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“I'M HALF CRAZY”

John Bartley, noted criminal In-
vestigator, recently returned from
Secret  Service work during the
war, I8 asked by the governor of
New York to Investigate a mys-
terfous attempted robbery of the
Robert ke home at Circle Lake,
near Saratoga, and to establish the
guilt or innocence of two men in
the penitentiary for the crime. A
riage of justice 1% t
finds in it the 1 zin

e, is interest agrees
to solve the myste th
friend Pelt, a n man,
Bartle; oes to Ci the

pair becoming the guests of Bob
Currie, an old friend. The thr
visit the Slyke home. Slyke

sents Bartley's coming, saying

is satisfied the two men in pri
are guilty. Bartley 1s not. Next
morning Slyke is found dead in

bed, apparently having shot him-
Miss Potter, the dead man's
sister-in-law, the village police
chief, Roche, and the family phy-
sician, Doctor King, all

killed himself but
he was murdered. v X £,
Bartley finds evidence that Sivke,
a a card party he had given,
hot on the tower of the Louse,
ssed, and placed in bed.

CHAPTER Ill—Continued.
e

As If answering my thoughts, he
said, “Yes, Slyke was murdered here.”

Though I had been sure he would
say that, it did not seem reasonable
that any person should select the bal-
cony of a tower, fifty or more feet
in the air, as a place in which to
commit -a murder. it became still
more puzzling when I remembered
that Slyke had been carried down
two flights of stairs, undressed,
placed in bed and a revolver clasped
in his hand. Roche, his fat face puz-
zled, gave me a bewildered glance. 1
could sympathize with his astonish-
ment as I felt much the same way
myself.

I expressed my surprise to Bartley
and he responded, “I know, Pelt, all
that you have said and all that you
are thinking. It does seem out of all
reason that anyone should pick the
top of this tower for a murder. Yet
here are the spots of blood, and there
are none anywhere else. I am sure
he was not killed downstairs; it must
have been here, and—"

He paused and, bending over, picked
something up. At first I could not
make out what it was; then I saw that
it was a gold-plated collar-button such
as a4 man wears in the front of his
shirt. Roche needed only one look
to identify it, “Slyke's!”

Bartley did not speak until he had
walked entirely around the tower and
was again beside us,

“Chief,” he sald, “we may say there
is no doubt that Slyke was killed
up here. I do not know why such a
strange place was chosen, but I do
know that he was dragged down these
stairs after his death and placed in
his bed to make his death appear to
be suicide. The odds were very much
in favor of the criminal's being able
to succeed in his design, too. But he
slipped up—slipped up in the manner
in which he put the gun in the hand
and In the way in which he closed
the eyes. But why he should have
killed Slyke up here I cannot under-
stand.”

He paused for a moment, as If
thinking, then continued, “Slyke gave
a party last evening. The crime must
have been committed after the party
broke up. That was probably be-

. tween one and two o'clock in the
morning. One man, perhaps two,
stayed behind to talk with Slyke. We

can't say positively that they did, but
they may have. Roche thinks that
this man, or men, committed the mur-
der. One man may have stayed and
then gone away before the murder, o1
someone else may have come later.
They may have come up here to sce
the view, and one of them shot him.
After the crime the body, at any rate,
was taken downstairs again and un-
dressed, the nightshirt placed on it,
and It laid In bed. As lhe wanted it
to appear like suiclde, the murderer
placed the gun In the dead man's fin-
gers, but he either dil not remember,
or perbaps did not know, how the eyes
should look after a sudden death. The
very things done to muke us think it
was sufcide prove that It could not
have possibly been one.”

As Bartley was now ready to go
downstalrs agaln, we all returned to
the room below. The first thing we
saw when we entered, was a brown
stocking, the mate to the one In the
room below, We had not notlced It
on our way to the balcony as it lay
half under the rug., and the gpenea
door hid it. Bartley picked 1t up,
glanced 7 {t, smiled, und was going
to say something when a volce called
to us from below.

In a second we were down the
stairs and in Slyke's bedroom. The
door to the stalrway was closed just
as we had left It; Bartley opened it
to find a young man wi'h a big cam-
era under his arm on the landing, e
/;;n\n us an inquiring glunce; then
seclng Roche, whom he seemed to
know, he announced, “Doctor
sald you wanted me up here to tuke
pletures.  What shall I take

King

some
first ?"

Bartley glanced at the bed and 1
thought gave a slight start. The bed
clothes that had been drawn down
around Slyke's waist when we were
examining the revolver In his hand
had been replaced by Bartley, before
we went to the Hoor ubove, In the
position In which they were when we
eutered the room—that I8, around

arkness

a

Siyke's neck and half covering his
chin. '

“You had better take first a plcture
of the bed as it is now,” Bartley sug-
gested.  “Then 1 will pull the bed-
clothes down and you can take a ple-
ture of his hand with the revolver
In it.”

The first picture took some time,
for the young man could not seem to
find the proper place for his 2amera,
but at last it was done.

“Now for the other one.” Baruey
went to the side of the bed, reached
down, and pulled back the bedeclothes.
As he drew them down he paused and

a ery escaped him,

“Look

As my eyes fell on the hand of the
dead man I, too, started. When we
had gone upstairs the revolver was
clasped in Slyke's still fingers. Now
they were empty. Someone had re-
moved the gun!

CHAPTER IV
The Dead Man’s Eyes.

For severai moments we were all
so startled that none of us spoke. For
myself, T could only look at the hand
that had, so short a time before, held
the revolver. 1 could not Imagine
who could have taken it, and what his
purpose in doing so could be. I
glanced at Bartley. His face was set,
a white line showing around his tight-
ly closed lips. He was angry, very
angry.

As he turned to Roche, who stood
with eves bulging, his voice shook a
little.  “Roche, go and get Miss Pot-
ter at once. Tell her to call all the
ser ts and have them assemble In
the living room. I will be down in
a moment.”

Rtoche hurried out without speak-
ing. Immediately Bartley bent again
over the bed, studying the position of
the hand that had held the revolver.
When he straightened up he told the
photographer that he would not need
him any longer. As soon as the young
man had left the room, Bartley turned
to me with a rueful little smile.

“Well, Pelt, T certainly slipped up
this morning. We left thls room with-
out locking the door. True, there
was no key, but I should have left
either Roche or you on guard. In-
stead of that we have given someone
a chance to slip in here and remove
the revolver. He thought he was re-
moving a valuable piece of evidence.
The joke is that the removal of the
revolver does not make much differ-
ence. We all saw the gun, and we
all heard Miss Potter say that it had
belonged to Slyke.”

“But,” I asked, “who could have
known about it—I mean that it was

She Shrieked, “You Say | Know Who
Killed Him—I—I Know?"”

murder? You were the only one who
suggested [t.  Every one else who
knew about the crime thought it was
suicide.”

“That's the queer thing about Iit,
Pelt.  Only those that were in the
room with us are presumed to know
it s murder. That is,-unless Mliss
Potter told others when she left here.
The strange thing Is that it was first
made to appear to be suicide by plac-
ing the gun In Slyke's hand. Now
that evidence s removed 1 hardly
know what we are expected to belleve.
[ had an ldea, even before we came
Into this room, that Miss Potter knew
that her brother-in-law had been raur-
dered.”

What
do not
Rtoche returned.

more he might have sald I
know, for at that moment
He looked sheeplsh
and rather i1l at ease. He told us
that Miss Potter had refused to call
the servants, saying that Bartley had
no authority to cowmpel her to do sg,
and—he paused a wmoment, his red
fuce flushing a deeper red—she had
added that she considered Roche was
the only one who had any uauthority
to give orders here. 1for herself, she
was convinced that Slyke huad
mitted suiclde, and that Bartley did
not know what he was talking about
when he suld that he had been wur-
dered,

Bartley guve a low whistle, *“Does
that satisfy you, Roche?" he asked

“No, It Roche  replied,
shaking his  heud vigorously. “It
doesn't, not by one lttle bit. 1 am
frank enough to say, Mr. Bartley, that
though 1 don’t see any lght In this
all, I know you cun. Your experlence
and reputstion aire both grealer thup

com-

doesn't,”

mine. I am, of course, the head of
the local police and shall have to put
up some kind of a blul?, but T wish
you would take charge of the c ’

“You say Miss Dotter doesn't wish
to al\'e us any aid at all?”

Roche nodded,

“Well, then, Roche, we wlill have to
go down and see what we can do
with her together. You tell her I am
your assistant.  You might also add
that If she refuses to give us the in-
formation we need, we can arrest her
on the charge of obstructing an oflicer
In the discharge of his duty.”

Both men grinned at this, and, still
smiling, Roche led thé way from the
room, From the top of the stairs
wa could see Miss Potter In the liv-
ing room veisw, pacing ner-eusly back
and forth.  When she heard us de-
scending, with Roche in the leaa. ghe
stopped at the desk and began to
arrange Its contents in an effort to
cover her nervousness and confusion.
She did not look up even wheo wa
were at her side.

After waiting for her to speak,
Bartley said in a grave tone, *“Miss
Potter, T understand that you told
Officer Roche that you refused to call
the servants.”

She raised her face, crimson with
anger, and tried to answer, but
though her lips formed the words not
a sound came from them. At last, in
a voice broken with passion and with
words stumbling one over the other,
she said, “I—yes—it's so. I—told Mr.
Roche not to call the servants. No
one asked you to come here. You
have no business in this house—look-
ing into things that do not concern
you. Mr. Slyke is dead, and every one
will believe that he killed himself in
spite of anything you can say. Any-
thing that has to be done Mr, Roche
can do. It's none of your bus‘hess,
anyway."”

Standing in front of us with her
figure straight and her shoulders
thrown back defiantly, she almost
shrieked the last words at us. S..e
was so angry that she did not seem
to know what she was saying. I won-
dered why she should be in such a
rage. So far as I could see, there was
no reason for it. We stood silent and
embarrassed. Dartley’'s eyes never
left her face. Under his grave scru-
tiny she flushed and her eyes dropped.

“Miss Potter,” he said suddenly,
“you don’t want me to belleve that
you know who killed your brother-in-
law, do you?”

His question seemed the last straw.
She turned on him like a fury, and
her eyes roved over the desk as If
she were looking for something to
throw at him. She shrieked, “You
say I know who killed him—I—I
know? Why, I don’t even believe that
he was murdered. How dare you say
that—how can you stand there and
say it to my face?”

Bartley shrugged his shoulders. “I
don’t say that you know, but if you
keep on acting like this whenever you
are asked a questlon some one else
will. If it should come out at the
Inquest, for instance, that you re-
fused to allow us to question the
servants, people may not only think
you know, but they may go even fur-
ther. If you don't ald us, Roche can
arrest you for obstructing an officer
In the performance of his duty.”

This was news to her. Anger gave
place to fear, and she looked at us

helplessly. Bartley realized that,
overcome by what she had been
through, she was not herself, and

added kindly, “I know this death must
have shocked you terribly, Miss Pot-
ter. I am trying my best to make It
easler for you. 1 did not force my-
self into the house. Doctor King
himself asked me to come this morn-
Ing.  What you do not seem to com-
prehend is that a serious crime has
been committed. Your brother-in-law
has been murdered, and the law will
demand to know who did ft. It will
also want to know If you did every-
thing In your power to help us to dis-
cover the murderer®

For a moment she sald nothing, then
she turned and faced Rartley, her eyes
searching his, and ian the tone of one
weary and broken sha sald, “I will do
what [ can to help you”

She hesitated and brushed the un-
kempt halr again and again from her
eyes, as it hardly knowing what she
was doing,

“It's driving me wild. T am half
crazy,” she cried suddenly, and taking
an uncertaln step forward stumbled
almost to her knees.

Partley placed his arm around her
and led her to a chalr. Then turn-
Ing to Roche, he asked him to call the
servants,

As soon as Roche had gone, Bartley
began to examine the room. A few
feet away from him were three card
tables, their surfaces littered with
playlng cards, just as they had been
thrown down when the last gunme wus

ove 80, too, the chalrs were In !hu'
same position Into which they had |
been pushed when the players rose |

for the last time. DBuartley pleked up |
the cards on the nearest table and |
counted them.  He did the saume thing |
with those on the second table und on
the third. At the last table he paused |
longer than he had at the other two. |
inally he took from his pocket the
two cards we had found lw the tower
and motioned to me to, join him,

As | reached jartley’s " slde, he
asked me to count the cards on the |
table. I did so and found the pack

us two curds short,  As [ finished,
*A,’ handed me the two cards that we
had found upstalrs saying, “Look at

these.”

Suddenly a girlish voice called, l
“Who is talking about me?” |

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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S8AMMY SAUSAGE'S PRIZE

“Grunt, grunt,” suid Sammy Sau-
sage. “I won a prize.”

“Squeal, squeal,” sald
“tell us about fit. Let
prize.”

“Let us see the prize; grunt, grunt,”
said Grandfather Porky Pig.

“Yes, we take such an interest In
you, grunt, grunt,” sald Sir Perclval
Pork.

“We do that,” said Sir Benjamin
Bacon, “Let us see your prize. We
want to admire it, for we are sure it
is a deliclous prize.”

Miss Ham,
us see the

“Deliclous?”’ questioned Sammy
Sausage.
“Well, surely it Is something ta

eat,” said Sir Benjamin Bacon.

“Surely It must be,” sald Sir Perci-
val Pork.

“That Is what I thought it was,”
sald Grandfather Porky Pig.

M1 thought the sume,” sald@ Miss
Ham,

“And so did L" said Mrs. Pink Pig.

“I did, too, grunt, grunt,” sald
Pinky Plg.

“Well, I never sald It wasn't food
and I never sald 1§ wasn't deliclous,”
sald Sammy Sausage as he twisted
his little tall and looked out of the
corner of his right eye in a very
amused way.

“Dear me, dear me,” sald Grand-
father Porky, “whatever do you mean,
Sammy Sausage? You don’t explain
yourself at all.

“First you tell us you won a prize.

“Then we dll take a nice pig Inter-
est in what you have done and in
your success and we ask you to show
us the prize.

“Then when we say that without
doubt it must be a deliclous prize you
seem surprised and you say ‘delicious’
in a very surprised manner.

“Then when we say that surely we
thought it was something to eat you

“We Take Such an Interest in You.”

say that you never sald It wasn't de-
liclous and that you never sald it
wasn't something to eat.

“True enough. But the puzzling
part is that you've really told us noth-
ing at all.

“And here we are, so ready to be
Interested, dear Sammy Sausage, my
beloved grandson, and the pride of his
grandfather's porky eye.

“I've always thought you would do
well, Sammy, I was ulways one to say
you had it in you.”

“I have heard,” sald Sammy, with
a naughty twinkle In his eye, “that
when creatures were successful ever
and ever so many people were apt to
come around and tell them what
friends they had always been and how
they had always known it was in
these successful ones to be successful,

“They never were around, though,
when the creatures were working for
success because they weren't at all
sure whether they would be success-
ful and they weren’t going to encour-
age in the hard times.

“No, they were golng to be around
when the good tlmes came. Then they
were going to say that they hud en-
couraged these successful ones to this
success !

“And It seems as though now that
you think I've been successtul you
were going to tell me how you always
knew I had It In me and yet I never
remember your saying this before.”

“Never mind,” sald Porky Plg,
“what you remember. I know what I
always thought and I know I always
thought you had It in you.”

“Ha, ha,” squealed Sammy Sausage.

“Show us the prize and don't tulk
80 much,” the others squealed,

“My prize,” sald Sammy, “was food,
and 1t was dellcfous und It is all gone
now.

“I wouldn't show you my prize. 1
could not show you my prize now. But
I wouldn’t have done so before be-
cause I knew that It would only be
quarreled ubout.

“I didn't want to start a lot of fuss-
ing.

“You would all have thought in
some way you had helped me to get
it and so that you deserved your re-
ward.

“But no, I knew you didn't and so
I didn't bother to tallt about It with
you before. Now It Is safely put away
in my own good tummy and I tell you
that I.won a prize now that it is all
right to tell you.

“I won It because I found a lot of
plg weed where no one thought there
wus any. That was my prize for my
smart discovery. 1 gave myself the
prize and I thanked wmyself for glving
myself so flne a prize for this discov-

ery.”

But the plgs had all wandered off-—
Sammy's prize no longer Interested
thew |

BOY SCOUT SETS EXAMPLE

A busy man of large affairs, witness
of the following Incident, was so lm-
pressed with Its significance that he
personally has written this account:

“On one of the large green busses
of the Washington Rapid Transit com-
pany last week, coming down Six-
teenth street on Its way to Pennsyl-
vania avenue, every availuble seat was
taken and no one was standing. At
the next stop a lady boarded the bus.
A small boy seated near the window
just beyond a lady who occupled the
end seat, promptly arose and offered
his seat to the new passenger, who
protested saylugz: ‘

“*Oh, do not give up your seat for
me, little lnd.  You are a little lad and
I am a woman. Keep your seat.

“‘No,” said the lad. ‘I can’t do
that.! Already he had left his seat
and the lady proceeded to take It.

“She said, 'I am interested to know
why you gave the seat up to me.

“‘Well, said the lad, ‘there are two
reasons. In the first place, you are a
lady, and I am a boy. In the second
place I promised to do it

“*You promlised to do it? said the
lady in astonishment. ‘Whom did you
promise and why?

“Well,” exy ned the hoy, ‘vou see
I am a boy scout, and I promised my
scoutmaster to give my seat to a lady
or small child on hoard street cars and
busses when there was no other seat
to be had.’

““Well, that's fine; but how long do
you expect to keep your promise?
asked the lady.

“‘Oh, I expect to keep it all my life.
That is how long I promised to keep
it,’ replied the lad.

“‘0h, yes, you see,” said the boy, ‘If
you were my mother or my sister, I
certainly would give either of them
my seat rather than have them stand
up, and it anybody let my mother or
sister sit down when the bus was
crowded, I certainly would be obliged
to them for doing so. Anybody would
feel that way about it for hls wother’s
and his sister's sake."”

“During the conversation everybody
on board the bus listened. The effect
was Instantaneous. Every lady that
boarded the bus thereafter got a seat,
and when the vehlcle arrived at Thir-
teenth street and Massachusetts ave-
nue, not a man occupied a seat. Eight
of them were standing in the alsle.”

BOY SCOUT CIVIC DUTY

Boy Scouts of Jacksonville, Fla., ren.
dered practical aid when they assisted
In the “Walk Rite” campaign.

FROM SCOUT COURT OF HONOR

Credit is due the Court of Honor
records of Rochester, N. Y., for the
following excerpt:

Scout  Harry Tompkins of the
Roosevelt Troop, passed 13 merlt
badges lust spring during a troop ad-
vancement drive.

The chairman of the Court of Honor,
thinking that the boy had slipped
through most of his requirements
without any real work, proceeded to
cross-examine him as follows:

“What did you do for your elec-
tricity merit badge?”

“I wired my father's house,” repllied
Tompkins,

“How did you
biling merit badge

“I designed and
blle.”

“How fast will It go?”

“Forty-five to fifty miles an hour.”

“What did you paint for your puint-
Ing mertt hadge?”

“I painted my
spring.”

“You win,” said the chalrman,

“Next.”

earn your automo-

bullt an automo-

futher's house last

ONE GREAT GOOD TURN

Scout Rudolph Steinfeld of Troop

Hoboken, N. J., because of prepared-
uess  gained through scout training,
was able to save his mother from

burning to death. When the boy came
homeé one ufternoon he first noticed hig
mother bending over the gas stove and
4 moment luter saw her garments on
fire. 'The boy qulckly removed his coat
and wrapped it around his mother's
flaming dress. The blaze extinguished,
the lud treuted bis mother's burns,

and give your
stomach a lift.
Provides “the bit of

sweet” Iin beneficial
form.

Helps to cleanse
the teeth and' keep
them healthy.

The Woman,

“John,” she said sobbingly, “am I
the only girl you ever loved?”

Silence,

“John, tell me, dear, am I the only
girl you ever kissed?”

He raised his head and spoke:

“I shall tell you the truth, Mary.”

With a scream of anguish she
clapped her hand over ‘his mouth,

“Never that, John, never that! A
woman only wants to be happy! Lia
to me. sweetheart; lie to me and let
me believe it.”

Safe instant
relief from

CORNS

One minute—and the pain of that corn
ends! That's what Dr. Scholl's Zino-pads
do—rsafely. They remove the cause—fric-
tion-pressure, and heal the irritation. Thus
you avoid infection from cutting your
corns or using corrosive acids. Thin; an-
tiseptic; waterpsoof. Sizes for corns, cal-
louses, bunions. “Get a box today at yous
druggist’s or shoe dealer’s.

Dz Scholl’s
Zino-pads

Made in the laboratories Zﬂ' Scholl
Mfg. Co., makers of Dr. Scholl’s Foot
Comfors dppliances, Arck Swpports, etc.

Put one on—the pain is gone!
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in New York City alone from kid-
ney trouble last year. Don’t allow
yourself to become a victim
by neglecting pains and aches.
Guard against trouble by taking

LATHROP’S

GOLD ME

HAARLEM OIL

The world’s standard remedy forkidney;
liver, bladder and uric acid troubles.
Holland’s national remedy since 1696.
All druggists, three sizes. Guaranteed.

Look for the name Gold Medal on every
x and accept no imitation

A safe, dependable and

: effective remedy for §
i Coughs, Colds, Distemper, Influenza, §
Heaves and Worms among horses and
#8 mules. Absolutely harmless,and assafe §
for colts as it is for stallions, mares or §
H geldings. Give “Spohn’s” occasionally
as a preventive. Sold at all drug stores.

“SPOHN MEDICAL CO. GOSHEN, IND.U.S.A4

the guaranteed
extorminator for Rats, Mice, Auts,
Cockroaches and Waterbugs.
Don't wasto time trying to kill these pests
with powders, liquids or any experimental
preparations,

Roady for Use—Better than Traps

is recognized as

2-0z. box, 8¢ 15-0z. box, $1.50
SOLD EVERYWHERE

Let Cuticura Be
Your Beauty Doctor

Soap 25¢, Ointment 25 and 50¢c, Talcam 25¢.
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