
“Rather a big uiaa?”
“Ve», ut feet or *» —two btmilred

and ten pound*, perhap-t. '
"And .Mr Matsumi wai. :»f course,

■mall?”
"Yen, small even for a Japanese.”
The Thinking Machine arose and

placed his finger* oa Mr Phillips’ wrist,
He stood thus for half a .ninuU*.

“Did you ever notice any odour after

the bell rang?” he inquired at last.

“Odour?” Mr Phillips seemed puzzled.
“Why, I don’t see what an odour wo.uid
have to do——”

“I didn’t expect you to,” interrupted
The Thinking Machine crustily. “1 mere-

ly want to know- if you noticed one?”

“No,” retorted Mr Phillips shortly.
“And could you explain your precise

feelings?” continued the scientist. “Did
the effect of the bell’s ringing seem to be

entirely mental, or was it physical? In
other words, was there any physical
exultation or depression when you heard

it ?”

“It would be rather difficult to say—-

even to myself,” respond *d Mr Phillips.
“It always seemed to be a shock, but 1

suppose it was really a mental condition

which reacted on my nerves.”

The Thinking Machine walked over to

the window and stood with his back to

the others. For a minute or more he

remained there, and three eager pairs of

eyes were fixed inquiringly on the baek

of his yellow head. Beneath the irritat-

ed voice, behind the inscrutable face, in

the disjointed questioning, t: ey all knew

intuitively there was some deiiiiite pur-

pose, but to none came a glimmer of

light as to its nature.

"I think, perhaps, the matter is all

clear now,” he .remarked musingly mt

last. “There are two vital questions
yet to ,be answered. If the first of these

is answered in the affirmative, I know'

that a mind—l may say a Japanese mind

—of singular ingenious quality conceived

the condition which brought about tins

affair; if in the negative, the entire

matter becomes ridiculously simple.’’
Mr Phillips Was leaning forward, lis-

tening greedily. There v.f.s hope and

fear, doubt and- confidence, eagerness
and a certain tense restraint i,l nis man-

ner. Doctor Perdue was incredulously-
silent; Hatch merely waited.

“What made the b.ll ring?” demand-,

ed Mr Phillips.
“I must find the answer to the two

remaining questions first,” returned The-

Thinking Machine.

“You mentioned a Japanese,” said Mr

Phillips. “Do you suspect Mr Matsumi

of any connection with i**_>—the mys-
tery?”'

“I never suspect persons of things. Mr

Phillips,” said ’The Thinking Machine

curtly. “I never suspect —1 always
know-. When I know in this case 1 shall

inform you. Air Hatch and I are going
out for a few minutes. When we return

the matter can be disposed of in ten

minutes.”

He led the way out and along the hall

to the little room where the gong hung.
Hatch closed the door as he entered.

Then for the third time the scientist ex-

amined the bells, fie struck the fifth

violently time after' time, and after each

stroke ho thrust an inquisitive lose al-
most against it and sniffed. Hatch
stared at him in wonderment. When
the scientist had,finished he shook his

head as if answering a question in the

negative. With Hatch following he

passed out into the street.

“What’s the matter with Phillips?”
the reporter ventured, as they reached

the sidewalk.

“Scared, frightened,” was the tart, re-

joinder. “He’s merely morbidly anxious
to account for the bell’s ringing. If 1
had been absolutely certain before. 1
camo out I should have told him. 1 am

certain now. You know. Mr Hatch,
when a thing is beyond immediate un-

derstanding- it instantly suggests the
supernatural to some minds. Air Phil-
lips wouldn’t confess if, but he sees

back of the ringing of that bell some

uncanny power—a throat, perhaps—and
the thing has preyed upon him until

he's nearly insane. When 1 can arn nge
to make him understand perfectly why
the bell rings he will bo all right again.”

“I can readily see how the ringing of

the bell strikes one as uncanny,” Hatch

decland grimly. “Have you an idea
what causes it?”

“I know what causes it,” returm'd the

other irritably. “And if you don't know

you’re stupid.”
The reporter shook his head hopeless-

ly

They crossed the street to the big
apartment-houae opposite, and entered.

The Thinking Machine inquired tor amt

was shown into the office of the mana-

ger. He had only one question.
"Was there a ball, or reception, or

anything of that sort held in this

building on Tuesday night, the eleventh

of this month?” he inquired.
“No,” was the response. “There has

never been anything of that sort here.”

“Thanks,” said The Thinking Machine.

“Good-day.”
Turning abruptly he left the manager

to figure that out as best he could, and,

with Hatch following, ascended the

stairs to the next floor. Here was a

wide, airv hallway extending the full

length of’ the building. The' Thinking

Machine glanced neither to right nor

left; he went straight to the rear, where

a plate glass window enframed a pano-
rama of the city. From where they

stood the city’s rofs slanted down to-

ward the heart of the business district,

half a mile away.
As Hatch looked on The Thinking

Machine took out his watch and set it

two and a-half minutes forward, after

which he turned ami walked to the

other end of the hall. Here, too, was a

plate-glass window. For just a fraction of

an instant he stood staring straight out

at Phillips’ home across the way; then,

without a word, retraced Ilfs steps down

the stairs and into the street.

Hatch’s head was overflowing 'with

questions, but he choked them back and

merely trailed along. They re-entered

the Phillips’ house in silence. Doctor

Perdue and Harvey Phillips met them

in the hallway. An expression of in-

finite relief came into the physician's
face at the sight of The Thinking Ma-

chine.
“I’m glad you're back so soon,” he

said - quickly. “Here’s a new develop-
ment and a singular one.” He referred

evidently to a long envelope he held.

“Step into the library here.”

They entered, and Doctor Perdue care-

fully closed the door behind them.

“Just a few minutes ago Harvey re-

ceived a sealed envelope by mail,” he

explained. “It enclosed this one. also

Healed. He was going to show it to his

father, but I didn’t think it wise, be-

cause of—because
”

The Thinking Machine took the en-

velope in one slender hand and exam-

ined it. It was a perfectly plain white

one, and bore only a single line written

in a. small, copper plate hand with oc-

casional unexpected angles:
“To be opened when the fifth bell

rings eleven times.”

Something as nearly approaching com-

placent satisfaction as Hatch had ever

seen overspread the petulant counten-

ance of The Thinking Machine, and a

long, aspirated “Ah!” escaped the thin

lips. There was a hushed silence. Har-

vey Phillips, to whom nothing of the

mystery was known beyond the actual

death of Wagner, sought to read what

it all meant in Doctor Perdue’s face. In

turn Doctor Perdue’s eyes were fasten-

ed on The Thinking Machine.

“Of course, you don’t know whom this

is from, Mr Phillips?” inquired (he sci-

entist of the young man.

“I have no idea,’’ was the reply. “It

seemed to amaze Doctor Perdue here,
but, frankly, I can’t imagine why.”

“You don’t know the handwriting?”
“No.”
“Well, I do.” declared The Thinking

Machine emphatically. “It’s Air Mat-

sumi's.” He glared at the physician.
“And in it lies the key to this affair of

the bell. The mere fact that it came at
all proves everything as I saw it.”

“But it can’t be from Matsumi,” pro-
tested the young man. “The postmark
on the outside was Cleveland.”

“That means merely that tie is run-,
niug away to escape arrest on a charge
of murder.”

“Then Matsumi killed Wagner?”
Hatch asked quickly.

“I didn't say it was n confession," re-

sponded the scientist cilrtly. "It is

merely a history of the bell. t dare

Suddenly the door was thrown open
and Mrs Phillips entered. Her face was

ashen.
“Doctor; he is worse—sinking rapid-

ly!” she gasped. “Please coihe!”

Ductor. Perdue glanced from her pallid
face to the impassive Thinking Machine.

“Van Dusen,” he said solemnly, “if

you enir do. anything to explain, tlus

thing, do it now. T’know it will save a

man's reason it might save his life.”

“Is lie conscious?” inquired lite scient-
ist of Mrs Phillip*. ■ , ~

“No, he M'enis to have utterly cot

lapsed/* she explained. “1 wa* talking
to him when suddenly he *at up in bed

as if listening, then shrieked *4»mething
1 didn’t understand and fell hack tiu-

conscious.

Doctor Perdue was dragged out of Hie

room by the wife and son. The Chink'

log Machine glanced at his watch. It

was three and a-half minutes |»ast four

o’clock. . He nodded, then turned to

Hat <4i.
“Please go into the little room and

close the window,” he .instructed. “Mr

Phillips has heard the bell again, and I

imagine Doctor Perdue needs me. Mean-

while. put this envelope in your pocket.”
And he handed to Hatch the mysterious
sealed packet.

It was twenty minut s past nine

o'clock that evening. In the little room

where the gong hung were Franklin

Phillips, pale and weak, but eager; Doc-

tor Perdue, The Thinking Machine. Har-

vey Phillips and Hatch. For four hours

Doctor Perdue and the scientist had la-

boured over the unconscious financier,
and finally a tinge of colour returned to

the pale lips; then came consciousness.

“It was my suggestion. Mr Phillips,
that we are here,” explained The think-

ing Machine quietly. “I want to show

you just why and how the bell rings,
and incidentally clear up the other

points of the mystery. Now. if 1 should

tell you that the bell will sound a given
number of times at a given instant, and

it should sound, you would know that

1 was aware of the cause?’’

“Certainly,’’ assented Mr Phillips eag-

erly.
“And then if I demonstrated tangibly

how it sounded you would be satis-

fied?”

“Yes, of course- yes’’
“Very good.” And the scientist turn

ed to the reporter: “Air Hatch, 'phone
the Weather Bureau and ask if there

was a storm about midnight preceding
the finding of Wagner's body ; also if

there was thunder. And gid the direc-

tion and velocity of the wind. I know,

of course, that there was thunder, and

that the wind was either from the east,

or there was no wind. I know it. not

from personal observation, but by the

pure logic of events.”

The reporter nodded.

“Also 1 will have to ask you to bor-

row' for me somewhere a violin and a

champagne-glass.”
There happened to be a violin in the

house. Harvey Phillips went for it. and

Hatch went to the ’plume. Five min-

utes later he reappeared: Harvey Phil-

lips had preceded him.

“Light wind from the cast, four miles

an hour.” Hatch reported tersely. ”The

storm threatened just before midnight.
There was vivid lightning and heavy
thunder.”

To prosaic Doctor Perdue these pre-
liminaries smacked a little of charla-

tanry. Mr Phillips was interested, but

impatient. The Thinking Machine,
watch in hand, lay hack in his chair,
squinting steadily upward.

“Now. Mr Phillips,” he announced, “m

just thirty-three and three-quarter min-
utes the bell will ring. It will sound
ten times. T am taking pains to re-

produce the vxa.Ct cmidithms Minder
which the bell has always sounded since

you have known it, because if I show

you there can be no doubt.”
Mr Phillips was leaning forward, grip

ping the arms of his chair.

“Meanwhile, 1 will reconstruct the
events, not. as they might have happen-
ed, but as they must have happened.’
continued The Thinking Machine. “They
will not be in sequence. hut as they were

revealed to me by each added fact, for

logic. Mr Phillips, is only a sum in

arithmetic, and the answer based on

every known fact must be correct as

inevitably as that two and two make

four —not sometimes, but all the time.

“Well, a man was found dead here -

shot. His mere presence indicated bur-

glary. The open window showed how
ho probably entered. Considering only
these superficial facts, we see instaully
that more than one person might 'have
entered that window. Yet it is hftrdly
likely that two thieves entered, and one

killed the other before they got their.

Imoty. for nothing was stolen, and it is

still less likely that ou« man •kiiue here

•io commit suicide*. What then?

’‘The blood mark on the bell. It was

tnade »by a human hand, .Yet. a map
shot instantly dead could not have made

jt. Therefore we know- there w as. ait-

piker person. The door locked on the

outside absolutely eoidirmed this. < >r-

diua.ily, ! dare smy. the door is m*v®C

locked? No? ’Then who locked it? Cer-

tainl\ not a second thief, for he woul<

not have risked escaping through the

house after a shot which, lor all

knew, had aroused every one. Ergo,
some one in the house locked th? door.

Who?
“(hie of your servants, Giles

is missing. Did he hear some one in ttea

room? No. for hr would have alarmed

the household. What happened to hunt

Where is he? There- is. of course, a.

chance that he ran out to find an ollieer

and was disposed of in some way by aa

outside confederate of the man inside.

But remember, please, the last we know

of him lie was asleep in bed. The vital

|H>int. therefore, is. what aroused him?

From that we can easily develop his

subsequent actions."

The Thinking Machine paused and

glanced at his watch, then toward Htd

cast window, which was open with th®

screen in.

“We know.’’ he resumed, •’that it

Francis had been arousoo by or

by a sound which In* attributed to bur-

glars, he would have awakened other

sen ants. We must supjiose he was

awakened by some noise. What is most

probable. Thunder! 'l'hat would ac-

count for bis every act. So let s say

for the moment that it was thunder,
that hr remembered this window' was

open, partially dreased lum-elt and

came here to close it. 'This was. we will

also presume, just before midnight. Ho

met Wagner here, and in some way got
Wagner’s revolver. Then the fatal shot

was tired.

“From this point, as Hie facts devifop-
cd, Francis* acts lircame more dillicuU of

comprehension. I could readily see how,
when Wagner fell. Francis might have

placed his hand ever Hie heart to see it

he were dead, and thus stained Ilia

hands; but why did Francis then smear

blood on the fifth bell of the gong, leave

this room, locking the door behind him,

and run into the street. In other words,'
why did he lock the door and run?

“I had already attached considerable

importance to the gong, primarily ins-

cause of the blood, and had examined

the bells closely. I even scratched them

to assure myself that they were bronze

and not a precious metal which would

attract thieves. Thru. Mr Phillips, I

heard your story, and instantly I knew

why Francis locked the door and ran.

It was because he was frightened hor-

ribly, unspeakably frightened. Natural-

ly there was a nerve-racking shock w hen

he found he had killed a man. Then as

he stood, horror-stricken p. rhaps, tlm

bell rang. It affected him as it did you,
Mr PhiMips, but under circu instances

which wore inconceivably more terrify-
ing to a timid man. The bell rang six,

seven, eight -perhaps a dozen tim<s. ’(*•»

Francis, looking down upon a man. Im

had killed, it was maddening, inexplic-
able. He placed his hand on it to stop
the sound, then, crazed with terror, ran

out of the room, locking the door be-

hind him. and out of the house. The

outer door closed with a spring-lock, lie

will return in time, because, of course,
he was justified in killing Wagner.”

Again The 'l’hinking Machine gianr.sl
at his watch. Eighteen minutes of Hm

specified thirty-three had elapsed.
“Now', as to tin* bell itself.’’ he went

on. “its history is of no consequence. H's

Japanese and we know’ it’s extremely
old. We must assume from Mr Mat-

siuni’s conduct that if is an object of -

of, say. veneration. We can imagine it

hanging in a temple; perhaps it rang

there, ami awed mult it tides listened.,
Perhaps they regarded it as prcqihetic.
After its disappearance from Japan —

we don’t, know how Mr Malsumi w’as

naturally amazed to see it here, amt
was anxious to buy it. You refused Io

listen to him. Air Phillips. ’Phen ho
went to Wagner and offered, we ll say,

several thousand dollars for it. That

accounts for Wagner's letters and his

presence here. He came to steal the

filing which he couldn’t buy. His denial

of till knowledge of tlie bell is explained
readily by Detective Mallory’s state-

ment that he had long t>een suspected of

handling stolen goods. He denied be-
cause he feared a trap.

‘ I may add that I attributed an ingenu-
ity of construction (o t h obeli which it did

not. possess. When I asked if you ere<t

noted any odour when it sounded, Mt.

riiillijSs. I had an idea that perhaps your
present condition had l><*cn bnmgtyit
about by a subtle poison in which the

gong had once lierii immersed. iHtrlirlea

of which, when the bell sounded, might?
have been ca-4 off ami draw n into the
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