SIMON ~IFF 1IN AMERICA

No. 8 The Biter Bit

"Evidence of Identity," by Dolores Cass, was the Rook of the Seasone It
was as dry as a treatise on Trigonometry, but people read it and discussed it
as if it were 2 novel. The Vashington Square: group all tried to look each other
so as to deceive the very elect, and succeeded perfectly, as there was not one
with an ounce of individuality in the whole gange

But what annoyed everybody was that the mystery was nowhere disclosede How
Dolores had managed the affair was still perfectly obscure...if she had managed
it. All that she revealed was that a Second Girl existed. Simon Iff had contri
buted a powerful preface, in which he explained nothing at all but his theories
on Love., 'Amor omnia vincit", he concluded furiously, "Love is 'inimicus humani
generis'...the enemy of the human race."

For before Miss Mollie Madison had reached her office after her interview W
him, Simon had been rung up from Boston. 1t was Dolores, and she begged him, in
the interests of science, to suppress the story. There was nothing for him to ¢
but to follow the beacon of Miss Mollie Madison's little red head, and put an ez
tinguisher upon it.

They compensated her by making her chief bridesmaid at the wedding of Dolos
to Geoffrey Travis, which was the most fashional affair that even Boston had kn

in a long while.

The presents were wonderful. Simon Iff had given the bridegroom an alabas
image of Ganesha, Very glorious with gold and vermilion; but he had apologized
Dolores with empty hands, saying that he hadn't been able to think of anything
suitable so far; he hoped to repair the omission a little latere.

She was snowed under with jewellery; also she had a pair of piebald ponie
and a hydroplane, and a twelve-inch reflector telescope in case she wanted to
dy astronomye. Publicity has it points, even in Beacon Street.

People thought it all rather remarkable; but if Mrs. Cass and Mre Travis
nothing to say, why, nobody else hade. One couldn't attatch any importance to :
paper reports, could one, or where would one be?

: So everything went off splendidly. Travis took the usual month from his
iness, and it was decided to cruise down the coast in his steam yacht, the Opo
sum, a magnificent turbine boat of two thousand tons.

Simon Iff, having done his duty as best man, returned to New Yorke Miss
lie Madison was in the chair car and, the train being due in New York at sever
o'clock, he asked her to come and have dinner with him. ''Do take me to China-
town!'" she begged. "It will be soO wonderful, as you can speak and read Chine
so marvellously. You spent years there, didn't you?" '

R
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"Young woman,' replied Iff, sternly, "consider yourself suspected. YOU wish
to find yourself in a labyrinth of secret passages, with gambling halls, opium
joints, and Even Vorse Things jn full blast. You want tong wars and unspeakable’
tortures. You have peen reading Cheap Fiction."

She tried to make her face match her hair, and nearly succeedede

nIt's all rubbish," pursued the mystic inexorably. ''The Chinese is an eX-
ceptionally simple, quiet, honest, kindhearted individual. You should try to imi
tate him, even if from afar."

NPo me he seems sbsolutely mysterious."

yhen I last left China - for my sins - 1 travelled on the same steamer as
gir Robert Hart, who had just completed his fifty years in the countrye. He tolad
me that he had got to the stage where he could tell pretty well what a Chinese
would do in any given set of circumstancesS, but that he hadn't the faintest noti
of why he would do it." :

"Byt there is a common basis of motive throughout human nature."

nT don't believe ite T think the Chinese has a peripheral consciousness, I
stead of an egocentric one, &8 the Aryan has. lHence his attitude towards death.
for examples TO him the universe is & continual flui, individuals being but tre
sitory accretionse Wwhy should he expect permanence in the impermanent? It a5
diotic, to his mind, to quarrel with the Law of the Universe. For he is the su
preme realist. He never shirks facts. That is why he has to use Opium if he w
to dream. DZuropeans can fool themselves much more easily."

1T thought it was just the opposites"

tMan made God in his own image; but it has been reserved for hnglo-5axon
ceit to make everybody in its own imagee. Could you oblige me with the loan of
illegitimate chila?"

Mollic jumped out of her chair, really aflame, this time. mir, IffY Do |
know what you are saying?"

ngit down, My geart!" laughed the mystic. "You're Aryan, all right.. A C
nese would have been simple about it, said 'no', and gone on with his business
You, instead of answering 2 plain question, minding your. own affairs, and leav
me to mind mine, made a fuss, incidentally exhibiting another guite Aryan qual
a Guilty Conscience."

"T have notli"

"Oh yes, you have! You don't worry about matters unless you are potenti:
or actually capable of them., Tell me that my~housé in Pittsburg is burnt dow
and I do not fret, because I have not a house in Pittsburg, and, please God,
never will havel' .

Sy
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nT seem to have given myself awayl"

nvou have. NoOV try something unheard of on Tze-wel, who shall be out host *
to-night. Try to surprise Or to upset him. You get a Jjade bracelet if you suc-
ceed." '

Miss Mollie Madison revolved the matter in her head awhile; and at the con-
clusion of a Chow Mein dinner of no particular importance, asked the propricter
for the head of his father. ©She had some Vague idea that ancestor-worship would
make this a pcculiarly horrible requeste Tze-wel however replied quite calmly
tpnat it was impossible, he having been beheaded by the German troops when they
entered Pekin, and the head having been used for pistol practice thercaftere Mi
Mollie Madison wasS smitten with great agony of remorse; vput Simple Simon reas-
sured her, and drew her attention by showing her how Chinese writing was donee
covered the whole menu with the qgueer characters before he tired. Then he paid
the bill, and took her to her apartmente. e shall meet,' was his gay farewell,
nat Philippi," and she lay awake half the night wondering what he could possibly
mean by thabe ‘

II

A heavy sea-fog hung over 2 windless Boston one Friday night, nigh a month
later. Mrse Cass was reading a wireless message from DoloreSe The Opossum Wee
hung up under the banks in the fog, but the Captain hoped to be able to make BC
ton in another forty-eight hours.

As a matter of fact, the Opossum - at the moment - was not at all a good

place for a nervous persolle The fog hung like a wet sheet upon the seaj ever,
thing in the hoat was clammily warmi, like a freshly-killed corpse. Ihe air wa
horrible to breathe; its stagnation was oppressive beyond all words. The Dbl
of the half-minute horn was torture to any sensitive ear; and the solo became
concert whenever other ships came within earshot. Tt was an inferno of discor
boredom, and that apprehension which impotence or constraint always begets in

man, whose one tyyue passion 18 his supposed Free will. It was impossible to 1
ahead, even gead slowj; the Captain was caught between shoal waters and the N¢
Atlantic Sea lanesSe He was safest wherec he waSe :

Geoffrey Travis and his wife, who had decided to call each other Mutt an
Jeff, were fearfully bored, and horribly ashamed to confess it. It seemed to
the Doom of Love, the Dawn of Divorces so they said nothing, and made brave
tence to he armsed. Dolores had a brain that simply would not work on such 1
her forced cheerfulness gave her a genuine number one headache, and she went
to bed, though it was just after tiffin. Night was the same as day in a fog
as thist Travis himself tried to ‘sleep, failed, started piquet with the mate
tired in an hour, finally arifted on to the bridge, where the Captain was do:
his tricke

nhere's a Ccrazy skipper loose," growled'he as Travis approached. "Rem
that queer boat that picked us up just out of Halifax?" .

"That four-funnelled sea-serpent? Some new destroyer on her trials, Ww€

g
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thought."

"Wes, that's the chape Flying Dutchman, I guess. Came past us just now, -
within three cables, doing his forty knotsi It's not believable. For the land's

sake! There he goesS againt"

Travis peered through the foge. A slight breeze had sprung ubl, and 1ifted it
in patches here and theree. In one comparatively thin streak, where waifs of va-
pour drifted slowly upon the dead waters, he could perceive the hull of the devil
ish warship, if it were one; it looked like a shark or a seal on & gigantic scal
She bored her nose constantly into the seas, which broke clean over her, so greal
was her speed. It was a brief glimpse; 2 few seconds took her again into the W
challengeable greyness of the sea without bound.

Both Travis and the Captain were most peculiarly impressed, and not very
pleasantlye An apparently new type of craft, of astonishing power, pehaving 1lik
a -dangerous lunatict The Captain smelt something sinistere.

An hour later, the breeze began to freshen seriously. The Opossum's engine
began to revolve. But hardly had she gathered way when the look-out cried from

the forecastle.
nRaft ahoy! Raft on the St'b'd bow, gari!

Twilight, and swirling fog; yet Travis, leaning on the rail, could sece€ th
vague outline. There was a Mally plainly enough visiblee He ran to the bridges
but the Captain had already run off his engines, and ordered out a poat. He th
bethought him: "By Jove, an adventure after Mutt's own hearti! And he ran dov

to her cabine .

The headache left her in an instant; she snatched her sou'wester, and wat
first into the boat. A few minutes carried her to the side of the rafte They
grappled it with boat-hooks, and she sprang aboarde

It was a small rough raft, some eight feet by ten. A short thick mast st
up, and to 1t was nailed the Union Jack reversed as a signal of distress. Bel
this, something else was nailede A marline-spike was thrust through the hande
2 dead manj another through his feet. He had been horribly mutilated; his €

and lips cut off, his nose split, his eyes gouged, his scalp removede

! sailor's clasp-knife was forced between his ribs; it pinned a paper 17
side, and this paper was the cover of a Chinese missionary magazine. The man
self had, Dolores felt sure, been of the vellow race; the skull, the nose, t
check bones, were conclusive. Ie wore a torn flannelette shirt, a cheap suit
cozt and trousersSe In the pockets were stuffed twelve gilver salt cellars of
great value; some still half full of the condiment, iis chest was barej; OO
was tatooed 2 design of a blue snake twined about an anchor., The body showec
signs of extreme emaciatione ;

"This," pronounced Dolores with ineffable unctiomn, "is no ordinary crime

Detective fever set in with extreme virulencee. She insisted on tackle
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rigged to hoist the raft, intact, upon the deck of the yacht. Every cable of the
way to Boston Harbour she sat and studied ite.

On arrival, the police immediately took charge of the exhibit, and proceeded
with the usual formalities. The Press adopted 2 peculiar attitude. Some papers
reported the incident briefly and without comment; others, less sophisticated or
more intent on circulation than on reputation, gave the story straight-forwardly
and at lengthj but the vTurkey-Buzzard!' , the paper that had backed the Second
Girl, was excessively peeved, and, under the headline,

'Tout lasse, tout passSe, tout Cass --e'.

accused Dolores point—blank of having created a new stunt of some kind, and warn-
ed her that this article was the last piece of publicity she would get in those
columns, unless through legitimate channels, such as the divorce courte

Dolores was furious; she set her teeth to show the world that this was no
fake, .

It was clear to her from the start that the murdered man WAS the victim of
revengse, probably the result of treacherye. The execcutioners had mutilated him
partly for the sake of punishmént, partly to prevent identification. The snake
and anchor were left, because few would recognize him by those marks, except, P¢
sibly, some people whom it was wished to warlle The silver salt-cellars were PO
sibly the price of his treasoll, actually or symbolicallye The missionary magaz
cover pernaps indicated that he was a tnative Christian', the Union Jack that h
was from Canada, OY originally from a British possession. For Dolores could no
get it out of her head that the raft had been deliberately set adrift. It was
tirely bare; no food or water, or any receptacle; 1O trace of the presence of
any other persoie. The object of the whole performance was paramountly clear:

"pon't let it bappen to youl' was the English for ite

The Police had failed to identify the man;j there had been no mi.ssing Chir
man within a month, as it happened, except a few whose bodies had already been
claimed. Dolores, oi the Christianity clue, had made enquiries at the various
missions; but her only fresh fact was that the snake-and-anchor was & common
vice among sailors from Canton.

She formulated her quest under two heads: Who is the mai, and who killed
him? The spectacular nature of his punishment 1ed her to think that her best
plan might be to find out who needed the warninge

And then she began to revolve about the point: vhy a raft? vy take thi
risky method of advertisement? The coast is patrolled. Unless the man had T
killed at sea, which could hardly happen unless in a Chinese-owned and Chines!
manned ship, it would have been much more sensible to leave the body in the 5
ets., There must be some Very cog..ent reason for the rafte

This business began to eat into her 1ife. Social duties went by the boa
1 JeffY was happy enough that ‘Mutt! should be SO intensely occupied; he did
even mind her talking in her sleep. IHe fell naturally into lunching downtowr

g
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Louis', or the Club; usually Mutt would drop in, nd distractedly toy with a
chope She was really in despair; if only she could have appealed to Simon Iffl
But her pride prevented her. '

She tried to trace the salt-cellars; but they were of a common pattern, sol
by the thousand. There might be more in the idea that the number twelve had some
significance. Possibly, again, the Chinese had some peculiar superstition about

salte.

‘ 111

3he now spent most of her time in the Chinese quarter. Her charm earned he:
plenty of friends, but of course nobody knew anything about the raft inqident.
There was, however, oOne old man who gave her some eveellent advice. "A childi"
he said, ''see its body, which 18 like the bough of 2 rotten tree, and its mind
is like slaked lime. Be at peace; this 15 Heaven's appointment, and the way of
perfection.”

Dolores, every nerve high-strung, reacted instantly against the philosopher
His words were kindly and sensible, but she was certain that a threat was intenc
ed: '"Keep your nose out of what doesn't concern youl' Somehow or other she muc
be on the right tracke

She took to watching the old fellow closelye She learnt that he had kept ¢
drug-store of the Chinese variety for thirty years; he was of good character,
far as the police knewe

A Japanese went to his shop, at nearly the same time, nearly every nights
the man was a tatooer, and bought inkse But why should he not lay in a stock ©
inks to last a month or a year? The purchase was an excuse; they really confe
red about other things.

The next day she called on the Japanesee. She was certain that he had 1li¢
to the police in saying that he had never executed the snake-and-anchor design.
She ordsred him to do a dragon on: her shoulder, and gained leisure to observee.
There was only one object visible which was at variance with the obvious chara
teristics of the tatooer. This was a letter-file. She determined to get a ch
o examine it. S0, O her second visit, she pretended to faint with the pain
he needle, and sent him out for brandye She opened the file; almost at once
sme on a miniature of the snake-and-anchor design, with a page of writing ben
ity a list, perhapsSe She secreted it. The brandy failed to restore her cour
she left, promising to come back in the afternoon. She had the paper photogrsa
snd restored the original on her next visit. ©She had the 1list translated, anc
looked up the owners of the names.~

e orio

0

Wu Tee, the last but one on the list, was the only name not in Boston. !
address was given as Mott Strect, New York. It might be worth a trial. She
the afternoon train. : ‘

wu Lee was a washermal. He had never been to Boston, he saide He willi
exposed his chest to his fair visitor. There was 1o sneke-and-anchor to be s

&
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For all that, she felt that she was on the trail. Here, at least, was one
thing pertinent. wu Lee was a tKilistian' and a copy of the same missionary mag-
azine as was on the raft lay on the table of his little sitting-room. .

Ls she went out, a certainty gripped her that We Lee knew something. ©She
would watch for a few momentse It was "g good bet if she lost." ©She concealed
herself in a door-waye Ten minutes passed, and then she was rewarded by seeing
her 'old philosopher' go quietly down the street and into the washerman's sShope
e had hardly time to say two sentences, she judged, vhen Wu Lee staggered from
the shop, a scared man if ever there was one in this worlde. The old man followed
him out, stopped and took snuff; he grinned terribly as he watched Wu Lee reel
into Chatham Square. Then he turned and came across the road directly to Dolores
He opened nis mouth, and showed his toothless gumSe

"You think?'' he said, and made & grimace SO sinister and menacing that Dol«

res shrank back appallede "You go home; nice house, nice manj this side, bad
"

weathers.

She brushed past him, and went back to her hotel to think. It was certain
that Wu Lee was threatened; she would offer him protection; he would have to
tell her the whole story. But had he fled? What a fool she had been not to fol
low him}

However, the next morning she found vu Lee at his worke But he was going
about it with the air of one resigned to die. She told him frankly who she wasS,
and promised all the might of Uncle Sam to save him. He was impassive 88 fate
itself. She began to apply a 1ittle ‘third degree' of her own, describing the
finding of the body. It moved him - but not normally. ''Oh not the raft - not -
rafti" was all he would say, and he said it over and over.

Again she retired to disorder. To fill in the time, she called on a miss
ary who worked in Chinatown, and asked about the snake and anchor. Was it a se
cret society?

mMjot very secret, pOOTr fellowsl'" said the missionary. 'It's a Cantonese
Mutual Help Scciely, and its qualifications are two: Christianity and Tubercul
sis. The snake stands for healing, and the anchor for hope."

nThen you can't imagine its members getting into trouble as such?2"

'"Oh, you're thinking of that raft business? NoOj that's a most mysteriou
affair. I'm afraid T can't suggest anything. You ought to go to Mr. Simon If
a godless mall, I fear, but with a wonderful knowledge of all things Chinese."

nant"  smiled Dolores sadly, "he's the one man T mustn't ask,' and took h
leaves,

At her hotel she found Miss Mollie Madison waiting to see here. She was ¢
joyed; the puzzle was on her nerves, and she longed to pour out her soules Bt
she refrained gallantly from asking Mollie if she had discussed the matter wii
the mystic, and even shut her up when she began to volunteer some data on the
jecte - .

3
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They went in to the luncheon-roof. Dolores stopped at the desk on the way,’
and inguired for her maile. There was & letter from 'Jeff! enquiring pleasantly
when she meant to return. And there was a long envelope without name or addressSe
The clerk said that it had been handed in 'by a man'j; he hadn't noticed what he
wes like; it had been a particularly busy morninge

Dolores had a presentiment. She wouldn't open the letter until she had or-
dered lunch for herself.and Mollie. When she gid so, two gocuments fell oute
Their meaning could not be mistaken. One was a railway folder with the service
from New York to Boston; the other a Chinese drawing of herself. The clothes
left no doubt of that; it was the dress she was wearing, and she was pictured or
a raft, nailed as the dead man had been nailed, and mutilated as he had been. T
world swam for a moment before her eyeSe Mollie seized the drawing. ''You must
absolutely come right away to Mr. Iff," she cried. nIt's too horriblej it's to
horriblel"

Dolores swallowed a Colony Club Cocktaile. '"Mollie dear," she sald very
gently and sweetly, ''please ring up Mr, Iff after lunch — and tell him I'1ll see
him damned firsti"

noh Doloresi" Mollie was genuinely shocked at such expressions from the
Hube.

"I mean it," said her friend firmly, and attacked a Seatag Oyster with bare
sark fury.

uTim sure. Simon won't stand for it," said the red mouth, with a pout. Wit
my duty to tell him, and he'll get right on to the case, and solve it, and leav
you flate But if you go to him he'1ll help you out, and leave you the glory."

"Get thee behind me, Satant" retorted Dolores, with energye.

Tt developed into a quarrel; if Mollie uttered omne syllable about this pi
ture, which was a sacred secret, further, should she write, mark, engrave, Or
otherwise it delineate upon any object moveable or immoveable under the canopy
of heaven, she, Dolores, would never speak to her again, N0, not if Mollie weTe
dying in Sing Sing, for which she was a certain candidatel

. The Amszonian fury of her friend untimately cowed Miss Mollie lMadison. Tl
went to Dolores! bedroom, wept in each other's arms, and discussed underwear f
three hours. Then Dolores drifted back +o Chinatown; she would wring the tru
out of that old toothless scoundrei, or die for ite

RBut on the way she paused. This was sll wrong. She was working like a d
tective; she had 1eft the starlight heights of pure analysis for the mire of
shadowing, and following clues, 1like a common-'buli.' Simon Iff would work ou
the whole problem from the data without uncrossing his legse. She retraced hex
stevs slowly, and had dinner alone in her roome She ate a hearty meal, and tr
settled dova to think furiouslye

T aerr
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She went over the facts, one by On€e She tried to preconstruct the drama.e

Here is & Christian Chinaman, dying of tuberculosis - she now remembered "
the extraordinary emenciation of the body - who yet accomplishes some treachery
so abominable as to deserve the most fearful death that can be devised. It is
connected, evidently, with his change of faithe Several men are concerned to
punish him; one alone could not have done the labour requirede

in danger of similar vengeancee. ' Toothless'

Wu Lee, also & Christian,
e is said to be of excellent character. Can

is the spokesman'of the gange t
even Chinese duplicity account for it?

S
e

Ll

[y

But Vu Lee is himself a puzzle. He is listed by the tatooer, yet he had not

the morks, He 18 certainly not consumptive.
T am a perfect fool,'" she exclaimed; ''I begin to believe with Simon Iff

that marriage is @ failuretl"

et me look at this nev evidencel" She toolk up the
folder. It was not marked in any waje "put what kind of man sends that sort of
hint?'" She stopped short, and bit her 1lipSe Then she seized the drawing, and e
amined it with eager attention. "'This was done this morning by some one who sau
me in this dresse It's the fiprst time I've worn it. He is an amazing genius,
with an imagination, and an appreciation of cruelty, and of beauty in crueltye
don't think it's ' Toothless'; he hasn't got the eyesight, or the type of hande
That envelope, t0O; that was bought up town. No mark, but a smart American-ma
papere I bet the artist, whoever he is, is a rich man, and devised the whole a

fair. Who can be threatening him? And about what?"

She mused & whilee

She took up the drawing oncc moree 1t fascinated her despite herself. Th
treatment of the fog was peculiarly clever. More and more she riveted her atte
tion on the background. There was ail almost shapeless smudge of darker cloud k

tween wind and wateres

She sat back, lost in reverie. A telegram disturbed here Tt contained tl

words "Give 1t uPe Simon Iff."

"o answerl!' she cried to the boy, and crushed the paper in her hand. S
dismissed Mollie's betrayal with the one word 'Cat't And then she returned to
her thought. Deeper and deeper she sank into the pure abyss of mind, until th
facts of the case became etherealized and vitalized in symbols of force rather

than of matter.
Hour after hour she sat. Then she rang for her maid., npackl" she criec

"Itm going to Boston on the midnight train.' The maid began her work, while I

res sat at her desk with a quill between her teeth.

At last she scribbled a notee.

"Dear Mr..Iff,

T am going bsck to Boston after alle. i wish you would spend the we
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end with us. Yours ever, Dolores Cass."
She smiled very curiously as she signed her maiden name.
V.

Simon Iff sat in Mrs. Travis! boudoir in the immense arm-chair consecrated
to. Jeff. Dolores, ravishing in a golden Lea-gown, vas pouring him champagne s

mpAnd so?" sald he, very doubtfully. "I may not be able to drink this wine,
don't you know? I thought that signature very suspiciouss"

Dolores laughed gleefully, like a childe
NThis is very seriouss Please t2lki

"you see, L asked you up here, because I wanted to thank you in person for
your magnificent wedding presente Tt was worth all the reste."

nT surrender,'" he saide "Excuse me, but - You - 1ittle - Beast! I love

you. Bxcuse me againi"

nay I go over it with you?"
1T should be delighted."

"I did make an ass of myself! Even now, T'm a little doubtful about one ox
two things."

Yes, you blundered badly at first. Problem No. 1, if I may put it so, wal
the raft. You had two pictures, one Chinese, and the other not Chinese, in one
freme. The mutilation and torture indicated one type of mind, the marline-spik
the clasp-knife, the Union Jack, the missionary magazine, quite another tyve.
It's not conclusive, but it should have made you think.

npand what about the salt-cellars?'" You never did anything with them, Yet
as the most fantastic and “incongruous items, they should have received most at-
tention, The other things were more horrible, but you allowed that fascination
overlay the purely mental deduction. Had you considered the point, you would b
noticed that the salt was still dry, and therefore deduced that the raft had nc

been floating about in that fog for many minutesSs

"Then vou evidently missed the point of the mysterious ShiD, that seemed 1
be always hovering round you, though she had a speed of forty knots to your i
teen. A strange coincidence, to say the least of it, on a day when you run in
so weird a derelict as your rafte

"pgsin, you altogether omitted the crucial point of autopsye You would h
learnt that the wounds were a1l inflicted after deathe That was the dreadful

missione .

%
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"ow- then, problem No. 2, the snake-and-anchor business. Not 5O bad, most

of your work, but on! what a fall was therel Dolores Travis had quite destroyed
Dolores Cass, the brilliant author of 'Evidence of TIdentity! . You assumed that the
man in Wu Lee's shop must be Wu Lee, despite the absence of the tatoo-markse You
could easily have found out that the man was Wu Lee's brother, he himself having
died of consumption & rew days before you met him on the rafte

"Again, you never pbecame in the least aware of the real incongruity in your
experierce, a natter which needed no enquiry whatever. You should have seen that
your Chinese were acting totally out of character. They were Dr. Nikola Chinese,
all melodramaj not real Chinese at all. It ought to have been evident that the}
were going through a clumsily constructed playe

nproblem No. 3. The Letter of Warninge. As you solved that, you had better
tell me how.'

"1 saw something wronge The Chinese Artist used inappropriate stationery,
and I thought the railway folder hint was not quite in tone, either. The truth
that I began to see the light as soon 28 I started on your 1ines of looking at

minds instead of facts. There seemed tol® two people at worke Then that same i
congruity on the raft occurred to me. That made three people, perhaps fours Ar
' Toothless'y 100, didn't fit in at all welle. There was something radically wror

nhen I looked again at the drawinge And I began to realize that the smud;
was not quite an accidente I recognized the 'Flying Dutchmant', as we called he:
Wwho, then, would know that we had seen her that day? Why connect her with the
raft? And, above 211, why the raft in any case? The thought came that the raf
might have been 1owered from the 'Dutchman', More mysterious than everl The
'Dutchman' had been flitting about us ever since we left Halifaxe Then came th
answer to that horrible First Question: "Why the raft?? - it must have been sO
that the Opossuml, and no other ship but the Opossull, should pick it upe And wh
was on the Opossum but a chit of a girl who rather fancied herself at analysis,
and put up problems for the world to solve? A dose of my own medicine? But wi
could have had such an object in view?

nT could only think of one object, and one mind capable of conceiving ite.

tThen I thought of your telegram. 'Give it up' might have been a polite
terrogative.

tpind I became quite sure that you had been at the pains to send me a pre-
ent, as you said at my wedding, as soon as you were table to think of anythin
vitable.! '

L)}

n

1yery prettyl" replied Simple Simon; 'mo trouble at all, I assure you.
merely enlisted the services of a friend in Chinatown, Tze-wei, for the gruese
horror part of ite The 'Flying Dutchman' is a toy boat we are trying out - I
in the Admiralty, you should have remembered ~ in connection with your Govern
ment. Pray observe, T have decided to drink your champagne - & symbol of tri
umph - and you may refill my glasse. For my triumph is not in beating Yyou, bu
cinvincing you, as T have done, that the proper'method of attacking problems

LS
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transcendental analysise.

"Especially when T thought I knew it," sighed Dolores, in mock SOrroWe "Oh,
but I know what you are gloating over in reality! You've convinced me that I
ought to go on with my life's work instead of being merely Mrs. Travis. 1 Suppos

part of the ' suitability' of that wonderful wedding present was to wean me from
the honeymooni'

"y dear child, 1t would be ungracious to criticize SO admirably argued a
thesise"

"I believe there's & planet outside Neptunej and I'1l start to Jlook for it
to-morrove'

nyith the new telescope?!t was Simon's last arrowv.

myith a table of logarithms, and all I can musﬁer of brains and imagingtion
nand a little touch of spitel"

Mierely the Malic Acid in the Apple of Lovel"

Geoffrey Travis, coming into the room, heard the last three wordsSe

"ppple of Love," he cried, tglways the same old theme. Oh, you womel, you
woment "

|~ € BlackMoonArchives.com :: Pagé 12 of 12

R

LR e ]





