in the next room, Bobby. If youOrerestlessor need me youOve
only to knock on the wall.O

Bobby didnOt leave the library with them. The warmth with which
Katherine had just filled him faded as he watched her go out side by side
with Graham. Her hand was on GrahamOsarm. There was, he fancied, in
her eyes an emotion deeper than gratitude or friendship. He sighed as
the door closed behind them. He was himself largely to blame for that
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situation. His very revolt against its imminence had hastened its
shaping.

He walked anxiously to the table. He had remembered the medicine
Doctor Groom had prepared for him that afternoon to make him sleep.
He hadnOttaken it then. If it remained where he had left it, which was
likely enough in the disordered state of the household, he would drink it
now. Reinforced by his complete weariness, it ought to send him into a
sleep profound enough to drown any possible abnormal impulses of
unconsciousness.

The glasswas there. He drained it, and stood for a time looking at the
pinkish sediment in the bottom. That was all right for to-night, but after-
wardN he couldnOt shrink perpetually from sleep. He shrugged his
shoulders, remembering it would make little difference what he did in
his sleep when they had him behind prison bars. Perhaps this would be
his last night of freedom.

He found Paredesstill in the hall. The Panamanian, with languid ges-
tures, continued to play his solitaire. His box of cigarettes was much
reduced.

Ol thought you were tired, Carlos.O

Paredesglanced up. His eyeswere neither weary nor alert. As usual
his expression disclosed nothing of his thoughts, yet he must have read
in BobbyOs tone a reproach at this indifference.

OThegame intrigues me,Ohe murmured, Oandyou know,O he added
dreamily. Ol sometimes think better while | amuse myself.O

Bobby nodded good-night and went on up to his room. Even while he
undressed the effects of the doctorOsnarcotic were perceptible. His eyes
had grown heavy, his brain a trifle numb.

Almost apathetically he assured himself that he couldnOtaccomplish
these mad actions in his sleep.

OYetlast nightN Ohe murmured. OThatfinishes me in the eyesof the
law. The doctor will testify to aphasia. According to him | am two menKN
two men!O

He yawned, recalling snatchesof books he had read and one or two
scientific reports of such cases.He climbed into bed and blew out his
candle. His drowsiness thickened. In his dulled mind one recollection re-
mainedN the picture of Howells coldly challenging him with his level
smile to make a secretentrance of the old bedroom in a murderous effort
to escapethe penalty of the earlier crime. And Howells had been right.
His death would give Bobby a chance. The destruction of the evidence,
the bringing into the caseof a broader-minded man, a man without a
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carefully constructed theoryN all that would help Bobby, might save
him. Howells, moreover, had indicated that he had so far withheld his
evidence. But that was probably a bait.

In his drowsy way Bobby hated more powerfully than before this de-
tective who, with a serene malevolence, made him writhe in his net.
Thought ceased.He drifted into a trance-like sleep. He swung in the
black pit again, fighting out against crushing odds. The darkness
thundered asthough informing him that graver forces than any he had
ever imagined had definitely grasped him. Then he understood. He was
in a black cell, and the thundering was the steady advance of men along
an iron floor to take himN

OBobby! Bobby!O

He flung out his hands. He sat upright, opening his eyes. The black-
nessassumedthe familiar, yielding quality of the night. The thunder, the
footfalls, became a hurried knocking at his door.

OBobby!YouOrehereN Olt was Katherine. Her tone made the night as
frightening as the blackness of the pit.

OWhatOs the matter?0

OYouOr¢here. | didnOtknow. Get up. HartleyOsputting some clothes
on. Hurry! The house is so darkN so strange.O

OTell me whatOs happened.O

ShedidnOtanswer at first. He struck a match, lighted his candle, threw
on a dressing gown, and stepped to the door. Katherine shrank against
the wall, hiding her eyesfrom the light of his candle. He thought it odd
she should wear the dress in which she had appeared at dinner. But it
seemed indifferently fastened, and her hair was in disorder. Graham
stepped from his room.

OWhat is it?0 Bobby demanded.

OYouwouldnOtwake up, Bobby. You were so hard to wake.OThe idea
seemed to fill her mind. She repeated it several times.

OltOsothing,O Graham said. OGoback to your room, Katherine. SheOs
fancifulN O

Shelowered her hands. Her eyeswere full of terror. ONo.We have to
go to that room as | went last night, as we went to-day.O

Graham tried to quiet her. OWeOll go to satisfy you.O

Her voice hardened. Olknow. | was asleep. It woke me up, stealing in
across the court again.O

Bobby grasped her arm. OYou came out and aroused up at once?0

Sheshook her head. OIN | couldnOtfind my dressing gown. This dress
was by the bed. | put it on, but | couldnOt seem to fasten it.O
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Bobby stepped back, remembering his last thought before drifting into
the trance-like sleep. She seemed to know what was in his mind.

OBut when | knocked you were sleeping so soundly.O

OToo soundly, perhaps.O

OCome.WeOregrowing imaginative,0 Graham said. OHowells would
take care of himself. HeOllprobably give us the deuce for disturbing him,
but to satisfy you, Katherine, weOll wake him up.O

Olf you can,O she whispered.

They entered the main hall. Light camethrough the stair well from the
lower floor. Graham walked to the rail and glanced down. Bobby fol-
lowed him. On the table by the fireplace the cards were arranged in neat
piles. A strong draft blew cigarette smoke up to them.

OParedes,@raham said, amazed, Oisstill downstairs. The front doorOs
open. HeOs probably in the court.O

Olt must be very late,0 Bobby said.

Katherine shivered.

OHalf-past two. | looked at my watch. The same time as last night.O

With a gesture of resolution she led the way into the corridor. Bobby
shrank from the damp and musty atmosphere of the narrow passage.

OWhy do you come, Katherine?O he asked.

Ol have to know, as | had to know last night.O

Graham raised his hand and knocked at the door which again was
locked on the inside. The echoes chattered back at them. Graham
knocked again. With a passionaterevolt Katherine raised her hands, too,
and pounded at the panels. Suddenly she gave up. Shelet her hands fall
listlessly.

OlItOs no use.O

OHowells! Howells!O Graham called. OWhy donOt you answer?0

OWhen he boasted to-night,O Katherine whispered, Othe murderer
heard him.O

OSuppose heOs gone down to the library?O Graham said.

Bobby gave Katherine the candle.

ONo.HeOdhave stayed. WeOvegot to break in here. WeOveajot to find
out.O

Graham placed his powerful shoulder against the door. The lock
strained. Bobby added his weight. With a splintering of wood the door
flew open, precipitating them across the threshold. Through the dark-
ness Graham sprang for the opposite door.

OItOs locked,O he called, Oand the keyOs on this side.O
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Bobby took the candle from Katherine and forced himself to approach
the bed. The flame flickered a little in the breezewhich stole past the cur-
tain of the open window. It shook across the body of Howells, fully
clothed with his head on the stained pillow. His face, intricately lined,
was as peaceful as Silas BlackburnOs had been. Its level smile persisted.

Bobby caught his breath.

OHowellsN O

He set the candle on the bureau.

OItOs no use. We must look at the back of his head.O

OThe back of his head!O Katherine echoed.

OltOs illegal,® Graham said.

OLook!O Bobby cried. OWeOve got to look!O

Graham tiptoed forward. He stretched out his hand. With a motion of
abhorrence he drew it back. Bobby watched him hypnotically, thinking:

Ol wanted this. | hated him. | thought of it just before | went to sleep.O

Graham reached out again. This time he touched HowellsOshead. It
rolled over on the pillow.

OGood God!O he said.

They stared at the red hole, near the baseof the brain, at a fresh crim-
son splotch, straying beyond the edges of the darker one they had seen
that afternoon.

Graham turned away, his hand still outstretched, as if it had touched
some poisonous thing and might retain a contamination.

OHe was prepared against it,O he whispered, Oexpectedit, yet it got
him.O

He glanced rapidly around the room whose shadows seemed
crowding about the candle to stifle it.

OUnlessweOraall mad,Ohe cried, Othemurderer must be hidden in this
room now. DonOtyou see?HeOgot to be, or GroomOsright, and weOre
fighting the dead. Go out, Katherine. Stand by that broken door, Bobby.
IOm going to look.O
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4

Chapter

A STRANGE LIGHT APPEARS AT THE DESERTED
HOUSE

GrahamOsintention, logical as it was, impressed Bobby as quite futile.
SilasBlackburn had died in this ancient, melancholy room behind locked
doors. This afternoon, with a repetition of the sounds that had probably
accompanied his death, they had beendrawn to find that, behind locked
doors again, the position of the body had changed incredibly, asif to ex-
pose to them the tiny fatal wound at the baseof the brain. Now for the
third time those stealthy movements had aroused Katherine, and they
had found, once more behind locked doors, the determined and mali-
cious detective, murdered precisely as old Blackburn had been.

Of course Graham was logical. By every rational argument the mur-
derer must still be in the room. Yet Bobby foresaw that, as always, no
one would be found, that nothing would be unearthed to explain the
successionof tragic mysteries. While Graham commenced his search, in-
deed, he continued to stare at the little round hole in HowellsOshead, at
the fresh, irregular stain on the pillow, and he became absorbed in his
own predicament. Again and again he asked himself if he could be re-
sponsible for these murders which had been committed with an inhu-
man ingenuity. He knew only that he had wandered, unconscious, in the
vicinity of the Cedarslast night; that he had beenasleepwhen his grand-
fatherOsbody had altered its position; that he had gone to sleep a little
while ago too profoundly, brooding over HowellsOschallenge to the
murderer to invade the room of death and kill him if he could. Howells
had been confident that he could handle a man and so solve the riddle of
how the room had been entered. Certainly HowellsOschallenge had been
accepted,and Bobby knew that he had fallen into that deep sleep hating
the detective, telling himself that the manOsleath might save him from
arrest, from conviction, from an intolerable walk to a little room with a
single chair.
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ORecurrent aphasia.OThe doctorOsexpression came back to him. In
such a state a man could overcome locked doors, could accomplish ap-
parent miracles and retain no recollection. And Bobby had hated and
feared Howells more than he had his grandfather.

Dully he saw Katherine go out at GrahamOsdirection. As one in a
dream he moved toward the door they had had to break down on
entering.

OStand close to it,0 Graham said. OWeOQll cover everything.O

OYouOll find no one,O Bobby answered with a perfect assurance.

He saw Graham take the candle and explore the large closets. He
watched him examine the spacesbehind the window curtains. He could
smile a little as Graham stooped, peering beneath the bed, as he moved
each piece of furniture large enough to secrete a man.

OYou see, Hartley, itOs no use.O

GrahamOs lack of success, however, stimulated his anger.

OThen,Che said, Otheremust be some hiding place in the walls. Such
devices are common in houses as old as this.O

Bobby indicated the silent form of the detective.

OHebelieved | killed my grandfather. The only reason he didnOtarrest
me was his failure to find out how the room had been entered and left.
DonOtyou suppose he looked for a hiding place or a secretentrance the
first thing? ItOs obvious.O

But GrahamOssavage determination increased. He sounded each pan-
el. None gave the slightest revealing response.He got a tape from Kath-
erine and measured the dimensions of the room, the private hall, and the
corridor. At last he turned to Bobby, his anger dead, his face white and
tired.

OEverything checks,the admitted. OThereOso secretroom, no way in
or out. Logically GroomOsight. WeOrdighting the dead who resent the
intrusion of your grandfather and Howells.O

He laughed mirthlessly.

OAfter all, we canOt surrender to that. There must be another answer.O

OFrom the first Howells was satisfied with me,O Bobby said.

Graham flung up his hands.

OThentell me how you got in without disturbing those locks. | grant
you, Bobby, you had sufficient motive for both murders, but | donOtbe-
lieve you have two personalities, one decent and lovable, the other cruel
and cunning to the point of magic. | donOtbelieve if a man had two such
personalities the actions of one would be totally closedto the memory of
the other.O
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Bobby smiled wanly.

Olt isnOt pleasant to confess it, Hartley, but | have read of such cases.O

OFiction!O

OScientific fact.O

Olwish to the devil | had shared your room with you to-night,O Gra-
ham muttered. Ol might have furnished you an alibi for this affair at
least.O

OEither that,O Bobby answered frankly, Ooryou might have followed
me and learned the whole secret. Honestly, isnOtthat what you were
thinking of, Hartley? And | did go to sleep, telling myself it would help
me if something of the sort happened to Howells. Now IOmnot so sure
that it will. IN | suppose youOve got to notify the police.O

Graham held up his hand.

OWhatOs that? In the corridor!O

There were quiet footsteps in the corridor. Bobby turned quickly,
Paredes strolled slowly through the passage, a cigarette held in his
slender, listless fingers. Bobby stared at him, remembering his surprise a
few minutes ago that the Panamanian should have sat up so late, should
have been, probably, in the court when they had followed Katherine to
the discovery of this new crime.

Paredespaused in the doorway. He took in the tragic picture framed
by the sinister room without displaying the slightest interest. He contin-
ued to hold his cigarette until it expired. Then he crossedthe threshold.
Graham and Bobby watched the expressionlessface. Gracefully Paredes
raised his finger and pointed to the bed. When he spoke his voice was
low and pleasant:

OAppalling! | feared something of the kind when | heard you come to
this room.O

He glanced at the broken door.

OThesame unbelievable circumstance,Ohe drawled. Olseeyou had to
break in.O

The colour flashed back to GrahamOs face.

OYou have taken plenty of time to solve your misgivings.O

Olt hasnObeen so long. | fancied everything was all right, and | was
immersed in my solitaire. Then | heard a stirring upstairs. As |Ovetold
you, the house frightens me. It is not natural or healthy. Sol cameup to
investigate this stirring, and there was Miss Katherine in the hall. She
told me.O

Graham faced him with undisguised enmity.
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Olmmersedin your solitaire! We were attracted by a light in the lower
hall at such an hour. We looked down. You were not there. The front
door was open.O

Paredes glanced at his cold cigarette. He yawned.

OWhenHowells died precisely as Mr. Blackburn did,O Graham hurried
on, Oyoualone were awake about the house. WerenOwou at that moment
in the court?O

Paredes laughed tolerantly.

Oltis clear, in spite of my apologies, that we are not friends, Graham;
but, may | ask, are you accusing me of this strangeN accident?0

Ol should like to know what you were doing in the court.O

OPerhaps,CParedes answered, Ol was attracted there by the sounds
that aroused Miss Katherine.O

Graham shook his head.

OFromher description | doubt if those sounds would have been aud-
ible in the hall.O

ONo matter,0 Paredes said. Ol merely suggest that itOsa case for
Groom. His hint of a spiritual enmity may be saner than you think.O

Katherine appeared in the doorway. She had evidently overheard
ParedesOsomment, for she nodded. The determination in her eyessug-
gested that she had struggled with the situation during these last mo-
ments and had reached a definite conclusions That quality was in her
voice.

OAtleast, Hartley,O she said, Oyoumust send for Doctor Groom before
you notify the police.O

Graham waved his hand.

OWhy?0 he asked. OThe man is dead.O

With a movement, hidden from Paredes, she indicated Bobby.

OLasttime there was a good deal of delay before the doctor came. If we
get him right away he may be able to do something for this poor fellow.
At least his advice would be useful.O

Bobby realized that she was fighting for time for him. Any delay
would be useful that would give them a chanceto plan before the police
with unimaginative efficiency should invade the house and limit their
opportunities. Graham showed that he caught her point.

OMaybe itOsbetter,O he said. OThen, Bobby, telephone Groom to be
ready for you, and take my runabout. I1tOsin the stable. YouOllget him
here much faster than he could come in his carriage.O

OWhile IOm gone,© Bobby asked, Owhat will you do?0O
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OWatch this room,O Graham jerked out. OSeethat no one enters or
leaves it, or touches the body. 101l hope for some clue.O

OYouOveplenty of courage,OParedes drawled. Ol shouldnOt care to
watch alone in this room.O

He followed Katherine into the corridor. Bobby looked at Graham.

OYouOll take no chances, Hartley?O

GrahamOs smile wasnOt pleasant.

OAccording to you and the dead detective thereOsho risk while youOre
out of the house. Still, | shall be nervous, but donOt worry.O

Bobby joined the others before they had reached the hall.

OOf course Hartley found nothing,O Katherine said to him.

ONothing,O Paredes answered, Oexcept a very bad temper.O

KatherineOs distaste for the man was no longer veiled.

OYoudonOtike Mr. Graham,Oshe said, Obuthe is our friend, and he is
in this house to help us.O

Paredes bowed.

Olregret that the amusement Mr. Graham causesme sometimes finds
expression. He is so earnest, so materialistic in his relation to the world.
That is why he will see nothing psychic in the situation.O

ParedesOsasy contempt was like a tonic for Katherine. Her fear
seemedto drop from her. Sheturned purposefully to Bobby, ignoring
the Panamanian.

Ol shall watch with Hartley,O she said.

He was ashamed that jealousy should creep into such a moment, but
her resolve recalled his amorous discontent. The prospect of Graham and
her, watching alone, drawn to eachother by their fright and uncertainty,
by their surroundings, by the hour, becameunbearable. It placed him, to
an extent, on ParedesOside. It urged him, when Paredeshad gone on
downstairs, to spring almost eagerly to his defence.

OAsHartley says,OKatherine began, Ohemakes you think of a snake.
He must see we dislike and resent him.O

OYou and Hartley, perhaps,OBobby said. OCarlossays he is here to
help me. 10Ove no reason to disbelieve him.O

A little colour came into KatherineOsface. She half stretched out her
hand as if in an appeal. But the colour faded and her hand dropped.

OWe are wasting time,O she said. OYou had better go.O

Ol am sorry we disagree about Carlos,0 he commenced.

She turned deliberately away from him.

OYou must hurry,O she said. OHurry!O
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He saw her enter the corridor to join Graham. The obscurity of the nar-
row place seemed to hold for him a new menace.

He walked downstairs slowly. While he telephoned, instructing a ser-
vant to tell the doctor to be dressedand ready in twenty minutes, he saw
Paredes go to the closet and get his hat and coat.

Ol shall keep you company,O the Panamanian announced.

Bobby was glad enough to have him. He didnOtwant to be alone. He
was aware by this time that no amount of thought would persuade use-
ful memories to emerge from the black pit. They walked to the stable,
half gone to ruin like the rest of the estate. Bobby started GrahamOstar.
The servants@quarters, he saw, were dark. Then Jenkinsand the two wo-
men hadnOtbeen aroused, were still ignorant of the new crime. As they
drove smoothly past the gloomy house they glimpsed through the court
the dimly lit windows of the old room that persistently guarded its grim
secret.Bobby pictured the living aswell asthe dead there, and his mind
revolted, and he shivered. He opened the throttle wider. The car sprang
forward. The divergent glare from the headlights forced back the reluct-
ant thicket. Paredes drawled unexpectedly:

OThere is nothing as lonely anywhere in the world.O

He stooped behind the windshield and lighted a cigarette.

OAt least. Bobby,Ohe said between puffs, OtheCedars has taken from
you the fear of Howells.O

And after a time, staring at the glow of his cigarette, he went on softly:

OHave you noticed anything significant about the discovery of each
mystery at the Cedars?0

OMany things,O Bobby muttered.

OThink,O Paredes urged him.

Bobby answered angrily:

OYouOvsuggestedthat to me once to-day, Carlos. You mean that each
time | have been asleep or unconscious.O

Ol mean something quite different,O Paredes said.

He hesitated. When he continued, his drawl was more pronounced.

OThenyou havenOtremarked that eachtime it has been Miss Katherine
who has made the discovery, who has aroused the rest of the house?0

The car swerved sharply. BobbyOdirst impulse had been to take his
hands from the wheel, to force Paredes to retract his sly insinuation.

OThatOthe rottenest thing 1Oveever known you to do, Carlos. Take it
back.O

Paredes shrugged his shoulders.
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OThereis nothing to take back. | accuseno one. | merely call attention
to a chain of exceptional coincidences.O

OYoumake me wonder,O Bobby said, Oif Hartley isnOfjustified in his
dislike of you. YouOll kill such a ridiculous suspicion.O

OOr?QParedesdrawled. OVerywell. It seemsmy fate recently to offend
those | like best.| merely thought that any theory leading away from you
would be welcome.O

OAny theory,O Bobby answered, Oinvolving Katherine is unthinkable.O

Paredes smiled.

OldidnOtunderstand exactly how you felt. | rather took it for granted
that GranamN Never mind. | take it back.O

OThendrop it,0Bobby answered sullenly, sorry that there was nothing
else he could say.

They continued in silence through the deserted forest whose aggress-
ive loneliness made words seemtrivial. Bobby was asking himself again
where he had stood last night when he had glimpsed for a moment the
straining trees and the figure in a mask which he had called his con-
science. If he could only prove that figure substantial! Then Graham
would have some ground for his suspicion of Paredesand the dancer
Maria. He glanced at Paredes. Could there have been a conspiracy
against him in the New York cafe?Did Paredes,in fact, have some devi-
ous purpose in remaining at the Cedars?

The automobile took a sharp curve in the road. Bobby started, gazing
ahead with an interest nearly hypnotic. The headlights had caught in
their glare the deserted farmhouse in which he had awakened just before
Howells had told him of his grandfatherOsdeath and practically placed
him under arrest. In the white light the frame of the house from which
the paint had flaked, appeared ghastly, unreal, like a structure seenin a
nightmare from which one recoils with morbid horror. The light left the
building. As the car tore past, Bobby could barely make out the black
mass in the midst of the thicket.

Paredes had observed it, too.

Ol daresay,Ohe remarked casually, OtheCedars will become as deser-
ted as that. It is just that it should, for the entire neighbourhood im-
pressesone as unfriendly to life, as striving through death to drive life
out.O

OHave you ever seen that house before?O Bobby asked quickly.

Ol have never seen it before. | do not care ever to see it again.O

It was a relief when the forest thinned and fields stretched, flat and
pleasant, like barriers against the stunted growth. Bobby stopped the car
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in front of one of a group of housesat a crossroads.He climbed the steps
and rang. Doctor Groom opened the door himself. His gigantic, hairy fig-
ure was silhouetted against the light from within.

OWhatOsthe matter now?O he demanded in his gruff voice.
OFortunately | hadnOtgone to bed. | was reading some books on psychic
manifestations. WhoOs sick? OrN O

BobbyOs face must have told him a good deal, for he broke off.

OGetyour things on,0 Bobby said, Oand | will tell you as we drive
back, for you must come. Howells hasbeenkilled precisely asmy grand-
father was.O

For a moment Doctor GroomOsbulky frame remained motionless in
the doorway. Instead of the surprise and horror Bobby had foreseen,the
old man expressed only a mute wonder. He got his hat and coat and
entered the runabout, Paredesmade room for him, sitting on the floor,
his feet on the running board.

Bobby had told all he knew before they had reached the forest. The
doctor grunted then:

OThewound at the back of the head was the same as in your grand-
fatherOs case?0

OExactly.O

OThen what good am 1? Why am | routed out?O

OA formality,O Bobby answered. OKatherine thought if we got you
quickly you might do something. Anyway, she wanted your advice.O

The woods closed about them. Again the lights seemedto push back a
palpable barrier.

OlcanOwork miracles,Othe doctor was murmuring. OlcanObring men
back to life. Suchawound leavesno ground for hope. YouOdbetter have
sent for the police at once. Hello!O

He strained forward, peering around the windshield.

OFunny!O Paredes called.

BobbyOs eyes were on the road.

OWhat do you see?0

OThe house, Bobby!O Paredes cried.

ONoone, to my certain knowledge,Othe doctor said, Ohaslived in that
house for ten years. You say it was empty and falling to pieceswhen you
woke up there this morning.O

Bobby knew what they meant then, and he reduced the speed of the
car and looked aheadto the right. A pallid glow sifted through the trees
from the direction of the deserted house.
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Bobby guided the car to the side of the road, stopped it, and shut off
the engine. At first no one moved. The three men stared asif in the pres-
ence of an unaccountable phenomenon. Even when Bobby had extin-
guished the headlights the glow failed to brighten. Its pallid quality per-
sisted. It seemed to radiate from a point close to the ground.

Olt comes from the front of the house,O Bobby murmured.

He stepped from the automobile.

OWhat are you going to do?0 Paredes wanted to know.

OFind out who is in that house.O

For Bobby had experienced a quick hope. If there was a man or a wo-
man secretedin the building the truth asto his own remarkable presence
there last night might not be so far to seekafter all. There was, moreover,
something lawless about this light escaping from the place at such an
hour. A little while ago, when Paredesand he had driven past, the house
had been black. They had remarked its lonely, abandoned appearance.lt
had led Paredesto speak of the neighbourhood asthe domain of death.
Yet the strange, pallid quality of the light itself made him pause by the
broken fence. It did come from the lower part of the front of the house,
yet, so faint was it, it failed to outline the aperture through which it es-
caped. The doctor and Paredes joined him.

OWhenl was here,Ohe said, Oallthe shutters were closed. This glow is
too white, too diffused. We must see.O

As he started forward Paredes grasped his arm.

OThereare too many of us. We would make a noise. Suppose | creep
up and investigate.O

OThereis one way inN at the back,OBobby told the doctor. OLetus go
there. WeOllhave whoeverOsinside trapped. Meantime, Carlos, if he
wishes, will steal up to the front; heOllfind out where the light comes
from. HeOll look in if he can.O

OThatOs the best plan,0 Paredes agreed.

But they had scarcelyturned the corner of the house, beyond reach of
the glow, when Paredesrejoined them. His feet were no longer careful in
the underbrush. He cameup running. For the first time in their acquaint-
ance Bobby detected a lessening of the manOs suave, unemotional habit.

OThelight!O the Panamanian gasped. OltOgone! Before | could get
close it faded out.O

Bobby called to the doctor and ran toward the door at the rear. It was
unhinged and half open as it had been when he had awakened to his
painful and inexplicable predicament. He went through, fumbling in his
pocket for matches. The damp chill of the hall nauseated him as it had
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done before, seemedto place about his throat an intangible band that
made breathing difficult. Before he could get his match safe out the doc-
tor had struck a wax vesta. Its strong flame played across the dingy,
streaked walls.

OThereOs flashlight, Carlos,0 Bobby said, Oin the door flap of the
automobile.O

Paredes started acrossthe yard with a haste, it seemedto Bobby, al-
most eager.

Striking matches as they went, the doctor and Bobby hurried to the
front of the house. The rooms appeared undisturbed in their decay. The
shutters were closed. The front door was barred. The broken walls from
which the plaster hung in shreds leered at them.

Suddenly Bobby turned, grasping the doctorOs arm.

ODid you hear anything?0

The doctor shook his head.

OOr feel anything?O

ONo.O

Olthought,O Bobby said excitedly, Othatthere was some one in the hall.
IN | simply got that impression, for | saw nothing myself. My back was
turned.O

Paredes strolled silently in.

Olt may have been Mr. Paredes,O the doctor said.

But Bobby wasnOt convinced.

ODid you see or hear anything coming through the hall, Carlos?0

ONo,O Paredes said.

He had brought the light. With its help they explored the tiny cellar
and the upper floor. There was no sign of a recent occupancy.
Everything was as Bobby had found it on awakening. A vagrant wind
sighed about the place. They looked at each other with startled eyes.
They filed out with an incongruous stealth.

OThen there are ghosts here, too!O Paredes whispered.

OWho knows?O Doctor Groom mused. Oltis as puzzling as anything
that has happened at the Cedars unless the light we saw was some phos-
phorescent effect of decaying wood or vegetation.O

OThenwhy should it go out all at once?OBobby asked. Olsthere any
connection between this light and what has happened at the Cedars?0

OThehouse at least,OParedes put in, Ois connected with what has
happened at the Cedars through your experience here.O
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At Doctor GroomOssuggestion they sat in the automobile for some
time, watching the house for a repetition of the pallid light. After several
minutes, when it failed to come, Bobby set his gears.

OGraham and Katherine will be worried.O

They drove quickly away from the black, uncommunicative mass of
the abandoned building. The woods were lonelier than before. They im-
pressed Bobby as guarding something.

He drove straight to the stable. As they walked into the court they saw
the uncertain candlelight diffused from the room of death. In the hall
Bobby responded to a quick alarm. The Cedars was too quiet. What had
happened since he and Paredes had left?

OKatherine! Hartley!O he called.

He heard running steps upstairs. Katherine leaned over the banister.
Her quiet voice reassured him. Ols the doctor with you?O

He nodded. Paredesyawned and lighted a cigarette. He settled him-
self in an easy chair. Bobby and Doctor Groom hurried up. Katherine led
them down the old corridor. Two chairs had been placed in the broken
doorway. Graham sat there. He arose and greeted the doctor.

ONothing has happened since | left?0O Bobby asked.

Graham shook his head.

OKatherine and | have watched every minute.O

Doctor Groom walked to the bed and for a long time looked down at
Howells. Once he put out his hand, quickly withdrawing it.

OltOsimply a repetition,O he said at last, and his voice was softer than
its custom. Oltmay be a warning, for all we know, that no one may sleep
in this room without attracting death. Yet why should that be?| miss this
poor fellowOsmaterialistic viewpoint. ThereOsiothing | can do for him,
nothing | can say, except that death must have been instantaneous. The
police must seek again for a man to place in the electric chair.O

Graham touched his arm with an odd reluctance.

Ositting here for so long IOvebeenthinking. | have always been materi-
alistic, too. Tell me seriously, doctor, do you believe there is any psychic
force capable of killing two men in this incisive fashion?0

ONoone,Othe doctor answered, Ocansay what psychic force is capable
of doing. Some scientists have started to explore, but it is still uncharted
country. From certain placesN | daresay youOvenoticed itN one gets an
impression of peace and content; from others a depression, a sense of
suffering. | think we have all experienced psychic force to that extent. Re-
member that this room has a history of intense and rebellious suffering.
Some of it | have seenwith my own eyes. Your fatherOsfight for life,

72



Katherine, was horrible for those of us who knew he had no chance.As |
watched beside him | used to wonder if such violent agony could ever
drift wholly into silence, and when we had to tell him finally that the
fight was lost, it was beyond bearing.O

Olfthese men had been found dead without marks of violence,OGra-
ham said, Ol might consider such a possibility, irrational as it seems.O

Olrrational,ODoctor Groom answered, Omustnot be confused with im-
possible. The marks of a physical violence, far from proving that the at-
tack was physical, strengthens the case of the supernatural. Certainly
you have heard and read of pictures being dashed from walls by invis-
ible hands, of objects moved about empty rooms, of caseswhere human
beings have been attacked by inanimate thingsN heavy thingsN hurt-
ling through the air. Some scientists recognize such irrational possibilit-
ies. Policemen donOt.0

OVerywell,0 Graham said stubbornly. OIOHollow you that far, but you
must show me in this room the sharp object with which these men were
attacked, no matter what the force behind it.O

The doctor spread his hands. His infused eyes nearly closed.

OThatl canOto. At any rate, Robert, this isnOtwholly tragic to you. |
donOt see how any one could accuse you of aphasia to-night.O

OYouOveot forgotten,O Bobby said slowly, Othatyou spoke of a recur-
rent aphasia.O

OThatOthe trouble,® Graham put in under his breath. OHehas no more
alibi now than he had when his grandfather was murdered.O

Bobby told of his heavy sleep, of the delay in KatherineOsarousing
him.

The doctorOs gruff voice was disapproving.

OYou shouldnOthave drunk that medicine. It had stood too long. It
would only have approximated its intended effect.O

OYou mean,OBobby asked, Othat | wasnOtsleeping as soundly as |
thought?0O

OProbably not, but youOreby no means a satisfactory victim. Men do
unaccountable things in a somnambulistic state, but asleepthey havenOt
wings any more than they have awake. YouOvegot to show us how you
entered this room without disturbing the locks. Now, Mr. Graham, we
must comply with the law. Call in the police.O

OThereOs nothing else to do,O Bobby agreed.

So they went along the dingy corridor and downstairs. From the
depths of the easy chair in which Paredeslounged smoke curled with a
lazy indifference. The Panamanian didnOt move.
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While Graham and the doctor walked to the back of the hall to tele-
phone, Katherine, an anxious figure, a secretive one, beckoned Bobby to
the library. He went with her, wondering what she could want.

It was quite dark in the library. As Bobby fumbled with the lamp and
prepared to strike a match he was aware of the girlOsprovocatively near
presence.He resisted a warm impulse to reach out and touch her hand.
He desired to tell her all that was in his heart of the division that had in-
creased between them the last few months. Yet to follow that impulse
would, he realized, place a portion of his burden on her shoulders;
would also, in a sense,be disloyal to Graham, for he no longer ques-
tioned that the two had reached a definite sentimental understanding. So
he sighed and struck the match. Even before the lamp was lighted Kath-
erine was speaking with a feverish haste:

OBeforethe police comeN youOvea chance, BobbyN the last chance.
You must do before the police arrive whatever is to be done.O

He replaced the shade and glanced at her, astonished by her intensity,
by the forceful gesture with which shegrasped his arm. For the first time
since Silas BlackburnOs murder all of her vitality had come back to her.

OWhat do you mean?0

She pointed to the door of the private staircase.

OJust what Howells told you before he went up there to his death.O

Bobby understood. He reacted excitedly to her attitude of conspirator.

OHesaid,Oshe went on, Othatthe criminal had nothing to lose. That it
would be to his advantage to have him out of the way, to destroy that
evidence.O

Ol thought of it,O Bobby answered, Ojust before | went to sleep.O

ODonOyou see?CGshe said. OIf you had killed him you would have
taken the cast and the handkerchief and destroyed them? Hartley has
told me everything, and I could seehis coat for myself. The castand the
handkerchief are still in HowellsOs pocket.O

OWhy should | have killed him if not to destroy those?OBobby took
her up with a quick hope.

OYou didnOt,Gshe cried. ONothing would ever make me believe that
you killed him, but you will be charged with it unless the evidenceN
disappears. YouOll have no defence.O

Bobby drew back a little.

OYouwant me to go thereN andN and take from his pocket those
things?0

She nodded.

74



OYouremember he suggested that he hadnOtsent his report. That may
be there, t00.0

Bobby shook his head. OHe must have said that as a bait.O

OAtthe worst,O she urged, Oareport without evidence could only turn
suspicion against you. It wouldnOtconvict you asthose other things may.
You must get them. You must destroy them.O

Graham slipped quietly in and closed the door.

OThedistrict attorney is coming himself with another detective,Ohe
said. Olcan guesswhat Katherine has beentalking about. SheOsght. 10m
alawyer, an | know the penalty of tampering with evidence. But | donOt
believe youOrea murderer, and | tell you aslong asthat evidence exists
they can convict you. They can send you to the chair. They may arrest
you and try you anyway on his report, but | donOtbelieve they can con-
vict you on it alone. YouOrgustified in protecting yourself, Bobby, in the
only way you can. No one will seeyou go in the room. WeOQllarrange it
so that no one can testify against you.O

Bobby felt himself at a cross roads. During the commission of those
crimes he had been unconscious. If he had, in fact, had anything to do
with them, his personality, his real self, had known nothing, had done no
wrong. His body had merely reacted to hideous promptings whose
source lurked at the bottom of the black pit. To tamper with evidence
would be a conscious crime. All the more, becauseof his doubt of him-
self, he shrank from that. Katherine saw his hesitation.

OItOs a matter of your life or death.O

But although Katherine decided him it wasnOtwith that. She came
closer. Shelooked straight at him, and her eyeswere full of an affection
that stirred him profoundly:

OFor my sake, BobbyN O

He studied the dead ashesof the fire which a little while ago had
played on Howells, vital and antagonistic, by the door of the private
staircase. The man had challenged him to do just the thing from which
he shrank. But Howells was no longer vital or antagonistic, and it oc-
curred to him that a little of his shrinking arose from the thought of ap-
proaching and robbing the still thing upstairs, all that was left of the man
who had not been afraid of the mystery of the locked room.

OFor my sake,O Katherine repeated.

Bobby squared his shoulders. He fought back his momentary cow-
ardice. The affection in KatherineOs eyes was stronger than that.

OAIl right,O he said. OHowells never gave me a chance while he was
alive. HeOll have to now heOs dead.O
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Katherine relaxed. GrahamOdace was quite white, but he gave his in-
structions in a cold, even tone:

OWeOlyo to the hall now. Katherine will go on upstairs. She mustnOt
seeyou enter the room, but shewill watch in the corridor while you are
there to be sure you arenOtisturbed. You and | will chat for awhile with
the others, Bobby, then you will go up. You understand? Paredes
mustnOteven guesswhat you are doing. IOllkeep him and Groom down-
stairs. If he spied, if he knew what you were at, heOdchave a weapon in
his hands |Odhate to think about. He may be all right, but we canOrisk
any more than we have to. We must go on tiptoe.O

He opened the door. Katherine gave BobbyOshand a quick, encour-
aging pressure.

OTakethe stuff to my room,O Graham whispered. OThefirst chance,
weOll destroy it so that no trace will be left.O

They went to the hall. Without speaking, Katherine climbed the stairs.
Graham drew a chair between Paredesand the doctor. Bobby lounged
against the mantel, trying to find in the PanamanianOgace some clue as
to his real feelings. But ParedesOgyes were closed. His hand drooped
acrossthe chair arm. His slender, pointed fingers held, asif from mere
habit, a lifeless cigarette.

OAsleep,0 Graham whispered.

Without opening his eyesParedesspoke: ONo;| feel curiously awake.O
He yawned.

Doctor Groom glanced at his watch. OThepowers of prosecution,Ohe
grumbled, Oought to be here within the next fifteen or twenty minutes.O

Bobby glanced at Graham. Then it wasnOtsafe to delay too long. More
and more as he waited he shrank from the invasion of the room of death.
The prospect of reaching out and touching the still, cold thing on the bed
revolted him. Was there anything in that room capable of forbidding his
intention? Was there, in short, a surer, more malicious force for evil than
his unconscious self, at work in the house?He was about to make some
formal comment to the others, to embark on his distasteful adventure,
when Paredes, as if he had read BobbyOsmind, opened his eyes, lan-
guidly left his chair, and walked to the foot of the stairs.

OWhere you going?O Graham asked sharply.

Paredeswaved his hand indifferently and walked on up. There was
something of stealth in his failure to reply, in his cat-like tread on the
stairs. Graham and Bobby stared after him, unable to meet this new situ-
ation audibly becauseof Groom. Yet five minutes had gone. There was
no time to be lost. ParedesmustnOtrob Bobby of his chance.With a sort
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of desperation he started for the stairs. Graham held out his hand asif to
restrain him, then nodded. Bobby had his foot on the first step when
KatherineOgry reached them, shaping the moment to their use. For there
was no fright in her cry. It was, rather, angry. And Bobby and Graham
ran up while Doctor Groom remained in his chair, an expression of blank
amazement on his face.

A candle burned on the table in the upper hall. Katherine and Paredes
stood near the entrance of the old corridor. Paredes,as usual, was quite
unruffled. KatherineOsattitude was defensive. She seemed to hold the
corridor against him. The anger of her cry was active in her eyes.Paredes
laughed lightly.

OSorryto have given the household one more shock. Fortunately no
harm done.O

OWhat is it, Katherine?O Graham demanded.

Ol donOt know,O she answered. OHe startled me. He entered the
corridor.O

Paredes nodded.

OQuite right. She was there. | was on my way to my room. If your
house had electricity, Bobby, this incident would have been avoided. |
saw something dark in the corridor.O

OYoumay not know,O Graham said, Othatever since we found How-
ells, one of us has tried, more or less,to keep the entrance of that room
under observation.O

OYetyou were all downstairs a little while ago,OParedesyawned. OItOs
too bad. | might have taken my turn then. At any rate, since | was ex-
cluded from your confidence, | overcame my natural fear, and, for
BobbyOs sake, slipped in, and, | am afraid, startled Miss Katherine.O

OYes,O she said.

His explanation was reasonable. There was nothing more to be said,
but BobbyOsiloubt of his friend, sown by Graham and stimulated by the
incidents of the last hour, was materially strengthened. He felt a sharp
fear of Paredes.Suchreserve, such concealment of emotion, was scarcely
human.

OIf,0Graham was saying, Oyou really want to help Bobby, there is
something you can do. Will you come downstairs with me for a mo-
ment? 10d like to suggest one or two things before the police arrive.O

Without hesitation Paredes followed Graham down the stairs.

Katherine turned immediately to Bobby, her eyes eager, full of the
tense determination that had dictated her plan in the library.
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ONow, Bobby!Oshe whispered. OAnd thereOso time to waste. They
may be here any minute. | wonOtseeyou go, but I0lIbe back at once to
guard you against Paredes if he slips up again.O

She walked across the hall and disappeared in the newer corridor.
Without witness he faced the old corridor, and with the attempt directly
ahead his repugnance achieved a new power. The black entrance with its
scarcely dared memories reminded him that what he was about to do
was directed against more than human law, was an outrage against the
dead man. He had to remind himself of the steely purpose with which
Howells had marked him as the murderer; and the manOspower per-
sisted after death. In such a contest he was justified.

He took the candle from the table. Through the stair-well the murmur
of GrahamOsvoice, occasionally interrupted by GroomOsheavy tones or
the languid accents of Paredes, drifted encouragingly. Trying to crush
his premonitions, Bobby entered the corridor. Instead of illuminating the
narrow passagethe candle seemed half smothered by its blackness. For
the first time in his memory Bobby faced the entrance of the sinister
room alone. He pushed open the broken door. He paused on the
threshold. It impressed him as not unnatural that he should experience
such misgivings. They sprang not alone from the fact that within twenty-
four hours two men had died unaccountably within these faded walls.
Nor did the evidence pointing to his own unconscious guilt wholly ac-
count for them. At the bottom of everything was the fact that from his
earliest childhood he had looked upon the room as consecratedto death;
had consequently feared it; had, he recalled, always hurried past the dis-
used corridor leading in its direction.

Through its wide spacesthe light of the candle scarcely penetrated. No
more than an indefinite radiance thrust back the obscurity and outlined
the bed. He could barely see the stark, black form outstretched there.

The dim, vast room, as he advanced, imposed upon him a sense of
isolation. Katherine in the upper hall, the others downstairs, whose
voices no longer reached him, seemedall at once far away. He stood in a
place lonelier and more remote than the piece of woods where he had
momentarily opened his eyes last night; and, instead of the straining
trees and the figure in the black mask which he had called his con-
science,he had for motion and companionship only the swaying of the
curtains in the breeze from the open window and the dark, prostrate
thing whose face as he went closer was like a white maskN a mask with
a fixed and malevolent sneer.
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The wind caught the flame of the candle, making it flicker. Tenuous
shadows commenced to dance acrossthe walls. He paused with a tight-
ening throat, for the form on the bed seemedmoving, too, with sly and
scarcely perceptible gestures. Then he understood. It was the effect of the
shaking candle, and he forced himself to go on, but a senseof a multiple
companionship accompanied himN a sense of a shapeless, soundless
companionship that projected an idea of a steady regard. There swept
through his mind a procession of figures in quaint dress and with faces
not unlike his own, remembered from portraits and family legends, men
and women to whom this room had been familiar, within whose limits
they had suffered, cried out atoo-powerful agony, and died. It seemedto
him that he waited for voices to guide him, to urge him on as Katherine
had urged him, or to drive him back, becausehe was an intruder in a
company whose habit was strange and terrifying.

He forced his glance from the shadows which seemed more active
along the walls. He raised his candle and stared at the dead man. The
castwas undoubtedly there. The coat, stretched tightly acrossthe breast,
outlined it. He stood at the side of the bed. He had only to bend and
place his hand in the pocket which the castfilled awkwardly. The wind
alone, he saw, wasnOtesponsible for the shaking of the candle. His hand
shook asthe shadows shook, asthe thing on the bed shook. The senseof
loneliness grew upon him until it became complete, appalling. For the
first time he understood that loneliness can possessa ponderable quality.
It was, he felt, potent and active in the roomN athing he couldnOtunder-
stand, or challenge, or overcome.

His hand tightened. He thought of Katherine guarding the corridor; of
Paredesand Doctor Groom, held downstairs by Graham; of the county
authorities hurrying to seize this evidence that would convict him; and
he realized that his duty and his excusewere clear. He understood that
just now he had been captured by a force undefinable in terms of the
world he knew. For a moment he eluded the stealthy fleshless hands of
its impalpable skirmishers. He reached impulsively out to the dead man.
He was about to place his fingers in the pocket, which, after all was said
and done, held his life.

In the light of the candle the face seemed alive and more menacing
than it had ever done in life. About the straight smile was a wider, more
triumphant quality.

The candle flickered sharply. It expired. The conquering blackness
took his breath.
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He told himself it was the draft from the window which was strong,
but the companionship of the night was closer and more numerous. The
darkness wreathed itself into mocking and tortuous bodies whose faces
were hidden.

In an agony of revolt against these incorporeal, these fanciful horrors,
he reached in the pocket.

He sprang back with a choked, inaudible cry, for the dead thing be-
neath his hand was stirring. The dead, cold thing with alanguid and im-
possible rebuke, moved beneath his touch. And the pocket he had felt
was empty. The coat, a moment ago bulging and awkward, was flat.
There sprang to his mind the mad thought that the detective, malevolent
in life, had long after death snatched from his hand the evidence, care-
fully gathered, on which everything for him depended.
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Chapter

THE CRYING THROUGH THE WOODS

BobbyOsnability to cry out alone prevented his alarming the others and
announcing to Paredesand Doctor Groom his unlawful presencein the
room. During the moment that the shock held him, silent, motionless,
bent in the darkness above the bed, he understood there could have been
no ambiguity about his ghastly and loathsome experience. The dead de-
tective had altered his position as Silas Blackburn had done, and this
time someone had beenin the room and suffered the appalling change.
BobbyOdfingers still responded to the charnel feeling of cold, inactive
flesh suddenly becomealive and potent beneath his touch. And areason
for the apparent miracle offered itself. Between the extinction of his
candle and the commencement of that movement!N only a second or
soN the evidence had disappeared from the detectiveOs pocket.

Bobby relaxed. He stumbled acrossthe room and into the corridor. He
went with hands outstretched through the blackness, for no candle
burned in the upper hall, but he knew that Katherine was on guard
there. When he left the passagehe saw her, an unnatural figure herself,
in the yellowish, unhealthy twilight which sifted through the stair well
from the lamp in the hall below.

Shemust have sensedsomething out of the way immediately, for she
hurried to meet him and her whisper held no assurance.

OYou got the cast and the handkerchief, Bobby?0

And when he didnOtanswer at once she asked with a sharp rush of
fear:

OWhatOs the matter? WhatOs happened?0

He shuddered. At last he managed to speak.

OKatherine! | have felt death cease to be death.O

Later he was to recall that phrase with a sicker horror than he experi-
enced now.

OYousaw something!O she said. OButyour candle is out. There is no
light in the room.O
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He took her hand. He pressed it.

OYouOreeal!Ohe said with a nervous laugh. OSomethingl can under-
stand. Everything is unreal. This lightN O

He strode to the table, found a match, and lighted his candle. Kather-
ine, as she saw his face, drew back.

OBobby!O

OMy candle went out,O he said dully, Oand he moved through the
darkness. | tell you he moved beneath my hand.O

She drew farther away, staring at him.

OYou were frightenedN O

ONo.If we go there with a light now,Ohe said with the samedull con-
viction, Owe will find him as we found my grandfather this afternoon.O

The monotonous voices of the three men in the lower hall weaved a
background for their whispers. The normal, familiar sound was like a
tonic. Bobby straightened. Katherine threw off the spell of his
announcement.

OBut the evidence! You gotN O

Shestared at his empty hands. He fancied that he saw contempt in her
eyes.

Oln spite of everything you must go back. You must get that.O

OEvenif | had the courage,Ohe said wearily, Oitwould be no use, for
the evidence is gone.O

OBut | saw it. At least | saw his pocketN O

Oltwas there,Ohe answered, Owhenmy light went out. | did put my
hand in his pocket. In that second it had gone.O

OThere was no one there,O she said, Ono one but you, because |
watched.O

He leaned heavily against the wall.

OGood God, Katherine! tOs too big. Whatever it is, we canOt fight it.O

Shelooked for some time down the corridor at the black entrance of
the sinister room. At last she turned and walked to the banister. She
called:

OHartley! Will you come up?0

Bobby wondered at the steadinessof her voice. The murmuring below
ceased. Graham ran up the stairs. Her summons had been warning
enough. Their attitudes, as Graham reached the upper hall, were elo-
quent of BobbyOs failure.

OYou didnOt get the cast and the handkerchief?0 he said.

Bobby told briefly what had happened.

OWhat is one to do?0 he ended. OEven the dead are against me.O
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OlItOs beyond belief,O Graham said roughly.

He snatched up the candle and entered the corridor. Uncertainly Kath-
erine and Bobby followed him. He went straight to the bed and thrust
the candle beneath the canopy. The others could seefrom the door the
change that had taken place. The body of Howells was turned awk-
wardly on its side. The coat pocket was, as Bobby had described it, flat
and empty.

Katherine turned and went back to the hall. GrahamOsand shook as
BobbyOs had shaken.

ONo tricks, Bobby?0O

Bobby couldnOtresent the suspicion which appeared to offer the only
explanation of what had happened. The candle flickered in the draft.

OLook out!O Bobby warned.

The misshapen shadows danced with a multiple vivacity across the
walls. Graham shaded the candle flame, and the shadows became like
morbid decorations, gargantuan and motionless.

OltOsnadness,OGraham said. OThereOso explanation of this that we
can understand.O

HowellsOsstraight smile mocked them. As if in answer to Graham a
voice sighed through the room. Its quality was one with the shadows,
unsubstantial and shapeless.Bobby grasped one of the bed posts and
braced himself, listening. The candle in GrahamOshand commenced to
flicker again, and Bobby knew that it hadnOtbeen his fancy, for Graham
listened, too.

It shook again through the heavy, oppressive night, merely accentu-
ated by the candleN afaint ululation barely detaching itself from silence,
straying after atime into the silence again. At first it was like the grief of
a woman heard at a great distance. But the sound, while it gained no
strength, forced on them more and more an abhorrent senseof intimacy.
This crying from an infinite distance filled the room, seemedfinally to
have its sourcein the room itself. After it had sobbedthinly into nothing,
its pulsations continued to sigh in BobbyOsars. They seemedtimed to
the renewed and eccentric dancing of the amorphous shadows.

Graham straightened and placed the candle on the bureau. He seemed
more startled than he had been at the unbelievable secretivenessof a
dead man.

OYou heard it?0 Bobby breathed.

Graham nodded.

OWhatwas it? Where did you think it came from?OBobby demanded.
Olt was like someone mourning for thisN this poor devil.O
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Graham couldnOtdisguise his effort to elude the sombre spell of the
room, to drive from his brain the illusion of that unearthly moaning.

Oltmust have come from outside the house,0he answered OThereOso
use giving way to fancies where thereOsa possible explanation. It must
have come from outsideN from some woman in great agony of mind.O

Bobby recalled his perception of a woman moving with a curious ab-
sence of sound about the edges of the stagnant lake. He spoke of it to
Graham.

Ol couldnOtbe sure it was a woman, but thereOso house within two
miles. What would a woman be doing wandering around the Cedars?0

OAt any rate, there are three women in the house,OGraham said,
OKatherine and the two servants, Ella and Jane. The maids are badly
frightened. It may have come from the servantsQquarters. It must have
been one of them.O

But Bobby saw that Graham didnOtbelieve either of the maids had re-
leased that poignant suffering.

Olt didnOt sound like a living voice,O he said simply.

OThenhow are we to take it?OGraham persisted angrily. Olshall ques-
tion Katherine and the two maids.O

He took up the candle with a stubborn effort to recapture his old force-
fulness, but as they left the room the shadows thronged thickly after
them in ominous pursuit; and it wasnOmnecessaryto question Katherine.
She stood in the corridor, her lips parted, her face white and shocked.

OWhat was it?0 she said. OThat nearly silent grief?0

She put her hands to her ears, lowering them helplessly after a
moment.

OWhere did you think it came from?0 Graham asked.

OFroma long ways off,Oshe answered. OThenIN | thought it must be
in the room with you, and | wondered if you sawN O

Graham shook his head.

OWesaw nothing. It was probably Ella or Jane.TheyOvebeen badly
frightened. Perhapsa nightmare, or theyOveheard us moving around the
front part of the house. | am going to see.O

Katherine and Bobby followed him downstairs. Doctor Groom and
Paredes stood in front of the fireplace, questioningly looking upward.
Paredes didnOt speak at first, but Doctor Groom burst out in his
grumbling, bass voice:

OWhatOs been going on up there?O

ODid you hear just now a queer crying?O Graham asked.

ONo.O
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OYou, Paredes?0

OlOvéeard nothing,O Paredesanswered, OexceptDoctor GroomOdis-
quieting theories. 1tOsan uncanny hour for such talk. What kind of a
cryN may | ask?0

OLike a woman moaning,O Bobby said, Oand, Doctor, Howells has
changed his position.O

OWhat are you talking about?O the doctor cried.

OHe has turned on his side as Mr. Blackburn did,O Graham told him.

Paredes glanced at Bobby.

OAnNd how was this new mystery discovered?O

Bobby caught the implication. Then the Panamanian clung to his slyly
expressed doubt of Katherine which might, after all, have had its im-
pulse in an instinct of self-preservation. Bobby knew that Graham and
Katherine would guard the fashion in which the startling discovery had
been made. Before he could speak for himself, indeed, Graham was an-
swering Paredes:

OThis crying seemed after a time to come from the room. We entered.O

OButMiss Katherine called you up,OParedessaid. Olsupposed she had
heard again movements in the room.O

Bobby managed a smile.

OYou see, Carlos, nothing is consistent in this case.O

Paredes bowed gravely.

Olt is very curious a woman should cry about the house.O

OTheservants may make it seemnatural enough,OGraham said. OWill
you come, Bobby?0

As they crossedthe dining room they heard a stirring in the kitchen.
Graham threw open the door. Jenkins stood at the foot of the servantsO
stairs. The old butler had lighted a candle and placed it on the mantel.
The disorder of his clothing suggested the haste with which he had left
his bed and come downstairs. His wrinkled, sunken face had aged per-
ceptibly. He advanced with an expression of obvious relief.

Ol was just coming to find you, Mr. Robert.O

OWhatOsip?OBobby asked. OAlittle while ago | thought you were all
asleep back here.O

OOne of the women awakened him,0 Graham said. OltOgust as |
thought.O

OWasthat it?Othe old butler asked with a quick relief. But immedi-
ately he shook his head. Olt couldnOthave been that, Mr. Graham, for |
stopped at EllaOsand JaneOdoors, and there was no sound. They seemed
to be asleep. And it wasnOt like that.O
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OYou mean,O Bobby said, Othat you heard a woman crying?0

Jenkins nodded. Olt woke me up.O

Olfyou didnOtthink it was one of the maids,O Graham asked, Owhat
did you make of it?O

Olthought it came from outside. | thought it was a woman prowling
around the house. Then | said to myself, why should a woman prowl
around the Cedars?And it was too unearthly, sir, and | remembered the
way Mr. Silas was murdered, and the awful thing that happened to his
body this afternoon, and IN you wonOtthink me foolish, sirs?N |
doubted if it was a human voice | had heard.O

ONo,O Graham said dryly, Owe wonOt think you foolish.O

OSo | thought 10d better wake you up and tell you.O

Graham turned to Bobby.

OKatherine and you and 1,0 he said, Ofanciedthe crying was in the
room with us. Jenkinsis sure it came from outside the house. That is
significant.O

OWherever it came from,0 Bobby said softly, Oitwas like some one
mourning for Howells.O

Jenkins started.

OThe policeman!O

Bobby remembered that Jenkins hadnOtbeen aroused by the discovery
of HowellsOs murder.

OYouOdnow in a few minutes anyway,O he said. OHowells has been
killed as my grandfather was.O

Jenkins moved back, a look of unbelief and awe in his wrinkled face.

OHe boasted he was going to sleep in that room,O he whispered.

Bobby studied Jenkins, not knowing what to make of the old man, for
into the awe of the wrinkled face had stolen a positive relief, an emotion
that bordered on the triumphant.

OltOs terrible,O Jenkins whispered.

Graham grasped his shoulder.

OWhatOs the matter with you, Jenkins? One would say you were glad.O

ONo. Oh, no, sir. It is terrible. | was only wondering about the police-
manOs report.O

OWhat do you know about his report?O Bobby cried.

OOnlythatN that he gave it to me to mail just before he went up to the
old room.O

OYou mailed it?0 Graham snapped.

Jenkins hesitated. When he answered his voice was self-accusing.
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OlIOnan old coward, Mr. Robert. The policeman told me the letter was
very important, and if anything happened to it | would getin trouble. He
couldnOtafford to leave the house himself, he said. But, as | say, IOma
coward, and | didnOtwant to walk through the woods to the box by the
gate. | figured it all out. It wouldnOtbe taken up until early in the morn-
ing, and if | waited until daylight it would only be delayed one collec-
tion. Sol made up my mind IOdsleep on it, becausel knew he had it in
for you, Mr. Robert. | supposed IOdmail it in the morning, but | decided
|Odthink it over anyway and not harrow myself walking through the
woods.O

OYouOvelone a good job,0Graham said excitedly. OWhereis the re-
port now?0

OlIn my room. Shall | fetch it, sir?O

Graham nodded, and Jenkins shuffled up the stairs.

OWhatluck!O Graham said. OHowells must have telephoned his suspi-
cions to the district attorney. He must have mentioned the evidence, but
what doesthat amount to since itOsdisappeared along with the duplicate
of the report, if Howells made one?0

Ol can fight with a clear conscience,OBobby cried. Ol wasnOtasleep
when HowellsOsbody altered its position. Do you realize what that
means to me? For once | was wide awake when the old room was at its
tricks.O

OlfHowells were alive,OGraham answered shortly, Ohewould look on
the fact that you were awake and alone with the body asthe worst pos-
sible evidence against you.O

BobbyOs elation died.

OThereis always something to tangle me in the eyes of the law with
these mysteries. But | know, and IOllIfight. Can you find any trace of a
conspiracy against me in this last ghastly adventure?O

Olt complicates everything,O Graham admitted.

OltO®eyond sounding,O Bobby said, Ofor my grandfatherOsdeath last
night and the disturbance of his body this afternoon seemed calculated
to condemn me absolutely, yet HowellsOsmurder and the movement of
his body, with the disappearance of the castand the handkerchief, seem
designed to save me. Are there two influences at work in this houseN
one for me, one against me?0

OLetOthink of the human elements,OGraham answered with a frown.
Olhave no faith in Paredes.My man has failed to report on Maria. ThatOs
gueer. You fancy a woman in black slipping through the woods, and we
hear a woman cry. | want to account for those things before | give in to
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GroomOsspirits. | confessat times they seemthe only logical explanation.
HereOs Jenkins.O

Olf trouble comes of his withholding the report 10lItake the blame,O
Bobby said.

Graham snatched the long envelope from JenkinsChand. It was ad-
dressed in a firm hand to the district attorney at the county seat.

OThereOso question,O Graham said. OThatO#. We mustnOtopen it.
WeOdbetter not destroy it. Put it where it wonOtbe easily found, Jenkins.
If you are questioned you have no recollection of Howells having given
it to you. Mr. Blackburn promises he will see you get in no trouble.O

The old man smiled.

OTrouble!Ohe scoffed. OMr. Blackburn neednOffret himself about me.
HeOsghe last of this familyN that is Miss Katherine and he. IOmold and
about done for. | don®t mind trouble. Not a bit, sir.O

Bobby pressed his hand. His voice was a little husky: Ol didnOtthink
youOd go that far in my service, Jenkins.O

The old butler smiled slyly: OIOd go a lot further than that, sir.O

OWeOdetter get back,OGraham said. OTheblood hounds ought to be
here, and theyOlIsniff at the caseharder than ever becauseitOsdone for
Howells.O

They watched Jenkins go upstairs with the report.

OWeOrtaking long chances,GGraham said, Odesperatelylong chances,
but youOrein a desperately dangerous position. [tOsthe only way. YouOll
be accused of stealing the evidence; but remember, when they question
you, they can prove nothing unless the cast and the handkerchief turn
up. If theyOvebeentaken by an enemy in some magical fashion to be pro-
duced at the proper moment, thereOs10 hope. Meantime play the game,
and Katherine and I will help you all we can. The doctor, too, is friendly.
ThereOs no doubt of him. Come, now. LetOs face the music.O

Bobby followed Graham to the hall, trying to strengthen his nerves for
the ordeal. Even now he was more appalled by the apparently supernat-
ural background of the casethan he was by the material details which
pointed to his guilt. More than the report and the castand the handker-
chief, the remembrance of that impossible moment in the blackness of
the old room filled his mind, and the unearthly and remote crying still
throbbed in his ears.

Katherine, Graham, and the doctor waited by the fireplace. They had
heard nothing from the authorities.

OBut they must be here soon,O Doctor Groom said.

ODid you learn anything back there, Hartley?O Katherine asked.
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OltwasnOtthe servants,Ohe said. OJenkinsheard the crying. HeOser-
tain it came from outside the house.O

Paredes looked up.

OExtraordinary!O he said.

Ol wish | had heard it,O Doctor Groom grumbled.

Paredes laughed.

OThank the good Lord | didnOt. Perpetually, Bobby, your house re-
minds me that |IOvenerves sensitive to the unknown world. | will go fur-
ther than the doctor. | will say that this house is crowded with the super-
natural. It shelters things that we cannot understand, that we will never
understand. When | was a child in Panamal had a nurse who, unfortu-
nately, developed too strongly my native superstition. How she
frightened me with her bedtime stories! They were all of men murdered
or dead of fevers, crossing the trail, or building the railroad, or digging
insufficient ditches for De Lesseps.Some of her best went farther back
than that. They were thick with the ghosts of old Spaniards and the crim-
son hands of MorganOsbuccaneers.Really that tiny strip acrossthe isth-
mus is crowded with souls snatched too quickly from torn and tortured
bodies. If you are sensitive you feel they are still there.O

OWhat has all this to do with the Cedars?0O Doctor Groom grumbled.

Olt explains my ability to sense strange elements in this old house.
There are in PanamaN if you donOtmind, doctorN improvised grave-
yards, tangled by the jungle, that give you a feeling of an active, unseen
population precisely as this house does.O

He arose and strolled with a cat-like lack of sound about the hall.
When he spoke again his voice was scarcely audible. It was the voice of a
man who thinks aloud, and the doctor failed to interrupt him again.

Olhave felt less spiritually alarmed in those places of grinning skulls,
which always seem trying to recite agonies beyond expression, than |
feel in this house. For here the woods are more desolate than the jungle,
and the walls of houses as old as this make a prison for suffering.O

A vague discomfort stole through BobbyOssurprise. He had never
heard Paredesspeak so seriously. In spite of the manOsunruffled manner
there was nothing of mockery about his words. What, then, was their
intention?

Paredessaid no more, but for several minutes he paced up and down
the hall, glancing often with languid eyestoward the stairs. He had the
appearance of one who expects and waits.
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Katherine, Graham, and the doctor, Bobby could see,had been made
as uneasy as himself by the change in the Panamanian. The doctor
cleared his throat. His voice broke the silence tentatively:

OIf this house makes you so unhappy, young man, why do you stay?0O

Paredes paused in his walk. His thin lips twitched. He indicated
Bobby.

OForthe sake of my very good friend. What are a manOspersonal fears
and desires if he can help his friends?0O

GrahamOsdistaste was evident. Paredes recognized it with a smile.
Bobby watched him curiously, realizing more and more that Graham
was right to this extent: they must somehow learn the real purpose of the
PanamanianOs continued presence here.

Paredes resumed his walk. He still had that air of expectancy. He
seemedto listen. This feeling of imminence reached Bobby; increased his
restlessness. He thought he heard an automobile horn outside. He
sprang up, went to the door, opened it, and stood gazing through the
damp and narrow court. Yet, he confessed,he listened for a repetition of
that unearthly crying through the thicket rather than for the approach of
those who would try to condemn him for two murders. Paredes was
right. The place was unhealthy. Its dark walls seemedto draw closer.
They had a desolate and unfriendly secretiveness. They might hide
anything.

The whirring of a motor reached him. Headlights flung gigantic, dis-
torted shadows of trees acrossthe walls of the old wing. Bobby faced the
others.

OTheyOreoming,Ohe said, and his voice was sufficiently apprehensive
now.

Graham joined him at the door. OYes,®e said. OTherewill be another
inquisition. You all know that Howells for some absurd reasonsuspected
Bobby. Bobby, it goes without saying, knows no more about the crimes
than any of us. | dare say youOllkeep that in mind if they try to confuse
you. After all, thereOs very little any of us can tell them.O

OExcept,Paredessaid with a yawn, Owhatwent on upstairs when the
woman cried and HowellsOsbody moved. Of course | know nothing
about that.O

Graham glanced at him sharply.

Ol donOtknow what you mean, but you have told us all that you are
BobbyOs friend.O

OQuite so. And | am not a spy.O

He moved his head in his grave and dignified bow.
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The automobile stopped at the entrance to the court. Three men
stepped out and hurried up the path. As they entered the hall Bobby re-
cognized the sallow, wizened features of the coroner. One of the others
was short and thick set. His round and florid face, one felt, should have
expressedfriendliness and good-humour rather than the intolerant anger
that marked it now. The third was a lank, bald-headed man, whose
sharp face released more determination than intelligence.

Olam Robinson, the district attorney,Othe stout one announced, Oand
this is JackRawlins, the best detective IOvegot now that Howells is gone.
Jackwas a close friend of Howells, so heOllmake a good job of it, but |
thought it was time | came myself to seewhat the devilOsgoing on in this
house.O

The lank man nodded.

OYouOreight, Mr. Robinson. ThereOllbe no more nonsense about the
case. If Howells had made an arrest he might be alive this minute.O

BobbyOsheart sank. These men would act from a primary instinct of
revenge. They wanted the man who had killed Silas Blackburn princip-
ally becauseit was certain he had also killed their friend. RawlinsOs
words, moreover, suggestedthat Howells must have telephoned a pretty
clear outline of the case. Robinson stared at them insolently.

OThis is Doctor Groom, | know. Which is young Mr. Blackburn?0

Bobby stepped forward. The sharp eyes, surrounded by puffy flesh,
studied him aggressively. Bobby forced himself to meet that unfriendly
gaze.Would Robinson accusehim now, before he had gone into the case
for himself? At least he could prove nothing. After a moment the man
turned away.

OWho is this?0 he asked, indicating Graham.

OA very good friendN my lawyer, Mr. Graham,O Bobby answered.

Robinson walked over to Paredes.

OAnother lawyer?0 he sneered.

OAnother friend,O Paredes answered easily.

Robinson glanced at Katherine.

OOf course you are Miss Perrine. Good. Coroner, these are all that
were in the front part of the house when you were here before?0

OThe same lot,O the coroner squeaked.

OThereare three servants, a man and two women,ORobinson went on.
OAccount for them, Rawlins, and seewhat they have to say. Come up-
stairs when youOre through. All right, Coroner.O

But he paused at the foot of the steps.
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OForthe present no one will leave the house without my permission. If
you care to come upstairs with me, Mr. Blackburn, you might be useful.O

Bobby shrank from the thought of returning to the old room even with
this determined company. He didnOt hesitate, however, for RobinsonOs
purpose was clear. He wanted Bobby where he could watch him. Gra-
ham prepared to accompany them.

OlIf you need me,O the doctor said. Ol looked at the bodyN O

OOh,yes,ORobinson sneered. OlOdike to know exactly what time you
found the body.O

Graham flushed, but Katherine answered easily:

OAbout half-past twoN the hour at which Mr. Blackburn was killed.O

OAnNd I,ORobinson sneered, Owasaroused at three-thirty. An hour dur-
ing which the police were left out of the case!O

OWe thought it wise to get a physician first of all, O Graham said.

OYou knew Howells never had a chance. You knew he had been
murdered the moment you looked at him,O Robinson burst out.

OWe acted for the best,O Graham answered.

His manner impressed silence on Katherine and Bobby.

OWeOlsee about that later,O Robinson said with a clear threat. OIf it
doesnOt inconvenience you too much weOll go up now.O

In the upper hall he snatched the candle from the table.

OWhich way?0O

Katherine nodded to the old corridor and slipped to her room. Robin-
son stepped forward with the coroner at his heels. Bobby, Graham, and
the doctor followed. Inside the narrow, choking passageBobby saw the
district attorney hesitate.

OWhatOs the matter?0 the doctor rumbled.

The district attorney went on without answering. He glanced at the
broken lock.

OSo you had to smash your way in?0

He walked to the bed and looked down at Howells.

OPoordevil!O he murmured. OHowells wasnOtthe man to get caught
unawares. ItOseyond me how any one could have come close enough to
make that wound without putting him on his guard.O

OltOseyond us, asit was beyond him,O Graham answered, Ohow any
one got into the room at all.O

In responseto RobinsonOsjuestions he told in detail about the discov-
ery of both murders. Robinson pondered for some time.
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OThenyou and Mr. Blackburn were asleep,Ohe said. OMiss Perrine
aroused you. This foreigner Paredeswas awake and dressed and in the
lower hall.O

Olthink he was in the court aswe went by the stair-well,O Graham cor-
rected him.

Ol shall want to talk to your foreigner,O Robinson said. He shivered.
OThis room is like a charnel house. Why did Howells want to sleep
here?0O

Ol donOtthink he intended to sleep,OGraham said. OFrom the start
Howells was bound to solve the mystery of the entrance of the room. He
came here, hoping that the criminal would make just such an attempt as
he did. He was confident he could take care of himself, get his man, and
clear up the last details of the case.O

Robinson looked straight at Bobby.

OThen Howells knew the criminal was in the house.O

OHowells, | daresay,OGraham said, Otelephonedyou something of his
suspicions.O Robinson nodded.

OHewas on the wrong line,0 Graham argued, Oor he wouldnOt have
been so easily overcome. You can see for yourself. Locked doors, a
wound that suggests the assailant was close to him, yet he must have
been awake and watchful; and if there had beena physical attack before
the sharp instrument was driven into his brain he would have cried out,
yet Miss Perrine was aroused by nothing of the sort, and the coroner, |
daresay, will find no marks of a struggle about the body.O

The coroner who had been busy at the bed glanced up.

ONo mark at all. If Howells wasnOtasleep, his murderer must have
been invisible as well as noiseless.O

Doctor Groom smiled. The coroner glared at him.

Olsuggest, Mr. District Attorney,O he squeaked, Othatthe ordinary lay-
man wouldnOt know that this type of wound would cause immediate
death.O

ONorwould any man,Othe doctor answered angrily, Obeable to make
such a wound with his victim lying on his back.O

OOn his back!O Robinson echoed. OBut he isnOt on his back.O

The doctor told of the amazing alteration in the positions of both vic-
tims. Bobby regretted with all his heart that he had made the attempt to
get the evidence. Already complete frankness was impossible for him.
Already a feeling of guilt sprang from the necessity of withholding the
first-hand testimony which he alone could give.
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OAnd a woman cried!O Robinson said, bewildered. OAIl this sounds
like a ghost story.O

OYouOvenore sensethan | thought,O Doctor Groom said dryly. Olnev-
er could get Howells to see it that way.O

OWhat are you driving at?O Robinson snapped.

OThesecrimes,O the doctor answered, Ohave all the elements of a
ghostly impulse.O

RobinsonOs laugh was a little uncomfortable.

OTheCedars is a nice place for spooks, but it wonOtdo. 10lIbe frank.
Howells telephoned me. He had found plenty of evidence of human in-
terference. ltOsevident in both casesthat the murderer came back and
disturbed the bodies for some special purpose. | donOtknow what it was
the first time, but itOssimple to understand the last. The murderer came
for evidence Howells had on his person.O

Bobby couldnOtmeet the sharp, puffy eyes.He alone was capable of
testifying that the evidence had beenremoved asif to secreteit from his
unlawful hand. Yet if he spoke he would prove the district attorneyOs
point. He would condemn himself.

OCurious,O0Graham said slowly, Othat the murderer didnOt take the
evidence when he killed his man.O

Ol donOtknow about that,O Robinson said, Obut| know Howells had
evidence on his person. You through, Coroner? Then weOllhave a look,
although itOs little use.O

He walked to the bed and searched HowellsOs pockets.

OJustas | thought. Nothing. He told me he was preparing a report. If
he didnOtmail it, that was stolen with the rest of the stuff. RawlinsOs
right. He waited too long to make his arrest.O

Again Bobby wondered if the man would bring matters to a head now.
He could appreciate, however, that Robinson, with nothing to go on but
HowellsOstelephoned suspicions, might spoil his chancesof a solution by
acting too hastily. Rawlins strolled in.

OThetwo women were asleep,Che said. OTheold man knows nothing
beyond the fact that he heard a woman crying outside a little while ago.O

OldonOtthink we need bother about the back part of the house for the
present,ORobinson said. OHowellsOsvidence has been stolen. 1tOsyour
job to find it unless itOsbeen destroyed. Your other job is to discover the
instrument that causeddeath in both cases.Then maybe our worthy doc-
tor will desert his ghosts. Mr. Blackburn, if you will come with me
thereOs slight possibility of checking up some of the evidence of which
Howells spoke. Our fine fellow may have made a slip in the court.O
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Bobby understood and was afraidN more afraid than he had been at
any time since he had overheard Howells catalogue his caseto Graham
in the library. Why, even in so much confusion, had Graham and he
failed to think of those tell-tale marks in the court? They had been intact
when he had stood there just before dark. It was unlikely any one had
walked acrossthe grass since. He saw GrahamOselaborate precautions
demolished, the caseagainst him stronger than it had been before How-
ellsOsnurder. GrahamOdace revealed the same helpless comprehension.
They followed Robinson downstairs. Graham made a gesture of sur-
render. Bobby glanced at Paredeswho alone had remained below. The
Panamanian smoked and lounged in the easy chair. His eyes seemed
restless.

Ol shall wish to ask you some questions in a few minutes, Mr.
Paredes,O the district attorney said.

OAt your service, I0Om sure,O Paredes drawled.

He watched them until they had entered the court and closed the door.
The chill dampness of the court infected Bobby asit had always done. It
was a proper setting for his accusation and arrest. For Robinson, he
knew, wouldnOt wait as Howells had done to solve the mystery of the
locked doors.

Robinson, while the others grouped themselves about him, took a
flashlight from his pocket and pressed the control. The brilliant cylinder
of light illuminated the grass, making it seemunnaturally green. Bobby
braced himself for the inevitable denouement. Then, while Robinson ex-
claimed angrily, his eyeswidened, his heart beat rapidly with a vast and
wondering relief. For the marks he remembered so clearly had been ob-
literated with painstaking thoroughness, and at first the slate seemed
perfectly clean. He was sure his unknown friend had avoided leaving
any trace of his own. Each step in the grass had been carefully scraped
out. In the confusion of the path there was nothing to be learned.

The genuine surprise of BobbyOsexclamation turned Robinson to him
with a look of doubt.

OYou acknowledge these footmarks were here, Mr. Blackburn?O

OCertainly,OBobby answered. Ol saw them myself just before dark. |
knew Howells ridiculously connected them with the murderer.O

OYoumade a good job of it when you trampled, them out,0 Robinson
hazarded.

But it was clear BobbyOs amazement had not been lost on him.

OOr,Ohe went on, Othis foreigner who advertises himself as your
friend! He was in the court tonight. We know that.O
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Suddenly he stooped, and Bobby got on his kneesbeside him. The cyl-
inder of light held in its centre one mark, clear and distinct in the
trampled grass,and with awarm gratitude, a swift apprehension, Bobby
thought of Katherine. For the mark in the grass had been made by the
heel of a womanOs shoe.

ONot the foreigner then,ORobinson mused, Onotyourself, Blackburn,
but a woman, a devoted woman. ThatOs something to get after.O

OAnNd if she lies, the impression of the heel will give her away,Othe
coroner suggested.

Robinson grinned.

OYouOdnake a rotten detective, Coroner. WomenQOsheels are cut to a
pattern. There are thousands of shoeswhose heelswould fit this impres-
sion. We need the sole for identification, and that she hasnOteft us. But
sheOslone one favour. SheOsdvertised herself as a woman, and there
are just three women in the house. One of those committed this serious
offence, and the inference is obvious.O

Before Bobby could protest, the doctor broke in with his throaty
rumble: OOne of those, or the woman who cried about the house.O

Bobby started. The memory of that eerie grief was still uncomfortable
in his brain. Could there have been actually a woman at the stagnant
lake that afternoon and close to the house to-nightN some mysterious
friend who assumed grave risks in his service? He recognized Robin-
sonOogic. Unless there were something in that far-fetched theory, Kath-
erine faced a situation nearly as serious as his own. Robinson
straightened. At the same moment the scraping of a window reached
them. Bobby glanced at the newer wing. Katherine leaned from her win-
dow. The coincidence disturbed him. In RobinsonOsnind, he knew, her
anxiety would assume a colour of guilt. Her voice, moreover, was too
uncertain, too full of misgivings:

OWhat is going on down there? There have been noN no more
tragedies?0

OWould you mind joining us for a moment?O Robinson asked.

Shedrew back. The curtain fell over her lighted window. The darkness
of the court was disturbed again only by the limited radiance of the
flashlight. She came hurriedly from the front door.

Ol saw you gathered here. | heard you talking. | wondered.O

OYouknew there were footprints in this court,ORobinson said harshly,
Othat Howells connected them with the murderer of your uncle.O

OYes,O she answered simply.

OWhy then,O he asked, Odid you attempt to obliterate them?0O
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She laughed.

OWhatdo you mean?| didnOt.I havenObeenout of the house since just
after luncheon.O

OCan you prove that?O

Olt needs no proof. | tell you s0.0

The flashlight exposed the ugly confidence of RobinsonOs smile.

Ol am sorry to suggest the need of corroboration.O

OYou doubt my word?0 she flashed.

OAwoman,O he answered, Ohasobliterated valuable testimony, | shall
make it my business to punish her.O

She laughed again. Without another word she turned and reentered
the house. RobinsonOs oath was audible to the others.

OWe canOt put up with that sort of thing, sir,O Rawlins said.

Ol ought to place this entire household under arrest,O Robinson
muttered.

OAsa lawyer,O Graham said easily, Olshould think with your lack of
evidence it might be asking for trouble. There is Paredeswho acknow-
ledges he was in the court.O

OAIl right. 101l see what heOs got to say.O

He started for the house. Bobby lingered for a moment with Graham.

ODo you know anything about this, Hartley?O

ONothing,0 Graham whispered.

OThen you donOt think KatherineN O

OlIf sheOddone it sheOdhave taken good care not to be so curious. |
doubt if it was Katherine.O

They followed the others into the hall. Bobby, scarcely appreciating
why at first, realized there had beena changethere. Then he understood:
Robinson faced an empty chair. The hall was pungent with cigarette
smoke, but Paredes had gone.

Robinson pointed to the stairs.

OGet him down,O he said to Rawlins.

OHewouldnOthave gone to bed,OGraham suggested. OSupposeheOn
the old room where Howells lies?O

But Rawlins found him nowhere upstairs. With an increasing excite-
ment Robinson joined the search. They went through the entire house.
Paredeswas no longer there. He had, to all appearances,put a period to
his unwelcome visit. He had definitely disappeared from the Cedars.

His most likely exit was through the kitchen door which was un-
locked, but Jenkins who had returned to his room had heard no one.
With their electric lamps Robinson and Rawlins ferreted about the rear
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entrance for traces. The path there was as trampled and uselessas the
one in front. Rawlins, who had gone some distance from the house,
straightened with a satisfied exclamation. The others joined him.

OHereOwihere he left the path right enough,Ohe said. OAnd our for-
eigner wasnOt making any more noise than he had t0.0

He flashed his lamp on a fresh footprint in the soft soil at the side of
the path. The mark of the toe was deep and firm. The impression of the
heel was very light. Paredes,it was clear, had walked from the house on
tiptoe.

OFollow on,0 Robinson commanded. Oltold this fellow | wanted to
question him. 10ve scared him off.O0

Keeping his light on the ground, Rawlins led the way acrossthe clear-
ing. The trail was simple enough to follow. Each of the PanamanianOs
footprints was distinct. Each had that peculiarity that suggested the
stealth of his progress.

As they continued Bobby responded to an excited premonition. He
sensedthe destination of the chase.He could picture Paredesnow in the
loneliest portion of the woods, for the trail unquestionably pointed to the
path he had taken that afternoon toward the stagnant lake.

OHartley!Ohe said. OParededeft the house to go to the stagnant lake
where | fancied | saw awoman in black. Do you see?And he didnOthear
the crying of a woman a little while ago, and when we told him he be-
came restless. He wandered about the hall talking of ghosts.O

OA rendezvous!O Graham answered. OHemay have been waiting for
just that. The crying may have been a signal. Perhaps youOlibelieve now,
Bobby, that the man has had an underhanded purpose in staying here.O

OlOvenade too many hasty judgments in my life, Hartley. 1Ollgo slow
on this. 10l wait until we see what we find at the lake.O

Rawlins snapped off his light. The little party paused at the black en-
trance of the path into the thicket.

OHeOs buried himself in the woods,O Rawlins said.

They crowded instinctively closer in the sudden darkness. A brisk
wind had sprung up. It rattled among the trees, and set the dead leaves
in gentle, rustling motion. It suggestedto Bobby the picture which had
beenforced into his brain the night of his grandfatherOsdeath. The moon
now possessedlesslight, but it reminded him again of a drowning face,
and through the darkness he could fancy the trees straining in the wind
like puny men. Abruptly the thought of penetrating the forest became
frightening. The silent loneliness of the stagnant lake seemed as un-
friendly and threatening as the melancholy of the old room.
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OThereare too many of us,ORobinson was saying. OYouOdetter go on
alone, Rawlins, and donOttake any chances.|Ovegot to have this man.
You understand? | think he knows things worth while.O

The rising wind laughed at his whisper. The detective flashed his lamp
once, shut it off again, and stepped into the close embrace of the thicket.

Suddenly Bobby grasped GrahamOsarm. The little group became
tense, breathless. For acrossthe wind with a diffused quality, a lack of
direction, vibrated to them again the faint and mournful grief of a
woman.
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Chapter 6

THE ONE WHO CREPT IN THE PRIVATE
STAIRCASE

The odd, mournful crying lost itself in the restlesslament of the wind.
The thicket from which it had seemedto issue assumed in the pallid
moonlight a new unfriendliness. Instinctively the six men moved closer
together. The coronerOs thin tones expressed his alarm:

OWhatthe devil was that? | donOtreally believe there could be a wo-
man around here.O

OA queer one!O the detective grunted.

The district attorney questioned Bobby and Graham.

OThatOs the voice you heard from the house?O

Graham nodded.

OPerhaps not so far away.O

Doctor Groom, hitherto more captured than any of them by the im-
minence of a spiritual responsibility for the mystery of the Cedars, was
the first now to reach for a rational explanation of this new phase.

OWemustnOtlet our fancies run away with us. The coronerOsight for
once. No excusefor a woman hiding in that thicket. A bird, maybe, or
some animalN O

OSounded more like a human being,® Robinson objected.

The detective reasonedin a steady unmoved voice: OOnly a mad wo-
man would wander through the woods, crying like that without a spe-
cial purpose. This man Paredes has left the house and come through
here. 10d guess it was a signal.O

OGraham and | had thought of that,O Bobby said.

OHowells was a sharp one,ORobinson mused, Obuthe must have gone
wrong on this fellow. He Ophonedme the man knew nothing. Spoke of
him as a foreigner who lolled around smoking cigarettes and trying to
make a fool of him with a lot of talk about ghosts.O

OHowells,0 Graham said, Omisjudged the case from the start. He
wasnOt to blame, but his mistake cost him his life.O
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Robinson didnOtanswer. Bobby saw that the man had discarded his in-
tolerant temper. From that change he drew a new hope. He acceptedit as
the beginning of fulflment of his prophecy last night that an accident to
Howells and the entrance of a new man into the casewould give him a
fighting chance.It was clearly Paredesat the moment who filled the dis-
trict attorneyOs mind.

OGoafter him,Ohe said shortly to Rawlins. Olfyou can get away with it
bring him back and whoever you find with him.O

Rawlins hesitated.

OIOnmo coward, but | know whatOshappened to Howells. This isnOtan
ordinary case.l donOtwant to walk into an ambush. It would be safer not
to run him down alone.O

OAIl right,O Robinson agreed, OldonOtcare to leave the Cedars for the
present. Perhaps Mr. GrahamN O

But Graham wasnOtenthusiastic. It never occurred to Bobby that he
was afraid. Graham, he guessed, desired to remain near Katherine.

OI0Il go, if you like,O Doctor Groom rumbled.

It was probable that GrahamOsnstinct to stay had sprung from service
rather than sentiment. The man, it was reasonable, sought to protect
Katherine from the Cedarsitself and from RobinsonOsoo direct methods
of examination. As an antidote for his unwelcome jealousy Bobby
offered himself to Rawlins.

OWould you mind if | came, too? IOve known Paredes a long time.O

Robinson sneered.

OWhat do you think of that, Rawlins?0

But the detective stepped closeand whispered in the district attorneyOs
ear.

OAll right,O Robinson said. OGo with Oem, if you want, Mr. Blackburn.O

And Bobby knew that he would go, not to help, but to be watched.

The others strayed toward the house. The three men faced the entrance
of the path alone.

ONomore loud talk now,Othe detective warned. Olfhe went on tiptoe
so can we.O

Even with this company Bobby shrank from the dark and restless
forest. With a smooth skill the detective followed the unfamiliar path.
From time to time he stooped closeto the ground, shaded his lamp with
his hand, and pressedthe control. Always the light verified the presence
of Paredesahead of them. Bobby knew they were near the stagnant lake.
The underbrush was thicker. They went with more care to limit the
sound of their passageamong the trees. And each moment the physical
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surroundings of the pursuit increased BobbyOsloubt of Paredes.No or-
dinary impulse would bring a man to such a place in this black hour be-
fore the dawnNparticularly Paredes,who spoke constantly of his super-
stitious nature, who advertised a thorough-paced fear of the Cedars. The
PanamanianOslecision to remain, his lack of emotion before the tragic
successionof events at the house, his attempt to enter the corridor just
before Bobby had gone himself to the old room for the evidence, his de-
sire to direct suspicion against Katherine, finally this excursion in re-
sponseto the eerie crying, all suggested a definite, perhaps a dangerous,
purpose in the brain of the serene and inscrutable man.

They slipped to the open spaceabout the lake. The moon barely distin-
guished for them the flat, melancholy stretch of water. They listened
breathlessly. There was no sound beyond the normal stirrings of the
forest. Bobby had a feeling, similar to the afternoonOs,that he was
watched. He tried unsuccessfully to penetrate the darkness across the
lake where he had fancied the woman skulking. The detectiveOskeen
senses were satisfied.

ODollarsto doughnuts theyOrenot here. TheyOveprobably gone on. IOl
have to take a chance and show the light again.O

Fresh footprints were revealed in the narrow circle of illumination.
Testifying to ParedesOsontinued stealth, they made a straight line to the
waterOs edge. Rawlins exclaimed:

OHe stepped into the lake. How deep is it?0

The black surface of the water seemedto Bobby like an opaque glass,
hiding sinister things. Suppose Paredes,instead of coming to a rendez-
vous, had been led?

OItOs deep enough in the centre,O he answered.

OShallow around the edges?0

OQuite.O

OThen he knew we were after him,0 Groom said.

Rawlins nodded and ran his light along the shore. A few yards to the
right aledge of smooth rock stretched from the water to a grove of pine
trees. The detective arose and turned off his light.

OHeOBblocked us,Ohe said. OHeknew he wouldnOtleave his marks on
the rocks or the pine needles. No way to guess his direction now.O

Doctor Groom cleared his throat. With a hesitant manner he recited
the discovery of the queer light in the deserted house, its unaccountable
disappearances their failure to find its source.

Olwas thinking,O he explained, OthatParedesalone saw the light give
out. It was his suggestion that he go to the front of the house to
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investigate. This path might be used asa short cut to the deserted house.
The rendezvous may have been there.O

Rawlins was interested again.

OHow far is it?0O

ONot much more than a mile,O Groom answered.

OThen weOll go,O the detective decided. OShow the way.O

Groom in the lead, they struck off through the woods. Bobby, who
walked last, noticed the faint messengersof dawn behind the treesin the
east. He was glad. The night cloaked too much in this neighbourhood.
By daylight the empty house would guard its secretlesseasily. Suddenly
he paused and stood quite still. He wanted to call to the others, to point
out what he had seen.There was no question. By chance he had accom-
plished the task that had seemed so hopeless yesterday. He had found
the spot where his consciousnesshad come back momentarily to record a
wet moon, trees straining in the wind like puny men, and a figure in a
mask which he had called his conscience.He gazed, his hope retreating
before an unforeseen disappointment, for with the paling moon and the
bent trees survived that very figure on the discovery of whose nature he
had built so vital a hope; and in this bad light it conveyed to him an ap-
pearance nearly human. Through the underbrush the trunk of a tree
shattered by some violent storm mocked him with its illusion. The dead
leaves at the top were like cloth acrossa face. Therefore, he argued, there
had beenno conspiracy against him. Paredeswas clean asfar asthat was
concerned. He had wandered about the Cedars alone. He had opened his
eyes at a point between the court and the deserted house.

Rawlins turned back suspiciously, asking why he loitered. He contin-
ued almost indifferently. He still wanted to know ParedesOgoal, but his
disappointment and its meaning obsessed him.

When they crept up the growing light exposed the scarsof the deser-
ted house. Everything was as Bobby remembered it. At the front there
was no decayed wood or vegetation to strengthen the doctorOshalf-
hearted theory of a phosphorescent emanation.

The tangle of footsteps near the rear door was confusing and it was
some time before the three men straightened and glanced at each other,
knowing that the doctorOswisdom was proved. For Paredeshad been
there recently; for that matter, might still be in the house. Moreover, he
hadnOthidden his tracks, as he could have done, in the thick grass. In-
stead he had come in a straight line from the woods across a piece of
sandy ground which contained the record of his direction and his contin-
ued stealth. But inside they found nothing except burnt-out matches
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strewn acrossthe floor, testimony of their earlier search.The fugitive had
evidently left more carefully than he had come. The chill emptiness of
the deserted house had drawn and released him ahead of the chase.

Olguesshe knew what the light meant,Othe detective said, Oaswell as
he did that queer calling. It complicates matters that |1 canOfind a wo-
manOdootprints around here. She may have kept to the grass and this
marked-up path, for, since | donOtbelieve in banshees,|Ollswear thereOs
been a woman around, either a crazy woman, wandering at large, who
might be connected with the murders, or else a sane one who signalled
the foreigner. LetOgyet back and seewhat the district attorney makes of
it.O

Olt might be wiser not to dismiss the banshees,as you call them, too
hurriedly,O Doctor Groom rumbled.

As they returned along the road in the growing light Bobby lost the
feeling he had had of being spied upon. The memory of such an adven-
ture was bound to breed something like confidence among its actors.
Rawlins, Bobby hoped, would be less unfriendly. The detective, in fact,
talked as much to him asto the doctor. He assured them that Robinson
would get the Panamanian unless he proved miraculously clever.

OHeOshown us that he knows something,O he went on. Ol donOtsay
how much, becausel canOget a motive to make it worth his while to
commit such crimes.O

The man smiled blandly at Bobby.

OWhile in your case thereOs a motive at leastN the money.O

He chuckled.

OThatOshe easiest motive to understand in the world. 1tOsstronger
than love.O

Bobby wondered. Love had beenthe impulse for the last few monthsO
folly that had led him into his present situation. Graham, over his stern
principles of right, had already stepped outside the law in backing Kath-
erineOfforts to save Bobby. Sohe wondered how much Graham would
risk, how far he was capable of going himself, at the inspiration of such a
motive.

The sun was up when they reached the Cedars. Katherine had gone to
her room. The coroner had left. Robinson and Graham had built a fresh
fire in the hall. They sat there, talking.

OWhere you been?ORobinson demanded. OWeOdibout decided the
spooks had done for you.O
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The detective outlined their failure. The district attorney listened with
afrown. At the end he aroseand, without saying anything, walked to the
telephone. When he returned he appeared better satisfied.

OMr. Paredes,Che said, Owill have to be a slick article to make a clean
getaway. And 10mbringing another man to keep reporters out. TheyOll
know from HowellsOsmurder that Mr. Blackburn didnOtdie a natural
death. If reporters get in donOttalk to them. | donOtwant that damned
foreigner reading in the papers whatOsgoing on here. 10dgive my job to
have him in that chair for five minutes now.O

Graham cleared his throat.

Olscarcely know how to suggestthis, since it is sufficiently clear, be-
cause of HowellsOssuspicions, that you have Mr. Blackburn under close
observation. But he has a fair idea of ParedesOkabits, his haunts, and his
friends in New York. He might be able to learn things the police
couldnOt.IOveone or two matters to take me to town. | would make my-
self personally responsible for his returnN O

The district attorney interrupted.

Ol see what you mean. Wait a minute.O

He clasped his hands and rolled his fat thumbs one around the other.
The little eyes,surrounded by puffy flesh, becameenigmatic. All at once
he glanced up with a genial smile.

OWhy not? | havenOtsaid anything about holding Mr. Blackburn as
more than a witness.O

His tone chilled Bobby as thoroughly as a direct accusation would
have done.

OAnd,ORobinson went on, Othesooner you go the better. The sooner
you get back the better.O

Graham was visibly puzzled by this prompt acquiescence.He started
for the stairs, but the district attorney waved him aside.

OCoats and hats are downstairs. No need wasting time.O

Graham turned to Doctor Groom.

OYouOll tell Miss Perrine, Doctor?0

The doctor showed that he understood the warning Graham wished to
convey.

The district attorney made a point of walking to the stable to seethem
off. Graham gestured angrily as they drove away.

OltOslain asthe noseon your face.| was too anxious to test their atti-
tude toward you, Bobby. He jumped at the chanceto run us out of the
house. HeOllhave several hours during which to turn the place upside
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down, to give Katherine the third degree. And we canOigo back. WeOll
have to see it through.O

OWhy should he give me a chance to slip away?0 Bobby asked.

But before long he realized that Robinson was taking no chances. At
the junction of the road from Smithtown a car picked them up and clung
to their heels all the way to the city.

ORawlinsmust have telephoned,OGraham said, Owhile we went to the
stable. TheyOrestill playing HowellsOsgame. TheyOllgive you plenty of
rope.O

He drove straight to BobbyOsapartment. The elevator man verified
their suspicions. Robinson had telephoned the New York police for a
search. A familiar type of metropolitan detective met them in the hall
outside BobbyOs door.

OIOm through, gentlemen,O he greeted them impudently.

Graham faced him in a burst of temper.

OThe city may have to pay for this outrage.O

The man grinned.

Ol should get gray hairs about that.O

He went on downstairs. They entered the apartment to find confusion
in eachroom. Bureau drawers had beenturned upside down. The desk
had been examined with a reckless thoroughness. Graham was frankly
worried.

Ol wonder if he found anything. If he did you wonOt get out of town.O

OWhat could he find?0O Bobby asked.

Olfthe court was planted,O Graham answered, Owhy shouldnOtthese
rooms have been?0

OAfter last night | donOt believe the court was planted,O Bobby said.

In the lower hall the elevator man handed Bobby the mail that had
come since the night of his grandfatherOsmurder. In the car again he
glanced over the envelopes. He tore one open with a surprised haste.

OThis is MariaOs handwriting,O he told Graham.

He read the hastily scrawled note aloud with atone that failed toward
the end.

(DearBobby

OYou must not, as you say, think me a bad sport. You were very
wicked last night. Maybe you were so because of too many of those
naughty little cocktails. Why should you threaten poor Maria? And you
boasted you were going out to the Cedars to kill your grandfather be-
causeyou didnOtlike him any more. Sol told Carlos to take you home. |
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was afraid of a scenein public. Come around. Have teawith me. Tell me
you forgive me. Tell me what was the matter with you.O

OShemust have written that yesterday morning,O Bobby muttered.
OGood Lord, Hartley! Then it was in my mind!O

OUnlessthat letterOsa plant, too,0Graham said. OYethow could she
know thereOdbe a search?Why shouldnOtshe have addressed it to the
Cedarswhere there was a fair chanceof its being opened and read by the
police? Why hasnOtny man made any report on her? WeOve number of
questions to ask Maria.O

But word came down from the dancerOsapartment that Maria wasnOt
at home.

OWhen did she go out?O Graham asked the hall man.

ONot since | came on duty at six 0Oclock.O

Graham slipped a bill in the manOs hand.

OWeOvean important messagefor her. WeOdbetter leave it with the
maid.O

When they were alone in the upper hall he explained his purpose to
Bobby.

OWemust know whether sheOsctually here. If she isnOtjf she hasnOt
been back for the last twenty-four hoursN donOtyou see?It was yester-
day afternoon you thought you saw a woman at the lake, and last night a
woman cried about the CedarsN O

OThatOs going pretty far, Hartley.O

OltOs a chance. A physical one.O

A pretty maid opened the door. Her face was troubled. She studied
them with frank disappointment.

Ol thoughtN O she began.

OThat your mistress was coming back?O Graham flashed.

There was no concealment in the girlOsmanner. It was certain that
Maria was not in the apartment.

OYou remember me?0 Bobby asked.

OYes.You have been here. You are a friend of mademoiselleOsYou
can, perhaps, tell me where she is.O

Bobby shook his head. The girl spread her hands. She burst out
excitedly:

OWhatis one to do? | have telephoned the theatre. There was no one
there who knew anything at all, except that mademoiselle had not ap-
peared at the performance last night.O

Graham glanced at Bobby.

OWhen,O he asked, Odid you see her last?0
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Olt was before luncheon yesterday.O

ODid she leave no instructions? DidnOt she say when she would be
back?0

The girl nodded.

OThatOwhat worries me, for she said shewould be back after the per-
formance last night.O

OShe left no instructions?O Graham repeated.

OOnly that if any one called or telephoned | was to make no appoint-
ments. What am | to do? Perhaps | shouldnOtbe talking to you. She
would never forgive me for an indiscretion.O

OForthe present | advise you to do nothing,O Graham said. OYoucan
safely leave all that to her managers.| am going to seethem now. | will
tell them what you have said.O

The girlOs eyes moistened.

OThank you, sir. | have been at my witsO end.O

Apparently she withheld nothing. She played no part to confuse the
dancerOs friends.

On the way to the managersCffice, with the trailing car behind them,
Graham reasoned excitedly:

OForthe first time we seemto be actually on the track. HereOsa tan-
gible clue that may lead to the heart of the case.Maria pulled the wool
over the maidOseyes, too. ShedidnOtwant her to know her plans, but her
instructions show that she had no intention of returning last night. She
probably made a bee line for the Cedars. It was probably she that you
saw at the lake, probably she who cried last night. If only she hadnOt
written that note! |1 canOget the meaning of it. 1tOsup to her managers
now. If they havenOteard from her itOsa safe guesssheOsplaying a deep
game, connected with the crying, and the light at the deserted house, and
the disappearance of Paredesbefore dawn. You must realize the connec-
tion between that and your condition the other evening after you had left
them.O

Bobby nodded. He began to hope that at the managersQoffice they
would receive no explanation of MariaDsabsence destructive to Gra-
hamOgheory. Early asit was they found a bald-headed man in his shirt
sleeves pacing with an air of panic a blantantly furnished office.

OWell!Ohe burst out as they entered. OMy secretary tells me youOve
come about this temperamental Carmen of mine. Tell me where she is.
Quick!O

Graham smiled at Bobby. The manager ran his fingers acrosshis bald
and shining forehead.
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OlItOs no laughing matter.O

OThen she has definitely disappeared?O Graham said.

ODisappeared!Why did | come down at this ungodly hour except on
the chanceof getting some word? ShedidnOteven telephone last night. |
had to show myself in front of the curtain and give them a spiel about a
sudden indisposition. And believe me, gentlemen, audiences ainOtwhat
they used to be. Did these ginks sit back and take the show for what it
was worth? Not by a darn sight. Flocked to the box office and howled for
their money back. If she doesnOappear to-night | might aswell closethe
house. |0l be ruined.O

OUnless,@raham suggested, Oyouget your pressagent to make capit-
al out of her absence.The papers would publish her picture and thou-
sands of people would look her up for you.O

The manager ceasedhis perplexed massageof his forehead. He shook
hands genially.

OlOdhought of that with some frills. OHasbeautiful dancer met foul
play? Millions in jewels on her person when last seen.(DId stuff, but
they rise to it.O

OThatwill help,0 Graham said to Bobby when they were in the car
again. OThereporters will find Maria quicker than any detective | can
put my hand on. My man evidently fell down becauseshe had gone be-
fore | got him on the case.QAt his office they learned that was the fact.
The private detective had been able to get no slightest clue asto MariaOs
whereabouts. Moreover, BobbyOsdescription of the stranger who had
entered the cafewith her merely suggesteda type familiar to the Tender-
loin. For purposes of identification it was worthless. Always followed by
the car from Smithtown, they went to the hotel where Paredeshad lived,
to a number of his haunts. Bobby talked with men who knew him, but he
learned nothing. ParedesOfiends had had no word since the manOgle-
parture for the Cedars the day before. Sothey turned their backs on the
city, elated by the significance of MariaOsabsence,yet worried by the
search and the watchful car which never lost sight of them. When they
were in the country Graham sighed his relief. OYou havenOtbeen
stopped. Therefore, nothing was found at your apartment, but if that
wasnOtplanted why should Maria have sent an incriminating note
there?0OO0Unless,Bobby answered, Oshetold the truth. Unless she was
sincere when she mailed it. Unless she learned something important
between the time she wrote it and her disappearance from her home.O

OFrankly, Bobby,OGraham said, Othenote and the circumstances un-
der which it came to you are as damaging as the footprints and the
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handkerchief, but it doesnOttell us how any human being could have
entered that room to commit the murders and disturb the bodies. At
least weOve got one physical fact, and IO0m going to work on that.O

Olfit is Maria prowling around the Cedars,OBobby said, OsheCsmaz-
ingly slippery, and with Paredes gone what are you going to do with
your physical fact? And how does it explain the friendly influence that
wiped out my footprints? Is it a friendly or an evil influence that
snatched away the evidence and that keeps it secreted?O

OWeOkee,OGraham said. OIOngoing after a flesh-and-blood criminal
who isnOtyou. IOmgoing to try to find out what your grandfather was
afraid of the night of his murder.O

After a time he glanced up.

OYouOveknown Paredes for a long time, Bobby, but | donOtthink
youOve ever told me how you met him.O

OA couple of years ago | should think,O Bobby answered. OSomebody
brought him to the club. 1Oveforgotten who. Carlos was working for a
big Panama importing firm. He was trying to interest this chap in the
New York end. | saw him off and on after that and got to like him for his
quiet manner and a queer, dry wit he had in those days. Two or three
months ago heN he seemed to fit into my humour, and we became
pretty chummy asyou know. Even after last night | hate to believe heOs
my enemy.O

OHeOgour enemy,O Graham answered, Oand last nightOsthe weak
joint in his armour. | wonder if Robinson didnOt scare him away by
threatening to question him. ParedesisnOtconnected with that company
now, is he? | gather he has no regular position.O

ONo.HeOgwicked up one or two temporary things with the fruit com-
panies. More than his running away, the thing that worries me about
Carlos is his ridiculous suspicion of Katherine.O

He told Graham in detail of that conversation. Graham frowned. He
opened the throttle wider. Their anxiety increased to know what had
happened at the Cedars since their departure. The outposts of the forest
Imposed silence, closed eagerly about them, seemedto welcome them to
its dead loneliness. There was a man on guard at the gate. They hurried
past. The house showed no sign of life, but when they entered the court
Bobby saw Katherine at her window, doubtless attracted by the sounds
of their arrival. Her face brightened, but she raised her arms in a gesture
suggestive of despair.

ODoes she mean the evidence has been found?0O Bobby asked.
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Graham made no attempt to conceal his real interest, the impulse at
the back of all his efforts in BobbyOs behalf.

OMorelikely Robinson hasworried the life out of her since weOvebeen
gone. | oughtnOt to have left her. | set the trap myself.O

When they were in the house their halting curiosity was lost in a vast
surprise. The hall was empty but they heard voices in the library. They
hurried acrossthe dining room, pausing in the doorway, staring with
unbelieving eyes at the accustomed picture they had least expected to
see.

Paredes lounged on the divan, smoking with easy indifference. His
clothing and his shoeswere spotless. He had shaved, and his beard had
been freshly trimmed. Rawlins and the district attorney stood in front of
the fireplace, studying him with perplexed eyes.The persistence of their
regard even after BobbyOsentrance suggested to him that the evidence
remained secreted, that the officers, under the circumstances, were
scarcelyinterested in his return. He was swept himself into an explosive
amazement:

OcCarlos! What the deuce are you doing here?0

The Panamanian expelled a cloud of smoke. He smiled.

OResting after a fatiguing walk.O

In his unexpected presence Bobby fancied a demolition of the hope
Graham and he had brought back from the city. He couldnOtimagine
guilt lurking behind that serene manner.

OWhere did you come from? What were you up to last night?O

There was no accounting for ParedesOdaring, he told himself, no ac-
counting for his easy gesture now as he drew again at his cigarette and
tossed it in the fireplace.

OThesegentlemen,Ohe said, Ohavebeen asking just that question. |Om
honoured. | had no idea my movements were of such interest. |Ovetold
them that | took a stroll. The night was over. There was no point in going
to bed, and all day | had been without exercise.O

OYet,GGraham said harshly, Oyou have had practically no sleep since
you came here.O

Paredes nodded.

OVery distressing, isnOt it?0

OMaybe,Rawlins sneered, OyouOltell us why you went on tiptoe, and
| suppose you didnOt hear a woman crying in the woods?0

OThatOpist it, OParedesanswered. Oldid hear something like that, and
it occurred to me to follow such a curious sound. Sol went on tiptoe, as
you call it.O
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OWhy,ORobinson exclaimed angrily, Oyouwalked in the lake to hide
your tracks!O

Paredes smiled.

Olt was very dark. That was chance. Quite silly of me. My feet got
wet.O

Olgather,ORawlins said, Oitwas chancethat took you to the deserted
house.O

Paredes shook his head.

ODonOyou think | was as much puzzled as the rest by that strange,
disappearing light? It was as good a place to walk as any.O

OWhere have you been since?O Graham asked.

OWhenl had got there | was tired,O Paredesanswered. OSincet wasnOt
far to the station | thought 1Odgo on into Smithtown and have a bath and
rest. But | assure you |Ove trudged back from the station just now.O

Suddenly he repeated the apparently absurd formula he had used
with Howells.

OYouknow the court seemsfull of unfriendly thingsN what the ignor-
ant would call ghosts. IOmSpanish and | know.O After a moment he ad-
ded: OThewoods, too. | shouldnOtcare to wander through them too
much after dark.O

Robinson stared, but Rawlins brushed the question aside.

OWhat hotel did you go to in Smithtown?0O

OltOs called the ONew.O Nothing could be farther from the fact.O

OShall | see if thatOs straight, sir?0

The district attorney agreed, and Rawlins left the room. Paredes
laughed.

OHow interesting! IOm under suspicion. It would be something,
wouldnOtit, to commit crimes with the devilish ingenuity of these?No,
no, Mr. District Attorney, look to the ghosts. They alone are sufficiently
clever. But | might say, since you take this attitude, that | donOtcare to
answer any more questions until you discover something that might give
you the right to ask them.O

He lay back on the divan, languidly lighting another cigarette. Graham
beckoned Robinson. Bobby followed them out, suspecting GrahamOs
purpose, unwilling that action should be taken too hastily against the
Panamanian; for even now guilty knowledge seemedincompatible with
ParedesOgolished reserve. When he joined the others, indeed, Graham
with an aggressive air was demanding the district attorneyOs intentions.
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Olf he could elude you so easily last night, itOscommon senseto put
him where you can find him in case of need. HeOsgiven you excuse
enough.O

OThemanOggot me guessing,ORobinson mused, Obut there are other
elements.O

OWhatObsappened since we left?OGraham asked quickly. OHaveyou
got any trace of HowellsOs evidence?0

Robinson smiled enigmatically, but his failure was apparent.

OlOniike Howells,O he said. OlOdisk nearly anything myself to learn
how the room was entered, how the crimes were committed, how those
poor devils were made to alter their positions.O

OSo,Bobby said, Oyouhad my rooms in New York searched.You had
me followed to-day. ItOs ridiculous.O

Robinson ignored him. He stepped to the front door, opened it, and
looked around the couirt.

OWhat did the sphinx mean about ghosts in the court?0

They walked out, gazing helplessly at the trampled grass about the
fountain, at the melancholy walls, at the partly opened window of the
room of mystery.

OHe knows something,O Robinson mused. OMaybe youOreright, Mr.
Graham, but | wonder if | oughtnOt to go farther and take you all.O

Graham smiled uncomfortably, but Bobby knew why the official failed
to follow that radical course. Like Howells, he hesitated to remove from
the Cedars the person most likely to solve its mystery. As long as a
chance remained that Howells had been right about Bobby he would
give Silas BlackburnOgyrandson his head, merely making sure, as he had
done this morning, that there should be no escape. He glanced up.

Ol wonder if our foreignerOs laughing at me now.O

Graham made a movement toward the door.

OWe might,O he said significantly, Ofind that out without disturbing
him.O

Robinson nodded and led the way silently back to the house. Such a
method was repugnant to Bobby, and he followed at a distance. Then he
saw from the movements of the two men ahead that the library had
again offered the unexpected, and he entered. Paredeswas no longer in
the room. Bobby was about to speak, but Robinson shook his head an-
grily, raising his hand in a gesture of warning. All three strained for-
ward, listening, and Bobby caught the sound that had arrested the oth-
ersN a stealthy scraping that would have beeninaudible exceptthrough
such a brooding silence as pervaded the old house.
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BobbyOsnterest quickened at this confirmation of GrahamOstheory.
There was a projection of cold fear, moreover, in its sly allusion. It gave
to his memory of Paredes,with his tall, graceful figure, his lack of emo-
tion, his inscrutable eyes, and his pointed beard, a suggestion nearly
satanic. For the stealthy scraping had come from behind the closed door
of the private staircase. Howells had gone up that staircase. None of
them could forget for a moment that it led to the private hall outside the
room in which the murders had been committed.

It occurred to Bobby that the triumph GrahamOsdface expressed was
out of keeping with the man. It disturbed him nearly as thoroughly as
ParedesOs stealthy presence in that place.

OWeOve got him,0 Graham whispered.

RobinsonOsbulky figure moved cautiously toward the door. He
grasped the knob, swung the door open, and stepped back, smiling his
satisfaction.

Half way down the staircase Paredesleaned against the wall, one foot
raised and outstretched, as though an infinitely quiet descenthad been
interrupted. The exposure had been too quick for his habit. His face
failed to hide its discomfiture. His laugh rang false.

OHello!O

OlOmafraid weOvecaught you, Paredes,OGraham said, and the tri-
umph blazed now in his voice.

What Paredesdid then was more startling, more out of key than any of
his recent actions. He came precipitately down. His eyes were danger-
ous. As Bobby watched the face whose quiet had at last been tempestu-
ously destroyed, he felt that the man was capable of anything under suf-
ficient provocation.

OGot me for what?O he snarled.

OTellus why you were sneaking up there. In connection with your
little excursion before dawn it suggests a guilty knowledge.O

Paredes straightened. He shrugged his shoulders. With an admirable
effort of the will he smoothed the rage from his face, but for Bobby the
satanic suggestion lingered.

OWhy do you suppose IOmhere?Ohe said in a restrained voice that
scarcely rose above a whisper. OTohelp Bobby. | was simply looking
around for BobbyOs sake.O

That angered Bobby. He wanted to cry out against the supposed friend
who had at last shown his teeth.
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OThat,OGraham laughed, Oiswhy you sneaked,why you didnOtmake
any noise, why you lost your temper when we caught you at it? What
about it, Mr. District Attorney?O

Robinson stepped forward.

ONothing elseto do, Mr. Graham. HeOsgoo slippery. 10llput him in a
safe place.O

OYou mean,O Paredes cried, Othat youOll arrest me?0O

OYouOve guessed it. 10l lock you up as a material witness.O

Paredes swung on Bobby.

OYouOlpermit this, Bobby? YouOllforget that | am a guest in your
house?0

Bobby flushed.

OWhy have you stayed? What were you doing up there? Answer those
questions. Tell me what you want.O

Paredesturned away. He took a cigarette from his pocket and lighted
it. His fingers were not steady. For the first time, it became evident to
Bobby, Paredeswas afraid. Rawlins came back from the telephone. He
took in the tableau.

OWhatOs the rumpus?0

ORunthis man to Smithtown,O Robinson directed. OLockhim up, and
tell the judge, when heOsrraigned in the morning, that | want him held
as a material witness.O

OHe was at the hotel in Smithtown all right,0 Rawlins said.

He tapped ParedesOs arm.

OYoucoming on this little joy ride like alamb or alion? Say,youOlifind
the jail about as comfortable as the New Hotel.O

Paredessmiled. The evil and dangerous light died in his eyes.He be-
came all at once easy and impervious again.

OLike a lamb. How else?0

OlOnsorry, Carlos,OBobby muttered. OlfyouOdonly say something! If
youOd only explain your movements! If youOd only really help!O

Again Paredes shrugged his shoulders.

OHandcuffs?0 he asked Rawlins.

Rawlins ran his hands deftly over the PanamanianOs clothing.

ONoarmed neutrality for me,Ohe grinned. OAll right. WeOllforget the
bracelets since you havenOt a gun.O

Puffing at his cigarette, Paredesgot his coat and hat and followed the
detective from the house.

Robinson and Graham climbed the private staircaseto commence an-
other systematic search of the hall, to discover, if they could, the motive
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for ParedesOstealthy presence there. Bobby accepted greedily this op-
portunity to find Katherine, to learn from her, undisturbed, what had
happened in the house that morning, the meaning, perhaps, of her des-
pairing gesture. When, in response to his knock, she opened her door
and stepped into the corridor he guessed her despair had been an ex-
pression of the increased strain, of her helplessnessin face of RobinsonOs
harsh determination.

OHequestioned me for an hour,O she said, Oprincipally about the heel
mark in the court. They cling to that, becausel donOthink theyOvefound
anything new at the lake.O

OYoudonOtknow anything about it, do you, Katherine? You werenOt
there? You didnOt do that for me?0

OlwasnOthere, Bobby. | honestly donOtknow any more about it than
you do.O

OCarloswas in the court,0 he mused. ODid you know theyOdtaken
him? We found him creeping down the private stairway.O

There was a hard quality about her gratitude.

Olam glad, Bobby. The man makes me shudder, and all morning they
seemed more interested in you than in him. TheyOverummaged every
roomN even mine.O

She laughed feverishly.

OThatOshy |Ovebeen so upset. They seemedN O She broke off. She
picked at her handkerchief. After a moment she looked him frankly in
the eyes and continued: OTheyseemed almost as doubtful of me as of
you.O

He recalled ParedesOs suspicion of the girl.

OItOs nonsense, Katherine. And IOm to blame for that, t00.0

She put her finger to her lips. Her smile was wistful.

OHush! You mustnOt blame yourself. You mustnOt think of that.O

Again her solicitude, their isolation in a darkened place, tempted him,
aroused impulses nearly irresistible. Her slender figure, the pretty face,
grown familiar and more desirable through all theseyears, swept him to
a harsher revolt than he had conquered in the library. In the face of Gra-
ham, in spite of his own intolerable position he knew he couldnOtfight
that truth eternally. Shemust have noticed his struggle without grasping
its cause,for shetouched his hand, and the wistfulness of her expression
increased.

Olwish you wouldnOtthink of me, Bobby. ItOsyou we must all think
of.O
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He acceptedwith a cold dismay the sisterly anxiety of her attitude. It
made his renunciation easier. He walked away.

OWhy do you go?0 she called after him.

He gestured vaguely, without turning.

He didnOtseeher again until dinner time. Shewas as silent then as she
had beenthe night before when Howells had sat with them, his morose-
ness veiling a sharp interest in the plan that was to lead to his death.
RobinsonOsnood was very different. He talked a great deal, making no
effort to hide his irritation. His failure to find any clue in the private
staircase after ParedesOsrrest had clearly stimulated his interest in
Bobby. The sharp little eyes,surrounded by puffy flesh, held a threat for
him. Bobby was glad when the meal ended.

HowellsOsbody was taken away that night. It was a relief for all of
them to know that the old room was empty again.

Ol daresay you wonOt sleep there,O Graham said to Robinson.

Robinson glanced at Bobby.

ONot as things stand,O he answered. OThelibrary lounge is plenty
good enough for me tonight.O

Graham went upstairs with Bobby. There was no question about his
purpose. He wouldnOt repeat last nightOs mistake.

OAt least,Ohe said, when the door was closed behind them, Olcan see
if you do get up and wander about in your sleep.|Odbet a good deal that
you wonOt.O

OIf I did it would be an indication?0O

OGranted itOs your custom, what is there to tempt you to-night?0

Bobby answered, half jesting:

OYouOveot forgotten Robinson on the library sofa. The man isnOtex-
actly working for me. Tonight he seemsalmost as unfriendly asHowells
was.O

He yawned.

Ol ought to sleep now if ever. IOveseldom been so tired. Two such
nights!O

He hesitated.

OButl am glad youOrehere, Hartley. | can go to sleepwith a more com-
fortable feeling.O

ODonOtworry,0 Graham said. OYouOlsleep quietly enough, and weOll
all be better for a good rest.O

For only a little while they talked of the mystery. While Graham re-
gretted his failure to find any trace of Maria, their voices dwindled
sleepily. Bobby recalled his last thought before losing himself last night.
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He tried to force from his mind now the threat in RobinsonOsyes. He
told himself again and again that the man wasnOtactually unfriendly.
Then the blackness encircled him. He slept.

Almost at once, it seemedto him, he was fighting away, demanding
drowsily:

OWhatOs the matter? Leave me alone.O

He heard GrahamOs voice, unnaturally subdued and anxious.

OWhat are you doing, Bobby?0O

Then Bobby knew he was no longer in his bed, that he stood instead in
a cold place; and the meaning of his position came with a rush of sick
terror.

OGet hold of yourself,0 Graham said. OCome back.O

Bobby opened his eyes. He was in the upper hall at the head of the
stairs. Unconsciously he had been about to creep quietly down, perhaps
to the library. Graham had awakened him. It seemedto offer the answer
to everything. It seemed to give outline to a monstrous familiar that
drowned his real self in the black pit while it conducted his body to the
commission of unspeakable crimes.

He lurched into the bedroom and sat shivering on the bed. Graham
entered and quietly closed the door.

OWhat time is it?O Bobby asked hoarsely.

OHalf-past two. | donOt think Robinson was aroused.O

The damp moon gave an ominous unreality to the room.

OWhat did | do?0O Bobby whispered.

OGotsoftly out of bed and went to the hall. It was uncanny. You were
like an automaton. | didnOtwake you at once. You see,IN | thought you
might go to the old room.O

Bobby shook again. He drew a blanket about his shoulders.

OAnd you believed 10dshow the way in and out, but the room was
empty, so | was going downstairsN O

He shuddered.

OGoodGod! Then itOsall true. | did it for the money. | put Howells out
to protect myself. | was going after Robinson. ItOgrue. Hartley! Tell me.
Do you think itOs true?0

Graham turned away.

ODonOusk me to say anything to help you just now,0 he answered
huskily, Ofor after this | donOt dare, Bobby. | donOt dare.O
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Chapter 7

THE AMAZING MEETING IN THE SHADOWS OF
THE OLD COURTYARD

Bobby returned to his bed. He lay there still shivering, beneaththe heavy
blankets. Ol donOtdare!lOHe echoed GrahamOswords. OThereOsothing
else any one can say. | must decide what to do. | must think it over.O

But, as always, thought brought no release.It merely insisted that the
caseagainst him was proved. At last he had been seenslipping uncon-
sciously from his roomNand at the samehour. All that remained was to
learn how he had accomplished the apparent miracles. Then no excuse
would remain for not going to Robinson and confessing. The woman at
the lake and in the courtyard, the movement of the body and the vanish-
ing of the evidence under his hand, ParedesOsdd behaviour, all became
in his mind puzzling details that failed to obscure the chief fact. After
this something must be done about ParedesOs detention.

He hadnOdreamed that his weariness could placate even momentarily
such reflections, but at last he slept again. He was aroused by the tramp-
ing of men around the house, and strange, harsh voices. He raised him-
self on his elbow and glanced from the window. It had long been day-
light. Two burly fellows in overalls, carrying pick and spade acrosstheir
shoulders, pushed through the underbrush at the edge of the clearing.
He turned. Graham, fully dressed, stood at the side of the bed.

OThose men?0 Bobby asked wearily.

OThegrave diggers,0 Graham answered. OTheyare going to work in
the old cemetery to prepare a place for Silas Blackburn with his fathers.
ThatOsvhy |Ovecome to wake you up. The ministerOstelephoned Kather-
ine. He will be here before noon. Do you know itOs after ten 0Oclock?0

For some time Bobby stared through the window at the desolate,
ragged landscape. It was abnormally cold even for the late fall. Dull
clouds obscured the sun and furnished an illusion of crowding
earthward.

OA funereal day.O
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The words slipped into his mind. He repeated them.

OWhenyour grandfatherOsburied,® Graham answered softly, OweOlll
feel happier.O

OWhy?0 Bobby asked. Olt wonOt lessen the fact of his murder.O

OTime,O Graham said, Olessens such factsN even for the police.O

Bobby glanced at him, flushing.

OYoumean youOvedecided to stand by me after what happened last
night?0

Graham smiled.

OlOvehought it all over. | slept like atop last night. | heard nothing. |
saw nothing.O

OOught | to want you to stand by me?OBobby said. OOughtnOt to
make a clean breast of it? At least | must do something about Paredes.O

Graham frowned.

OltOdard to believe he had any connection with your sleep-walking
last night, yet itOsas clear as ever that Maria and he are up to some game
in which you figure.O

OHe shouldn®t be in jail,® Bobby persisted.

OGetup,0 Graham advised. OBathe and have some breakfast, then we
can decide. ThereOso use talking of the other thing. I0veorgotten it. As
far as possible you must.O

Bobby sprang upright.

OHow can | forget it? If it was hard to face sleep before, what do you
think it is now? Have | any rightN O

ODonOt,Graham said. OlOIbe with you again to-night. If | were satis-
fied beyond the shadow of a doubt IOdadvise you to confess,but | canOt
be until | know what Maria and Paredes are doing.O

When Bobby had bathed and dressed he found, in spite of his mental
turmoil, that his sleep had done him good. While he breakfasted Graham
urged him to eat, tried to drive from his brain the morbid aftermath of
last nightOs revealing moment.

OThemanager took my advice, but MariaOsstill missing. Her pictures
are in most of the papers. There have been reporters here this morning,
about the murders.O

He strolled over and handed Bobby a number of newspapers.

OWhereOs Robinson?0 Bobby asked.

Ol saw him in the court a while ago. | daresay heOswandering
aroundN perhaps watching the men at the grave.O

OHe learned nothing new last night?O

Ol was with him at breakfast. | gather not.O
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Bobby looked up.

OlsnOt that an automobile coming through the woods?O he asked.

OMaybe Rawlins back from Smithtown, or the minister.O

The car stopped at the entrance of the court. They heard the remote
tinkling of the front door bell. Jenkins passed through. The cold air in-
vading the hall and the dining room told them he had opened the door.
His sharp exclamation recalled HowellsOsreport which, at their direction,
he had failed to mail. Had his exclamation been drawn by an accuser?
Bobby started to rise. Graham moved toward the door. Then Jenkins
entered and stood to one side. Bobby shared his astonishment, for
Paredeswalked in, unbuttoning his overcoat, the former easy-mannered,
uncommunicative foreigner. He appeared, moreover, to have slept pleas-
antly. His eyesshowed no weariness, his clothing no disarrangement. He
spoke at once, quite as if nothing disagreeable had shadowed his
departure.

OGood morning. If | had dreamed of this change in the weather |
would have brought a heavier overcoat. IOvenearly frozen driving from
Smithtown.O

Before either man could grope for a suitable greeting he faced Bobby.
He felt in his pockets with whimsical discouragement.

OFactis, Bobby, | left New York too suddenly. | hadnOmoticed until a
little while ago. You see | spent a good deal in Smithtown yesterday.O

Bobby spoke with an obvious confusion:

OWhat do you mean, Carlos? | thought you wereN O

Graham interrupted with a flat demand for an explanation.

OHow did you get away?0O

Paredes waved his hand.

OLater,Mr. Graham. There is a hack driver outside who is even more
suspicious than you. He wants to be paid. | asked Rawlins to drive me
back, but he rushed from the courthouse, probably to telephone his ro-
tund superior. Fact is, this fellow wants five dollarsN an outrageous
rate. IOvetold him soN but it doesnOto any good. Sowill you lend me
BobbyN O

Bobby handed him a banknote. He didnOt miss GrahamOsmeaning
glance. Paredes gave the money to the butler.

OPay him, will you, Jenkins? Thanks.O

He surveyed the remains of BobbyOs breakfast. He sat down.

OMay I? My breakfast was early, and prison food, when youOrenot in
the habitN O
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Bobby tried to account for ParedesOfiendly manner. That he should
have come back at all was sufficiently strange, but it was harder to un-
derstand why he should expressno resentment for his treatment yester-
day, why he should fail to refer to BobbyOgjuestions at the moment of
his arrest, or to the openly expressedenmity of Graham. Only one theory
promised to fit at all. It was necessaryfor the Panamanian to return to
the Cedars. His purpose, whatever it was, compelled him to remain for
the present in the mournful, tragic house. Therefore, he would crush his
justifiable anger. He would make it practically impossible for Bobby to
refuse his hospitality. And he had asked for moneyN only atrifling sum,
yet Graham would grasp at the fact to support his earlier suspicion.

ParedesOsarrival possessedone virtue: It diverted BobbyOshoughts
temporarily from his own dilemma, from his inability to chart a course.

Graham, on the other hand, was ill at ease.Beyond a doubt he was dis-
armed by ParedesOgood humour. For him yesterdayOsncident was not
so lightly to be passed over. Eventually his curiosity conquered. The
words came, nevertheless, with some difficulty:

OWe scarcely expected you back.O

His laugh was short and embarrassed.

OWe took it for granted you would find it necessary to stay in
Smithtown for a while.O

Paredes sipped the coffee which Jenkins had poured.

OSplendid coffee! You should have tasted what | had this morning.
Simple enough, Mr. Graham. | telephoned as soon as Rawlins got me to
the Bastille. | communicated with the lawyer who represents the com-
pany for which | once worked. HeOsa prominent and brilliant man. He
planned it with some local fellow. When | was arraigned at the opening
of court this morning the judge could hold me only asa material witness.
He fixed a pretty stiff bail, but the local lawyer was there with a bonds-
man, and | came back. My clothes are here. You donOt mind, Bobby?0

That moment in the hall when Graham had awakened him urged
Bobby to reply with a genuine warmth:

OldonOmmind. IOmglad youOreout of it. IOmsorry you went asyou did.
| was tired, at my witsOend. Your presencein the private staircasewas
the last straw. You will forgive us, Carlos?0

Paredessmiled. He put down his coffee cup and lighted a cigarette. He
smoked with a vast contentment.

OThatOsbetter. Nothing to forgive, Bobby. Let us call it a
misunderstanding.O

Graham moved closer.
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OPerhapsyouOll tell us now what you were doing in the private
staircase.O

Paredesblew a wreath of smoke. His eyes still smiled, but his voice
was harder:

OBygones are bygones. 1snOt that so, Bobby?0

OSince you wish it,O Bobby said.

But more important than the knowledge Graham desired, loomed the
old question. What was the manOs game? What held him here?

Robinson entered. The flesh around his eyes was puffier than it had
been yesterday. Worry had increased the incongruous discontent of his
round face. Clearly he had slept little.

Ol saw you arrive,O he said. ORawlins warned me. But | must say |
didnOt think youOd use your freedom to come to us.O

Paredes laughed.

OSincethe law wonOthold me at your convenience in Smithtown |
keep myself at your service hereN if Bobby permits it. Could you ask
more?0

Bobby shrank from the man with whom he had idled away so much
time and money. That fleeting, satanic impression of yesterday came
back, sharper, more alarming. ParedesOslear challenge to the district at-
torney was the measure of his strength. His mind was subtler than theirs.
His reserve and easy daring mastered them all; and always, as now, he
laughed at the futility of their efforts to sound his purposes, to limit his
freedom of action. Bobby didnOtcare to meet the uncommunicative eyes
whose depths he had never been able to explore. Was there a special
power there that could control the destinies of other people, that might
make men walk unconsciously to accomplish the ends of an unscrupu-
lous brain?

The district attorney appeared as much at sea as the others.

OThanks,O he said dryly to Paredes.

And glancing at Bobby, he asked with a hollow scorn:

OYouOve no objection to the gentleman visiting you for the present?0

Olfhe wishes,OBobby answered, a trifle amused at RobinsonO®bvious
fancy of a collusion between Paredes and himself.

Robinson jerked his head toward the window.

OlOvéeen watching the preparations out there. | guesswhen heOgaid
away youOll be thinking about having the will read.O

ONo hurry,O Bobby answered with a quick intake of breath.

Ol suppose not,O Robinson sneered, Osince everybody knows well
enough whatOs in it.O
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Bobby arose. Robinson still sneered.

OYouOll be at the graveN as chief mourner?0

Bobby walked from the room. He hadnOtcared to reply. He feared, as
it was, that he had let slip his increased self-doubt. He put on his coat
and hat and left the house. The raw cold, the yearOdirst omen of winter,
made his blood run quicker, forced into his mind a cleansing stimula-
tion. But almost immediately even that prophylactic was denied him.
With his direction a matter of indifference, chanceled him into the thick-
et at the side of the house. He had walked some distance. The under-
brush had long interposed a veil between him and the Cedars above
whose roofs smoke wreathed in the still air like fantastic figures weaving
a shroud to lower over the time-stained, melancholy walls. For once he
was grateful to the forest becauseit had forbidden him to glance per-
petually back at that dismal and pensive picture. Then he becameaware
of twigs hastily lopped off, of bushes bent and torn, of the uncovering,
through these careless means, of an old path. Simultaneously there
reached his ears the scraping of metal implements in the soft soil, the
dull thud of earth falling regularly. He paused, listening. The labour of
the men was given an uncouth rhythm by their grunting expulsions of
breath. Otherwise the nature of their industry and its surroundings had
iImposed upon them a silence, in itself beast-like and unnatural.

At last a harsh voice came to Bobby. Its brevity pointed the previous
dumbness of the speaker:

ODeep enough!O

And Bobby turned and hurried back along the roughly restored path,
as if fleeing from an immaterial thing suddenly quickened with the
power of accusation.

He could picture the fresh oblong excavation in the soil of the family
burial ground. He could seewhere the men had had to tear bushesfrom
among the graves in order to insert their tools. There was an ironical
justice in the condition of the old cemetery. It had received no interment
since the death of KatherineOdfather. Like everything about the Cedars,
Silas Blackburn had delivered it to the swift, obliterating fingers of time.
If the old man in his selfishnesshad paused to gaze beyond the inevit-
able fact of death, Bobby reflected, he would have guarded with a more
precious interest the drapings of his final sleep.

This necessarytask on which Bobby had stumbled had made the thick-
et less congenial than the house. As he walked back he forecasted with a
keen apprehension his approaching ordeal. It would, doubtless, be more
difficult to endure than HowellsOsexperiment over Silas BlackburnOs
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body in the old room. Could he witness the definite imprisonment of his
grandfather in a narrow box; could he watch the covering earth fall nois-
ily in that bleak place of silence without displaying for Robinson the
guilt that impressed him more and more?

A strange man appeared, walking from the direction of the house. His
black clothing, relieved only by narrow edgesof white cuffs between the
sleevesand the heavy mourning gloves, fitted with solemn harmony into
the landscape and BobbyOsnood. Such a figure was appropriate to the
Cedars. Bobby stepped to one side, placing a screen of dead foliage
between himself and the man whose profession it was to mourn. He
emerged from the forest and saw again the leisurely weaving of the
smoke shroud above the house. Then his eyeswere drawn by the restless
movements of a pair of horses, standing in the shafts of a black wagon at
the court entrance, and his ordeal becamelike a vast morasswhich offers
no likely path yet whose crossing is the price of salvation.

He was glad to see Graham leave the court and hurry toward him.

Olwas coming to hunt you up, Bobby. The ministerOsarrived. So has
Doctor Groom. EverythingOs about ready.O

ODoctor Groom?0

OYes.He used to see a good deal of your grandfather. [tOsnatural
enough he should be here.O

Bobby agreed indifferently. They walked slowly back to the house.
Graham made it plain that his mind was far from the sad business ahead.

OWhat do you think of Paredes coming back as if nothing were
wrong?0 he asked. OHe ignores what happened yesterday. He settles
himself in the Cedars again.O

Ol donOtknow what to think of it,O Bobby answered. OThis morning
Carlos gave me the creeps.O

Graham glanced at him curiously. He spoke with pronounced deliber-
ation, startling Bobby; for this friend expressed practically the thought
that ParedesOs arrival had driven into his own mind.

OGaveme the creeps,too. Makes me surer than ever that he has an ab-
ominably deep purpose in using his wits to hang on here. He suggests
resources as hard to understand as anything that has happened in the
old room. YouOllconfess, Bobby, heOdiad a good deal of influence over
youN an influence for evil?0

OlOve liked to go around with him, if that®s what you mean.O

OlsnOhe the cause of the last two or three months nonsensein New
York?0

Ol wonOt blame Carlos for that,O Bobby muttered.
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OHeinfluenced you against your better judgment,O Graham persisted,
Oto refuse to leave with me the night of your grandfatherOs death.O

OMaria did her share,O Bobby said.

He broke off, looking at Graham.

OWhat are you driving at?0O

OlOvéeen asking myself since he came back,0Graham answered, Oif
thereOsany queer power behind his quiet manner. Maybe he is psychic.
Maybe he can do things we donOtunderstand. IOvewondered if he had,
without your knowing it, acquired sufficient influence to direct your
body when your mind no longer controlled it. 1tOsa nasty thought, but
|Ove heard of such things.O

OYoumean Carlos may have made me go to the hall last night, per-
haps sent me to the old room those other times?0

Now that another had expressedthe idea Bobby fought it with all his
might.

ONo. | wonOtbelieve it. IOvebeen weak, Hartley, but not that weak.
And | tell you | did feel HowellsOs body move under my hand.O

ODonOtmisunderstand me,O Graham said gently. Ol must consider
every possibility. You were excited and imaginative when you went to
the old room to take the evidence. It was a shock to have your candle go
out. Your own hand, reaching out to Howells, might have moved spas-
modically. | mean, you may have beenresponsible for the thing without
realizing it.O

OAnNd the disappearance of the evidence?O Bobby defended himself.

OIfit had been stolen earlier the coat pocket might have retained its
bulging shape.We know now that Paredesis capable of sneaking around
the house.O

ONo,no,OBobby said hotly. OYouOrérying to take away my one hope.
But | was there, and you werenOt.l know with my own senseswhat
happened, and you donOt.Paredes has no such influence over me. |
wonOt think of it.O

OlIf itOsso far-fetched,O Graham asked quietly, Owhy do you revolt
from the idea?0

Bobby turned on him.

OAnd why do you fill my mind with such thoughts? If you think IOm
guilty say so. Go tell Robinson s0.0

He glanced away while the angry colour left his face. He was a little
dazed by the realization that he had spoken to Graham as he might have
done to an enemy, as he had spoken to Howells in the old bedroom. He
felt the touch of GrahamOs hand on his shoulder.
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OIOnonly working in your service,OGraham said kindly. OlOnsorry if
|Ovetroubled you by seeking physical facts in order to escapethe ghosts.
For Groom has brought the ghosts back with him. DonOtmake any mis-
take about that. You want the truth, donOt you?0

OYes,Bobby said, Oevenif it does for me. But | want it quickly. | canOt
go on this way indefinitely.O

Yet that flash of temper had given him courage to face the ordeal. A
lingering resentment at GrahamOssuggestion lessened the difficulty of
his position. Entering the court, he scarcely glanced at the black wagon.

There were more dark-clothed men in the hall. Rawlins had returned.
From the rug in front of the fireplace he surveyed the group with a bland
curiosity. Robinson sat near by, glowering at Paredes.The Panamanian
had changed his clothing. He, too, was sombrely dressed, and, instead of
the vivid necktie he had worn from the courthouse, a jet-black scarf was
perfectly arranged beneath his collar. He lounged opposite the district at-
torney, his eyes studying the fire. His fingers on the chair arm were
restless.

Doctor Groom stood at the foot of the stairs, talking with the clergy-
man, a stout and unctuous figure. Bobby noticed that the great stolid
form of the doctor was ill at ease.From his thickly bearded face his red-
dish eyes gleamed forth with a fresh instability.

The clergyman shook hands with Bobby. OWeneed not delay. Your
cousin is upstairs.OHe included the company in his circling turn of the
head.

OAny one who cares to goN O

Bobby forced himself to walk up the staircase,facing the first phase of
his ordeal. He saw that the district attorney realized that, too, for he
sprang from his chair, and, followed by Rawlins, started upward. The
entire company crowded the stairs. At the top Bobby found Paredesat
his side.

OCarlos! Why do you come?0

Ol would like to be of some comfort,O Paredes answered gravely.

His fingers on the banister made that restless, groping movement.

Graham summoned Katherine. One of the black-clothed men opened
the door of SilasBlackburnOgoom. He stepped aside, beckoning. He had
an air of a showman craving approbation for the surprise he has
arranged.

Bobby went in with the others. Automatically through the dim light he
catalogued remembered objects, all intimate to his grandfather, each
oddly entangled in his mind with his dislike of the old man. The iron
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bed; the chestof drawers, scratched and with broken handles; the closed
colonial desk; the miserly rag carpetN all seemed mutely asking, as
Bobby did, why their owner had deserted them the other night and de-
livered himself to the ghostly mystery of the old bedroom.

Reluctantly BobbyOgglance went to the centre of the floor where the
casketrested on trestles. From the chestof drawers two candles, the only
light, played wanly over the still figure and the ashen face. So for the
second time the living met the dead, and the law watched hopefully.

Robinson stood opposite, but he didnOtlook at Silas Blackburn who
could no longer accuse.He stared instead at Bobby, and Bobby kept re-
peating to himself:

Ol didnOt do this thing. | didnOt do this thing.O

And he searchedthe face of the dead man for a confirmation. A chill
thought, not without excuseunder the circumstances and in this vague
light, raced along his nerves. Silas Blackburn had moved once since his
death. If the power to move and speak should miraculously return to
him now! In this house there appeared to be no impossibilities. The cold
control of death had been twice broken.

KatherineOsentrance swung his thoughts and released him for a mo-
ment from RobinsonOswvatchfulness. He found he could turn from the
wrinkled face that had fascinated him, that had seemedto question him
with a calm and complete knowledge, to the lovely one that was active
with a little smile of encouragement. He was grateful for that. It taught
him that in the heavy presenceof death and from the harsh trappings of
mourning the magnetism of youth is unconquerable. Soin affection he
found an antidote for fear. Even GrahamOgquick movement to her side
couldnOt make her presence less helpful to Bobby. He looked at his
grandfather again. He glanced at Robinson. As in a dream he heard, the
clergyman say:

OThe service will be read at the grave.O

Almost indifferently he saw the dark-clothed men sidle forward, lift a
grotesquely shaped plate of metal from the floor, and fit it in place, hid-
ing from his eyes the closed eyes of the dead man. He nodded and
stepped to the hall when Robinson tapped his arm and whispered:

OMake way, Mr. Blackburn.O

He watched the sombre men carry their heavy burden acrossthe hall,
down the stairs, and into the dull autumn air. He followed at the side of
Katherine across the clearing and into the overgrown path. He was
aware of the others drifting behind. Katherine slipped her hand in his.
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Oltis dreadful we shouldnOtfeel more sorrow, more regret,Oshe said.
OPerhapswe never understood him. That is dreadful, too; for no one un-
derstood him. We are the only mourners.O

Bobby, asthey threaded the path behind the stumbling bearers,found
a grim justice in that also. Becauseof his selfishnessSilas Blackburn had
lived alone. Becauseof it he must go to his long rest with no other
mourners than these, and their eyes were dry.

Bobby clung to KatherineOs hand.

OIf I could only know!O he whispered.

She pressed his hand. She did not reply.

Ahead the forest was scarred by a yellow wound. The bearerssettheir
burden down beside it, glancing at each other with relief. Across the
heap of earth Bobby saw the waiting excavation. In his earsvibrated the
memory of the harsh voice:

OltOs deep enough!O

Another voice droned. It was soft and unctuous. It seemedto take a
pleasure in the terrible words it loosed to stray eternally through the de-
caying forest.

Bobby glanced at bent stones, strangled by the underbrush; at other
slabs, cracked and brown, which lay prone, half covered by creeping
vines. The tones of the clergyman were no longer revolting in his ears.
He scarcely heard them. He imagined a fantasy. He pictured the inhabit-
ants of these forgotten, narrow houses straying to the great dwelling
where they had lived, punishing this one, bringing him to suffer with
them the degradation of their neglect. So Robinson became less import-
ant in his mind. Through such fancies the ordeal was made bearable.

A wind sprang up, rattling through the trees and disturbing the vines
on the fallen stones. Later, he thought, it would snow, and he shivered
for those left helpless to sleep in the sad forest.

The dark-clothed men strained at ropes now. They glanced at Kather-
ine and Bobby as at those most to be impressed by their skill. They
lowered Silas BlackburnOsgrimly shaped casing into the sorrel pit. It
passed from BobbyOssight. The two roughly dressed labourers came
from the thicket where they had hidden, and with their spades ap-
proached the grave. The sound from whose imminence Bobby had
shrunk rattled in his ears.The yellow earth cut acrossthe stormy twilight
of the cemetery and scatteredin the trench. After atime the responselost
its metallic petulance.
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Katherine pulled at BobbyOsand. He started and glanced up. One of
the black-clothed men was speaking to him with a professional
gentleness:

OYou neednOt wait, Mr. Blackburn. Everything is finished.O

He saw now that Robinson stood acrossthe grave still staring at him.
The professional mourner smiled sympathetically and moved away.
Katherine, Robinson, the two grave diggers, and Bobby alone were left of
the little company; and Bobby, staring back at the district attorney, took
a sombre pride in facing it out until even the men with the spadeshad
gone. The ordeal, he reflected, had lost its poignancy. His mind was in-
tent on the empty trappings he had witnessed. He wondered if there
was, after all, no justice against his grandfather in this unkempt burial.
The place might have something to tell him. If it could only make him
believe that beyond the inevitable fact nothing mattered. If he were sure
of that it would offer a way out at the worst; perhaps the happiest exit
for KatherineOs sake.

Then Doctor Groom returned. His huge hairy figure dominated the
cemetery. His infused eyes, beneath the thick black brows, were far-see-
ing. They seemedto penetrate BobbyOshought. Then they glanced at the
excavation, appearing to intimate that Silas BlackburnOsearthy blanket
could hide nothing from the closed eyesit sheltered. At his age he faced
the near approach of that inevitable fact, and he didnOthesitate to look
beyond. Bobby knew what Graham had meant when he had said that
Groom had brought the ghosts back with him. It was as if the cemetery
had recalled the old doctor to answer his presumptuous question.

OThereOs no use your staying here.O

The resonanceof the deep voice jarred through the woods. The broad
shoulders twitched. One of the hairy hands made a half circle.

Olhope youOliclean this up, my boy. You ought to replace the stones
and trim the graves. You couldnOtblame them, could you, if these old
people were restless and tried to go abroad?0

For Bobby, in spite of himself, the man on whose last shelter the earth
continued to fall became once more a potent thing, able to appraise the
penalty of his own carelessness.

OCome,O Katherine whispered.

But Bobby lingered, oddly fascinated, supporting the ordeal to its final
moment. The blows of the backs of the spadeson the completed mound
beat into his brain the end. The workmen wandered off through the
woods. From a distance the harsh voice of one of them came back:
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Ol donOtwant to dig again in such a place. People donOtseem dead
there.O

Robinson tried to laugh.

OThat manOswise,O he said to the doctor. OIf Paredes spoke of this
cemetery as being full of ghosts | could understand him.O

The doctorOs deep bass answered thoughtfully:

OParedess probably right. The man has a special sense,but | have felt
it myself. The Cedars and the forest are full of things that seemto whis-
per, things that one never sees.Such things might have an excuse for
evil.O

OLetOs get out of it,O Robinson said gruffly.

Katherine withdrew her hand. Bobby reached for it again, but she
seemed not to notice. She walked ahead of him along the path, her
shoulders a trifle bent. Bobby caught up with her.

OKatherine!O he said.

ODonOt talk to me, Bobby.O

He looked closer. He saw that she was crying at last. Tears stained her
cheeks.Her lips were strange to him in the distortion of a grief that seeks
to control itself. He slackened his pace and let her walk ahead. He fol-
lowed with a sort of awe that there should have been grief for Silas
Blackburn after all. He blamed himself becausehis own eyes were not
moist.

Back of him he heard the murmuring conversation of the doctor and
the district attorney. Strangely it made him sorry that Robinson should
have been more impressed than Howells by the doctorOs beliefs.

They stepped into the clearing. The wind had dissipated the smoke
shroud. It was no longer low over the roofs. Against the forest and the
darker clouds the house had a stark appearance.It was like a frame from
which the flesh has fallen.

The black wagon had gone. The Cedars was left alone to the solution
of its mystery.

Paredes,Graham, and Rawlins waited for them in the hall. There was
nothing to say. Paredesplaced with a delicate accuracy fresh logs upon
the fire. He arose, flecking the wood dust from his hands.

OHow cold it will be here,Ohe mused, Ohow impossible of entrance
when the house is left as empty as the woods to those who only go
unseen!O

Bobby saw KatherineOsshoulders shake. Shehad dried her eyes,but in
her face was expressed an aversion for solitude, a desire for any com-
pany, even that of the man she disliked and feared.
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Robinson took Rawlins to the library for another futile consultation,
Bobby guessed.Katherine saton the arm of a chair, thrusting one foot to-
ward the fresh blaze.

Olt will snow,O she said. Olt is very early for that.O

No one answered. The strain tightened. The flames leapt, throwing
evanescentpulsations of brilliancy about the dusky hall. They welcomed
JenkinsOsinnouncement that luncheon was ready, but they scarcely dis-
turbed the hurriedly prepared dishes, and afterward they gathered again
in the hall, silent and depressed, appalled by the long, dreary afternoon,
which, however, possessedthe single virtue of dividing them from an-
other night.

For long periods the district attorney and the detective were closeted
in the library. Now and then they passed upstairs, and they could be
heard moving about, but no one, save Graham, seemedto care. Already
the officers had had every opportunity to searchthe house. The old room
no longer held an inhabitant to set its fatal machinery in motion. Yet
Bobby realized in a dull way that at any moment the two men might
come down to him, saying:

OWe have found something. You are guilty.O

The heavy atmosphere of the house crushed such forecasts, made
them seem a little trivial. Bobby fancied it gathering density to cradle
new mysteries. The long minutes loitered. Doctor Groom made a move-
ment to go.

OWhy should | stay?O he grumbled. OWhat is there to keep me?0

Yet he sat back in his chair again and appeared to have forgotten his
intention.

Graham wandered off. Bobby thought he had joined Rawlins and
Robinson in the library.

The only daylight entered the hall through narrow slits of windows on
either side of the front door. Bobby, watching these, was, even with the
problems night brought to him now, glad when they grew paler.

Paredes, who had been smoking cigarette after cigarette, arose and
brought his card table. Drawing it closeto him, he arranged the cards in
neat piles. The uncertain firelight made it barely possible to identify their
numbers. Doctor Groom gestured his disgust. Katherine stooped for-
ward, placing her hands on the table.

Ols it kind,O she asked, Oso soon after he has left his house?O

Paredes started.

OWait!O he said softly.

Puzzled, she glanced at him.
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OStayjust as you are,Ohe directed. OTherehas been so much death in
this houseN who knows?0

Languidly he placed his fingers on the edge of the table opposite hers.

OWhat are you doing?O Dr. Groom asked hoarsely.

OWait!O Paredes said again.

Then Bobby, scarcely aware of what was going on, saw the cards glide
softly acrossthe face of the table and flutter to the floor. The table had lif-
ted slowly toward the Panamanian. It stood now on two legs.

OWhatis it?OKatherine said. OltOsnoving. | can feel it move beneath
my fingers.O

Her words recalled to Bobby unavoidably his experience in the old
room.

ODonOt do that!O the doctor cried.

Paredes smiled.

OlIf,Che answered, Othesource of these crimes is, asyou think, spiritu-
al, why not ask the spirits for a solution? You seehow quickly the table
responds. It is as| thought. There is something in this hall. HavenOtyou a
feeling that the dead are in this dark hall with us? They may wish to
speak. See!O

The table settled softly down without any noise. It commenced to rise
again. Katherine lifted her hands with a visible effort, asif the table had
tried to hold them against her will. She covered her face and sat
trembling.

Ol wonOt! IN O

Paredes shrugged his shoulders, appealing to the doctor. The huge,
shaggy head shook determinedly.

OlOmmot so sure | donOtagreewith you. IOmnot so sure the dead arenOt
in this hall. That is why 10llhave nothing to do with such dangerous
play. It has shown us, at least, that you are psychic, Mr. Paredes.O

Olhave a gift,0 Paredesmurmured. Oltwould be useful to speak with
them. They see so much more than we do.O

He lifted his hands. He waved them dejectedly. He stooped and com-
menced picking up the cards. The doctor arose.

Ol shall go now.O He sighed. Ol donOt know why | have stayed.O

Bobby got his coat and hat.

OI0II walk to the stable with you.O

He was glad to escapefrom the dismal hall in which the firelight grew
more eccentric. The court was colder and damper, and even beyond the
chill was more penetrating than it had been at the grave that noon.
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Uneven flakes of snow sifted from the swollen sky, heralds of a white
invasion.

ONo more sleep-walking?O the doctor asked when he had taken the
blanket from his horse and climbed into the buggy.

Bobby leaned against the wall of the stable and told how Graham had
brought him back the previous night from the stairhead, to which he had
gone with a purpose he didnOt dare sound. The doctor shook his head.

OYou shouldnOttell me that. You shouldnOttell any one. You place
yourself too much in my hands, asyou are already in GrahamOshands.
Maybe that is all right. But the district attorney? YouOresure he knows
nothing of this habit which seemsto have commenced the night of the
first murder?0

ONo, and | think Paredes alone of those who know about that first
night would be likely to tell him.O

OSeethat he doesnOt,Qhe doctor said shortly. OlOvébeen watching
Robinson. If he doesnOmake an arrest pretty soon with something back
of it heOllose his mind. He mightnOtstop to ask, as| do, as Howells did,
about the locked doors and the nature of the wounds.O

OHow shall | find the courage to sleep to-night?O Bobby asked.

The doctor thought for a moment.

OSupposel come back?Ohe said. OlOvenly one or two unimportant
casesto look after. | ought to return before dinner. 10lltake GrahamOs
place for to-night. ItOstime your reactions were better diagnosed. 10l
share your room, and you can go to sleep, assured that youOllcome to no
harm, that harm will come to no one through you. I1Ollbring some books
on the subject. IOllread them while you sleep. Perhaps| can learn the im-
pulse that makes your body active while your mindOs a blank.O

The idea of the influence of Paredes, which Graham had put into
words, slipped back to Bobby. He was, nevertheless, strengthened by the
doctorOgromise. To an extent the dread of the night fell from him like a
smothering garment. This old man, who had always filled him with dis-
comfort, had becomea capable support in his difficult hour. He saw him
drive away. He studied his watch, computing the time that must elapse
before he could return. He wanted him at the Cedars even though the
doctor believed more thoroughly than any one elsein the spiritual sur-
vival of old passions and the power of the dead to project a physical evil.

He didnOtcare to go back to the hall. It would do him good to walk, to
force as far as he could from his mind the memory of the ordeal at the
grave, the grim, impending atmosphere of the house. And suppose he
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should accomplish something useful? Suppose he should succeedwhere
Graham had failed?

Sohe walked toward the stagnant lake. The flakes of snow fell thicker.
Already they had gathered in white patches on the floor of the forest. If
this weather continued the woods would ceaseto be habitable for that
dark feminine figure through which they had accounted for the mourn-
ful crying after HowellsOsdeath, which Graham had tried to identify
with the dancer, Maria.

As he passed the neighbourhood of the cemetery; he walked faster.
Many yards of underbrush separated him from the little time-devastated
city of the dead, but its mere proximity forced on him, asthe old room
had done, a feeling of a stealthy and intangible companionship.

He stepped from the fringe of trees about the open spacein the centre
of which the lake brooded. The water received with a destructive indif-
ference the fluttering caressesof the snowflakes. Bobby paused with a
quick expectancy. He saw nothing of the woman who had startled him
that first evening, but he heard from the thicket a sound like muffled
sobbing, and he responded again to the sense of a malevolent regard.

He hid himself among the trees, and in their shelter skirted the lake.
The sobbing had faded into nothing. For a long time he heard only the
whispers of the snow and the grief of the wind. When he had rounded
the lake and was some distance beyond it, however, the moaning
reached him again, and through the fast-deepening twilight he saw, as
indistinctly as he had before, a black feminine figure flitting among the
trees in the direction of the lake. GrahamOgheory lost its value. It was
impossible to fancy the brilliant, colourful dancer in this black, shadowy
thing. He commenced to run in pursuit, calling out:

OStop! Who are you? Why do you cry through the woods?0

But the dusk was too thick, the forest too eager. The black figure dis-
appeared. In retrospect it was again as unsubstantial as a phantom. The
flakes whispered mockingly. The wind was ironical.

He found his pursuit had led him back to the end of the lake nearest
the Cedars. He paused. His triumph was not unmixed with fear. A black
figure stood in the open, quite closeto him, gazing over the stagnant wa-
ter that was like a veil for sinister things. He knew now that the woman
was flesh and blood, for shedid not glide away, and the snow made pal-
lid scars on her black cloak.

He crept carefully forward until he was close behind the black figure.

ONow,Ohe said, OyouOltell me who you are and why you cry about
the Cedars.O
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