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“WHO SHOT HER?I™

.. Bynopsis.<Spalding Nelson is oc-
great-uncle, Rufus Gaston.
Gastons, leaving on a trip, tell him
abetit mysterious noises and “whis-
pers” that have scared them. He
becomes acquainted with Rarbara
——Bradford, who lives inthe same I
big building. He Instinctively dis-
likes and distrusts the superintend-
ent, Wick. The mysteries in his
apartments begin with- the disap-
pearance of the Gaston pearis from
the wall safe. He decides not to
call in the police, but to do his own
fnvestigating. It is soon evident
that someone has access to his
rooms. Becoming friendly - with
Barbara, he learns that her apart-
ments are equally mysterious, She
tells him that several years before
sister Claire, who lives with
made & run-away mar-
with an adventurer, from
was soon parted, and the
had been annulled. Claire
is engaged to be married and some-
stolen documents concern-
affalr from the Bradford
apartment and is attempting to
blackmail the Bradfords. Nelson
~the telephone

and puts the case in his hands.
Nelson finds a secret passage, with

ing.

CHAPTER Vil—Continued.
A [+ 2

I sprang after her, but she moved so
quickly that she was out of the win-
dow and safely home before I could
stop her. Only waiting to see her off
the ledge I turned back and hastily
pulling spe panel into place I dashed
for the’ front of the house. The
séreams and the shots I was sure had
come from the apartment directly be-
Jow mine. I was certain that there
»ad been murder done there, and my
mind was made up to investigate it
at once. If I moved quickly there
might be an opportunity to catch the
murderer red-handed. I let myself out
and dashed down the one flight of
stairs. As I arrived there; the ascend-
fng elevator stopped, and MTr. Wick
burst out, followed by an excited ele-
vator runner. Wick was carrying a
~—ypeovolver in his hand. - '

“Did you hear anything?” he asked
excitedly.

«] heard a woman screaming in this
apartment and then a shot.”

“I heard it, too. In which apartment
was it?

“Right here,” I said, pointing to the
door.
«“)Miss Lutan's,” he said. “Let’s go
4n. Here's my pass-key. You open
the door. I'll be right behind you with
mmy revolver."

CHAPTER VIIL

Inserting the key Mr. Wick handed
me, I turned it sharply and flung the
door wide. It revealed a luxuriously
furnished apartment, the front rooms
of which were extravagantly ablaze
with light. .

For a moment the three of us, Mr.
Wick, the elevator boy and myself,
stood there with our ears alert for
any sound from the apartment. While
I do not admit to being a coward, the
unknown has its terrors for all of us,
and I must confess, that the knowledge
that Mr. Wick had his revolver drawn
was indeed comforting. All was

silence in the place.
«John,” said Wick to the elevator

doy, “you stand here right by the door

as I suspected, murder had been done
here, I was confident that the scene
of the tragedy would be the room di-
rectly under mine. The screams I had

+heard—and -the shot——had seemed to

T

come from under my very feet.

Although the lights in the front of
the hall were burning, the sitting room
was in darkness. As I reached the
door, my fingers sought the button,
and as the flare of light illuminated
the room I looked hastily about me.
There was no one there, but my one
quick glance showed me that the door
of the wall safe, located similarly to
the one in the apartment above, was
standing wide open,

Quirkly I sprang to inspect the room
corresponding to mine, a room, it will
be recalled, opening off the sitting
room. Here, too, was darkness, and
as I turned on the lights, I stood
aghast with horror,

On the floor, close up to the inner
wall, lay the contorted body of a beau-
tiful young woman. Her eyes were
wide open and staring. One arm was
twisted under her, ang the other hand
was clutching at the front of her
bodice, where a blotch of ghastly red
indicated the path of the shot that I
had heard.

“It's Miss Lutan,” sald Mr. Wick’s
voice behind me.

“She's been murdered,” I cried; “get

| the police at once.”

As I bent over her to see if there
was any evidence of life, I saw im-
printed in her tender white throat the
marks of her assailant’s brutal fingers.

“Come,” I said, “help me lift her on
to this couch, and then telephone at
once for a doctor.”

Mr. Wick had been all the while
standing there, staring at the body as
if stupefled by the tragedy, but he
obeyed my directions, and with him at
her feet and I at her head we laid her
down on the couch, where I proceeded
to loosen her gown and to try by arti-
ficial respiration to restore her blood
to circulation.

“Get the doctor at once,” I com-
manded again, “and 'phone for the po-
lice.”
~ “John,” called out Mr. Wick, “go
to the 'phone and tell Miss Kelly to
send for Doctor Hunt to come at once.”

“Tell her to get the police, too,” I
insisted. ‘ -

“And let the burglar escape while
we're doing it,” objected Mr. Wick.
“Come on, let’s look through the apart-
ment. He may be hiding somewhere
still.” *

Together, while the boy was ’pﬁon-
ing, we went from room to room, peer-
ing into closets and under beds. There
was no one there and no traces of the
murderer’s presence. Even the serv-
ants’' quarters were untenanted. Only
one thing happened that’struck me as
peculiar. As I started up the hall to
search the bedrooms, I looked back
and caught Mr. Wick furtively closing
the wall safe. His action in surrepti-
tiously closing this without saying
anything to me made me suddenly sus-
piclous of him. I recalled that Detec-
tive Gorman had put Mr. Wick into his
circle of suspects-along with the bur-
glar's wife. Could it be possible that

1-the superinténdent of the building him-

self was in connivance with the band
of criminals who had been harassing
the Bradfords and me? I determined
to watch his every move.

“There's no one here,” I said, as we

completed our round of the’ various
rooms. “The murderer has made his
escape. Hasn't that boy '‘phoned for
the police yet?”
» Mr. Wick seemed so averse to carry-
ing out my suggestion about the police
that I think he must have sensed the
suspicion in my voice.

«I think I had better ask Mr. Kent
about it first,” he said nervously.

“Who's Mr. Kent?' I demanded.

My thoughts were so taken up with
the unexpected tragedy that the name
at first meant nothing to me. Sud-
denly I remembered. It was to the
apartment of Mr. Henry Kent  that
Miss Kelly had ’phoned last night
when she was dining with me. I re-
called, too, that Gorman had charged
me to find out all I could about him.

“Who's Mr. Kent?' I repeated
gharply. “What’s he got to do with it?"

“He's the owner of the building,” ex-
plained Mr. Wick. “He doesn’t like
the Granddeck to be mentioned in the
papers. He says any notoriety is bad
for its exclusiveness. I don’t believe
he'd wént the police called in. In
fact, sir, I'm sure he wouldn't.”

“Whether he wants it or not,” I said
firmly, “it’s got to be done. You can't
keep murders oug,of the paper. Either
you call the pol right away or else
I will.” S

My threat forced him to telephone
against his will. I could quite under-

public. But there was no help for it.
There had been a dastardly crime com-

{ mitted, and the police must ‘be. in-

formed. Yet it was not to the police
that Mr. Wick was telephoning. It
evidently was to Mr. Kent's apartment
in the building. :
“Miss Lutan’s been shot by a burglar

in her apartment,” I heard him say.

[

stand his employer’'s aversion to.hav- |
ing a crime In the Granddeck made-

“Mr. Nelson and me just discovered
her body. What's that, sir?”

Just what Mr. Kent's reply on hear-
ing the shocking news had been I had,
of course, no means of knowing, but
whatever it was, pver the superintend-,
ent's face came an expresslon@ot in-
credulity and amazement.

“What do you think,” said Mr. Wick,
turning to me; “he says for me to call
up Headquarters at once.”

“Of course,” I sald, “it is the only
thing to do.”

Nevertheless, as Mr. Wick waited
for the number, he kept shaking his
head and muttering under his breath
something that sounded like:

““To._think of his ‘telling me to call
in the police!”

With the doctor summoned and the
police sent for, there seemed to be
little ‘else for us to do but wait, 80
Wick and I sat down together in thé
rear sitting room with the elevator boy
still on guard at the door.

“Who was Miss Lutan?”’ I asked.

“Why, Daisy Lutan, the actress,”
sald “Mr. Wick In surprise. “I sup-
posed every one knew her.”

“I've heard about her,” I hastened to
say, “but I had no idea that she lived
in the Granddeck: Did she live here
alone?”

“She keeps a mald, an old woman
that has been with her for years.”

“Where's the maid tonight?”

“Out to the movies, I s’'pose. That'’s
where she goes every night when Miss
Lutan isn't playing. When she is, she
goes to the theater with her.”

“Then Miss Lutan is not playing
now ?”

“Not for the last month.”

“Had there been any one here with
her tonight?

“T'11 ask the elevator boy.”

“John says she came in alone about
fifteen minutes ago,” said Mr. Wick
when -he came back. “She went out

“women of 'Her Type Always Have a
Lot of Men Frlends._f'

about-seven. - Her own-chauffeur was
driving her then, but when -she came
back she was in a hired taxi. That’s
something I can't understand.”

“How do you suppose the murderer
escaped?”’

1 was tryilng every avenue of ques-
tioning to see if I could not surprise
Wick Into some damaging admission.
I was beginning to suspect that he
knew far more about Miss Lutan’s
murderer than he was telling. I felt
somehow that his whole search for the
man who had killed Miss Lutan had
been entirely perfunctory, a bluff to
decelve me. In my growing dislike
for the man, I felt that it would not
be beyond the range of probability for
Wick to have been standing guard at
the door while a confederate rified the
apartment.

“Pm-no-detective,” he answered non-
committally. “All I know is that he
has gone. He certainly ain’t here in
the apartment.”

It was on the tip of my tongue to
suggest that we look in the secret
passageway. I felt that the shock it
would be to Wick to learn that I knew
about this might lead him to open his
lips. I felt certain that it was by way
of a similar passageway to the one I
had discovered in my room that the
murderer had escaped. But before I
could make up my mind to speak the
doctor arrived.

He made a hasty inspection and then
said tersely:

“There's nothing here for me to do.
This woman has been dead for some
time.”

“How long?" I asked.

“1t is impossible for me to judge—
maybe twenty minutes, perhaps an
hour. I should say that death was
practically instantaneous. . She was
killed by a bullet penetrating the heart.
Who shot her?”

He looked sharply from me to Mr.
Wick, as if suspecting that it might
have been one of us;

'«A purglar got her just a few min-
utes ago,” Mr. Wick explained, *“Mr,
Nelson and me heard a scream and a
shot.  We let ourselves in here with
my pass key and found her here. It
must have been a burglar that she sur-
prised ‘'when she entered the apart-
ment."”

“It looks like it,” assented the phy-
sician. “Thgre are marks on her
throat where he tried to strangle her
screams. Have you notified the po-
lice?” g
—“Yes. " sald Mr- Wick.——

“There’s nothing more that I can do,
then,” sald the doctor, making his
preparations to depart.

“Would you not wait until the po-
lice come?” suggested the superintend-
ent. “They’ll be here any minute and
prob:bly they’ll want a statemeat from
you. o

“Very well,” sald the doctor, “Tll
wait” e e

As we waited the thres of us chat
ted about the crime and about the
dead actress, From the conversation
I learned that at the height of her me-
teoric career on Broadway Daisy Lutan
had become the wife of the young son
of a very rich family. His parents in-
sisted that she had trapped him into
matrimony and after long legal wran-
gling she had been divorced about a
year ago. She had received a large
sum in settlement, and this with her
earnings as an actress enabled her to
live in luxury.

“Hadn’t she a sweetheart now?” I
asked.

“Better make it plural,” sneered the
doctor. © “Women of her type always
have a lot of men friends.”

“No men ever came to see her here.
I'm positive of that,” said Mr. Wick.

“Of course not,” said the roctor sar-
castically. “The reputation of the

tected at all costs.”

As we talked two detectives in plain
clothes arrived. They viewed the body
and proceeded to question the doctor.

“How was this woman killed?”

“By a revolver shot right through
the heart.” 2

“Who is she?”

“Dalsy Lutan, the actress.” -

“Who did it?”

“It must have been a burglar,” In-
terjected Mr. Wick. “My theory is
that she came in unexpectedly and
found him at work.”

“Who found her?”

“These -gentlemen,” said the doctor,
including both Mr. Wick and me with
a wave of his hand.

The detectives turned to Mr. Wick
first.

“Tell us about it,” one of them di-
rected.

“My name is James Wick,” he began
as if he was reciting a familiar lesson.
“T am the -superintendent of the
Granddeck apartments. I was-in the
“elevator about half an hour ago when
I heard a woman screaming and then
the sound of the shot. Ftook out my
revolver and got off at this floor te in-
vestigate. At the door I fotmd Mr.
Nelson. He, too, had heard the
screams and the shot and thought they
came from this apartment. I took out
my pass key and we went in.”

“Were there any signs of the bur-
glar?” asked the other man.

“No, we looked all through the
apartmént and found no one.”

“Was anything missing?”

I waited with bated breath to hear
if Wick would tell of having found the
wall safe open. If he did not I felt it
would be conclusive evidence that
there was something he was trying to
conceal.

“I didn’t notice. anything missing,”
he satd glibly. “I wouldn’t know, any-
how. I don't know what stuff she had
here.”

“Who would mow?’
“Her maid might.
Generally she’'s home

o’clock.”

“Did she keep only the one servant?”

“Only the maid and a chauffeur.”
~ “Then she- was all alone in the
apartment?” e

“Yes. She'd gone out all dressed up
about seven in her own car. She came
home unexpectedly in a hired taxi not
more than half an hour ago.”

“Did she come home alone?”

“Sure she was alone. At least the
hall boys told me so. I did not see her
come in, myself.”

More and more I was convinced that
Wick was lying. I was sure he knew
far more about affairs than he was ad-
mitting. “Why did he keep harping
on the fact that Miss Lutan had come
in *“unexpectedly?” . What means had
he of knowing what time she was ex-
pecsed home? Furthermore he sald he
was in the elevator when he heard the
screams and the shot. I did not be-
lieve it would have been possible for
the sounds to have carried that far.
The walls were all deadened, and the
room where the tragedy had taken
place was at the back of the house
many feet distant from the elevators.
I wondered if the burglar had not been
{n the place with Mr. Wick’s conniv-
ance, while he stood guard outside. As
he heard me coming he might have
taken refuge in the elevator. And
why did he have his revolver so con-
veniently ready? 4

The detective who had been ques-
tioning Wick turned to me.

“Who are you?”

“Spalding Nelson.”

“What do you do? Where do you
work?” i

“T'm a clerk." .

“«A clerk living at the Granddeck
apartments,” he sneered. “You must
have a good job.”

“] haven't any at present.” I re-
plied. ' “I'm living here in Mr. Gas-
ton's apartment,
while he and his wife are away.”

I could see that my statement that
I was only a clerk and was not at pres-
ent employed had not made a favor-
able impression on the detective.

“will you explain what you were do-
ing at the door of this apartment
when the superintendent arrived?’ he
demanded with a growing suspicion in
his tones.

«“That's easy to explain,” I retorted.
«I was in my apartment directly over
this one. I heard her scream and then
the shot. It seemed to come from the
fioor right below me, so I ran down to
investigate.” : s

«Ts that right?" he asked, turning to
Mr. Wick. ‘

She’s out now.
by eleven

s
=

~The et about Nelson is
drawn closer. ,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

e A New Style.
+Does that new author burn the mié

night oil with his tofl?”
| “No, but he burng-the roads with his
B Sasme G ‘

Granddeck apartments must be pro-

taking care of It

MARVELOUS IS HUMAN MIND

Five Hundred Miilion Brain Celis Re-
sponsive to the Call of Ruler
of the Intellect.

On a rough estimate, the brain con-
tains 500,000,000 cells, each having a
consciousness of its own. Your self-
consclousness, your personality, should
be the master of all these willing
slaves.

They are the genil of the mind,
humbly waiting to do your bidding;
guardians of the vast stores of ideas
that you, more often than not without
realizing it, have gathered along life's
highway, —Are you one of the reck-
Jess kind, who have “no idea,” or are
'you in the ranks of the sensible, who
summon the spirits of the intellect to
their aid?

How is this done? Nothing more |

simple:——Get the problem falrly and
squarely into your head, and then for-
get it! The lttle genil of the brain
refuse to be coerced; humor them,
however, and there is no 1imit to what
they can, and will, do for you. You
have to make a decision. Turn the
problem round and round in your head
till you are giddy, you will get no near-
er to the solution. Put it away from
yod. Don't force your thoughts; leave
them alone, and behold, suddenly,
when you least expect It, the idea you
have been searching for will jump into
your mind, to be {nstantly recognized
as the idea you wanted. 4

The magicians of the brain would
appear to be more amenable to femi-
nine than masculine rule, for the prov-
erbs of all nations agree that women'’s
best ideas are her first ones, ' while
man has to wait for second thought if
he would act rightly.

Our search for ideas, too, must be
systematic if we want to get hold of
useful ones.

According to the Platonic philos-
ophy, ideas are the universal types of
which individual specimens are the
more or less imperfect copies; S0 that
we need not be downhearted if we
cannot carry out our ideas in practice
exactly as they occur to us in the
mind.

Thought grows snowball fashion, and
is the opposite to money.

The more we spend the more we
have.—London Answers.

Good Causes and Poor Tunes.

Mr. Bernard Shaw, who has fallen
foul of “The Red Flag,” which he re-
‘gards as an air that would ruin any
movement, seems to forget that many
a good cause has been supported by
a poor tune. The Belgian national an-
them is a remarkably inane melody
but that did not impair the resistance
of Liege. And neither the words nor
music of “God Save the King,” are
particularly . uplifting. The air of
«Lillibullero,” that is sald to have
whistled James II off the throne of
England, cannot have been a very dis-
tinguished -one, for nowadays no
one seems to know what it was. On
the other hand the Russian national
anthem was easily one of the most
stirring examples of its kind in Eu-
rope, but it did not save Russia from
collapse. If the soviets have provided
a substitute for it the result would
probably please Mer. Shaw as little as
«The Red Flag,” which he’ considers
should be rechristened “The Eternal
March of a Fried Eel.”—Manchester

Guardian.

Thinks Earth Will Last Many Years.
In a recent lecture Sir Oliver Lodge,
the eminent English scientist, an.
nounced that the earth would prob-
ably continue to exist for 20,000,000
years more. These are, - of course,
round numbers. Some sclentists esti-
mate that the earth will live for ten
times this age. There have been ani-
mals of one kind and another on this
planét-for- fully this length of time.
The dimosaurs are believed to have
lived through-some-such period.  The
age of man, which is probably only a.
few thousand years, seems the merest
trifie by comparison. When we c¢on-
gsider how man has developed during
recorded history, which is less than
ten thousand years, we may hope
that he will evolve, to . an infinitely
finer type in the future.—Boys’ Life.

Carry Photo Messages in Eyes.

.Spies, engaged in a life-and-death
business, have devised extraordinarily
fngenious
since history began. No means could
be more remarkable, however, than that
used by the Russian bolsheviki for
getting messages through the enemy
lines. The inside skin of an eggshell
i{s pasted on glass, and reduced with
a microtome knife to almost impalp-
able thinness. It is then sensitized,
and a microscopic message photograph-
ed upon it. Removed from the glass,
it is spread with a brush on the spy’s
eyeball, under the lid. It does not
inconvenience the carrier, and being
uite transparent it is practically In-

q
visible—Popular Mechanics Magazine,

Film Quickly Developed.

Sixty rolls of ‘photographic film han-
dled in ten minutes’ actual working
time is the claim made for a system
of glazed stoneware developing tanks
now on the market, according to Pop-
ular Mechanics Magazine, The tanks

are sold in sets of three, one for|

developing. one for. fixing and one for
washing. Each has a concave bottom,
terminating in a brass drain cock.

} The 1ast,—or washing, tank isfitted
| also with an overflow connection, to

permit continuous water circulation
from bottom to top,

Taxing the Alien In Italy.
Under the Italian. laws a foreign

resident in Italy pays an income tax
| solely on income derived from Italian

sources. He is not taxed on income

derived outside of Italy.

methods of concealment

POSITIVELY CRUEL.

«I don’t know of any man who lis-
tens to a hard luck story with a
more sympathetic air than Mr. Wad-
leigh.”

“Then he has a kind heart?”

“No. It's as hard as adamant. He
enjoys the discomfiture of the poor
wretch who is brusquely refused alms
just when he is flattering himself that
he never did a better piece of acting
in. all his career as a panhandler.”—
Birmingham Age-Herald,

Had to Obey the Law.

“Why did you let him .get away
from you?’ thundered the chief.

“He—er—took a mean advantage of
me,” replied the green detective. “He
ran across the grass in the park,
and—"

“Why didn’t you follow?”

“Well, there was a mnotice “there, -
Keep off the grass! "—Stray -Stories.

CUTTING UP.

Freight Auditor—Were you in on
it when our directors cut the melon?

Cashier—No. But I cut some fig-
ure when they cut the payroll

Tastes Differ.

Mr. Sankey—You don’t like tomaa
toes, won't eat them and are thus de-
priving yourself of much in life. If 1
were you I'd learn to eat them.

Mrs. ‘Sankey—But you don’t like
rhubarb, John!

_“Oh, well, but that’s not fit to eat.”
—London-Answers. :

°

Necessary.
Don’t get the notion in your Jhead
That you-can be a shirk. ?
The world won’t give you meat and bread
Unless you give it work. X

Iin Doubt.

“For a chap just engaged to such a
lovely .girl you-seem a bit gloomy.”

“Well, I'm worried. You know Jes-
sica is an enthusiast always. Once it
was for horses, once for dogs, once
prize poultry, once Angora cats. Now
—am I a regular sweetheart or is she
just taking up another ‘animal fad?”

Well-Trained Ones.
“My son is very fond of trained
animal exhibitions.”
“He is8?”
“Yes, especially. of pony ballets.”

Catty Reply. _
“Are those curls of Annie’s natu-
ral?”’ y
“T should say they were. You can’t
tell them from her own hair.”

‘JUST LIKE US.

“That son of yours isn't very
bright, but he has a big appetite.”
“Yes, I expect he'll make a fine

» college athlete.”

Looks -Suspicious.

He says it’s unaccountable,
And still the fact is there,

That while his wife was at the beach
The parrot learned to swear.

Click Clique.
Otis—Movie people are rather clan-
nish, aren’t they?
Chester—If they are, they come hon-
estly by it. Kven the camera has its

own click !|—Film o

The Last Resort
“There's one thing left. ° If this busi-
ness venture of mine fails I know what
I shall have to try next.”
__“What's that?
“I shall bave to begin writing plays
for the moving picture people.”

: One on the Editor. ;
_ Fresh—I know more about this joke
game than the editor does. ‘
' Soph—That’s possible.
_Fresh—Sure; he thought the stuff I -
submitted wus original.—Stanfosd




