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CHAPTER I.
THE OTHER HALF —— A PUZZLE.

HE lean, gray-haired president of the
National Loan Society stared in dumb
amazement at the twisted platinum chain

which his white-faced manager had just thrown
upon his desk. He poked the tiny, shimmering
heaps of links with a trembling finger.

“It’s absolutely impossible, Mr. Faye!” he
muttered incredulously. “It couldn’t have been
done, you know.”

“That’s certainly the truth,” murmured the
manager, with equal bewilderment; “it simply
couldn’t have happened.” He took a deep breath
and gazed vacantly at the other. “Only it has
happened!” he added, wanly attempting to smile.
“The stones have been stolen right out of the

settings. Seventy thousand dollars’ worth!”
John Faye picked up the remnant of jewelry,

studied for a moment its bright, silverlike coils,
and dropped it again distractedly upon the desk.
“But tell me how?” he groaned. “The pendant was
in the vault. No one could have got in there
without leaving some sign. The burglar alarm is
mechanically infallible. If the door had been
opened the bell would have gone off. That’s a
certainty. But it didn’t. And when we took off the
combination a few minutes ago, there was no
indication of tampering. Yet I am positive that the
diamonds were stolen some time last night, after
we had locked up. I want to know how!”

Crane, the manager, shook his head dazedly.
“I can’t even guess,” he replied. “Funniest part of
it is that nothing else was touched—nothing but the
Pelham pendant. If a thief did get into the vault,
why should he overlook thousands of dollars’
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worth of other jewels? It’s the most inexplicable
thing I’ve ever known.”

Faye stood up and swept the platinum chain
into his pocket. “It’s too deep for me,” he said. “I’d
“better send for the police.”

“I’ve already done that,” declared the other.
“I’ve also had Miss Meares telephone a private
detective agency. I stopped long enough for that
before I came in here. The detective ought to be
here any minute.”

With a glance toward the door, Faye came
nearer his companion. He lowered his voice
cautiously. “This fellow, Pelham,” he whispered,
“can we put him off?”

The younger man shook his head dubiously.
“I’m afraid not,” he said, “it was just our luck to
have him turn up this morning with the money to
take his pendant out. I didn’t discover the stones
were missing until I went to get them for him.”

“Does he suspect anything?”
“I didn’t tell him, but he must have guessed

something was wrong by the way I acted when I
came out of the vault. He’s waiting for me now.
It’ll probably be better to let him know the truth.”

The head of the firm shrugged his shoulders
ruefully. “If we don’t get the stones back we’ll
have to make them good,” he said. “It would kill
business if it ever got noised about that we aren’t
responsible for pledges. But seventy thousand
dollars will be a jolt. We’ll try to hold off as long
as possible. Send Pelham in here, and let me see
what I can do with him.”

The manager nodded and left the room; Faye
began pacing nervously up and down the floor. He
had by no means succeeded in controlling his
excitement when the door opened and a short,
thick-shouldered man, with a pointed beard, and
lustrous, black eyes, entered the inner office. The
newcomer glanced curtly about him, and then
dropped serenely into a leather chair without
removing his hat.

“I’ve brought the money to take my pendant
out of hock,” he remarked casually. “Five thousand
dollars and interest. Strikes me you’re making a lot
of fuss about a simple transaction.”

Faye halted in front of the man, and looked at
him with unconcealed anxiety. “I—it’s like this,
Mr. Pelham,” he began. “I’m afraid we’ll have to
ask your forbearance for a few days.”

“Forbearance!” exclaimed Pelham, with a
rising voice. “What the deuce are you driving at,
anyhow?”

Faye lifted a shaking hand, as if to warn him

against the shock of impending news. “I mean your
diamonds have been stolen!” he blurted out
desperately.

Pelham jumped from his chair, and glared
incredulously at the other. “Stolen, eh!” he cried.
“I thought you people had a burglar-proof vault. I
thought you took care of things.”

“We do—we do, indeed!” declared the
president, in faltering apology. “But —well, such a
thing has never happened before. I can’t explain it.
I don’t know how it could have happened. How
any flesh-and-blood burglar got into that vault and
out again I can’t imagine. It’s the most
mysterious———”

“I’m not looking for explanations,” broke in
Pelham coldly. “What I want is my pendant; either
that or its equivalent in money! I’ll trouble you for
the stones or seventy thousand dollars cash.”

Faye tried to frame a smile of amused disdain,
but his trembling lips were scarcely equal to the
effort.

“Come now!” warned the other impatiently.
“There’s no use of your trying to crawl from under.
You know as well as I do what that pendant was
worth. Or if you don’t your expert does. She
appraised the stones for me when I left them here. I
have the valuation in her own writing, and she
wouldn’t dare dispute it. You’ve got to make good,
you see—and for the full value.”

Faye turned very white under the cutting
directness of the man’s speech. The corners of his
mouth sagged, his eyes blinked weakly. “I must
beg you not to be unreasonable,” he pleaded. “Give
us a little time to try and recover your property. If
we are unsuccessful, I assure you that you’ll find
us ready to assume full responsibility for the loss.”

Pelham pursed his lips thoughtfully and shot a
deliberate, calculating look at his companion. “I’ll
tell you what I’ll do,” he said after a moment: “I’ll
give you a week. After that I’ll expect either the
money or the stones. If one or the other isn’t
forthcoming, I’ll begin suit against you at once.”

He coolly took a cigar from his pocket, struck
a light, and blew a cloud of smoke over the head of
the discomfited president. As he turned serenely to
leave the room, there came a knock from the
outside. The door was opened and a woman
showed herself in the threshold. At sight of her
fresh and piquant face, with the soft framing of
golden hair, the brusque Mr. Pelham hastily
removed his hat and took the cigar from his mouth.

“May we come in?” she asked in a pleasant
tone, and, without awaiting a response, entered the
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room. A tall, dark-haired young man in a well-
fitting serge suit followed her, and closed the door
behind him.

Faye glanced curiously from the girl’s pretty
face to the stranger who accompanied her. “What
is it, Miss Meares?” he inquired. “This is the
detective,” was her reply. “I thought you’d want to
see him at once. Mr. Faye, Mr. Merrill.”

Faye acknowledged the introduction with a
nervous bow, then turned to Pelham, who still
remained standing near the doorway.

“You see we intend to make every effort to
recover your stones,” he said. “I’m sure Mr.
Merrill will do everything in his power to place
them again in your possession.”

The detective smiled deprecatingly as he
surveyed Pelham. “I shall certainly do my best,” he
observed. “From what Miss Meares tells me, it
looks as if something very odd had happened to
your pendant. But I hope we shall not be puzzled
long. There’s an explanation for every crime, and
you find it, if you only search hard enough.”

Pelham smiled lightly. “I hope you succeed,”
he remarked, “if only for Mr. Faye’s sake. They
say you fellows can do great things sometimes. In
this case you’ve got a week to make good in. Well,
I’ll see you later. Good day.” With a little bow he
opened the door and left the room.

The moment Pelham had withdrawn, Merrill’s
air became brisk and businesslike. “Now!” he said
crisply, “let’s get at the facts. I want to look at the
vault. But, first of all, let me see what’s left of
Pelham’s pendant.”

Faye reached into his pocket, and thrust the
platinum chain into Merrill’s fingers. The detective
walked over to the closed window, where the
morning rays from the midwinter sun were
strongest, and began to examine the empty
settings. Presently he produced a jeweler’s
microscope, adjusted it to his eye, and bent more
intently over the dainty links. Then, without a
word, he returned the pendant to Faye, at the same
time giving him a strangely speculative glance.

“Do you get any clew?” asked the president
uneasily.

The detective shook his head. “Nothing worth
mentioning,” he answered. “I really can’t guess
how the diamonds were taken from the settings,
even after the thief got hold of the pendant. If they
had been pried out, the platinum would show the
marks of the instrument that was used. The
microscope shows no such scratches. The stones
have been plucked out just as a pit might be

plucked from a half peach, although how any one
could get such a grip on them, or have the strength
to pull them out that way, is a great mystery.”

“But how could any one get into the vault in
the first place, or leave again without forcing the
lock?” demanded the mystified president. “And
again, why should the intruder bother to remove
the stones from the settings? No matter how it was
done, it must have been a long job.”

“I can’t tell you that now,” said the detective.
“Were the stones in this pendant very good?”

“You’ll have to ask Miss Meares that. She’s
our diamond expert. She has examined these
stones.”

“They were exceptionally fine,” volunteered
the girl, as she looked at Merrill, her eyes glowing
with the enthusiasm of the connoisseur. “Not one
was smaller than two carats, and all were
exceptionally clear and brilliant.”

The detective nodded. “Thank you,” he said.
“And now, Mr. Faye, if you don’t mind we’ll have
a look at your vault.”

The girl glanced questioningly at her
employer, and then, with some hesitancy, left the
room, while Faye conducted Merrill through a rear
door, and down a narrow passage, which finally
opened into a dimly lighted chamber with a
smooth, concrete floor. Here he paused and, with
his finger, indicated a heavy, steel door, which was
hinged in a ponderous metal frame embedded in
the wall.

“This is our vault,” said the president. He took
hold of the heavy, nickeled handle, and, with an
effort, wrenched it over, swinging the great door
slowly open. “We remove the combination when
we open up mornings for business,” he explained,
as Merrill peered into the dark interior of the tiny
steel room. “We had just opened the door a couple
of minutes before Pelham called for his pendant.
At that time I never dreamed that any one had been
in the vault during the night.”

“Why are you so sure it happened last night?”
questioned the detective.

“Because, when I locked up yesterday
evening, I put some other stones in the box with
the pendant, and I recall distinctly that it was all
right then,” was the answer.

Merrill struck a match and studied the handle
of the door, the polished lock, and finally the
double disk, with a series both of numerals and
letters on the outer rim. He scrutinized the two
sides of the door, as well as the insulated wires
which formed a part of the automatic burglar-alarm
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system. “It’s a tough one, all right,” he mused,
“and a decidedly intricate combination.” He again
glanced at the president. “Does any one besides
yourself know the combination?”

Faye hesitated an instant before answering.
“Why,” he said finally, “even I don’t know the
entire combination. Why do you ask?”

Merrill eyed the older man enigmatically.
“Because,” he said, after a slight pause, “whoever
got into the vault held the secret of the lock. No
drills have been used. The wiring is all intact. The
door has not been forced. And there isn’t a burglar
living who could figure out that combination
without help. Beyond any question of doubt it’s an
inside job. If any one got into the vault, it was a
person who knew the combination. That’s why I
asked.”

“But that’s impossible,” expostulated Faye. “I
only know half of the combination. Crane, our
manager, is intrusted with the other half.”

“And you never told any one your part of the
secret?” demanded the detective pointedly.

Faye bit his lip. “You’ve met Miss Meares,”
he began, after a moment, in seeming evasion.
“She’s a sweet girl. She comes from a splendid
family. Her father was wealthy, but he lost his
money; so she was forced to go to work. The study
of precious stones had been a hobby of hers, and
she really has been of great value to us as an
expert.”

Merrill stared sharply at the man. “What has
all this to do with my question?” he asked.

“Only this,” returned the president, “I have
heart trouble. I feared that some day I might be
taken off suddenly, and I thought it wiser not to
hold the secret all alone. I——”

“Yes?” urged the detective.
“I confided my half of the combination to

Miss Meares.”

CHAPTER II.
THE IMPOSSIBLE WAY.

HE eyes of Merrill and Faye met for an instant,
as each instinctively tried to fathom the other’s

thoughts. Then both shifted their glances in half
embarrassment, as though they had been detected
in some unworthy and preposterous imagining.
The president laughed a little unsteadily.

“Of course, what I’ve told you doesn’t lay
Miss Meares open to suspicion any more than it

does myself,” he said slowly. “As she knows only
a half of the combination, she couldn’t open the
safe alone any more than I could.”

“That’s perfectly true,” returned the detective.
“But have you any way of proving that Crane has
been more discreet with his half of the key than
you were with yours?”

“Meaning that you believe——” began Faye
coldly.

“Meaning that some one in this office may
know the full combination,” interrupted Merrill
quietly.

As he spoke, there was the sound of feet
behind him, and he turned to look at two men who
were standing in the doorway, and who regarded
him and the president in cool questioning. One of
the newcomers was short, heavy, and clean-
shaven, the other was somewhat taller and wore a
heavy, black mustache.

“We’re looking for Mr. Faye,” said the
smaller of the two gruffly.

“I’m Faye,” returned the president, advancing
toward them.

“Well, we’re ‘Kelly and Parker, of the fourth
precinct,” volunteered the man. “What’s this
robbery business here? Think it’s a yegg job?”

“I don’t know what it is,” was the answer.
“I’ll tell you all I know myself, and you may draw
your own conclusions.”

After his first casual glance at the two plain-
clothes men, Merrill turned away indifferently, and
sauntered into the open vault. He came outside
again, mopping his face with a handkerchief, just
as the president was finishing his explanation of
the case to the other detectives.

“Your vault needs ventilating,” said Merrill,
with a laugh, turning to Faye. “It’s frightfully hot
in there.”

“Yes,” agreed the president. “We never stay
inside there any longer than we have to. The
furnace room of the building is directly beneath the
vault.”

“What’s that?” said Kelly, the shorter of the
two officers, as he came forward and looked
curiously beyond the steel door. “Somebody
burrow up from below?”

“Nothing like that,” Merrill assured him,
smiling. “There’s no opening of any sort that I can
see.”

For the first time Kelly turned to scrutinize
the younger man. “Who are you?” he asked with
sudden interest.

Faye answered the detective before Merrill
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had a chance to speak. “He’s a private investigator
whom we have retained to work on this case,” he
said. “Mr. Merrill, of the Halpin agency.”

“Oh,” said Kelly, with thinly veiled contempt.
“Oh, all right. The more of us the merrier.” He
grinned broadly at his companion. “Ain’t that
right, Frank?”

“Sure,” returned the other officer. “We always
need help, you and me. We were never known to
solve a case without help. So we might invite
Merrill to begin by letting us on to the stuff he and
Faye were talking over about the combination of
the vault.”

Merrill’s face did not loose its unruffled smile
during the ironical colloquy between the two men.
He had met with this form of official resentment
before in his work, and he too fully appreciated its
absurdity to let it bother him at any time. So he
affected not to observe the undercurrent of insult,
and answered the officers with perfect good nature.

“Mr. Faye and I were discussing the
possibility of some one in the office knowing the
entire combination,” he said.

“I was just telling Mr. Merrill that Miss
Meares, our diamond expert, and I know a half of
the combination,” supplemented the president.
“Crane, the manager, is the only one who knows
the other half. And I feel morally certain that no
single person could open the vault.”

“But Miss Meares and Crane together might
have done it,” suggested Kelly, stumbling quickly
to the likeliest inference. “We won’t overlook any
bets to-day.”

Parker, the taller detective, nodded his head
approvingly. “Let’s take a chance on that idea for a
starter,” he urged. “We’ll have them in here
separately, and see what they have to say about it.”

Merrill looked up in sudden protest. “Oh,
come, that’s hardly fair!” he exclaimed. “We can’t
be giving either of them the third degree when we
haven’t a shred of evidence against them. In my
opinion, it was absolutely impossible for any one
to enter the safe through the door after the lock was
set.”

“Why not?” demanded Kelly aggressively.
“In the first place it’s impossible to disconnect

the burglar alarm from the outside. If the door had
been opened at all, the electric indicator at your
own station house would have shown it. I have not
heard of any such alarm being given, and I have
examined the burglar apparatus and found it in
perfect working order.”

“Then you think the stones were stolen before

or after the lock was set,” said Kelly, with a touch
of sarcasm.

Merrill smilingly shook his head. “According
to Mr. Faye, that couldn’t have happened, either.
He saw the stones just as he locked up last night,
and their loss was discovered only a few minutes
after the vault was opened this morning. I’m quite
willing to take his word for it.”

“Then what the deuce do you think?” growled
Kelly impatiently. “You’ve eliminated every
possible way the job could have been done. What
are you going to hunt for now?”

“The impossible way,” returned Merrill
suavely.

The two detectives caught their breath, and
glared at him as though uncertain whether they
were being ridiculed.

“Say, what are you trying to hand us,
anyhow?” demanded Parker indignantly.

“Aw, forget him,” said Kelly roughly? “Cut
out this jabbering, and let’s find out something. If
any one around here is guilty, I’m going to nail
them without any more foolishness!” He swung to
President Faye, who had been listening with a
puzzled frown to the conversation. “Can you get
out of this office without being seen?” he asked.

“Why, yes,” answered Faye in surprise.
“Well, do it,” ordered the detective. “Be sure

that no one notices you when you go out. Walk
around a few squares, and by the time you come
back maybe I can show you the person who got
away with the jewels. Are you on?”

The president nodded his head. “Yes,” he
replied in mystification, “only——”

Kelly stopped him with a flourish of his hand.
“Now never mind bothering about what we’re
going to do. You’ll know what’s happened soon
enough, and we’ll try to have the goods on
somebody when you get back. Hold on,” he added,
with an unpleasant grin, as the president obediently
started to turn away. “Just shut the vault door
before you go, and give the lock a few twists. I
can’t account for our friend here, but Frank and I
might be tempted by so many valuables left around
loose.” He laughed at his own humor, while Faye
pushed the heavy door shut and set the ponderous
lock.

The three detectives waited in silence until
Faye had left the room.

“Now!” exclaimed Kelly, when he felt that
the president had been given time to reach the
street. “Act excited, you two! Act scared to death!
I’m going to have something doing here in short
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order!”
Without awaiting a reply, he turned and strode

from the room, leaving Merrill and the other
detective staring at each other in considerable
mystification. Merrill was inclined to smile at
Kelly’s theatrical exit, but the second officer
watched for his comrade’s return with grave and
trustful expectancy. It was evident that the two
precinct men worked in perfect accord, and that
any plan adopted by one was likely to meet
approval from the other. The younger man realized
the utter impossibility of conducting his
investigation jointly with such a pair, and was on
the point of leaving the room, when the door
suddenly was flung open again, and Kelly rushed
almost into his arms.

A surprising change had come over the man.
His face was flushed and he was breathing
hoarsely, as though under the stress of some
overpowering emotion. He ran to the vault door
and began pulling at the polished handle, at the
same time calling wildly over his shoulder to some
person who was following him down the
passageway. For an instant Merrill thought that
some serious mishap had taken place, but as he
caught a glimpse of Kelly’s companion, he
understood the detective’s strategy, and
experienced a touch of genuine admiration for the
man’s skillful acting.

The newcomer was Crane, the company’s
manager. He was white and disheveled, and
seemed even more greatly agitated than the
detective, who had summoned him to the strong
room. Without a glance at the others, he dashed to
Kelly’s side, and began turning the nickeled vault
combination with frantic fingers.

“He’ll smother in there before you’d think,”
he gasped, fumbling with the metal disks, and
Merrill saw the horror in his eyes.

“Then get him out!” commanded Kelly, his
lips pressing close to the manager’s ear. “We
locked him in there—accidentally, of course—and
we can’t let him die.”

With a groan of helplessness, Crane began
pounding against the steel door with his knuckles.
“Faye, Faye!” he shouted. “Are you all right?
Quick! Tell me the first part of the combination!”

He placed his head for a second against the
cold, steel surface and waited anxiously for an
answer.

“Great heavens!” he cried. “He doesn’t hear
me. He must be unconscious already. And I only
have the second half of the combination! He’ll be

dead before we get to him.”
“Try! Try again!” urged Kelly feverishly, and

Merrill caught the note of disappointment in the
detective’s voice. Crane turned hysterically, and
began beating upon the massive door with his fists
until it seemed that the knuckles must break
through the flesh. With a little exclamation of
anger, Merrill started forward to interfere, when
his attention was arrested by a new voice.

“What is it? What’s wrong here?” It was a
woman speaking, and Merrill wheeled and saw
Miss Meares, the diamond expert, standing in the
doorway, dressed for the street.

“Mr. Faye is smothering to death in the safe!”
muttered Kelly, with a sharp glance at the girl.
“We can’t get the door open!”

“Oh!” she whispered. “Oh!” With a quick,
deep breath she moved toward the door of the
vault. Merrill tried to flash her a glance of warning,
but she either failed to see or would not heed. Her
slender fingers sought the knob, hesitated an
instant, and then began spinning the shining disks,
right and left, while the four men watched in tense
and nerveless fascination. The silence in the room
was unbroken, save by the sharp clicking of the
tumblers as they notched successively into their
places, while the girl deftly worked out the
combination of the lock. Suddenly she stopped,
seized the handle, and, with a great effort, pulled it
over. As quickly, Crane shoved her to one side,
slowly pulled open the steel door, and darted into
the vault.

Neither of the precinct officers moved. They
were standing a little to one side, and grinning
triumphantly at Miss Meares.

“Well,” drawled Kelly. “I guess we’ve got the
dope we were looking for. Thought she only knew
half the combination. This looks as if she knows
the whole of it, all right. We want to have a little
talk with you, young woman.”

As the officer was speaking, Merrill suddenly
pushed close to the girl.

“Come with me!” he whispered. “Quick!”
And before either of the

officers understood his intention, he grasped
her by the arm, drew her out of the room, and
slammed the door in the faces of the astonished
detectives. Then, together, they ran down the
passageway, through Faye’s office, and into the
street.
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CHAPTER III.
FACE TO FACE.

AND in hand the pair sprinted down the
sidewalk to the nearest corner, where a

taxicab with drumming engine was waiting by the
curb. Merrill shouted a few terse words of
instruction to the chauffeur, bundled Miss Meares
into the car, and followed her with an agile leap,
jerking the door shut with a bang. At the same
instant, the machine, with a raucous snarl, started
forward.

Merrill, looking back through the window,
saw the two precinct detectives issue from the
office of the loan company and dash up the street
in furious pursuit. He heard them shouting excited
commands to the driver, and he smiled to himself
as the man, unheeding, threw his gear into high
speed, and raced away along the icy pavement.
Almost as soon as the chase had begun, the
detectives realized its futility, and, after running a
short distance, they halted. As the car turned a
corner, Merrill caught his last glimpse of them
standing on the sidewalk, and looking after him in
baffled indecision.

He sank back into his seat and glanced with
amusement at the girl. Had there been any one
present to observe, it would have been noticed that
his entire attitude toward her had changed. The air
of formality with which he had talked with her in
President Faye’s office was abandoned, and when
he addressed her now, it was with the easy
familiarity of an old friend and not, as he had
pretended to be, a stranger.

“That was quick work, Stacia.” He chuckled.
“We’ve given that pair the conclusive shake.”

She moved a little to one side and gazed at
him dubiously. “I don’t know,” she said, in a tone
so low that it was scarcely heard above the rattle of
the automobile. “Running away looks like a
confession of guilt. Wouldn’t it have been better to
stay and face the music?”

He shook his head forcefully. “Not after you
had walked into that trap,” he declared. “By
proving yourself the only person around the place
who knew the entire combination of the vault, you
thoroughly convinced those two detectives that you
had stolen Pelham’s diamonds. They were going to
give you the third degree, and we couldn’t stand
for that, could we?”

“But how did I stumble into a trap?” she
demanded. “Wasn’t Mr. Faye locked in the vault?”

“Certainly not,” he answered. “I tried to warn
you, but I didn’t dare make it too pointed. You
should have shown them only Faye’s half of the
combination, and let Crane finish opening the
door.”

“I was too excited to think of that,” she said.
“And, besides, it never occurred to me that I might
be suspected.”

“How did you happen to have the full
combination?” he asked casually.

“Why, several months ago Mr. Crane
intrusted me with his part of the secret. He said he
was afraid that something might happen to him.
Later Mr. Faye did the same thing. I saw no harm
in remembering the combination, and I thought it
wiser to let no one know that I had it all. I——”
She stopped abruptly and faced him breathlessly,
her blue eyes narrowing. “I understand it all now!”
she exclaimed. “You helped me escape because it
looked as though I had stolen the stones. You were
afraid to let those men question me. You—you—
tell me—you don’t think I am guilty?” She asked
the question sharply, fiercely, the red blood
mounting swiftly to her cheeks.

Merrill’s hand closed quickly over her two
little fists. “Don’t be absurd, Stacia,” he said.
“Look here; I’ve asked you at least fifteen times to
marry me. Consider this the sixteenth proposal. Do
you think I’d want you for my wife if I thought
you a thief?”

He felt her relax a trifle as he edged nearer,
but he could guess that still she was not entirely
placated. He could see only her profile as she
gazed from the taxicab window with compressed
lips. There was a moment’s silence before she
again turned to him.

“If you still have faith, then,” she objected, a
little coldly, “why did you make me run away?”

“To save you a humiliating experience,” was
his reply. “There is no evidence of any sort that the
entrance to the vault was forced. Those two
detectives are positive that the diamonds were
taken by some one who knew the combination. As
you are apparently the only one who fits into their
theory of the robbery, they naturally would have
arrested you, and made it decidedly unpleasant
until they forced a confession from you. That’s
why I wanted you to run.”

“But what good will it do in the end?” she
persisted. “They will find me sooner or later, and
the longer it takes them the harder it will be for
me.”

“That is true,” Merrill admitted. “But before

H
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they do find you, I expect to clear up the mystery
of the stones.”

“How are you going to do that?” asked the
girl, in a more friendly tone. “If you are so certain
that no one broke into the vault through the floors
or walls, or entered by the door, how can you hope
to explain the disappearance of the stones?”

He smiled at her gently. “As I told those two
detectives,” he said, “there’s only one course to
follow. When you’ve exhausted every possibility,
begin searching for the improbabilities. Our
friends, the precinct men, are incapable of
reasoning beyond the obvious. To their minds
every crime must have a set formula—be
accomplished in some manner known to previous
experience. The moment they need to use their
imagination you find them floundering helplessly.
Now, I am absolutely certain that no human being
entered that vault last night. I am equally sure that
the stones vanished during the night. How was this
thing done? Frankly, I don’t know. But I believe
that the crime is unique in the history of theft. I
believe the criminal had devised methods of work
that have never been heard of before. But I still
believe my intelligence equal to his. If he can pull
diamonds from that vault, I am confident that I can
discover how he did it.”

He noticed the taxicab slacken speed as he
was speaking, and he leaned forward to glance out
the window. “Well, it didn’t take us long to get
here,” he said. “But, then, I told the man to drive
fast.”

“Where are we?” she asked, attempting to
peer out over his shoulder.

“I’ve taken you to my rooms,” he told her.
“You’re safe from discovery there. You’d better
keep under cover until I come back for you.”

“But where are you going?” She clasped his
arm with sudden apprehension as the car drew up
at the curb.

“Oh, I don’t know,” he answered evasively. “I
thought I’d look around a bit.”

“You’re going back to the office,” she said.
“Please don’t do that. You mustn’t. They’ll arrest
you for helping me escape.”

“I suppose you’re right.” Merrill laughed. “I
hadn’t quite finished my investigation when we
left there. If I’m going to solve this mystery, I’ll
have to go back. But I promise you I’ll not take
any chances. In the first place, they won’t know
me.”

“But—but——” she began in anxious protest.
He forestalled her appeal by opening the door and

helping her to the sidewalk. She saw that they had
stopped before a large apartment building in an
uptown side street.

“Here’s where I live,” he informed her. “Let’s
get inside quickly.” He called to the chauffeur to
wait for him, and drew her into the hallway.
Without further conversation, they got into the
elevator and were taken to the top floor. Merrill
conducted her down a long corridor to his
apartment. He unlocked the door, but made no
move to go inside.

“Make yourself at home,” he urged. “You’ll
find anything you need until I come back. Please
don’t worry, because I’ll be in no danger. And
don’t venture outside under any circumstances.”

Silently she extended her hand, and his
fingers closed eagerly over hers. He met her eyes
softly. “I’m still waiting for an answer to my
sixteenth proposal,” he murmured gravely.

With a little gasp, she drew away her hand,
and the color again suffused her cheeks. The
serious expression instantly left Merrill’s face, and
he smiled serenely. “Never mind,” he reassured
her, “I’ll not press you for an answer now. I don’t
mind being turned down again, because you can’t
hold out forever. I’ll see you later, and the next
time it will make the seventeenth.” With a friendly
nod, he hurried away toward the elevator, leaving
her standing uncertainly in the doorway.

Merrill left the building, got into the taxicab,
and started downtown. His watch told him that it
was nearly noon, and he realized that the time for
his investigation was limited. The police, he
believed, would withhold the story of the diamond
robbery from the newspapers until the following
morning. And by that time he hoped to prevent any
scandal in connection with the affair from
attaching itself to Miss Meares’ name. In any event
he knew that her escape would make the officers
more than usually secretive, and, if his present
errand were successful, she might avoid publicity
altogether.

When he had reached a point within a few
blocks of the loan company’s office he had the
taxicab stop, and got out. Dismissing the driver, he
began sauntering slowly down the street, casting
about in his mind for some plan of returning to the
scene of the crime without being caught.

In passing the mouth of an alley, he had
noticed a popcorn vender who had drawn into the
lee of a tall building to escape the cold force of the
winter, and who, muffled in a long, ragged
overcoat, was calling his wares from a pushcart.
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Merrill had walked on without giving the man a
second glance. But as he was turning a corner in
the next block an idea struck him, and his face
lighted with satisfaction.

In his absorption, he had not noticed the
sound of feet behind him, and, as he turned
abruptly to retrace his steps, he collided
unexpectedly with another pedestrian. The man
staggered backward from the force of the impact.

“Oh, I beg your pardon,” said Merrill quickly.
“I didn’t know you were following so closely. I—
—” He glanced at the other’s face, and stopped.
The man was leering at him with a triumphant grin.
Merrill had bumped into Kelly, the precinct
detective.

CHAPTER IV.
THE POPCORN MAN.

EFORE the officer could prepare for
resistance, Merrill was upon him. He realized

that the plain-clothes man had been following him,
and had just been on the point of placing him under
arrest when he so opportunely turned around. In a
flash he had a plan of escape, and action came with
the thought. With all the force he could summon,
he struck the other, shoulder foremost, at the same
time clutching the man’s arms in a powerful grip
and driving him backward across the curbing. The
suddenness of the attack robbed Kelly of any
opportunity of defending himself. His feet went out
from beneath him, and, with a sudden push, Merrill
tumbled him bodily into the street.

The instant Kelly struck the pavement, Merrill
turned and darted around the corner. In a backward
glance, Merrill saw that the detective had landed
upon the cobblestones with stunning force, and that
it would be three or four minutes probably before
he sufficiently recovered his faculties to give
chase. Even then he would have no means of
knowing the direction his quarry had taken. In the
brief time he would thus gain, Merrill felt that he
could safely conceal himself.

He ran swiftly down the side street, jerking a
leather wallet from his pocket as he hurried
onward. A few seconds later he dodged
breathlessly into the alley where he had seen the
popcorn wagon, and confronted the swarthy
foreigner, who was standing before the vehicle,
listlessly shaking the wire popper. From his wallet
he produced two five-dollar bills, and thrust one of

them into the man’s grimy fingers.
“Here, keep this!” he said, in a hoarse

undertone to the astonished vender. ‘‘There’s a
man chasing me. I want to hide behind your wagon
until he’s gone. If you tell him I ran in another
direction you get the second five. Understand?” He
shook the man in his eagerness to clinch the
bargain.

The peddler stared at the bill in his hand and
at the other which Merrill held temptingly before
his eyes, and the blank expression of his face
changed to one of sly and eager comprehension.
He nodded with a smile that showed all of his
white teeth, and pointed invitingly behind the
wagon. Merrill dropped to his hands and knees,
and the peddler stood over him, the skirts of the
man’s long, ragged overcoat helping to conceal the
crouching figure beneath the cart.

This arrangement was made not a minute too
soon. Merrill’s ally had no more than had time to
turn back to his corn popping when Kelly, in
panting and red-faced anger, came lurching into
the alley.

“Hey, you!” he shouted, momentarily
checking his pace at sight of the vender, “did you
see anybody run through here?” He scarcely
glanced at the man.

Merrill awaited the foreigner’s response with
a shiver of apprehension; but he need not have
feared. A natural intelligence, sharpened by his
struggles on the streets for a livelihood, and
heightened by his cupidity of the moment, had
given the man instant and complete understanding
of the situation. He did his best to earn the second
bill.

“Down that way,” he answered blandly,
pointing down the alley with his finger., “The man
was running fast.” Kelly set off in the direction
indicated.

From his place of concealment, Merrill
watched the detective follow the false trail around
the next corner. He got up and looked at his new-
found friend with a cheerful grin.

“Thank you,” he said, handing the man the
promised bill. “Let me compliment you.” He again
brought out his wallet and extracted three yellow-
backed bills. “What’ll you take for your popcorn
wagon, just as it stands?”

The man’s black eyes glistened with interest.
“You mean to buy him? What you give?”

“Say, for sixty dollars—you might sell, eh?”
Merrill carelessly exhibited the yellow certificates.
The man looked with greedy eyes, but, after a

B
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moment’s hesitation, shook his head.
With elaborate unconcern, Merrill slipped a

fourth bill between his fingers. “Say seventy
dollars,” he murmured, “and your hat and coat
goes with the wagon. To make it a fair bargain,
you may keep my ulster and cap for your own.”

The man almost snatched the currency from
Merrill’s hand. “Take the cart,” he said. “I sell.”

“Of course, you do,” returned Merrill,
laughing. “You can buy two carts for that. But
you’re entitled to a little extra for playing up like a
trump when I needed you. Well, I’ll see you
later— perhaps.”

The pair exchanged overcoats and hats, the
foreigner accepted the money, and Merrill, seizing
the handles of the cart, started to trundle the odd
vehicle out of the alley and down the street. He
was confident that the old hat and overcoat would
be a sufficient disguise for his purpose, and he
boldly pushed on toward the National Loan
Society Building, not worrying especially about
whom he might meet on the way.

As he approached the building where the
Pelham pendant had disappeared, he pulled the
peddler’s hat farther down over his forehead, and
walked along at a shuffling and uncertain pace,
covertly watching the various doorways as he
passed. At length he brought his cart to a halt
almost directly opposite President Faye’s office,
and busied himself with the heap of white popcorn
in the heated compartment of his wagon, but at the
same time looked cautiously about him. After a
moment he filled a paper bag, dripped a generous
spurt of melted butter over its contents, and,
leaving his wagon by the curbing, started toward
the building as though in search of a customer. He
avoided the main entrance, choosing instead a
smaller door on the side street which led him to the
basement of the building.

Still carrying the bag of popcorn, he felt his
way along a darkened passage until he came to a
large, square room, one end of which was taken up
by a huge furnace. The place smelled of coal gas
and wet steam, and the heat was terrific. A thick-
necked, red-faced man who was bending over a
basin of soapy water looked up from his ablutions
with dripping head as Merrill entered. The man’s
eyes were bloodshot, and his drooping mouth
carried a suggestion of lack of sleep and great
fatigue.

“How do you do?” said Merrill ingratiatingly,
shoving the bag of popcorn into his overcoat
pocket. “Can you spare me a few minutes?”

“Say, this place is getting crowded with
strangers,” grunted the man none too affably, as he
picked up a dirty towel. “What do you want?”

“So you’ve had another visitor today?” said
Merrill, alert to any stray bit of information.
“Well,” he went on, mendaciously, “that’s what I
want to ask you about.” As he spoke he again
produced the ever-effective wallet and quietly laid
a ten-dollar bill on the stand beside the washbasin.
“I thought perhaps we could have a little chat
about it.”

The man picked up the bill gingerly in his
moist fingers, examined it critically in the light of
an electric bulb overhead, and finally shoved it into
his vest pocket, while a spacious grin slowly
spread over his face.

“All right, mister,” he said. “Shoot!”
Merrill pulled up a chair and sat down. “In the

first place,” he said, “what is your name?”
“Steve Graham,” was the prompt reply. “I’m

the night engineer; on duty from midnight until
noon. Some hours. I’m waiting for the other guy to
come on now.” He looked up expectant. “Anything
else?”

“Not much,” answered Merrill reflectively.
“Only about the other stranger you spoke of. When
did he come in here, and what did he do?”

Graham’s brow clouded, and he shook his
head a bit disconcertedly. “I don’t know just what
he did,” he said, after a brief pause. “He came
about two o’clock this morning, but I don’t know
when he left.” He checked himself somewhat
doubtfully. “Say,” he demanded sharply, “you ain’t
connected with this building, are you?”

“Do I look like it?” Merrill asked, with a
smile. “Anyway, I am not. So go ahead.”

“Well, then,” went on the man, “I guess I
must have gone to sleep. I’m trusting you to keep
that to yourself, because they might get to thinking
I’m not always on the job. Funny part of it is the
other fellow tended to my work. I dropped off to
sleep soon after he came in here, and it was long
after daylight when I woke up. But the fires hadn’t
gone down. Not by a long shot! Whoever that other
man was, he must have liked to handle a shovel,
bad luck to him. He had the old pot stoked so
fierce that he nearly burned out the grates. When I
came to it was so hot in here I could hardly
breathe. The guy must have been crazy.”

“Very likely,” mused Merrill grimly. “What
did he look like?”

Again Graham shook his head. “I can’t just
exactly remember,” he answered. ‘“A shortish,



Albert M. Treynor In Thin Air Top-Notch, February 15, 1914

11

tallish sort of a man. He kept his face down in his
coat collar, and I didn’t get much of a look at it.”

“And you say he was gone when you woke
up?”

“That’s right. He said he was cold and wanted
to get warm. I suppose he cleared out when he’d
done that.”

Merrill got up from his chair. “Maybe you’re
right,” he observed. “Do you mind if I look around
here a bit? The offices of the National Loan
Society are right above this furnace room, aren’t
they?”

“Sure,” was the reply. “What in thunder are
you trying to find out, anyway? Are you a fly cop?
What’s happened?”

Merrill regarded the man intently, and then
started to walk around behind the furnace. “Just a
big diamond robbery upstairs,” he answered:
“Some jewels were taken from the vault, and, so
far, I can’t discover how the thief broke through. I
want to have a look at the floor underneath.”

“The deuce you say!” exclaimed Graham, as
he followed Merrill to the rear of the furnace.
“First I’ve heard of it.” He reached along the wall
and turned on an electric light, pointing upward
with his finger. “The loan company’s vault is right
above here.”

Merrill went back across the room and
returned with the chair he had been sitting on. He
placed this directly beneath the area of ceiling
indicated by the fireman, and, standing on the seat,
painstakingly and foot by foot examined the under
surface. In a few moments he climbed down
silently and carried the chair back where he had
found it. Graham was at his heels, visibly excited.

Merrill again turned to the fireman. “You’re
positive you can’t describe the man who came
down here last night?” he said.

“I’d sure do it if I could,” was the reply. “But
I don’t just seem to know how to go about it. I
didn’t notice him particularly—that is, nothing
except his eyes. There was something about them
that you wouldn’t forget, yet I couldn’t tell just
what it was.”

Merrill puckered his brows thoughtfully. “Oh,
well,” he said, after a pause, “I guess it doesn’t
matter much. The fellow must have been some
harmless lunatic. He certainly didn’t bore into the
vault. In fact, he’s left no marks of his presence
down here. That ceiling doesn’t look as though any
one had been near it since the building was first put
up.”

He hesitated in momentary indecision, and

seemed on the point of starting out of the door; but
instead suddenly faced Graham. “How did you
happen to go to sleep last night?” he asked. “Is that
a habit of yours?”

“I never did such a thing before,” replied the
fireman indignantly.

Merrill smiled. “That’s all right, Graham,” he
said. “I’m not reproaching you. I just wondered
what your visitor gave you to drink.”

The fireman flushed under the detective’s
steady gaze, but he offered no reply.

“What was it, Graham—whisky?” persisted
Merrill.

The fireman met his eyes sullenly. “Well,
what if it was?” he growled.

“Nothing especially, only—do you mind
letting me look at the bottle?”

Without a word, Graham crossed the room,
and returned with a pint flask in his hand. Two-
thirds of the contents had disappeared. Merrill took
the bottle and uncorked it. He smelled and finally
tasted the fluid it contained. Then, with a strangely
puzzled smile, he glanced up at the other man. “Do
you know what’s in this bottle?” he asked.

“It had a peach of a headache in it, for one
thing,” returned the fireman ruefully.

“It’s mighty curious,” murmured Merrill.
“Your visitor came down here saying he wanted to
get warm. As far as I can see, he hasn’t disturbed a
thing, and, apparently, he didn’t do a thing after
you had gone to sleep, except to tend to your work.
It strikes me he went to a lot of trouble for a
senseless thing like that.”

“Trouble?” inquired Graham. “What do you
mean?”

“I mean,” said Merrill slowly, “that it’s a
good thing for you that you’ve got a powerful
constitution. Otherwise you’d have had more than
a headache when you came to this morning.”

He tilted the bottle so that the light from the
electric bulb shone glisteningly through the light-
brownish liquid.

“You see,” he pursued, “that the man came
down here purposely to put you to sleep. This stuff
is doped.”

CHAPTER V.
SETTING THE TRAP.

ERRILL spent the next half hour inspecting
the furnace room beneath the offices of theM
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loan company; but, after going thoroughly over
every inch of the place, he gave up in
disappointment. Whatever had been the purpose of
Graham’s strange visitor, it was certain that he had
left no sign to betray it. Yet, Merrill reasoned, the
man must have had some definite and important
object. Otherwise, he would not have been at such
pains to drug the fireman and secure himself
against observation during those early morning
hours.

By his interview with Graham, Merrill
realized that he had succeeded only in adding to
the complexity of the mystery which confronted
him. From a burglar-proof vault had unaccountably
disappeared seventy thousand dollars’ worth of
diamonds. Simultaneously there had appeared in
the basement of the same building an eccentric
individual who was so eager to do another’s work
that he resorted to a narcotic to bring about his
ends. It was too much to believe that the two
events, taking place on the same night in the same
building, were the achievement merely of
coincidence. An instinct told him that the two
happenings held the close relationship of cause and
effect; but of a linking clew he possessed not a
shred. The man had come, the diamonds were
gone. Such was the substance of all the
information he had gathered, and beyond that even
conjecture halted.

Graham had evinced an entire willingness to
help him in his investigation, but, after cross-
questioning the man at considerable length, Merrill
abandoned hope of gaining anything more from
that source. He left the basement after first
extracting a promise from the fireman to keep the
story of his strange visitor a secret.

As soon as he again emerged into the
daylight, Merrill took the precaution of shading his
features with the peddler’s hat. He was taking no
chances of being recognized by Kelly’s partner if
the man happened to be lurking in the vicinity, and
he had decided to keep the loan office under
temporary surveillance.

The popcorn wagon was standing by the curb
where he had left it, and, in the slow, puttering
manner of its former proprietor, he began to
prepare for an imaginary rush of business. From a
large paper bag in one corner of the cart, he
brought out several ears of corn and started to shell
the kernels into the wire popper. To a casual
observer he would have seemed only what he
pretended to be—an industrious street vender,
absorbed in his business —but a single view of the

keen, restless eyes beneath the battered hat brim
would quickly have dispelled such an impression.

From his position by the sidewalk, he could
see into the large front window of President Faye’s
private office. A lean man, whom he recognized as
Faye, was beading over a desk farther to the rear of
the room, and seemed to be sorting a basket of
papers in front of him. Merrill turned up the oil
flame beneath his popper of corn and began
shaking the kernels gently over the blaze, but
surreptitiously watching all the while the
movements of the man inside.

As he waited, he saw an inner door open and a
second man enter the office. The newcomer
handed the president a slip of paper, and then
sauntered to the window and looked out. Merrill
saw that he was Crane, the manager of the
company. For a long time he peered through the
window into the street, his glance once resting
upon, and then indifferently passing by the
popcorn vender in the cold outside. Presently Faye
left his desk and came to Crane’s side. He talked to
him a moment with apparent earnestness, and then
both men stood motionless, gazing into the street.

Merrill bowed his head lower over the popper,
to avoid any possibility of his being recognized,
and pretended to give his whole attention to the
dancing heap of corn. Idly he watched the hopping
kernels as, one by one, they began bursting into
white, puffy flakes until the popper seemed alive
with them, while a crisp, warm, delicious smell
filled his nostrils.

It was some time before he again ventured a
cautious glance at the window. Crane was gone,
but Faye still remained in view. He seemed not to
notice the popcorn man at all, and was staring
fixedly at the sidewalk. Merrill started to turn back
to his work, but his hand suddenly checked itself
and his eyes lighted with excitement. In that
second there had flashed into his mind a thought
that left him almost trembling with exultance. A
single lightning spark of reasoning had given him
the clew that had so persistently evaded his search.

“I have it! I have it!” he muttered joyously to
himself. “I’ll see you later, Mr. Faye!”

And, forgetting all discretion, he abandoned
his wagon by the curbing, pulled his hat tightly
over the back of his head, and started up the street
almost running. A couple of blocks away, he
jumped on a street car and rode uptown to the
public-library building. He went inside, discarded
his hat and overcoat, and hunted up the head
librarian.
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“I’d like to see your books on precious
stones,” he told the white-bearded man who
answered his summons. He took a seat at a long
table, and waited until a large heap of imposing
volumes was placed before him. Then, for the next
few hours, he immersed himself in the works of a
score of different scientific writers, opening book
after book and turning page upon page with
eagerness. His air of anxiety gradually changed to
one of quiet satisfaction as the afternoon advanced.
Finally, with three of the volumes under his arm,
he again sought the librarian.

“Do you keep any record of book borrowers?”
he asked.

“Only of the volumes which have been taken
away,” was the answer; “not of those on the
reference list.”

“I would be grateful if you could tell me who
last had these three books out of the building,” said
Merrill. “I should very much like to make the
acquaintance of a person who is interested in the
same subject as myself.”

The librarian jotted down the serial numbers
of the books, and then moved into another room,
leaving Merrill impatiently drumming on the desk.
It was several minutes before the man returned. He
was smiling deprecatingly.

“Those books don’t seem to be very popular,”
he said. “Two of them have been out but once
since they were placed on our shelves. That was
about two months ago, and they both went to the
same address. They’re rather difficult books to
buy, and you’d think they’d be in greater demand
among borrowers.”

“Could you give me the name and address of
the person who took these out?” requested Merrill.

The librarian was frowning over his record.
“This is very extraordinary,” he said. “The name of
the man doesn’t appear. Either it’s a piece of
unpardonable carelessness, or——” He held the
card under a magnifying glass. “Yes,” he
exclaimed excitedly, “it has been erased. This must
be investigated. Look—here is the street and
number, but no name. It’s a place on Twenty-first
Street.”

Merrill wrote the house number in a
notebook, thanked the librarian, and again hurried
into the street. He first stopped in a shop across the
way and purchased a hat, and then paused long
enough at a corner drug store to consult a city
directory. From the triumphant expression on his
face as he slammed the thick book and left the
pharmacy, it was evident that he believed himself

at last upon the right trail.
At the corner he hailed a taxicab. “Please

drive me to the fourteenth precinct police court,”
he said to the driver. “And you’ll have to hurry.”

Merrill found the clerk just preparing to close
up the courtroom for the day, when he finally
arrived at his destination. The official looked up
questioningly.

“Am I in time to file a complaint?” Merrill
inquired breathlessly.

“Just about,” was the laconic answer. The
clerk drew a blank form from his desk and poised a
pen over the sheet. “Whom do you want to have
arrested?” he asked.

“Steve Graham, night fireman in the National
Loan Society Building,” said Merrill.

The clerk dipped his pen, and wrote the name
in the blank warrant. “What charge?” he asked,
without looking up.

Merrill hesitated an instant. “Why,” he said,
“I guess you’d better make it for violation of the
antismoke ordinance. He neglected to use his
smoke consumer last night, and the whole
neighborhood was smudged up.”

“All right,” returned the clerk. “Those fellows
ought to be taught a lesson. The judge hasn’t gone
home yet. He’s in his private room. I’ll get him to
sign the warrant. When can an officer get
Graham?”

“He goes on duty at midnight. That’ll be the
best time, because the day fireman will still be
there to work his shift.”

“Very well, then,” said the clerk. “We’ll get
him at midnight sharp. Let me have your name and
address, and be sure to be on hand when court
opens in the morning.”

It was with a breath of relief that Merrill
reached the sidewalk and got into his taxicab. The
police court adjoined Detective Kelly’s precinct
station, and it had taken considerable daring to turn
up in that neighborhood at all. He gave the driver
the address of his own apartments, and it was not
until the taxicab had put the dangerous
neighborhood several blocks behind that he again
felt really safe.

Dusk had fallen when he finally reached his
rooms. Miss Meares admitted him, and gave a little
exclamation of joy upon seeing his face.

“I’ve been so anxious about you,” she told
him plaintively. “It seemed that you never would
return.”

He smiled at her tenderly. “You shouldn’t
have worried about me,” he said. “Not only have I
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come back, but I think I have got what I went after.
To-night will tell the story. I just came in to write a
couple of notes, and to have a little talk with you,
and then I’ll have to go away again.”

She followed him with her eyes as he went to
his desk and began writing. Neither spoke until he
got up presently and brought the telephone
directory to his desk.

“I want the addresses of Crane and Faye,” he
explained, turning over the leaves. “I’ve written
them both notes asking them to be at the fourteenth
precinct police station at midnight. I’m trusting to
their curiosity to bring them.”

“Faye and Crane!” cried the girl wonderingly.
“I don’t understand.”

“I just want them to be in at the finish,” said
Merrill, laughing. “I’ve an idea it will be worth
witnessing.” He paused, and looked soberly at the
girl. “And I want you to do something for me, too,
Stacia,” he went on. “A little before midnight I’ll
send a taxi for you. I want you to go to the police
station, and be there when Faye and Crane arrive. I
want you to promise not to fail me in this.”

He had turned and was rummaging in a table
drawer, and did not see the pallor that came
suddenly to her face.

“Why—why,” she stammered, “I thought you
were so anxious to keep me away from the police.
And now you tell me to give myself up. Is that
what you mean?”

“Exactly,” he answered, without turning
around. “Before I didn’t want them to get you.
Now, it’s different. We’re ready for them. I’ll have
dinner sent in to you, and then you must wait until
the taxicab comes. Won’t you trust my judgment?”

The color came back to her cheeks, her eyes
softened, and she took an impulsive step forward,
but checked herself before he perceived the
movement.

“I’ll do it,” she said. “I promise.”
As she spoke, Merrill brought two “objects

from the drawer. He shoved them quickly into his
pocket, but in the glinting lamplight the girl saw
that he had armed himself with an automatic pistol
and a burglar’s jimmy.

“Thank you,” said Merrill. “I promise you that
everything will be all right. The trap is set. I’m
going out now to spring it.”

CHAPTER VI.
THE POROUS POT.

T was shortly before midnight when Merrill
got off a car at Twenty-first Street, and, with

his head pulled into the upturned collar of an
overcoat he had donned in his rooms, he began
sauntering slowly toward the river. A cold wind
had sprung up during the evening, and he shoved
his gloved fingers deeper into his pockets as he
walked along, scanning the fronts of the long,
darkened row of residences in passing, and pausing
now and then to glance at some house number by
the light of an occasional gas lamp.

In the second block he met a policeman
traveling slowly in the opposite direction. The
officer scrutinized him sharply, and then gave him
“good evening” as he continued on down the
sidewalk. There seemed to be no one else on the
street, and, as far as he could see, not a house was
lighted. It was as though the increasing cold had
driven all that part of the city to bed. Only the
retreating footsteps of the policeman and the
distant rattle of a street car broke the silence of the
night.

After he had passed the officer, Merrill moved
farther into the shadow of the houses, and
gradually slackened his pace. Once or twice he
glanced discreetly over his shoulder, and, when he
saw the officer disappear around the corner, he
stopped altogether and began studying the dim
outlines of a three-storied house before him, which
occupied a cramped space between two tall
apartment buildings. He paused a moment on the
sidewalk, and, at last satisfied that the occupants of
the dwelling were not astir, he moved on tiptoe
over the flagging that led to the lower door. Here
he halted in the darkness, and stood motionless and
watchful, listening intently. For a time he waited
thus, but no sound came to alarm him, and he
finally crept forward and crouched against the
door.

From his pocket he produced the jimmy he
had brought from his rooms —a bar of chilled steel
turned up at one end in the form of a claw.
Cautiously he forced the beveled end of the tool
into the narrow crack between the door and the
wooden frame, and gradually applied his strength
to the lever thus obtained. There was a little
crackling of splintering wood, but the door held
staunchly. He took a deep breath, and threw all of
his weight against the lever, and, with a sudden

“I
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crack, the door gave way.
In the deep stillness of the night the noise

seemed as startlingly loud as the report of a rifle.
Merrill hastily pocketed his jimmy and darted out
into the street, and sought the shadow of the
neighboring apartment building, where he stooped,
anxious, breathless, and with every sense alert. He
remained perfectly still for some time, listening for
any sound of wakefulness in the neighborhood.
When he had quite assured himself that no one had
been disturbed, he moved stealthily back to the
house and its lower door. It gave readily, and, in
another second, he found himself standing in the
basement entryway.

Save for the ticking of a clock somewhere in
the darkness, there was not a sound in the house.
Merrill softly closed the door, and then, after a
moment’s deliberation, struck a match. Shielding
the flame in the palms of his hands, he took a quick
survey of the room, and then extinguished the
light. The flare had showed him the open door of a
back staircase, and toward this be groped his way.
Scarcely breathing, he began mounting to the next
floor, pausing on each step to listen. When he
reached the top of the flight, he again fumbled in
his pocket, and, with beating heart, struck another
match. As the flame died out, darkness hid the
smile of satisfaction that had shot across his
features.

Across the hallway the flickering light had
afforded him a flashing glimpse of an open room
with a long, pine shelf littered with bottles,
crucibles, and odd bits of chemical apparatus. He
crept into this room and closed the door gently
behind him. Then, after some search, he found the
electric switch, and turned on the light. After
drawing down the window shades, he faced around
and looked about the room.

It was a singular chamber to be found in a
private house. The owner had made no effort to
furnish the place comfortably, or even decently.
Besides the shelf, there was a high bench cluttered
with a strange assortment of scientific tools and
appliances. On a table in the corner was a pile of
iron ingots, a box of carbon dust, and an imposing
array of strange-shaped flasks and bottles. The rest
of the room was given over to costly pieces of
electrical apparatus. By the window was a heavy
dynamo, a static machine, and several other
devices which Merrill did not recognize. A large
electric furnace was fastened to a cement base near
the center of the floor. The rest of the equipment
consisted of a couple of cheap kitchen chairs, and a

peculiar pottery vessel that hung by a wire from
the ceiling.

Merrill took in every detail, and then, without
preliminary, began to ransack the place. He opened
drawers, overturned boxes, and dumped out the
contents of cupboards. He examined the floor and
walls for possible openings, and peered into bottles
and crucibles. He even inspected the electrical
furnace and other pieces. Some tiny fragments of
dark, brittle substance attracted his interest for a
moment, but he finally threw them down again,
and stood frowning in the middle of the room.

Baffled, his glance moved toward the ceiling
and rested idly upon the suspended vase of yellow
pottery. Then, with a little gasp of renewed hope,
he sprang forward, and jerked the vessel from its
supporting wire. He saw that the pot was of
Mexican manufacture, thick and squat, and of the
porous material used in hot countries to cool water
by evaporation. Flushed with excitement, Merrill
inverted the vessel, and a quantity of water
splashed over his legs, leaving with it an
impression of icy coldness. At the same instant a
little cloth packet struck the floor. He dropped the
pot and picked up the fallen object. With trembling
fingers he tore away the covering, and then— he
almost cried aloud with triumph.

In his hand he held a score or more of stones
that glinted and sparkled in the light like so many
living things. They were diamonds—large,
flawless, and almost perfectly matched. The
collection could not have been duplicated for a
hundred thousand dollars.

For several minutes Merrill stood as though
spellbound, gazing in fascination at the heap of
wonderful gems that he had been at such pains to
find. It was with seeming reluctance that he finally
returned the stones to the bag, and dropped them
into his coat pocket.

Then, had there been any one to watch, it
would have been thought that his reason had left
him. He made no move toward leaving the house.
Instead, he calmly took out his jimmy, and, with a
full-armed sweep, struck at the row of bottles on
the pine shelf. The crash of shattering glass jarred
the silence with the force of a terrific explosion.

Merrill crouched behind the electric furnace,
and, with drawn pistol, waited, tensely. From
somewhere outside came the sound of footsteps,
and then the laboratory door was flung open, and a
partially dressed man appeared in the threshold.
Springing to his feet, Merrill swung the muzzle of
his pistol squarely toward the other’s breast.
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“Don’t move,” he cried, “or I’ll let you have
it!”

The newcomer threw up his head in
frightened astonishment, and the light fell across
his face, revealing—Pelham, the owner of the
stolen pendant!

Recognition between the pair was mutual; but
Merrill, alone, seemed unmoved by surprise. His
lips curved faintly into a smile as Pelham stared at
him with blinking eyes.

“I thought it would be you,” he drawled.
“Now come inside and close the door.”

With much unwillingness, Pelham obeyed the
command. “What are you doing in my house?” he
demanded unsteadily. “What right have you to
come in here with a gun, like a thief?” As he
spoke, he noticed the pottery vase lying on the
floor, and the blood of anger flooded his face.

“You are a thief!” he shouted—”a burglar!
You’ve stolen my diamonds! A detective? Bah! A
crook!”

With a sudden movement, he ran across the
room, flung open the window and began calling
hoarsely for help. In his excitement he seemed to
have forgotten the menacing pistol; but Merrill
made no move to interfere. Indeed, he followed the
agitated householder, but, instead of trying to
check the wild outcries, he raised his weapon, and
began firing harmlessly from the window into the
air. Between them the two men made a tremendous
hubbub.

Merrill could see lights flashing in
neighboring windows, and then he heard
frightened voices calling back and forth, but he
continued discharging his pistol. A second after he
had fired his last shot, heavy steps came pounding
around the house, bringing up at a halt under the
window.

“I am an officer!” cried a voice from the
darkness. “What’s this all about?”

“Burglars! Come up, quick! Break in the
lower door!” screamed Pelham.

“He won’t have to break in,” said Merrill,
with a chuckle, and he walked across the room and
sat down carelessly in a chair. Presently came the
sound of big feet ascending the stairs. The door
opened the next moment, and a six-foot patrolman,
angry, panting, and lacking his helmet, strode into
the room. In his hand was a cocked revolver.

“Arrest that man!” shouted Pelham at sight of
the officer. “He broke into my house, and stole
thousands of dollars’ worth of diamonds!”

The policeman jumped forward and clutched

Merrill by the arm. “Come with me,” he said. “And
don’t try any funny business. And you, too!” he
added, jerking his head toward Pelham. “I’ll take
him, but you’ve got to come along and make
charges. A burglar, eh? Lucky I happened to be
near.”

Merrill stood up and unconcernedly prepared
to accompany the policeman. “Lucky?” he
repeated. “I should say it was lucky. Thank you
very much, officer. I thought you wouldn’t fail
me.”

CHAPTER VII.
A CASE OF POP.

N the office of the captain at the fourteenth
precinct station house a group of men sat silent

over their cigars. Now and then one of their
number would consult his watch, and then settle
back in his chair again with an air of vast patience.
It was evident that they were waiting for something
to happen.

From his desk chair the captain, a stocky, red-
faced man with a short, black mustache, was
gazing discontentedly from the window through a
cloud of blue smoke. He finally turned with a
deprecating glance to the tall, gray-haired
individual who was seated nearest him.

“It’s midnight now, Mr. Faye,” he observed.
“I guess you and your friend Crane have been
hoaxed.”

“I should think so,” cut in another voice
quickly. “That fake sleuth ain’t going to show up
here after what he did to me this morning. He was
just kidding you two with those notes he wrote
you. I’ll bet he’s two hundred miles away from
town by now, and still traveling—he and the girl.”
The speaker was Kelly, the detective. He kicked
his feet from the tilted rungs of the chair, got up
slowly, and sauntered over to the window, turning
his back upon his companions.

“I’m afraid you’re right,” admitted Faye, after
a pause. “But I don’t want to overlook any chance
of getting on the track of those diamonds. I think
Crane and I’ll wait a while longer.”

The captain shrugged his shoulders. “Suit
yourselves,” he said indifferently. “You’re
welcome to stay as long as you feel like it, but I
don’t think it’ll do you any good. There’s no
hope——”

He broke off the sentence suddenly and

I
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listened. In the big room outside were heard voices
and the tramping of feet, and, as the four men
looked up expectantly, the door was opened, and
the desk lieutenant announced that a prisoner who
had been brought in said the captain would want to
see him. Both Faye and Crane jumped from their
chair’s with exclamations of relief, while Kelly, his
jaw sagging forward, stood in gaping and
speechless astonishment.

The captain alone seemed undisturbed by the
general excitement. “Bring the prisoner in here,”
he said.

Presently Merrill walked into the room, with
Pelham and the policeman following.

“This your man, Kelly?” the captain grunted,
with a short glance at the detective.

“That’s him,” was the answer, and both
triumph and incredulity mingled in the detective’s
voice. “Where’d you pick him up?” he demanded
of the policeman.

“Caught him trying to burglarize a house.
This man here—Mr. Pelham— says the fellow
stole a hundred thousand dollars’ worth of
diamonds from his laboratory.” He shook his head
in a puzzled manner. “I don’t know what to think,”
he went on. “I never saw a prisoner that seemed so
anxious to come to the station. Why, he just
thanked me for bringing him here.”

“Searched him yet?” asked the captain.
“No, sir,” replied the policeman. “I thought if

he had that much swag on him, I’d better let you
take it off of him here at the station. I watched him
all the way, though, and swear he didn’t have a
chance to ditch anything.” “You’d better have him
searched now,” suggested Pelham, who until now
had taken no part in the conversation. He came
forward and stood between Merrill and the
captain’s desk.

The police official squinted at the speaker
from beneath puckered eyebrows. “The officer
says your name’s Pelham,” he remarked. “You the
Pelham whose stones were taken from the loan
company’s vault?”

“Certainly I’m the Pelham,” was the
somewhat impatient reply.

“Well, let’s get the straight of this,” pursued
the captain gruffly. “The diamonds were taken
from your pendant last night, and to-night another
bunch of stones are stolen from your home. Is that
right?”

“That’s right!” exploded Pelham. He pointed
his finger at Merrill. “And this fellow, who was
going to get the first lot back, came to my house

and robbed me of my others. A detective! A fine
detective he is!”

“Hump!” growled the captain. “Trouble
seems to come to you in bunches.” With a jerk of
his head, he summoned Kelly to the desk. “Go
through the prisoner,” he said, “and see what he’s
got on him.”

“Hold on,” interposed Merrill lightly.
“There’s no use troubling yourself.” Running his
hand into his pocket, he brought out a small cloth
bag, and flung it on the desk. The captain caught
up the sack, untied the knot with practiced fingers,
and poured out a heap of glittering diamonds.

Faye and Crane moved forward interestedly,
and Detective Kelly vented his wonderment in a
low, long-drawn whistle. “Look at the shiners!” he
whispered. “I guess that wasn’t some haul!”

Merrill watched serenely from the middle of
the room, a half smile on his lips. “I believe you’ll
find them all there,” he said quietly.

The captain swept the pile of flashing gems
into his hand, and turned to Pelham. “Are these
your stones?” he asked.

“I should think they were mine,” was the
indignant response. “I’ve been robbed of enough
already without having my ownership of these
questioned.”

“Don’t fly off the handle,” the captain
admonished him. “Nobody’s trying to beat you out
of them.” He faced Merrill. “Where’d you get
these?”

“From Mr. Pelham’s house,” was the ready
answer. “I found them in a porous pot in his
chemical laboratory.”

“Oh, you admit it! You burglarized Pelham’s
home, eh?”

“I broke into his home and took the
diamonds.”

“Put it your own way; I’m satisfied,” said the
captain. “You can save yourself a lot of trouble by
telling us all about the robbery of the loan
company’s vault.”

Merrill shook his head. “I’m not ready to tell
that just yet,” he said.

The captain sprang to his feet and thumped
the desk with his fist. “Don’t come any of that on
me!” he roared. “We’ve got the goods on you, and
you’d better make a clean breast of the whole
thing. It’ll go hard with you if you don’t.”

Merrill smiled back at the man, unruffled.
“I’ll tell you all about it in a few minutes,” he
promised pleasantly, “but I don’t want to begin my
story until the diamond expert arrives.”
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“Until who arrives?” exploded the captain.
“The diamond expert. I told her to be here at

midnight, and she seems to be a little late. But
she’s sure to come.” He raised his head, listening.
“There! Isn’t that a taxicab stopping outside?”

Crane ran to the window. “Yes, it is,” he
called. “And there’s a woman getting out.’’

With an expression of bewilderment, the
precinct commander walked over and opened the
door. He stood for a moment looking into the big
room, and then called to some one: “Here! You can
come in here. You seem to be expected.”

As he spoke, he drew a little to one side, and
Miss Meares stepped into the room. She was very
pale, but her lips were set resolutely, and her eyes
burned bravely as she searched the startled faces
that had turned to her in the haze of tobacco
smoke. She saw Merrill, and moved quickly to his
side.

“I was delayed,” she said in a low, tremulous
voice. “I hope I’m in time.”

“Well, I’ll be swiggled!” blurted out the
irrepressible Kelly, while Crane and Faye regarded
the newcomer with an astonishment that bordered
on the ludicrous. “If both of the birds haven’t lit
right in the station! And one of them came without
being made to!”

Merrill took advantage of the interlude to
bring Miss Meares a chair. “Sit down, please,” he
whispered, “and don’t be afraid.” Then,
impetuously, he straightened up and faced the little
assemblage.

“You want me to clear the mystery of the
Pelham pendant,” he began, his voice clear and
incisive. “I’m willing to do it if I may go about it
in my own way. Is that all right, captain?”

“Go ahead,” grunted the official. “If we don’t
like it we can stop you.”

“Thank you,” said Merrill dryly. He glanced
sharply at Pelham, who was leaning comfortably
against the window sill. “In the first place,” he
went on in a lower tone, “I want to be positive
about the ownership of the stones you found in my
pocket. Will you swear they belong to you?”

Pelham shot back a look of startled
questioning. “Why—why, yes, they’re mine,” he
answered slowly.

Merrill nodded and turned to the police
captain. “Do you mind letting Miss Meares
examine some of those stones?” he asked. “She’s
the diamond expert I mentioned.”

The captain hesitated a moment. “All right,”
he conceded grudgingly, “but get through with it

quick. I can’t say that 1 see any sense in all of
this.” He laid the handful of diamonds on the desk
before the young woman.

“Now, Miss Meares,” said Merrill, “will you
look at some of those and tell me what you think of
them?”

Nervously, she picked up several of the
stones, and, arranging them in the palm of her
hand, brought them near the desk light. One at a
time she turned them over with her finger, slanted
her hand back and forth in the reflection of the
light, and finally dropped them on the desk.

“They’re genuine,” she said—”exceptionally
fine diamonds.’ They’re as good, I should say, as
those that were taken from Mr. Pelham’s pendant.”

“Do you think they’re the same stones that
were in the pendant?” asked Merrill.

“No,” she answered. “I thought so at first, but
a closer examination shows me they’re not. These
seem a trifle larger.”

Merrill swung around with a little laugh.
“That’s what I thought,” he said. “Gentlemen, I
promised to tell you what happened to the Pelham
diamonds. I’ll do more than that. I’ll show you
what happened to them!”

He reached suddenly for the captain’s cigar,
which had been left burning on the edge of the
desk. “I found these stones in a porous pot,” he
continued, flourishing the glowing end of the
Havana stump. “It was the sort of a pot used to
evaporate water and keep it cool. Now, why do
you suppose any one would store his diamonds in a
vessel full of cold water?” He paused and gazed
around the room with the air of a professional
lecturer. There was no answer, but every eye was
fixed upon him in growing fascination. “Well,
then,” he continued briskly, “watch me and you’ll
know why.”

With a swift movement, he jammed the
lighted end of the cigar against one of the
diamonds. At the same instant there came a shrill
cry of protest from the opposite side of the room.
Merrill turned as Pelham sprang toward him.
“Stop!” shouted the owner of the stones. “What are
you trying to do?”

Merrill shrugged his shoulders without
answering, and addressed himself to Miss Meares.
“Does heat affect diamonds or in any way injure
them?” he asked.

“No,” she said; “certainly not.”
“Then,” drawled Merrill, “there will be no

objection to my going ahead. May I do so,
captain?”
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“Oh, go on,” said the officer. “I’ve let you
start this hocus-pocus stuff, and I suppose you
might as well finish. But be quick about it. Let him
alone, Pelham. He can’t hurt your stones. I know
that much myself.”

Again Merrill applied the cigar to the
diamond, while Pelham, in sudden and
inexplicable agitation, stood helplessly by.

“Now, everybody, watch!” cried Merrill.
“You’ll see in a second what I’m driving at. Watch
the diamond. It will——”

He didn’t finish the sentence. There was a
sharp pop, and the diamond vanished like a puff of
vapor.

A gasp of astonishment ran around the circle
of spectators, and then the voice of Kelly rose
wonderingly: “Blame me if the thing didn’t
explode!”

Merrill raised himself exultantly. “That’s just
what it did!” he declared. “It exploded! And that’s
what happened to the stones in the Pelham
pendant. They blew up and vanished in thin air!”
Striding forward, he thrust an accusing finger
before Pelham’s white face. “And here’s the man
who did the work!” he said. “The cleverest rascal
I’ve ever run to cover!”

CHAPTER VIII.
DELIVERING THE GOODS.

N the confusion following Merrill’s dramatic
accusation, Pelham started toward the door, but

Detective Kelly blocked the way before the man
had taken a step. “Don’t be in such a hurry,” said
the officer. “Stick around, and see what’s going to
happen next.”

Pelham halted with a ghastly smile, and the
captain motioned him to a chair. “You stay by that
door, Kelly,” was the sharp command. “Nobody’s
going to leave this room for a long time yet.” He
glanced again at Merrill. “Now you can go on,”
pursued the captain. “You’ve made a serious
charge against this man. Back it up, if you’ve got
the goods.”

Merrill leaned comfortably against the desk,
and faced his audience. Nearest him sat Miss
Meares, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted, her
eyes shining with excitement. By the window
stood Faye and Crane, scarcely breathing, almost
rigid with attention. Livid with anger and
apprehension, Pelham drummed nervously with his

fingers upon the arm of his chair in the corner.
With his feet set wide apart and his arms folded,
the captain stood grimly waiting. Kelly and the big
policeman held the door. A deep silence fell upon
the room as Merrill began to speak.

“I wonder if any of you ever saw diamonds
manufactured?” he began, as he shifted his glance
over the ring of faces. “It’s quite a simple process.
I’ve experimented a bit myself in that line. If you’ll
place a quantity of carbon dust in an electric
furnace and surround it with the filing of pure
Swedish iron you’ll be ready to make diamonds.
The iron and carbon will melt in a heat of about
four thousand degrees centigrade. When your
material is sufficiently heated, you plunge it into
cold water.

“Well,” he went on, “you can see what will
happen. In the sudden change of temperature the
outer layer of iron solidifies, and the molten iron
within, hardening more slowly, grips with terrific
force upon the core of carbon. Under such pressure
the carbon is squeezed into crystals which are
really genuine diamonds. That’s how diamonds are
made in the earth’s laboratory, only the natural
process is slower and the pressure many times
greater.

“But,” he went on, “hitherto scientists have
succeeded in manufacturing only the tiniest of
stones. There has been something lacking in the
process. Personally, I have always believed that if
the iron were absolutely pure—free from sulphur,
silicon, and whatnot— and the carbon without
foreign elements, and the pressure great enough,
large and seemingly perfect stones might be
manufactured.”

He paused and glanced tentatively at Pelham.
“I am now convinced that I was right,” he
continued slowly. “Large stones have been
manufactured; but they are perfect only in
appearance. Commercially they are worthless,
because they will explode when subjected to heat.

“You have heard of such stones in the
Kimberly mines,” he said, turning to Miss Meares.
“Occasionally they find natural diamonds which
explode when brought into contact with the heat of
the hand. That fact is well known to connoisseurs.
In such cases the molecular strain is unevenly
distributed and, in expanding even in the slightest
degree, the brittle substance simply flies to pieces
and vanishes in an impalpable dust. And such,” he
explained, “would be the fault of all large
manufactured diamonds. In forcing the crystals to
form, the steady, even pressure of nature’s process

I
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can never be obtained.”
He swept his hand suddenly toward the heap

of stones on the desk beside him. “That,” he
declared, “is what is the matter with these
diamonds. They’re manufactured, every one of
them. If I touched any of the others with the end of
a cigar, they’d disappear just like the first. So you
know now why they were stored in a vessel of cold
water. And now,” he said, staring straight at the
police captain, “what would you do if you had
manufactured a lot of disappearing diamonds and
wished to obtain the full market price for them? I
mean,” he added, “if you were a crook? I’ll tell you
what you’d do,” he answered, as the captain
silently returned his gaze: “You’d take them to
some reputable loan company on a cold day when
there would be no danger of their exploding on the
way, and you’d offer them as security on a loan.
You’d take what they would give you—say, five
thousand dollars on a seventy-thousand-dollar
pendant—and you’d go home and pray that the
stones would explode, so that you could hold the
loan company responsible for their full value.

“Or,” he suggested dryly, “if you were a very
clever criminal, and you knew that the company’s
vault was situated directly above a large steam
furnace, you’d try to provide a little artificial heat.
You’d see that the vault got good and hot. In fact,
you’d do just as Pelham did. You’d go into that
furnace room at night and drug the fireman, and
then you’d stoke the fires until you were sure there
wasn’t a diamond left in your pendant!”

There was an angry shout from the corner of
the room, and Pelham sprang from his seat with
clenched fists. “That’s a lie!” he screamed. “That
fellow’s a burglar. Why, you can’t believe a word
he says.”

The captain clutched the infuriated man’s arm
with a powerful grip, and forced him, struggling,
back into his chair.

“I tell you I never manufactured any
diamonds!” Pelham shouted. “And I was never in
that furnace room.”

“He has admitted that he owns these stones on
this desk,” Merrill said coldly. “And in his
laboratory you’ll find all the apparatus for their
manufacture.”

Pelham again tried to struggle to his feet, and
again subsided with the captain’s detaining hand
on his shoulder. “You haven’t a thing on me,” he
muttered. “I never fired a furnace in my life.”

As he spoke, there came the sounds of wild
commotion outside the door. Scuffling feet

pounded in the hallway and a hoarse voice was
raised in furious protest. “Let me go! I will not go
to jail, I tell you!” shouted some unseen, leather-
lunged individual.

Detective Kelly opened the door and peered
into the big room. “Hey! What’s doing out there?”
he called to the lieutenant at the desk.

With a deep chuckle, Merrill started forward.
“Why, I believe it’s another guest of mine,” he
said, laughing. “I made an appointment with him
here to-night. Captain, will you let the officer bring
his prisoner in here?”

The captain gave the order, and Steve
Graham, night fireman in the National Loan
Society Building, propelled by a mighty shove,
stumbled into the room. Flushed with rage,
disheveled, his eyes swollen and red, his shirt
nearly torn from his back, and panting from the
force of his exertions, the newcomer stood staring
bewilderedly at the group before him.

“What’s the matter here?” demanded the
captain of the officer who had dragged Graham to
the station.

“Warrant for his arrest,” answered the
policeman as he readjusted his crooked helmet, and
straightened the rumpled collar of his coat. “He’s
the fireman at the National Loan Company
Building. Charged with violating the antismoke
ordinance.”

“I tell you my chimney never smokes!” yelled
Graham. “Besides, I didn’t work last night! I——”

He stopped suddenly and glared into the
room, Merrill watching him with a curious half
smile on his lips. And then Graham emitted a
bellow of rage that might have been heard for
blocks. “There!” he roared, pointing his finger at
Pelham. “There’s the guy that drugged me, and
stoked my furnace, and got me arrested for
smoking! Let me at him!” He threw himself toward
Pelham, but Kelly caught him by the arm, and the
two policemen flung themselves upon his back,
and dragged him, fighting and yelling, across the
room.

Merrill profited by the excitement to beckon
to the captain. “It was I who made the charge
against Graham,” he whispered. “I wanted to be
sure to get him here. I don’t intend to prosecute
him.”

For the first time that evening a smile
overspread the captain’s face. “Well,” he said,
“we’ll be easy with him—give him a good bed,
and treat him more like a guest than a prisoner. I’d
let him go, but I can’t do that; it’s the judge who
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must discharge him in the morning. The
appearance of your fireman friend was just the
proper climax to this little party. His identification
just settles the business for Pelham.”

The captain turned brusquely to Graham.
“Here, you!” he ordered. “Stop that fussing. We
aren’t going to hurt you. Take that man Pelham
downstairs, and lock him up.”

Again he faced Merrill, and, with a sudden,
warm impulse, extended his hand. “I congratulate
you,” he said, as the officers led the collapsing
Pelham out of the room. “I never knew a case
worked up more skillfully. I really don’t
understand it all yet.”

Merrill seated himself by the desk, while the
others crowded expectantly around him. “I was
completely mystified at first,” he said. ‘‘After I had
examined the vault, I was satisfied that no one had
been inside during the night. And I believed Mr.
Faye’s story about the pendant being all right when
he locked up the evening before. So it was up to
me to find some other explanation.

“You recall,” he observed, with a glance
toward Faye, “that I spoke of the unusual heat in
the vault. Previously I had noticed that the settings
of the pendant had no marks or scratches of any
sort to show how they had been removed. Both of
these facts were interesting and unusual, but at first
I could find no way to connect them.

“After I had left the building, however, I
decided that it might pay me to look at the furnace
room downstairs, and see if I could find an
explanation for the heat in the vault. To make
certain that I would not be recognized, I bought a
popcorn wagon, and pretended to be a peddler. In
the basement I met Graham, and he told me of
being visited by what he termed a lunatic, who put
him to sleep and then stoked his fires. I realized
that this was the clew I needed, but when I finally
left the place I seemed no nearer the solution of the
mystery than at the very first.

“And then,” he went on, while a little twinkle
of humor came into his eyes, “what do you
suppose put me on the right track?” He paused and
glanced around the room speculatively. “Why,” he
said after a moment, “my popcorn wagon. While I
was standing in the street watching the corn pop,
the whole thing struck me all in a heap—the
analogy between the oil burner and the corn
popper, the furnace and the burglar-proof vault. It
was then that I recalled having heard of exploding
diamonds, and I was quite certain that I had at last
hit upon the solution of the mystery. In fact, there

was no other explanation. I believe that the
exploder of those diamonds went to needless
trouble in stoking up the furnace that night; I
believe it was hot enough in the vault at any time
over that furnace to dissolve them in thin air. But
our rascal wanted to make sure.

“Well,” Merrill went on, with a smile, “to
substantiate my theory I went to the library and
refreshed my memory on diamonds—
manufactured ones especially. Then I discovered
that the books I was reading had been borrowed
only once in many months, and I was enabled to
obtain the address of the person who had last used
them. Previously I had figured out who would
bother to explode the stones in the company’s
vault, and I decided that Pelham was the only
person who could possibly profit by such a mishap.
When I looked up Pelham’s address, and found it
the same as that of the person who had borrowed
the library books on the manufacture of diamonds,
I knew I had my man.”

“I can understand all that,” interrupted the
captain, who had been following the recital with
the keenest interest, “but why did you break into
Pelham’s house?”

“Because,” was the answer, “the original
diamonds had vanished. Unless I could find others
of a similar nature in Pelham’s possession, I knew
that it would be next to impossible to establish
anything against him. Even if such stones were
found in his house, there was no way of proving
ownership. Well, I hit upon the idea of letting him
capture me in the act of stealing them, and then
forcing him to identify them before witnesses. I
figured that he would probably have other stones
on hand and that they would be found in his
laboratory. Subsequent events proved that I was
right. Pelham walked into the trap—and that, I
think, is about all.”

As he finished his account, Detective Kelly
came forward and offered his hand. “I call that
plenty,” he vouchsafed magnanimously. “You’re
some detective, friend. I wish you were one of the
plain-clothes bunch working out of this precinct.
You and I would make a great little team.”

“Thank you,” said Merrill, repressing a smile.
He grinned openly at the captain, and that official
so far forgot his dignity as deliberately to wink.

“There’s still one more thing,” suggested the
captain as soon as he had recovered his gravity.
“Why did you make the young lady run away
when she was suspected of the crime?”

Merrill turned softly to the girl, who stood
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regarding him with a strange, new light in her eyes.
“Why, I felt quite sure that I could clear the
mystery, but I didn’t want her to be subjected to
any unpleasant experience in the meantime. You
see,” Merrill went on, “I’ve been interested in her
for some time.”

The captain, a broad grin on his face, along
with Detective Kelly, and all the others, even
Graham, the stoker, grasped Merrill’s hand and
offered him congratulations, while Miss Meares
stood blushing at his side.


