aive me a little more time.’

£8 F YOU'D only

marstent, was hzhting

Harley,

hard to keep the discussion

open. "1 know

she's an enemy age

moral certainty doesn’t happen

% |‘Irxx‘1':!lill<“},

to be legal proof.” The graying chief of mtelli-

ornce moved restlessly in his chair. * I'm sorry,

Bob, but we've gohe as far as we can. Link-

ham's been in the Countess Marka's home as a
butler for a full month now, and reports abso-
lutely nothing of a suspicious nature. Her mail,
telearams. and cables have been put through the

mill without result. and tapping the telephone

has proved equally barren.”
“But look how every leak traces right back to

et !
“ More cuesswork. Let's admit that the count-

ess makes a speciaity of voung men in key posi-

f1ons Nothing verv ncriminating there, for so
does everv other hostess in -Washington And

anpnose that navy fool did confess he babbled to

her about depth hombs.”
“He

never hreathed a word about the sailing

“ Don't forget Rappard,” Harley broke in

swore he

ot the transports to a single soul except the
countess.’
“I'm not forzetting him.  Or Jennings, the

gratit-
heads
secret

state department chap  But, my dear bos

ing that the lovely countess turned then

and cot them to couzh up every official

thev knew or guessed, where does it leave us?

Just where we started.  There 1sn't any proof of

enemy  communication, not even the slightest.

That’s

munication can be

where our case falls down. Unless com
established, the countess stands
as nothmag more than a rich society woman who
likes to feel she is on the inside.”

nodded

‘T know Harley uphappily. - But

bound to trip her up soon. We're bound
“ Much more likelv to get tripped up ourselves,”
“The Countéss
Marka is not exactly what one would call friend-
less,  QOuite

came back the zrim retort.

a number of senators park their teet

] they'd lave

under her table. and vou know how

to tear us to picces. This business of espionage
is not any too poptilar up on the Hill, or with the
press, for that matter, and if it ever got out about
our tampering with her telephone and her mail,
I hate to think of the hullaballoo.”
“Ten days more? A week?”
SN0 The

“I'm calling evervthing off this afternoon.
were on a hot scent, Bob, I'd stick, but it's plain

square jaws clamped decisively.

I we

foolish to take the chance of a senatorial ihves-

ion on nothinz more than a hunch that hasn’t

worked out.”

ACK in the
I% ess  Marka

establishing herself in a

autnmn of 1914, when the Count-

first appeared in \Washington,

most 1mposimg mansion,
there had been a measure of curious inguiry as to
her antecedents. Now, however, after three years
oi delightful and lavish hospitality, only newcom-
ers ventured questions, and they were answered

casually and vaguely.

“A Georgian, my dear. Or is it Rumanian?
the names of those crazy

married.

never remember
statess A
A terrible man, so they say
Anyway, he did the handsome thing

I can

Balkan mere child when she

Drink and women,

ou know.

X
by dying. leaving her a whole lot of money.

Simply oodles ! Hates Europe and adores Amer-

ica.  So democratic! You must 'see her.  Such
dinners! FEvervbody goes there.”

So thought Prof. Charles Doncllan, looking
down the long table at men and women whose

least movement was newspaper copy. At the

rizht of the hostess sat a famous ambassador: at
her left a senator from a western state, arguing
for the conscription of wealth, pausing only to
toss back a lock trained to be unruly, while here
and there were diplomats, generals. admirals, and
dollar-a-year men, these last enviously eying the
olittered on the chests of the

decorations that

soldiers and satlors.

voung Donellan smiled to himself, * 1f

v
they take a flashlight of this crowd 'l certainly
buy one.”

He had met the Countess Marka only the week
taking him to one

words given him

before, a signal corps friend

of her teas, and while the few

were cordial, the dinneil invitation came as a sur-

Up to date the highhights of his Washing-

prise.

ton social career had been a luncheon with his
congressman and various reception- of a more
or less public nature.  Nice of her to have re-

membered him, he glowed, and when the countess,
catching his glance, smiled intimately, his heart
That the no accident

received proot in the drawing room

skipped a beat. smile was

My dear Professor Donellan!”  The golden
voice spun him around to see her outstretched
hand, “ How gracious of you to come! And |
had so hoped for a real talk. But these mass
meetines! ! With a shrug she invited him to

share her distaste for large dinners. Do drop m

tomorrow. Around five. | insist.”

Donellan, presenting himseli promptly at the

appointed hour, wondered somewhat forlornly u

he was (o be one of a crowd, but on being led

into a garden at the back he found the Countess

Marka alone [he maeht before she had been

imnerial in her poise, her jewels and beauty, but

now, tdressed plainly and with climbing roses thick

ahove ‘her head, the effect was of Sivll[\li('i'} and

unsophistication

“1tiis a lusury I refuse to deny myselfi” she

cardin greeting. A quiet afternvon now and

then with someone who will make me remember
that 'l have a mind.”
Than! for the compliment,” he answered,

“hut 1t 1es a rather I]“;a‘.) obligation. What
ifet failzs”
LYo 2 - Tl

Another case

so-famons seientist? ”

of mmstaken identity,” protested

Danellan. * You can't mean me.”

‘1 did not imtend to embarrass,” she smiled,

“hut if one still in his twenties 1s called to the

S ]
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nniversity " —her

And

chair of chemistry ih a great

shoulders completed the sentence. vour

war work. All Washington huzzes with specula-
tion about vou.”
“Now. that is p!gin!_\ absurd.”

*Ah. wo. my When a distinguished

scientist is summoned by the war department and

friend

experiments,
what But,”

and her slim. ringless fingers flicked reassuringly.

¢

enarded building for his

given a

more natural than exeited gossip?

‘please believe that I am not of the merely

curfons. As it happens, science was my own early
Once | had a dream of taking a course at

words. traihng oft

love.

the Sorbonne,” and her mto

silence gave Donellan an impression of ambition
thwarted by family pride and dynastic obligations.
“Yon work, of the great
things vou are planning and doing.

tary men believe that wars are fought only in the

must tell me of vour

These mili-
the real

open held, but you and I, we know that

battleground is more often the laboratory.’

NTIMULATED by Countess Marka's interest
S and intelligent questions and spurred on by
his own devotion to his task, Donellan talked long
and well She was right indeed when she said that
the clash of armies was not the decisive factor in
The new type

of gun., of a deadlier gas. of anti-submarine de-

modern warfare discovery of a

vices, of a more powerful motor for airplanes, of

a new explosive, any one of these might well out-

weigh superiority of numbers and turn defeat
nto victory It was along these lines that the
screntists, techhicians, and inventors were work-

g and already their accomplishment was won-

deriul.

“ Regnular miracles,” he declared enthusiastical-
ly. “How I'd love to be able to tell you about
some of the things we're doing !”

‘1 understand, of course.” The Cotntess
Marka's finger tips, soft as petals, dropped on his
own for an instant, and then she rose swiftly
TP she

“it is thrilling. It

murmured, throwing wide her arms,

makes one——" and her shin-

ing eves took the place of words. " Prom-

ise me you will come again. Like this? ”

It was a promise that Donellan gave

jovously and kept even more gladly. In

the weeks that followed he became an

inereasingly frequent visitor at the home

of the Countess Marka, now for luncheon

a dewy, now for tea in the garden, and

sometimes sluying after other dinner

half
terrace. His

ottests for a hour on the moon

drenched open infatuation

became a matter of gossip and, with the

head of intelligence, a matter of concern.

“

Joh,” looking up from a batch of pa

pers. he called irritably. “1 hear Prof.

Charles Donellan is the Countess Marka's

latest victim. Hooked right through the

gills.”

“* Correct, sir!"” Harlev's tone was dis-
tinctly blithe. " Feeling runs high in many

want martial law

and navy
declared, and the senate is stronger than ever for

gquarters. The army
isolation.”

ot s §
doing

funny abont.  Donellan’s

wor k- for

nothing to be

some i”l')(\l'?””l (\"fh]?lll("f‘

isn't hes "

‘ Rather.” Bending down as if afraid the walls
mizht hear. Harley whispered briefly.

lLord!" The exclamation was a groan.
‘1 think I'll chase right on over and see the sec-

The damned simpleton!”

‘ Good
retary of war.
" The secretary of war?
*Of course not, you ass! That fool Donellan.”

Protessor Donellan, called up before a less than
tactiul flamed into resentment when
informed that it might be better
service if he would quit regarding the home of

superior,
for the national
the Countess Marka as a rest house. He was not
aware he said stifly, that he had entered mto
anv obligation to let the war department pick his

friends for him, and rather than submit to such
jenominy he would turn in bis resigunation. Were
there proofs of the lady’s disloyalty well and

pood. but unsubstantiated suspicions called only

for reprobation from men with any sense of
decency.

And that, as the secretary of war agreed with
the head of intelligence, was that. Nobody had
anything on the countess except the fact that she
fed short-grass senators instead of letting them
perish and there would certainly be the devil to
pay if the newspapers discovered that a row was
bemg made about her. Maybe it was nothing but
a mare's nest, after ali, and, anyway, Donnellan
had been given something to think about.

This true enough Donellan did
something to think about. and that night on the
terrace his preoccupation was so plain that the

stumbling

was have

was soon demanded. A few

and then the whole story poured forth

reason
evasions,
in a flood of hot, angry words, all they said to him
and what he said to them, the damned gossip

hounds.

“] had the fear of it.” The Countess Marka,
after 2 moment of crushed silence, lifted pain-
filled eyes. “I was too happy. I knew it could

not last.”

“last?” echoed Donellan. “What do you
n\"'—il\} 1

“ You must go,” she said. “ We must not see
cach other any more. Your career—I could not
bear "

*No!” Somehow the voung scientist found
himself in possession of her hands, and then,

swavine like a breeze blown blossom, she was n

his arms, her hps against his own. For a mioment

only, and then she pushed him away, tenderly yet
imperatively,
“Please!” “A

rose petals from the trellis.

whisper as soft as the fall of

“ But do not think

that 1 am sorry, dear one. It will be sweet to

Alwavs.”
that!’

remember.
“ Don't
“As if you were sayving good-by.”

“

talk like he answered sharply.

But it is good-by.”
“PDo vou love me? " Taking her face between
his hands, he looked deep into her eyes.
*Canyyon_ask?™”

“Then cut out this nonsense ahont leaving each
other.” close. he kissed her

Drawing her cyes,

the corners of her mouth, ‘and the softness of
her throat,

“But do vou not see it is Hard, beloved? ”
Later. when they sat hand in hand, the moon an
orange ball above them, she made fresh protest.
“You must not talk to me of your work, for it is
the great objection of your superiors, and vet,
now that we "—leaning swiftly, her lips brushed
his cheek—" ah, my interest is bound to be keener
than ever.
that

anything.”

It is not that | am a Paul Pry, enly

I do not want to be separated from vou in

scoffed

work,’
that's all.

“Of course we'll talk about my
Donellan.  “ Those fools are spy crazy
A lot of snoopers with no bizeer job than making

And it

didn't have a mail and cable censorship, the idiots !

mountains out of molehills 1sn't as if we

Suppose spres  did  discover something ; what

chance wonld they have to 2et it out of the coun-

try?  That's what makes the whole intelligence
business so ridiculons.”

“But no” The Conntess Marka shook her
lovely head. “1 will not ask even the one little

question. You shall see.”

[\ I'HE week that {ollowed she held to her w ord,
stopping Donellan’s mouth with a kiss when he

his day. Omne

been

would have told her of night, how-

ever, Donellan came late. having unable to

attend her dinner for a Pittshurgh steel man, an

extiltant Denellan, demanding an audience for the

recital of his triumph.
“1It's finished!" he cried, almost in the moment
detail.

* And

of meeting. “ Down to the last tedious

Whoo!'’
am |l tired!”

He expelled his breath noisily.

“Fintshed? ” The Countess Marka clapped her

hands joyously. “Theh we will celebrate.” Ring-

ing a bell, she took the magnum of champagne
when it had been brought and poured a brimming
glass with her own hand. Twice again she filled
it. but Donellan waved the fourth away.

" That's enough,” he protested laughingly. “1
don’t want to be carried home, you know.”

2 Nowil?

him lie down and tucked pillows under his head.

Leading him to a couch, she made

*You are satisficd with the result?

*Satisfied?
< That
darling, it’s the

Xoes 2o

Donellan  laughed  excitedly.
Marka

boyvish

word doesn't half express it

(Y3 e ¢

colored his tone, and in it was also a

biggest thing
enthusiasm
distinct touch of boyish brag.

*Tell me,” she implored, dropping on lher knees
by his side.
help it. Al have
must make no question.” But it has
Hurt terribly. 1 hate being out of the most
important part of your life, having a door shut in
my face as though I were a stranger.”

“Those damned idiots!” Donellan, half rising
took her in fiercely possessive arms

“1 know | shouldn't ask, but | can't

week 1 said to myself, " You
hurt, dear

one.

)
“Warning
me against you, as though we weren't in love with
each other.

tray me!”

Daring to insinuate you might be-

“There you have the real reason why | want
to be told.”

will be proof of your faith in me.

The dark head raised proudly. * It

Can vou not

see how it has shamed me to be dotubted? "

“1 understand,” he answered softly. *Of

course it must have hurt. I am a fool not to have

seen it before.” Swiftly, impetuously, he drew
her closer. “It’s a gz Marka. A brand new
poison gas. That’s what ['ve been doing.”

“ Poison gas!”

“1 know.” Donellan nodded in quick percep-

tion of her went somber
Jut it

it. We are merely fighting back with a weapon

horror, and his fuce

isn’t as 1f we .were the ones that bhegan

of their own choosing. Remember that.”
* And
came through dry lips-

this discovery of vours '—the question

“is 1t very deadly?

“ It has seventy-two times the killing power of
The pride of the scientist
*One

from a special gun, will destroy an entire enemy

any gas now in use.”

=

swept awayv all reticence bomb. hurled

division. Two or three containers, dropped from

Page Scven

a plane, will'wipe ont an armv. It means the end

Marka

Getting to his fe

of the war, Either instant swrrender or

annthilation,” t. he poured .a

ss of wine and gulped it greedily.
*Your superiors? " Her voice was flat, lacking
* They

had the

its usual rich color. are delighted?’
Only

Reach-

“They haven't chance as vyet.
ironed out the last difficulty an hour ago.”
ing into his coat, he drew forth a bulky envelope
“There she is. The last ‘i’ dotted, the last 't
crossed.”

*You

instant

Her
‘But 15 it prudent? Are

have' it with vou?.” alarm: was

yvou not afraid
thatestsil

“Don’t tell me you're one of those spy maniacs,
Donellan jeered, and now a definite thickness of
tongue blurred his speech  “ I'd like to see some-
body try to get it away from me,” he boasted, and
laughed foolishly as he slipped the envelope into
a side pocket,

You

more than ever white of

must go home at once.” she insisted.

face. “Come. | will let

you out myself.” Disregarding his protests. she

pushed him from the room. but at parting she

paused a long mo £ g
N 4 ]
ment to put her arms R
about him, a passion (D
A \
of tenderness 1 the “! |

embrace. " Now go,’ A
she whispered. K‘

“Tomorrow? ”
back. 1
" Only i

slept lonz and well.”

called

von have

"You have killed
him?" the chill

blue went
hot with rags.

TYOT five minttes
1 N had passed be-

the

ayes

tore (Countess

Marka, in her cham-
Bber heard a sound of
* insistent” knocking at

the front door Irresolution and alarm in eversy

line of her hgure, she hurried down

“Who is i1t 2 " she asked. ear close to the |HH1"‘!

“Open the door.” It was the voice of Donellan,

hoarse and imperative, and as he thrust i she

started back at the sight of the wild eyes. ™ The
envelope! Did vou find it2 "
% Hands at her breast, she

The envelope?

echioed the words sickly, incredulously.
“1 must have dropped it in your room.” Turn

ing, he leaped up the stairs three at a time, and

entered 1t find him throwing

when she was to

and digging desperate
Like - a
moved the furniture and raised the rngs, crawling
Marka

pillows from the couch

fingers into every recess, madman he

about on hands and knees, the Countess

following helpiessly, agonizedly.
' But
B dast e ]

again.”’

you had it when you left,” she declared

saw it. Look through vour pockets

‘No use,” muttered Donellan, ghastly with de-

spair. “I've torn my clothes to pieves already.”
*Outside, then? On the

pavement :

I had only gone a block when I missed it,” he

answered dully. *“And | went over every inch
of the ground.”
“Then—then "—her twisting hands tore at one

another—" someone must have picked it up.”

“That's the only explanation My God!” he
*0; my-God!™”

“Don’t! [t is
You

A1l ¢an be reproduced.”

cried whisperingly.
“Don't,” she pleaded brokenly.
not as 1if it irreparable. have

were vour

notes, your calculations

* And
harshly. . “1f_ it

original? " he demanded

hands |

what of the
falls mto enemy
to defeat and destruction. A

have

doomed my country

horror of destruction.”
Her arms reached out to the bowed head and
a foot raised to go to him, but. halting as if in

obedience to some inner command, she turned to

stone. slow tears washmg her loveliness from her

face. To himself Donellan muttered words she

could not catch, but in his eyes, suddenly lifted,
the Countess Marka saw a stark resolve take form.
She

cracked

“ Charles!’ sprang as she screamed, but

the automatic before she could stay his

hand, and the body, crumpling; slumping, fell face

still A\t

drew back with a strangling,

down and was first she stooped, but

tearing ery Unable

to wrench her stare away, she crouched, unmov

ing, frozen, and only stirred at the sound of-a

low, monotonous whimpering. Finding it was her

ammst her mouth

own, she pressed both hands a

and stumbled drunkenly across the room, catch-

mg at chairs

By a perceptible;, pamful effort of will she

DY
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poured a glass of wine drained it. and then her

queted, she un

convuls somewhat

trembling

locked the bottom drawer of the escritoire and

slowly drew out a telephone I['wice the stricken

woman tried tor speech before the stiff lips did

her bidding, and the voice itself was scarce more
than a croak.
* Come,” she breathed into the
" At
Face

Countess Marka kept her back to the still figure.

mouthpiece.
once, 1 tell

window

once. No. no! Come at vou.”

pressed against  the pane, the

walls as she left the room.
tall. fan

nade no

She skirted the tar
* What's

entered at hes

up2 T he haired man who

side pretense of hiding

his anger and alarm. ™It is madness for me to

come here at this hour.”
been madness for

And she
than hidden

‘1t would have vou to stas

huddle

him by the

away Look!" pointed to the

on the Hoor until from
conch

“You have

went hot

chill

fool !’

him? The blue
YD you

‘He killed himself,” she answered les

killed

with fage.

eves

elly. s

was as we thought. Heé was working on a poison

gas deadly beyond beliet. He hnished tonight
and brought the formula with him here. | took
the envelope from his pocket as we parted at the
door.”

Ll

You have it? ” Fiercely eager, he

Colossal !

he exulted.

sprang to
his feet. Marka! Give it
to me. A pouch leaves
* What luck!” What

a fortune for us.”

“ Colossal,
tomorrow,”

mcredible luck! It means

" And what of me? And"—she gestured shud-

deringly—" that? "
minute | leave. Your story

A love-

‘Call the police the

is perfectly simple and straightforward.

sick 1diot who has been pursuing vou for weeks.
Tonight vou told hiti that his annoying atten-
tions must cease, and he shot himsell.” Snapping

reached out his
Where is.it? 2

the anstructions impatiently  he

hand. “ The envelope?

AROSSING to the fireplace. her movements
( » those of an automaton, the countess pressed
a projection in the oak mantelpiece, and a panel
The man followed
the sbulging en-

in the upper wall swung open.

close. eves avid, but as he took

velope, darting fingers snatched it from his grasp.
“Excuse me,” warned a mocking veice, “ but
this happens to be my property
IFor a moment the two stood 1);11';1]) zed, then

spun to see Donellan standing beside them with

a revolver in his hand, showing no sign of ahy
deadly wound. The Countess Marka, mouth
working spasmodically, eyes mad with terror,

uttered no sound, but her companion fell back

with a startled curse.
“Sorry to disappoint you,” continued Donellan,
el 7 7 |

completel

made a

his tone faintly jeering, rotten

Missed

the window. antomatic

shot. myself Backing to

1

still leveled, he threw up

the sash and called out: * All right, Boh. Come
on in. That,” he explained politely, “is Captain

| gave him.”
softly at

that’s the

Harley of intelligence. He has a key
whistied
“So

The secretary of a neutral

Harley, entering the room,
that met his

worked it.

the tableau gaze.

wayv vonu
legation.” he said to Donellan, Aicking a thumb at
the tall,
a diplomatic pouch, and a confederate at che other
That

affably. but a savage snarl was his only response,

fair-haired man. *“ Slipped his stuff into

end slipped it out. right? ” "he inquired

Unaffected, Harley picked up the telephone and
i 5 0

No wonder our tapping didn’t zet

examined it interestedly. own private in-
stallation, too.
anvwhere.”

“There's the cache for the seeret docnments

interrupted Donellan, pointing to the open panel.
“Maybe yvou can hAnd something that will be
helpful.”

7 Fd (] say s0.” H:H‘]t'v\ after absorbed m<pection
of a sheaf of papers, looked up trivmphanth SO

seem to. go bhar a3

code book, and orders that
far as 1914.

minute

They must have planted her here the
W\ ell 1

"Preckon that conchides

the war broke out over ther

his manner turned hrisk

the evening’s entertamment You are¢ now t
liherty to go. my dear baron but he sure vou head
directly for the legation. A couple of men are
waiting outside, and thev're apt to get peeved if

We'll be
And you,” he

Marka. " 1f |

will do well to stay right here until a decision has

yvou start off at a tangent calling on

vour mimister tomorrow Stid. o=

(||'.\'\|n'.: the Countess may advise

case

heen reached in yomn

“ (have her back the envelope. Harley Donel-
lan's laugh was as bitter as his face “It's noth
ing but stuff | copred trom a chemistry hook As
it happens.” and now he whipped the broken

woman with mockery., “I'm workmg on a high

Not poison gds at all.”
Marka implored

lips movingz sound-

explosive

For 4 moment the Countess

him with her eves. bloodless

lessly prteously, but without another glance Don-

ellan swung on his heel and was gone

“Good work, Harley. Some coup!” The head
chair at the end

of intelhigence leaped from his

of the storyv and gave his aid a rousmg clap on
the bavk.« * You were right, and 1 was wrong.
As ustal, I'm afraid,” he muitered ruefully B ut

devil did happen to hit on

how the vou ever
Donellan?

“We went to college tozgether,” explained Har-
ley; ' and

})(m[

I happened to remember he was our

actor in amateur theatricals.”

“1'Nl say he's an actor Unreserved adniiration

colored the tone “1 c¢can't give him a medal,

unfortunately, but he certainly. rates a load of

thanks = Call him on the telephone and get him
l\\‘l'I'.Y

* No use. . He won't come.”

*Weon't come:

‘No, sir.”” Harlev’s usual bhlitheness had been
missing throughout the anterview. and now a
definite shadow darkened the merry face. © He

sard for all of us to o and he hoped to

yod he never sees ahv of us azain”




