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THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

Victor-Victrola

Three new styles

Victor-Victrola X, $75

Mahogany or oak

Victor-Victrola XI, $100

Mahogany or oak

Victor-Victrola X1V, $ 150 The first and only

Mahogany or oak with racks for records inStrument Of itS kind

No othei musical instrument
possesses the clear, beautiful,
mellow tone-quality of the
Victor-Victrola.

When the Victor-Victrola was
introduced four years ago, it
created a sensation in the musi-
cal world and set a new standard
for tone quality.

And that tone quality is still
supreme today.

W Look for the A
f\' Victordog 4

On the Iid Of * HIS MASTERS VOICE"
very Victor-Victrola

To get best results, use only Victor Needles on Victor Records.
New Victor Records are on sale at all dealers on the 28th of each month

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Abgost.
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Quick Delivery Coupon Brings

The Oliver
Typewriter

for
Seventeen Cents

a Day!

This coupon-on-wheels will rush the Oliver
Typewriter to any point in the States. It’s our
long - distance Quick Delivery Service. Insert

your name and address, attach check or draft
for $15 and send it on. The Oliver Typewriter
will be delivered in record-breaking time, in
perfect working order. You can pay balance
monthly at the rate of seventeen cents a day,
while you are usi?ig the typewriter!

"“"OUVER

Typewrit
The Standard Visible Writer

Our army of Oliver agents, over 15,000 strong,
cannot possibly meet personally all who wish to
avail themselves of this Seventeen-Cents-a-Day
Offer. We print this coupon to meet the emer-
gency. It is the Seventeen-Cents-a-Day Selling
Plan reduced to its simplest form.

i Quick Delivery Coupon and Order Blank

The Oliver Typewriter Co.

m 45 Oliver Typewriter Bldg., Chicago

“ Gentlemen:—I accept offer of latest model No. 5
Oliver Typewriter for Seventeen Cents a Day. Eu-

I closed please find $15 as evidence of good faith. |
agree to save 17 cents a day and remit balance, $85,
in monthly installments. Title to remaiu in your
name until machine is fully paid for

1 Name

Address..........

The coupon extends the advantages of this
tremendously popular plan to the most remote
points of this or any other country. It cuts all
“red tape”—does away with delay—places the
world’s best $100 typewriter on your desk, for
Seventeen Cents a Day. Put your name on the
coupon now and we will ship your Oliver.

The Oliver Typewriter is made of the most
expensive materials employed in typewriter con-
struction. It is built with infinite care, by highly
skilled, highly paid workmen.

It looks easy to see our acres of special machin-
ery, directed by trained brains and hands, turn
tons of metal into trainloads of typewriters.

But back of this vast equipment, back of the
great organization, back of the big expenditure—
overshadowing all in importance—is THE BIG
IDEA that finds expression in this marvelous
writing machine.

THE PRINCIPLE OF THE U-SHAPED TYPE BAR,
COVERED BY BASIC PATENTS, GIVES THE OLIVER

TYPEWRITER

ITS OVERWHELMING ADVANTAGES

IN THE FIELD OF MECHANICAL WRITING.
That's why the Oliver Typewriter stands alone—absolutely

supreme.

That's why it has such a brilliant array of exclusive
time-saving features.

That's why it has won, against com-

bined opposition, the foremost place in sales.

That's why the Oliver is the biggest typewriter value that
$100 can buy and will prove it toyou if you send for it now on

the Quick-Delivery Coupon.

Catalog free on request.
(53)

The Oliver Typewriter Company

45 Oliver Typewriter Building

CHICAGO

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Abgost.



The Argosy for December

Two Complete Novels
A COLD DEAL. A cooling-off process that engendered high hopes, cap-
ped by a sudden frigidity in all quarters save one........... GARRETT SWIFT 1
BLOOD WILL TELL. A series of happenings that resulted from taking
a short cut across Black Swamp to catch a train........ GEORGE M. A. CAIN 57

Six Serial Stories

IN TREASON’S TRACK. Partl. A story of Revolution days which
brings in the figure of an enemy for whom all cherish only the
kindliest feelingS ... e ALBERT PAYSON TERHUNE 38

AN EXHIBIT THAT WALKED AWAY. Partl The remarkable dis-
appearance of a valuable relic, and the far-from-merry chase its re-
covery led those who went in pursuit......... cccocoeevienecns GEORGE C. JENKS 85

FENCING WITH VILLAINY. Part 11 A partnership with death in which
a live man becomes a serious handicap to the game..SEWARD W. HOPKINS 106

THE BIG OBSTACLE. PartIl. The thing a man did when he didn’t
care what happened to him and why he had cause to regret it later

BERTRAM LEBHAR 121

MIND OVER MATTER. Part IV. Astory of strange goings-on in a town
wherein the hero does not appear for several chapters..BROOKS STEVENS 143

THE WORST IS YET TO COME. Part V. This summer’s tale of the
comedy happenings in a unique boarding-house is streaked with the
possibilities of tragedy ... GERALD N. COE 154

Twelve Short Stories

HI AND THE BADGER...ciiiieee HOWARD DWIGHT SMILEY.............. 32
THIS WAY OUT ..o e frank WILLIAMS..........c....... 54
HIS CHRISTMAS BURDEN LEE BERTRAND......cocooiriiiriiiinn, 76
WHEN HE TASTED THE WATER....LILLIAN BENNET-THOMPSON................. 101
A LETTER TO POST oo s e e
THEIR WHITE LIE. ., IDA JACKSON BURGESS

ON THE BRINK OF DESTRUCTION..... JOHN WILSTACH
TWO TELEPHONE CALLS’ WORTH....... GEORGE MARIANO

A NIGHT OF RIDDLES. ..o r.

THE HAWKINSAMBULATOR. ..o EDGAR FRANKLIN

THE COUNT AGAINST HIM.....ccceceee oot ...BURKE JENKINS......cccecvevreree. 186
THE COME-ON . LILLIAN BENNET-THOMPSON. 189

THE JANUARY ARGOSY

will have for its Two Complete Novels “ Her Hero From Savannah” and “ At
Thieves’ Paradise,” while there will be the start of Two New Serials, viz., “ Roy Burns’s Handicap,”
a tale of persistent hard luck, and “ The Woman He Feared,” an account of queer promotions. Among
the graphically told Short Stories will be “ The Attack to Save,” a tale of Arabian days, and a New Year’s
Eve yarn of stirring experiences.

ISSUED MONTHLY BY THE FRANK A. MVNSEY COMPANY
175 Fifth Avenue, New York, and Temple House. Temple Avenue, E.C., London

Fimkk a. Mecsmtt. Prwl.tent. Kicharc li. TrrniRt>i.»iv», Secretary. coristopuir H. Por*, Tmturer.
COPYKIUHT, 1910, liY THE FKANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY. ENTERED AT THE NEW YORK POST-OFFICE AS SECOND-CLASS MAIL MATTER,



Line Kate
Munsey’s Magazine $2.50
Scrap Book

The .

The Arlgosy ) $1.50 Special
The All-Story Magazine 100 Combination
The Kailroad Man’s Magazine .75 Rate
The Cavalier .50 $5.50
January Argosy Forms $6.25

Close November 23d.

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

SELL CHRISTMAS GOODS NOW. Write for our five
catalog showing 750 guaranteed articles. We give agents
three different catalogs illustrating reliable watches, dia-
monds. tableware, jewelry, leather goods, pictures, post-
cards and mivelties. Two thousand things for you to sell
costing twelve cents uE, Diamond ring and gold watch prize
contest starts November fifteenth. Express prepaid on all
shipments. Extra free catalogs for your customers. Best sea-
son of the year, biggest variety, lowest prices, dependable
goods and nmst reliable company in America. A. W. Holmes

Co.. 12 Broad Street. Providence. Rhode Island.

WANTED—One Good Man in each town to take orders
for made*to-measure clothes. Up-to-date styles, very low
Frlces; orders come easy. lligli-elass permanent business;
ine profits, $5.00 a day and up. Nn money or experience
needed. We ship on approval, express prepaid, and guarantee
perfect fit. Write for free_sample outfit and inside 8ri_ce on
suit for yourself. Banner Tailoring Co., Dept. 5.>4. Chicago.

AGENTS— Handkerchiefs. Dress Goods. Carleton made -SS
one_afternoon ; Mrs. Bosworth made 1?25 in 2 days. No ex-
perience needed. Free samples. Credit. Freeport MaNUF.v -
TfBiyt; Company. MS Main Street, Brooklyn, N. Y

WANTED — AGENTS TO SELL PRINTERS, ENGI-
NEERS, motormen, anybod who wants clean hands.
Yanco, The Perfect Hand Soap and Household Cleanser.

Let anybody try a sample and you make a quick sale. Add
912 per week easily to your income. We want hustling rep-
resentatives in every shop. Enclose 10> in stamps for full
size can and particulars. Address Box D., The J. T. Rob-
ertson Co., Manchester, Conn.

AGENTS earn big money weekly selling our new styles
embroidered waist patterns, princess dresses, petticoats, art
linens, drawn work, silk shawls and scarfs, etc. Catalogue
free. J. Gluck, 621 B'way, New York.

AGENTS—Send for free copy of "The Thomas Agent.”
Filled with money-making plans, no-license-tax decision of
Supremo Court, pointers and experience <fthousands of suc-
cessful agents. J. M. Finch, Editor, 107 Third St., Dayton. O.

BIG PROFITS selling “Vulcan*' Fountain end Style
Pens. Well advertised : easy to sell. Write for catalogue
showing liberal discounts, *j. Utijjich & Co., Dept, oil,
27 Tilallies St.. New York._

AGEVIS~"IIERE;S YOUR- ("11ANCE to make more and
easier money than ever oil a live, ciumk selling subscription
proposition.” Ask for “Salary Plan.”’ Address * Von,’* Sales
Mgr., Hampton’s Magazine, 05 W. 35th St.,, N. Y. City.

AGENTS. Let me start you in a profitable business.
| furnish all the money—you do the work. You get the
largest share of the profits. Experience isn't necessary.
I lay the work out so that you easily do it. This.is a grand
opportun_itx for one respectable man or woman in_every town
to establish an honest business that pays big profits the very
first week. Don’t answer unless you can furnish good
references. Write me today—tomorrow may be too [ate.
Wm, Il. Doty, Treasurer, 24 Doty Bldg., Boston, Mass.

AGENTS—You can have Frer our illustrated Fall cata-
logue. poutuitiing everything yon want to handle, also dre»s
goods samples sent Free and express prepaid. Write today.
oseph T. Simon 0., ¥'(> Broadway, New York.
new eatchy Xmas packages.

LIVE AGENTS WANTED—Hustlers
Our “Bab
winner. Many are making as high as per day. Big
rush on. Start now with us and get in right for 1011.
Write to-day for catalog of complete line including Xmas
Specials. Davis Soap Co.. 70 Union Park Ct., Chicago.

AGENTS to introduce our attractive Dress Goods, Silks
and Fine Cotton Fabrics in every town. Handsome Goods.
Popular prices. Easy work,v\?o_od pay. Large sample outlit
Free to responsible agents. Write and secure territory now.
Natl. Dress Goods Co., 200 W. B'way (Dept. 107). N.Y .City.

to _handle our 0
¥ Package’” is a
20

In answering any advertisement on this page

A DEPARTMENT maintained for

" the small advertiser and for the
convenience of the reader in quickly
locating a wide variety of necessities
for the home, the office, the farm, and
for the man or woman who seeks busi-
ness opportunities. There is virtually
no want that may arise which cannot
be supplied in these classified adver-
tising pages.

Send for interesting booklet
on Classified Advertising.

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

ROOSEVELT'S OWN BOOK. African Game Trails, says
the N. Y. Tribune, “is of course the book of the year.”
Agents! we guarantee you high commission, strong backing,
coinfilete monopoly of field in handling this, “the book of
the year.” For prospectus write Roosevelt - Scriijner,
152 Fifth Avenue, New York.

DO YOF WANT TO $5.non INCOME? We have
the right article and opportunity to make you this income
the first year. Wonderful bath invention—combines shower,
shampoo ‘and massage all in tut*. Either local or general
sales agency is way out of the ordinary for profits. New
advertising and selling plan is bringing gireat results. Best
Xmas seller ever offered. Attractive sample outfit furnished.
Answer quick before all territory is placed. E. Il. Ski.ec-
man. Sales Mgr.. 033-210 .Monroe St.. Chicago, 111

. AGENTS. Big money easily made selling our Combina-
tion Opera and Field Glass. Stereosche, eading Glass,
Compass, etc. Splendid Christmas Gift. Agent’s sample
r>Oc. Kkitk Bums.. ."20 Broadway. New York,

*Sioo MONTHLY AND ENPENSES to trustworthy men

and women to travel and distribute samples; big manu-
facturer. Steady work. S. Schefeek, Treas., MKI2N,
Chicago.

AGENTS. MEN A WOMEN— New patented article every-
body needs; sells for 50c ; pays loo  profit; pocket sample,
big " seller. ~ Exclusive territory. ‘Write for particulars.
BullAim Mru. Co.. M Webster ‘Bldg.. Boston, Mass.

AGENTS WANTED EVERYWHERE to sell all kinds of
Printing, Itubber Stumps, etc. Large facilities. Good money
for good men. Write for catalog and information.
Lowhnthal Wolf Company, Baltimore. Md

AGENTS WANTED IN EVERY COUNTY to sell the
Transparent Handle Pocket Knife. Big commission paid.
From $75 to $300 a month can be made. Write for terms.
Novelty Cutlery Co.. No. 77 Bar St.. Canton. Ohio. _

MONEY MADE EASILY by subscription seeking for
Scribner's Muj/uzine. For particulars regarding liberal ash
eommissions, ., address at once Desk Scrirner's
Magazine, 155 Fifth Ave., New York t’ity.

EXCEPTIONAL opportunity for energetic solicitors to
secure protected agency for high-grade specialty. Sells to
business men, doctors, lawyers."homes, barbers, hotels. Big
protits. Splendid Spring anil Summer specialty. Write today.
Sanitax_Co.. 225 Wabash Ave., Chicago.

Photo Pillow Tops, Portraits. Frames. Sheet Pictures and
Photo Plates at very lowest prices. Rejects credited. Prompt
shipments. Samples and catalog free. -3odays' eiodit. Expe-
rionco unnecessary. Jas. C. Bailey Co.. Dept. B. Chicago.

WONDER OIL LAMP—revolutionizes lighting— needed
everywhere—in.non already sold: agents enthusiastic: big
profits; exclusive territory. Write quick. Free sample to
active agents. Unired Factories. Dept. B. Kansas City, Mo.

AGENTS, EARN FROM ™ To $5 A DAY selling
Victor Razors and Strops. Fine outfit, goods sell at sight,
loo'; profit, exclusive territory. We teach how to make
sales, earn while you learn. The Victoi: Maxiactuking
Co.. Dept. A. Canton, Ohio.

Widows, Ladies, Men. Xnc.
work. Spare time or permanent.
Our nrifiinul selling plan will double your sales. Particulars
X\ $2 premium offer free. Fair Mfg. Co.. FM20. Racine, Wis.

AGENTS CAN EASILY MAKE $10.00~A”DAY- selli'ng
our Gold Window Letters. Novelty Signs, and Changeable
Signs. Enormous demand. Merchants must have them."Cata-
logue free. Sullivan Co.. 1233 W. Van Buren St., Chicago.

C N MAKE MORE MONEY than you ever dreamed
possible decorating china, burnt-wood, metal, etc., in colors
from photographs. Men successful as women. Learned at
once, no talent required. Takes like wildfire everywhere.
Send stamp quick for particulars. A. Vatrance Co.,
Elkhart. Indiana.

]

Interesting, profitable, easy
Sell our ‘useful specialties.

it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED
— Continued

< KT AWAV FROM wAG Es'taVKKV ; the Booster Mag-
nzine shows you how to start in business for yourself wif]
a sinall investment. Two months’ subscription 10 cents.
Booster B. Co.. 22 Fifth Ave., Chicago.

PICTURE AGENTS! portraits 25c, Frames 14c, Pillow-
tops :ioc. Photographic China. Plates USe. Our new -Ycyro
Amjrl"” and Jack Johnsun pictures get the coin. Samples and
Catalogues Free. Berlin Art Association. Dept. 70, Chicago.

WANTED — RESPONSI"BLE REPUKSENTATIVE hi
every County to sell Hydron Carbon Lighting Systems.
200vc profit. Full protection, exclusive territory to the
right man. Catalogues and full information free. Ad-
dress Dept. 6. National Stamping & Elee. Wks., Chicago.

AGENTS : $33.30 per week. Selling forged steel, nickel
plated 10 in 1 combination tool. $5.60 worth of tools for the
price_of one. Sample free to workers. Thomas Mfg. Co.,
407 3rd St., Dayton, Ohio,

$25 WEEKLY AND EXPENSES TO MEN AND WOMEN

to collect names, distribute samples and advertise. Steady
work. Emery, ME2S, Chicago, 111

AGENTS. STOP—$30 weekly easy—90 big money-
makers. Brand new selling plan. Everybody buys, any-

body can sell. Biggest profits. Outfit free to workers. Send
for ‘catalogue. A "Miri.nr Co.. Box 155. Muskegon. Mich.

AGENTS EARN BIG PROFITS selling Guaranteed Photo
Pocket Cutlery. Handles *lecorated with photos, lodge em-
blems, addresses, etc. Write quick for terms. Tiie Canton
Citi.kky Co.. Dept. A41. Canton, Ohio.

AGENTS—Portraits 35c, Frames 15c, Pic-
tures le. Stereoscopes 25c. Views le. 30 days* credit.
Samples and catalog free. Consolidated Portrait. Dept.
107S, 1027 W. Adams St.. Chicago.

AGENTS—$300 EVERY MONTH selling our wonderful
7-piece Kitchen Set. Send for sworn statement of $12
daily profit. Outfit Free to workers. 1200 other fast
sellers. Thomas Mfg. Co.. 207 Third St., Dayton, Ohio.

AGENT’S OUTFIT and $lo.oo sample Watch Free.—We
want everyone lo wear and introduce our Watches, for
which services we pay liberally. Write for Watch and Gut-
fit.  ()<iikn Jewelry Company, Dept. 17, Chicago.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

Sheet

not*kport: Rt)ckp<NIT: rockport: rock p<>rt:
Uncle Sam's new seaport on the Gulf Coast of Texas is
the next focus of great_ activity, and offers wonderful oP-
portunities to the far-sighted investor. Live agents should
write today for our proposition, which is the best in Texas.
Gulp Coast Immigration Company, Hockport, Texas.

WE START YOI* IN A PERMANENT BUSINESS with
us and furnish everything. We have new easy-selling plans
and seasonable leaders in the Mail Order line to keep our
factories busy, No canvassing. Small capital. You pay us
out of the business. Large profits. Spare time only required.
Personal assistance. Write today for plans, positive proof
and sworn sratements. 1. M. Pease >Ifg. Co., 11Si! Pease
Building. Buffalo, N. Y.

LEARN the truth about Mail Order Business before in-
vesting-in “outfits.” Important information and particulars,
showing how to start M. O. business, sent fnc. Mail
Order Library, Dept. A., ,~ni) Fifth Ave.,, New York. _

GOLD STAMPING

NAMES, MONOGRAMS, lodge emblems, etc., burnt in
gold leaf on pocketbooks, silks, woolens, etc.. by you in HO
seconds: 15 minutes’ practice Eets knack. Outfits complete.
Make from $50 to $500 per week. All department stores need
%ou, 50c gets sample pocketbook with name and lodge em-

lem showing work. Hampson, 33G E. 19th St., New York.

HELP WANTED

TRAVELLING MEN, write for attractive proposition,
whereby you can earn extra moneg on your trips without
interfering with regular work. Address Dept. T, National
Sportsman, 75 Federal St., Boston, Mass.

DO YOU WANT TO MAKE BIG “MONEY?- Here s
ﬁour opportunity, representing in your locality large, relia-
le, established business house: no experience or capital
required. Write for free particulars. Dept.
H. Ritter Co., Chicago, III.

WANTED— Local representatives to sell men’s clothing
on credit by»lardgest credit clothing house in the world: no
capital required: write for plan. Menter & Rosenbloom
Co.. 601 Cox Bldg.. Rochester, N. Y.

SALES MANAGER wanted for every county in U. S.
Must be capable of organizing sales force. EXxcellent op-
portunity for live men. For full particulars address Dept. H,
National. Si'ortsman, 75 Federal St., Boston, Mass.

D, Daniel

In ansxeering any advertisement on this page it

BUSINESS & CORRESPONDENCE
SCHOOLS?

CHIROPODY TAUGHT, the theory and practice, in the
most practical, brief and comprehensive manner: success
assured: write for prospectus: for both sexes. New York
School of Pedh: Science. Room 003. 1451-1453 Broadway,
New York City.

..LI<)CAL—~REI'RESENTATIVE WANTED. Splendid income
assured right man to act as our representative after learn-
ing our business thoroughly by mail. Former experience
unnecessary. All we require is honesty, ability, ambition
and willingness to learn a lucrative business. No soliciting
or traveling. This is an exceptional opportunity for a man
in your section to get into a big-paying business without
caFnaI and become independent for life.” Write_at once for
full particulars. Address E. R. Marden. Pres. The National
Co-Operative Real Estate Company, Suite 345, Marden Bldg.,
Washington, D. C.

WE WANT~A”TRUST'WORTHY YOUNORMAN in every
town in the United States to represent us. after completing
our course in Automobile Engineering by mail. Opportunity
to earn good money while studying. by ‘supplying names_of
other honest young men. who might be ‘interested. The
only school in the United States which employs all its
students _and which acts as preparatory training ‘school for
automobile factories and sales companies. Write for plan O.
The Automobile College of Washington, Inc., Washington, D.C.

GET A BETTER PLACE—Uncle Sam is best employer;
pay is high and sure; hours short: places permanent;
promotions regular; vacations with pay: thousands of va-
cancies every month ; all kinds of pleasant work every-
where; no lay-offs; no pull needed, common education suffi-
cient. Ask for free Booklet IS, giving full particulars and
explaining my offer of position or money back. Eari
Hopkins. Washington, D. C

WANTED— l.oim chauffeurs and repair men. Our demand
for automobile engineers exceeds the supply. Calls for men of
intellisgence and mechanical bent capable of commatiding $loo
lo $150 per month upon graduation. Resident course $20 to
$(«0. Home Correspondence course completed by practical road
and shop work at this_school highly successful. Look this up.
Auto Schools of America. Dept. K, IlUou Mich.Ave..Chicago.

HELP WANTED—$70.n0 month. Railway Mail Clerk
Examinations everywhere soon. If you want appointment,
write Franklin Institi'te, Dept. Cl, Rochester, N. Y.

TRAVELING SALESMEN EARN $2<... to $5000 yearly.
Ambitious young men wanted to become traveling salesmen.
Experience _unnecessary. Bradstreet System, 105 Cornwall
Building. Rochester. Y.
“ MAKE "money “WRTnNnNG SHORT+“sSTORIES or for
Newspapers. Earn from $10U-$500 monthly. Pleasant
spare time or regular work for you. Send for free booklet.

ells how. United Press Syndicate, San Francisco, CaL

CiVII7 SERVICE- G<>VERNMENT Pi>SITIONS_are very
desirable for young people. Full information and questions
recently used by the Civil Service Commission free.
Coi.[.muian Correspondence College, Washington. D. C.

SHORTHAN 1)|_ IN_3<D AYS—B<.yd 'Syllabic~Sys7em—
written with only nine characters. No '‘positions,” ’Tilled
lines," eeshading.” "word-signs.” nor "cold notes.” Speedy,
practical system that can be learned in 30 days of home
study, utilizing spare time. Chicago <ORriisponpence
Schoots. 001-112 Clark St.. C hicago.

MEN : LEARN_AUTOMOBI11.E BUSINESS. Great de-
mand for skilled help. We teach you at home. Furnish
Auto Model. Get you $25 weekly job. Make $10 weekl
while learning. Rochester Alto. School, 200 Churc
Street, Rochester, N. Y.

$.t7ihTO $11Umm» PER YEAR IN TilE REAL ESTATE
BUSINESS. No capital required. | will teach you Imw.
and make you my special representative. Work all or part

time. Send for my big Free Book. lleruert Hurd, Pres.,

s7"» Dwight Bldg., Kansas City, M o

ELOCUTION & DRAMATIC ART

ACTING. ORATORY. PLAYWRITING: Learn the best-
paying, most fascinatin? profession in the world. You can
earn $25 to $500 weekly. We have taught the sub{ect by
correspondence successfully for years. ~Satisfied students
everywhere. Write for Free Book Dramatic Art. Chicago
School of Elocution, 1034 Grand opera House. Chicago.

STUDIES IN ENGLISH

"MEND YOUR SPEECH.” says Shakespeare, "lestitmar
your fortune.”” Let us show you how to cultivate language—

judgment in correspondence, speechmaking, and writing for

publication. Institpte of Engtish. Passaic. N. J

FOR MEN

SAFETY RAZOR BLADES sterilized and sharpened
better than new; 2 cts. each, o years’ success. Send for
blade box and circular. Erectro Stropping Co.. 124
Shelby St., Detroit, Mich.

is desirable that you mention The Argosy
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PATENT ATTORNEYS

PATENT WHAT YOU INVENT | Your ideas may bring
ou a fortune. $250,000 offered for one invention. Our free
ooks tell what to invent and how to obtain a patent.
Write for them. Send sketch of invention for free opinion
as to patentability. Patent Obtained or Fee Returned.
Patents advertised for sale free. Il. EIllis Chandiee & Co,,
Successors to Woodward & Chandlee, Registered Attorneys,

12s7 F. St.. Washington, 1). C.

PATENTS SECURED FREE if you pay government
charges. Pay state charges and | Incorporate you free. |
tak stock in return for my services. Attorney Edward

E xdelman, 140 Nassau Street. New York <iiy. _

PATENT SECURED OR FEE RETURNED. SEND
sketch for free report as to patentabilitP/A Guide Book and
What to Invent, with valuable list of [nventions Wanted,
sent free. One Million Dollars offered for one invention.
Patents secured by us advertised free in World's Progress;
sample free. Victor J. Evans & Co., Washington. D. C

PATENTS: For facts about Prize and Reward offers and
Inventions that will bring from foUUO to in Million Dollars.
and for books of Intense Interest to Inventors, send 8c
postage to Pubs. Patent Sen.se, Dept. 65, Barrister
Building, Washington. D. C .

PATENT YOUR IDEAS.—$8,500 offered for one inven-
tion. Book “How to Obtain a Patent” and “What to
Invent” sent free. Send rough sketch for free report as to

patentability. Patent Obtained or Fee Returned. We

advertise your patent for sale at our expense. Established
10 years. Chandi.ee & Chandlee. Patent Attys., 002
F St.. Washington. D. C

PATENTS THAT PROTECT AND PAY. Books free"
Highest references; best results. Send for list of Inven-
tions Wanted. Patents advertised free. Send sketch or
model for free search. Watson E. Coleman, Patent
Lawyer, 022 F Street, Washington, D._C. _

PERFUMES

LE ROY'S NOX-ALrOfMLIf PERFUMES are the world's
best, c_ontainin? no alcohol; they are loOf> perfume, one
drop will last for weeks. Vjidctte, Rose Leaves, ldeal Him*
quet, ete. Try Manzanillo, the latest, hv mail £2.00 #)er nz..

4 ox. Si.on. nr i, tr/,, (‘Hi-: sample on a blotter free for
the asking. Tiie Sinset Perfume Co.. Inc.. 244 South
Broadway." Los Angeles. CaL

PHOTOGRAPHY

m il CHKISTMAS I'UM’'IISITIOX Win plan- a OimiTfj !
in the hands »if anyone ymi wish to make a gift to. any- ¢
where, without yom* worrying, or having to go into crowded {
stores. Drop us a postal asking: What is your Christmas
Proposition V' and one of your Christmas problems will In*:
solved. Ilerhekt & licesoen. Specialists in Things Plioto-
grapliie, Madison Ave., New York City.

Beautiful 1land-Colored Photographs of beautiful models
and landscapes. Mounted for framing or calendars. 15c eaeh.
Also fancy calendars with 11*11 art pads. 20c. 25c and :>'e.
FineXmasgifts, Walter G. Hornby. 54:>7 c..rtez St..Chicago.

PICTURE POST-CARDS

BEST COLnilED VIEW pilST CARDS. No mii -
trash. Historical, scenic, etc.. all over the world, lo .t%.
for samples and catalogue. 20.0im subjects. Standard
Caiii> Co.. Box w»ir;:. Boston. Mass. Agents wanted.

POPULAR SHEET MUSIC

SONG WRITERS. COMPOSERS—Send us your songs.
Immediate publication guaranteed if possessing merit. Send
for our catalog of famous song su<-«-esses. New York's I>ead
ing Music Publishers. Known evervwhere. F. B. Ilavii.anji
Pij~Cn.. 150 West :57th St.. N. Y

« COME FLY WITH ME_IN. MY AEROPLANE.”
song, equal of e Meet M« Tonight in Dreamland
dime. Niel Bros.. H121 Helen Street. St. Louis,

waltz-
silver
Mo.

SONG POEMS wanted for publication, with or without

music. All subjects. Original. Our publishing proposi-
tion the best offered to-day. Eaton, Desk 25, 1370 B’'way,
New York.

Thousands of dollars
Words, or Music.

~ IMG~MONEY WRITING SONGS.
fur anyone who can write successful

Past experience wunnecessary. We want original s<utg
poems, with or without music. Send us your work to-
day, or write for free particulars. 1l. Kirkus Dugdaie
Co., Dept. 250, Washington, D. C.

SONG AND PLAY WRITING

SONG AND PLAY WRITING is a very lucrative pro-
fession. Our two books on these subjects great aids to all.
Send for circulars. We ntler a splendid music publishing
proposition to those able to finance initial venture. Speci-
men copies of our publication 10c, Jerome Il. Remick
& Co., Dept. D, 131 W. 41st St.. New York.

In answering any advertisement on this page it

GAMES AND ENTERTAINMENTS

SEND “FOR FREE "CATALOGUE of" Professional and
Amateur Plays, Vaudeville Sketches. Minstrel Jokes, Illus-
trated Pantomimes. Monologues. Recitations*. Make-up Ma-
terials, etc. Dick & Fitzgerald, lo Ann St., New York.

PLAYS, Vaudeville Sketches. Monologues. Dialogues,
Speakers. Minstrel Material. Jokes, Recitations, Tableaux,
Drills, Musical Pieces. Entertainments. Make Up Goods,
Large Catalog Free. T.S. Denison &Co., Dept. 4.5 Chicago.

ENTERTAIN YOUR FRIENDS' Send 4o. foir_pack
magic cards and big catalogue of mystifying fricks.
For 10c wc send s plays and catalogue of stage make-ups.
Bates Piay At Magic Co.. Dept. 1. Melrose, Mass.

FOR THE DEAF

DEAF? Invisible Ear Pelliclets, lately patented, quickl
relieve Deafness and H Noises. Make you hear well
Superior to anything on the market. Cost but little. Write
for booklet. The Pelliclet Co., 127 Duane St., New York.
_ THKr ACOISTICON MAKES THE DEAF”IIEAR IN-
STANTLY. No trumpet, unsightly, or cumbersome appa-
ratus. Special instruments for Theatres and Churches. In
successful use throughout the country. Booklet, with in-
dorsement of those you know. free. K. A. Turner, 1265

B'way. New York City.

MISCELLANEOUS

TOBACCO HABIT CURED OR NO COST. Harmless home
treatment of roots and herbs. Sure, pleasant, permanent.
Send your name quick. King Nr-Ko 5. Wichita, Kansas.

REAL ESTATE

CALIFORNIA

ORANGE. ALFALFA, vineyard and fruit lands in San
Joaquin Valley. California. Unequaled soil, abundant water.
.<00 an acre and up. Make you independent in a few years.
Booklet “ The San Joaqum VaII(IeEy ” and six months” sub-

al ” The Earth S

scription to our journ .7 free. . Sea-
raves. Gen. Colonization Agent. A. T. & S. F. Railway,
Ui'l. Railway Exchange. Chicago.

GEORGIA

PECANS: It isconceded that the best legitimate invest-
ment knownis ina Pecan Grove. 1have a limited number
of 5 and lo acre tracts of genuine Paper Shell Pecans,
Write for detailed information, terms, etc. Smith D.
Pickett. Empire Life Building, Atlanta, Ga.

MISSISSIPPI

FOR_A HOME OR INVESTMENT— Mississippi Fruit and
Truck Farms grow >crops per year and net S2o<i to $000 per
acre. Located miles from Lucedale. the County Seat. Five
acres cleared will cost $210. Cash 8lo, balance monthly.
Write. Erhank Farms Co.. Block 50, Pittsburg, Pa.

STAMPS AND RARE COINS

WE BUY COINS AND STAMPS AND PAY PREMIUMS
on many dates and varieties. Send for Free Booklet A.
Royal Money & Stamp Co., 150 Nassau St.. New York.

$7.7." paid for ran date 1sV] Quarters. $20 for a
Keep all money dated before I*»s4, and send loc at once for
New Illustrated Coin Value Book. 4x7. It may mean your
forrviin-. (‘lark Co., Coin Dealers. Dept. 34, Le Roy. N.Y.

RUBBER BANDS

BELL’S handy assortment of guaranteed pure para rub-
ber hands— invaluable in office, Store, shop or home. S*nd
17c for neat, generous size package, carefully wrapped and
prepaid. Bell Mfg. co., Broadway, New York.

TYPEWRITERS

REMINGTON $17.75.
at once for the most
We are the final Word.
2”. Park Row. New York
~’iIIKNTINE“ TYPEWRITER BAHOAINS. No matter
what make, will quote you lower prices and easiest terms.
Write for big ba'(/?ain list and illustrated catalogue.
T. J. Y, (15

Pi:arod inot Bldg., Boston, Mass.
TELEGRAPHY

TELEGRAPHY, both Morse and Wireless, taught quickly.

. R. train wire and complete wireless station in school.
Big demand for operators. Living expenses earned. Corre-
spondence courses if desired. Catalogs free. Dodge’s Insti-
tute. 9th St.. Valparaiso, Ind. Established 1S74.

This is your opportunity. Write
interesting proposition ever made.
STANDARD TVITI:WHITER EXCHANGE,

is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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Lifelong
Worlt

A
i position
_withthe U. S. Govern-

) mentisone fora lifetime. The work"
iscongenial, opportunities for advancement are
many, and the pay good. Not only this, but the differ-
ent lines ofgovernmentwork are so varied that there is
aposition for you in your chosen lineofwork. Ifyouare
an American over 18 you are eligible for a government
position once you pass the required civil service exami-
nation. This'you can learn to do at home, and in your
spare time, through the help of the International Cor-
respondence Schools. Hundreds of I.C. S. students have
won high positions in governmentservice. You can do
the same. Everything made clearand simple. For full
particulars and free book giving list of various courses

and names of successful students, write to-day to
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL, BOX 8 0 6 SCRANTON, PA.

D Learn Photo%raphy,
Photo Encgravm or 3-Color Work

Ic_:jravers and 3-Color Operators Earn $20 to$SO Per Week.

nly College in the world where these paylnjd professmns are
taught successfully. Established 11years orsed by Interna-
tional Association of Photo-Engravers and Photographers' Asso-
ciation of Illinois. Terms easy; living inexpensive. Graduates
asals%ed In securi F1%ood positions. \&rlte for catalog, and
specify course in which you. are intereste:
Illinois College of Photography or )940 Wabash Av.
BissellCollege of Photo-Engraving j Effingham, 111,

L. H. BISSELL, Pres.

STAMMER

Attend no other school until you hear from

me. Largest stammering schoolin the world

| curing by the improved natural method. No

I sing-songing ortime-beating methods. Beau-

| tiful 88 page book and spccial rates sent free.

Lee Wells Millard, President, NORTH-WESTERN SCHOOL
fOR STAMMERERS, lac., 925 Firet St., Milwankee. Wi*.

Government Positions

970 Appointment* were made to Civil Service places

. Excellent
Each year we Instruct by mail thousands of
persons who pass these examinations and a large share of them receive
If you desire a posi-
tion of this kind, write for our Civil Service Announcement, containing full
Information about all governmemexammanons and questions recently used

during the past year
opporlunlllesfovyoung people.

appointments to life positions at $340to f 1,500 a year.

by the Civil Service Commission

COLUMBIAN CORBESPONDENCE.COLLEGE,WASHINGTON, D.C»

STUDY  High-Grade
11 f Instruction by

Correspondence

Prepares forthe bar. Three
Courses; College, Post Grad-
uateand BusinessLaw. Nine-
teenthyear, Classesbegin each month. Send forcatalog
giving rules for admission to the bar of the several states.

Chicago Correspondence School of Law

650Reaper Block, Chicago

Do You Like to Draw ?

That’s all we want to know
Now we will not give you any grand prize—or
a lot of free stuff if you answer this ad. Nor
do we claim to make you rich in a week.
But If you are anxious to develop your talent
with a successful cartoonist, so you can make
money, send a copy of this picture with 6c. in
stamps for portfolio of cartoons and sample
lesson plate, and let us explaiu.
THE W. L. ETANS SCHOOL OK CARTOONING
341 kingmoore Itldg., Cleveland, 0.

i Jnga WHTie&
w

In answering any advertisement on this page

fe-w Positions

LEA

A high salaried and easily learned trade, taught thoroughly by mail.
teach the beginner better engraving than he can gain in years of rigid appren-
ticeshi
The Kngravlllg School, 1241 rage Bide., Michigan Ave.. Chicago, 1.

SECTION.

Do You Want
to Earn A
k. More A

Earn
$25 to
SIO O aW eek

Stud adve tisin ail
WlthythIS sC ool gand‘%ou can t
positively increase your earn-
ing powér. Ad-wrifersreceive
from $25 to $100 a week
If you want to KNOW !
moré—if your desire |s to
EARN more—if you w
to improve your worldly and
flnanC|aI posmon either as
ng r VJJ' er, . Writ
oday and you ecelve ou
eautlful prospectus—it is Free.

Page-DaVIS School isonassaus  new veskcity

XiTj

<
\
el
r

fA Il CASWRITE ASHORT 8TORY. Beginners learn thoroughly under
U U our perfect method ; many eell their stories before completing the

course. We help those who want to sell theirstories. Write for particulars.

School of Short-Story Writing, Dept. 1241, Paire Kullding, Chicago

BE AX ILLUSTRATOR

by mail how to draw for
magazines and newspapers.
Send for Catalog.

RN JEWEL

Learn to draw. We will teach

ERS’ ENGRAVING

We will

. We will also improve the skill of any engraver. Send forour catalog.

A Perfect Time-Keeper, calling
Onl 1 the Hour and the Half-Honr.
Nearly Two Feet ngh
1-ft Inches Wide, in solid
Walnut Case. So beautiful and useful an ornament for your
den or your home—on such easy terms—mail us $1.00 for
one year’s subscription to our magazine, then you pay $1.00
a month for only 8 months
CATALOG FREE-—ask for It.
COMMON-SENSE PUBLISHING CO.

Dept. 41 Page Building, Chicago

$3,000 to $10,000
,Per Year For You

11 can make you prosperous. Lf you
iwantto earn more money—if you
I'wantto establish yourself'in an”in-
dependent businéss requiring no
ca ital —send me your name and
ress on coupon belo (or
postal WI|| do) andZIPwHI mall you

ur 00
Ialnln ust how ou can_flt
to eagnJ r¥ In the
Heal Estate, Brokerage n In -
surance Business. Ourthoroughly tested success ulsy( -
tem notonly eqmps you fully on every point of Real Estate.
Brokerage and Insurance, we also give you, free, a valuable
course in Commercial Law. Our Free Book is of greatinter-
est to an»)éone but is of vital importance to Clerks, Book
Keepers, Salesmen, Agents, Solicitors and others who are
ambitious to be in a good paying business of their own.
International Realty Corp., 4549 Manhattan Bldg., Chicago

Successors to The Cross Co. and E. W. Cross & Co.

This Book
Shows You
How to Suc-
ceed In Real
Estate, Brok-
erage and
Insurance

Send no money,
but merely your name
and address on a postal or
on the Coupon below.

NAME .

ADDRESS..

it is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.
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fanityfair */IrtCalendar
FREE

Copyright, 1910
Armour k Company

itVanitv F/lir }9 's”ie Armour Calendar for 1911. W ith pencil, crayon
1 all and brush, Penrhyn Stanlaws, C. Allan Gilbert, Janies Montgom-
ery Flagg and Henry Hutt have delineated our American Girl at that most interesting moment
when enraptured with her new Hat, her new Dress, her new Jewels and bos of freshly cut
flowers. She is both charmed and charming.

These four illustrations have an exquisitely designed cover in colors by Walter Ufer,
using the peacock and rosebush to embody the idea contained in the calendar.

No expensive calendar from the highest priced art shops can excel it in artistic merit and
attractiveness—it is admitted to be the acme of the printer’s art, and this we offer free to you.

How to Get This Calendar

Send in the metal cap or tlie certificate under
the cap from a jar of Armour’s Extract of Beef,
with t\ cents to pay postage.

We will send you the calendar by return mail.
Or send 25 cents in stamps and we will send
the calendar.

Art Proofs for Framing

We have reproduced a limited number of
these drawings on extra heavy paper, with all
printing left off. These make ideal studies
for framing. We will send the one you select,
prepaid, for 25 cents—or the set, with a calen-
dar, for $1.00.

We Make This Offer
to Induce You to Try

wifl®171011r s Extract of Beef

We know one jar will prove to you why foreign
cooks consider extract of beef one of the first requi-
sites of good cooking. You will find that Armour’s
Extract of Beef works a transformation in all meat
dishes. It makes sauces and gravies appetizing—lets
you utilize the left-overs—helps you economize, for
cheaper meat cuts gain delicious flavor with the
addition of Armour’s Extract of Beef. It will save
you many a weary hour in soup making, for it pro*
vides you with an ever-ready rich foundation. You

a r m O u r

need use only one-fourth as much compared with
other extracts, because it is four times stronger.

“Popular Recipes” is the name of our newest Cook
Book, giving many valuable recipes that will be an
addition to any household. It is free for the asking.
W rite today.

Armour’s Extract of Beef is the most valuable
culinary asset you can have. We offer this beautiful
calendar as an inducement to you to prove it.

Address Dept. Z.

accompany

(96) CHICAGO

In answering this advertisement it is desirable tliat you mention The Abgosy.
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A COLD DEAL.
BY GARRETT SWIFT.
Author of “ A Submarine Enchantment,” “ Tracking It Down,” “ Guarding the Treasure,” etc.

A Cooling-Off Process That Engendered High Hopes, Gapped by a Sudden
Unwelcome Frigidity in All Quarters Save One.

COMPLETE

CHAPTER I
THE LAST HOPE.

“JT’S a dingy enough looking place,” |

1 said to myself half aloud, as | stood
looking at a sign that stretched itself across
the front of an old building in Front
Street, “but it’s about the only business |
haven’t tackled yet. .1°1l make a try at
it. They must use chemists.” «

I had little time to waste in contempla-
tion now. My money was running short;
so | dived into the grimy-looking doorway
and mounted the stairs to the second floor.
Here, on the glass of a door, | saw the
same words that were painted on the sign:

The Bradman M edicine Company.

It certainly was not a place that held
out any great hope. The building was old,
and showed little for the care that was
expended on it to keep it clean. But I
was not fagtidious that day. My days of
being particular when looking for work in
New York had passed. K

I opened the door and walked in.

A small boy sat in a chair near a small
oak table reading a paper novel. He looked
at me superciliously, for my clothing was
not quite what it was when it was new.

“Well?” he said interrogatively.

“Is the president in?”

“The—which? Is it Roosevelt or Taft
you want?”

“1 want to see the president or manager

1A

IN THIS

ISSUE.

or superintendent or whatever you call the
head mogul of this place. | want to see
the doss. And dont you get too fresh
about it or Il change the map of your
face so you couldn’t find an ink-spot with
a piece of soap.”

“Oh, gee!”

“Well, my red-headed infant, are you
going to introduce me to the man who pays
you your salary for reading about Blun-
derbuss Dick?”

“ Aw—er—got a card?”

He leered at me, for he knew that a
request for a card embarrasses nine out of
ten persons looking for work.

“1 have,” | answered blandly. *“You
will observe, if you are sufficiently well
educated to read, that the name on the card
is Robert Crawfort, and under that you
will kindly take notice there is a word— .
chemist. Now, convey that -card to vour
employer without delay, or there may be an
extra session in which you play the part
of a Congressional bill being torn to pieces
by opposing factions.”

He stared at me and disappeared with
the card.

He returned in about two minutes.

“The boss is out to lunch, but—come in.”

He jerked open a little gate and | passed
through. He led me through an office
where there were two desks littered with
papers that showed recent work, but there
was nobody at work at this time. From
there we went into another office, well fur-
nished, large and comfortable.
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Here, sitting near a window, was a won-
derfully pretty girl, dressed neatly and be-
comingly, with no ostentation or evidence
of wealth.

“Here’s the gent,” said the office-boy.

The girl laid down her book and swung
her swivel-chair so that she faced me.

“Well, Mr. Cr&wfort, what can | do
for you?” asked the pretty girl.

T E—

For the first time in my life | felt awk-
ward, embarrassed, humiliated. How can
a man ask a pretty girl for a job?

“Wont you sit down, Mr. Crawfort?”
she went on in a sweet way. “You look
tired.”

“1 am tired,” | said honestly. “I did
not expect to find a young lady here. The
truth of the matter is that I am tramping
all over New York looking for a job, and
this is one of the few places | haven’t
struck.”

Her eyes expressed surprise and wonder.

“You don’t really mean to"say that you
have been to nearly every business house
in New York?”

“Well, possibly that would be rather too
much to say, but not very far-fetched.
When you consider that | have spent every
week-day for three months, and from seven
in the morning till it was too late to get
in anywhere, you may think I’ve made a few
applications.”

“Why—1 should say so.
you had any luck at all ?”

“None. | have met all kinds of men.
I have been hustled out of offices as though
I had a contagious disease. | have met
men who sized me up and actually made,
overtures with the object of getting away
from me the last few dollars | possessed.
I have left my name and address with hun-
dreds, and listened to the story that if a
vacancy occurred they would notify me.
Nobody has, therefore | assume there never
is a vacancy in New York.”

“In a measure,” she said, “you are
right. If a man dies, or leaves a place to
better himself, or gets too old to work,
there is another man in his place before
night. There are so many out of work,
you know. Do you live in New York?”

“No; my home is in Connecticut, on a
farm.”

“But you say you have tramped New
York for three months.”

“Just that.”

“But how did you live?

And haven’t

I know there

are men in New York who do live without
money and without work. But you are not
that kind.”

“1 had a little money when | came here.
I have a little now- But not much. You
see, our farm is a poor, miserable layout,
and will just about support my father and
mother and sister. My grandmother died
a few years ago, and left me two thousand
dollars. She left my sister the same amount.
Well, | took mine and paid my way through
college, taking up chemistry as my long
suit.  And when | graduated and came
here to find work, | had some of that two
thousand left.”

“My! You did well.
chemist? ”

“Yes. | have my diploma in my pocket.”

“ And have you spent three months look-
ing for a position as chemist?”

“Oh, no.”

“What else did you look for?”

“1 spent three days looking for a job as

So you are a

chemist. Then | began looking for a job
as bank clerk. Then | began at the trust
companies. Then | went after the big
stores. Finally, | was just looking for a
job/’

“But how did you happen to come
here ?”

“Well, when | was eating breakfast this
morning | saw a half-page advertisement
of the Bradman Medicine Company. There
were, | think, about six different remedies
well written up. There was a headache
cure, and a cure for lung troubles, and a
remedy for liver complaint, and one for the
kidneys. Now, | am not over and above fond
of patent medicines, but, leaving entirely
aside the efficacy in all cases, the fact re-
mains that if they are any good at all they
are put up after a chemical formula.”

“Yes—I suppose that’s true.”

“Now, a novice could not go on com-
pounding a certain medicine year after year
and always have it the same. He might

follow the formula so far as words are con-

cerned, with an honorable exactness. But
he would never know whether the drugs
and chemicals he was using were of the
proper strength, and therefore one bottle
of the medicine might do good, another
harm. So | knew that the Bradman Medi-
cine Company, if it put out all the remedies
it advertised, must have a number of chem-
ists in its employ, so | came to see if there
was a place for me.”

I will admit that it hurt a little down
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deep, out of sight, for me to be sitting there
telling all this to a pretty girl. But | sup-
posed a typist, or office-girl, who earned
hef\ own living, would not despise a man
who was trying to do the same.

“1'm Sure l.don’t know,” she said. s

I noticed that her eyes were brown, and
they were bent on me with a keen, pene-
trating look. Her pretty face was sober.
The book lay forgotten in her lap.

“1 suppose you could tell me the name
of the persorf | ought to see.”

“Mr. Bradman is out at lunch just now.
‘ftnd he was to stop at the-'bank on the way

back. But he ought to be here soon! Al-
most any minute. And I'm sure | wish
you good luck.” *

“I1t would be good luck if | landed

here,” | remarked. “1 am willing to work
hard. But you don’t seem to be killed by
overwork.”

'She laughed, and her cheeks reddened
a little.

“1—oh,
man.”

A -heavy step sounded,
good-looking man came in.

“Here—was | very long?” he asked in
rather a husky voice, “1 met Thornton
and stopped to talk. Here’s your money.
The car is at the door now/’

“Thank vyou,” said the girl. “And,
papa, this is Mr. Crawfort, who wishes to
see you about a position as chemist injour
laboratories.”"

I stood like a ninny, shocked. It was
the daughter of the boss | had been talking
to. Then, as she passed me to reach the
door, she put out her hand.

“| am Georgia Bradman,” she said. |
Hope you will land here, as you put it
You have my very best recommendation.”™

She floated gracefully through the door,
and | turned to find the portly gentleman
faring at me with eyes that were filled
with wonder. )

I—but here comes Mr. Brad-

and a portly,

CHAPTER II.
PERSEVERANCE.

“w hat did you say— | mean, what did
Miss Bradman say your name is?”

“My name is Robert Crawfort.
card is there on the desk.”

He picked it up and frowned.

“So—you’re a chemist.”

“Yes, sir.”

My

“Gnkuate?” -

“Yes,'sir. | have my diploma' in my
pocket.”

“Where and when did you make the ac-
quaintance of Miss Bradman?”

“l can't really claim that | ever did
make her acquaintance, sin | came here
'intending to apply for a position, and sent
in my card by the boy outside. He re-
turned and told me to come in, and Miss
Bradman was here. | had never met her
before.” -

“And | suppose she went into all the
details of your case, sympathized with you,
and all that.”

“No, there were no decided expressions
of sympathy. | told her the truth about"
my circumstances, but | was then under

the impression that- she was an office ern- .

ployee.”

“Well, that’s her way.
at it in a business way.
want?”

“I1f I can get it, a position as chemist.”

“Who sent yoii here?”

“Nobody. 1 have searched all over New
York without success. | saw your adver-
tisement in this morning’s paper, and the

Now,-let’s go
W hat.is it you

thought suggested itself to me. | knew you
must employ chemists.”
“Well, that is true. But there is no

vacancy at present.” .

“That was the trouble everywhere.”

“And I'm afraid it always will be. The
commercial life of New York is not much
different from that of smaller cities, only
it is on a much larger scale. There is al-
ways somebody's son who has got to be put
in a position. So that a young fellow like
you stands very little chance. Still, the
case is not hopeless.
have found places in New York and have
become rich men.”

“But you say that to let me down easy.
You won’t give me a chance.”

“H-m. You've got it right, mostly. It
is true that | employ chemists. But every
position is filled, and there is a long wait-
ing list. The head chemist is old, and his
boy is slated, for a place the minute he
drops out. And he isn’t so very old, eifher.
He’s a good chemist, keeps his mouth shut,
and is good for twenty years still. You see,
even his son has no chance as yet.”

“But if the business increases you will
want more.”

“The business will not increase. A busi-
ness like this is built up by a vast expendi-

Boys without backing .

A

<
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ture for advertising. This was -mVijjiatlier’s
business,, and he brought it to its present
dimensions by advertising. Even if | spent
as much for advertising as he did | would
not increase the bulk of the business to the
extent I would need to reimburse me.

“Every month you will see a new com-
pany or a new remedy flashed on the mar-
ket, and page after page of newspapers and
magazines given over to it. People who
believe in and use patent medicines try
them all, and if by judicious advertising
we can keep about even by gaining enough
new' custom to take the place of w'hat we
lose to new rivals, we are doing about all
that is possible. But I’'m sure I don’t know
why |'m sitting here gabbling away the
secrets of the business to a stranger. How
do I know you are not a spy from a rival
concern and will not report that old Brad-
man is going to pieces?”

“There is no fear of that. | am not in

that line. If | can’t earn my living hon-
estly I dont want any. [I’ll go back to
the farm.”

“Take mv advice, and go back. Where
is it?”

“In Connecticut.”

“ Abandoned?”

“No, my father and mother and sister
are living there.”

¢ Go back and help the old man run
the farm. He needs you a blamed sight
more than New York does.”

“It is a small farm, and my father has
help enough. He has two men as old as he
is who have workede<for him many years.
And he would lose his farm rather than dis-
charge one of them.”

“There!” he exclaimed, boring a hole
in the air w'ith his fat finger as he pointed
it at me. * There you have the same situa-
tion you found here. We simply don’t want
to get rid of faithful employees to make
room for new ones.”

“But I didn’t ask you to do that. I
wouldn’t take a job if I thought you had
discharged an older man to make room
for me.”

“You wouldnt?”

“No, sir. | wouldn’t.”

“Well, | admire your spirit, whatever |
think of your good sense. But this is a
waste of your time and mine. 1’ll keep
your card and—"”

He stopped, and laughed.

“1 was going to give you the old gag.
But you’ve heard that a few thousand times.

I won’t write you. But you might run in
some time in the future, and you might

possibly strike a day when | n”~ded a
man.”

“1 will, sir.”

I left him. Somehow the turn down by

Mr. Bradman did not chill me or make me
feel discouraged, as most all the other re-

fusals had. He had not been stern or
cold. He had promised nothing, yet there
had been throughout our interview a

friendliness that few business men in New
York had shown me.

And perhaps the memory of Miss Georgia*
Bradman’s sweet face and honest brown
eyes had something to do with my sanguine
spirits as | walked along the street.

I was so deep in my recollections of that
office and the two persons | had met in
it, that 1 made no attempt all the rest of
that day tc find any position.

I went to the expense of three magazines
and a few cigars. My feet were sore from
much tramping for weeks, and | needed a
rest. | went to my boarding-house and,
after a refreshing bath, sat down to enjoy
the day in a reposeful manner.

And now see what a gigantic ass a man
will make of himself for so small a reason
as a pretty face.

I left my boarding-house the next morn-
ing again to seek work. Where would be
the place for me to go with the least chance
of success? Why, of course, to the Brad-
man Medicine Company, Yet that is the
very place to which | went.

I found the same red-headed boy in the

anteroom. He had no comment to make
this time. He took my card into Mr. Brad-
man’s office.

“Go on'in,” he said when he returned.

Mr. Bradman was alone. He turned
and looked at me with an amused, half-
questioning look on his face.

“Well, Crawfort,” he said pleasantly.
“Have any luck?” "
“1 didnt try after | left here. | took
a much - needed rest. | bought some
magazines and read. One article | read

with much interest was on perseverance.
It said in effect that if a man persevered
honestly he must eventually arrive at his

goal.”

“Yes? And so—”

“So | came again. I don’t know
whether | expected one of your chemists
to die during the night, or what. But any-

way |I’'m here.”
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He frowned a little, as though he pre-
ferred me to try out the virtues of perse-
verance on somebody else.

“Well, the situation remains the same.
There is no more a vacancy to-day than
there was yesterday.”

“Very well, sir.
in coming.”

“N—no, but dont waste too much time.
I may say confidently that there will not
be a vacancy to-morrow.”

“Oh, you can't tell.
to be around.”

“But, roan! you carry your theory of
perseverance too far.”

“It isnt my theory. It’s the author’s.
I’'m simply giving it a trial. Good day,
sir. |1 hope Il find you in good health
to-morrow.”

I heard a decided grunt of dissatisfac-
tion as | closed the door behind me.

| trust | did no harm

If there is I wjmt

CHAPTER III.
A LITTLE TOO MUCH.

If Mr. Bradman was dissatisfied, so was
I. Just why | hoped 1 would find Miss
Georgia Bradman in her father’s office again
I don’t know. It was clear as though | had
been told so, that she had come on the pre-
vious day for no other purpose than to get
some money to go shopping with.

The appearance and manner of Mr. Brad-
man did not indicate him to be a man who
would make it necessary for the ladies of
his family to go to his dingy building to
get money even' time they went shopping.
It had been some sudden notion with Miss
Georgia that day. | might never see her
again.

But somehow | could not get the picture
of her beautiful face out of my mind. Her
friendly brown eves seemed to be looking
at mg all the time.

And | found myself dreaming fool
dreams in which Miss Georgia Bradman
was always the central figure.

Of course, | knew that the owner of a
patent-medicine manufacturing establish-
ment was not on the pinnacle of social
heights in New York. But the possession
of wealth is a barrier between those who
would, minus that barrier, be social equals.

I didn’t know how rich Mr. Bradman
was. He had a very prosperous look. But
I knew that looks are not always indicative
of the facts.

I throw this in to show how my brain
had been affected by the sight of a lovely
face and a few kind words from its owner.

I reached the conclusion that | had gpne
to the medicine company’s office at the
wrong hour. | recalled that when | met
Miss Bradman it had been at noon, or just'
a little after, when she was evidently ta-
king care of the office"for her father while
he went to lunch.

“Now,” | reasoned to my fatuous self,
“it may be that Miss Georgia does this fre-
quently. It may be that Mr. Bradman will
not trust anybody else to take charge of his
office while he is out. 17l try it about one
o’clock to-morrow.”

And, as another evidence of what the in-
fatuation for a lovely face will do, | found
myself looking eagerly forward to that noon-
day visit to the medicine company’s office,
and the burden of my hope was that Miss
Georgia would be there. | thought more
about meeting her again than | did about
getting a job. »

And the queer part of it was that there
seemed to be nothing wrong—nothing incon-
gruous—in all this. | was simply following
the line of least resistance in my mind.

So, after another day of rest and a good
sleep, | spent the morning fixing my ward-
robe a little, hauling over my stock of neck-
ties, getting a real polish on my shoes, and
hunting for a pair of cuffs that did not show
fringe on the society edge.

After a' hearty lunch | took the Elevated
down-town, and made my way to Mr. Brad-
man’s office.

The red-headed office-boy stared with
wide-open eyes. He did not ask for my
card. He did not even give me time to get
out my card-case. With a solemnity and
politeness that surprised me he got up and
opened the gate, at the same time making a
formal bow.

It was an invitation to walk in, without
the formality of sending my name to Mr,
Bradman.

I walked into his office without muclp
ceremony, and once inside the door |
stopped, the blood rushing to my face.

Mr. Bradman was not there, but Miss
Georgia Bradman sat again by the window”
reading.

As | entered the door she looked up slow- .
ly, as though not particularly interested in
the identity of the person entering. When,
however, she saw me, she jumped to her feet
and clapped her hands together.
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“1’ve won!” she cried, “1%e won! You
are splendid-1-"

Her enthusiasm was in such contrast to
my own confusion that | “felt rather stiff-
ened by it, and my courage rose.

“ By the which—er—you mean—"

*“| knew you wouldn’t desert a poor
young damsel in distress.”

“Neva'ire! ” | laughed. “What is it?
Have you seen a mouse? Did some dock-
hands chase you and threaten to hurl you
into the East River? Tell me how | can
display the heroism you demand, and 1l
try to make good.”

“Why,” she exclaimed, “you have made
good! | knew you would.”

“But,” | said, recovering my usual com-
posure, “I1 fail to remember having any
stunt put up to me to do. Given no stunt,
having done nothing, how did | make
good?”

“Why, you see, papa came home last
night and told mama and me about your
call here yesterday, and what you said to
him about perseverance. And he laughed.
He said he had given you a cue not to come
to-day by telling you there would be no va-
cancy. He laughed about it. He said he
guessed he was rid of you for a while.
Then 1 said you would surely come to-day.
He said he’d bet you wouldnt. That’s a
common bluff with him, but this time'l took
him up. | said 1°d bet him a box of good
cigars—his own brand—Against a box of
the best candies that you would put in your
appearance to-day. And here you are, and
the bet is mine.”

“.1I'm so glad youll have the candies, you
know,” | observed.

“ And—but how long are you going to
keep this perseverance stunt on the boards ?”

“Till I get a job or—"

“Or what?”

“ Get kicked out, land on my head, and
break my neck.”

“As long as that? | don’t believe my
father would know how to go about kicking
Sfiybody out. He’s the softest ever. But.
anyway, it will be fun, wont it?”

“What? Getting kicked out or breaking
my neck?”

“No—coming here every day to look for
a job.”

“Well, there are pleasant circumstances
connected with it. But | fancy | can see
an end to the fun. It would arrive about
the same time as the end of my money.”

She laughed.

“But you would get so accustomed to see-
ing each other. If you came here every
day, and after a while didn’t ask for a job,
but dropped in about this time to have a
chat and a smoke, and then began asking
if there were any extra orders to-day, I’ll
bet papa would forget you were not on the
pay-roll; and if you asked him for your
salary, he’d ask hoTV much it is, and give it
to you. He’s that easy.”

“You encourage me. That’s much sim-
pler than knocking a man down in the street
and taking his watch and pocketbook.” m

“Yes, and makes less fuss. But you are
persevering. And it will count in the long
run. And I'm going to see the fitn. 1’1l
tell papa | feel the need of a change from
an idle life, and 1’ll be here often at about
this hour to see how you get along.”

“Your presence will inspire me to greater
perseverance.”

“Hush! Here he comes.
till he does.”

She picked up her book and went to read-
ing again as demurely as-though she did not
know | was alive. The heavy step of Mr.
Bradman was approaching the door, and in
he came. He stopped, and gazed in amaze-
ment from me to the girl and back again.

“Welll” he exclaimed.

“Oh, | won that candy!” she’eried, clo-
sing the book and laughing at him. “Here
he is—OlId Perseverance.” *

“Now—didnt | tell you yesterday there
would be no.vacancy to-day?” asked Mr.
Bradman. “What is this? What sort of
a job are you two putting up on me? Why
—1 might just as well have hired you for
a week as pay the price for the box of can-
dy she’ll pick out. Give a man a chance.
She wont. If | bet with her every day on
the chance of you being here 1'll be ruined.
And there would be a combine between the
two of you, so 1’d lose all the time. This
won’t do.”

“Well, isn’t there a chance to-day?”

“No; the situation has not changed.”

“Then to-morrow—"

“No! If you come here to-morrow, 1’1l
throw you through the window. | said 1°d
let you know when there was a vacancy.”

Don’t speak

“No, you didnt, Mr. Bradman. You
started to tell me that, but stopped. You
said | had heard it often enough.”

“Well—I will send for you when | want

you.”
“ But—it is such a pleasant place to drop
in,” | suggested.
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" “You go'baik;.to fliat Connecticut farm.
mHang it! | won’t have Georgia meeting you
here days when.she comes down, and I’'m
out to lunch. 1 dont know anything about
you.” [ ]

“1 know you don’t, sir. And | am doing
. the best | can to give you an idea of my

qualities.”

“Eh? Oh, ves, | muppose vou are.
But—" v .

“1I'm off,” | broke in. “1 feel greatly

encouraged, sir. 1’ll see vou to-morrow.”

He stood staring at me,andl could- see
now that anger was really gaming the as-
-cendency.  But this did not abash Miss
Georgia, “he sprang up?

“The car must be at the door by now,”
she said. “Suppose | givelyou a ride
home?”

“Dol!” said Mr. Bradman explosively.
“Take him out to that Connecticut farm
and leave him there. He’s too—too—nice
for New York. He’ll spoil here.”

CHAPTER IV.
AN ATTRACTIVE OFFER.

To say that | enjoyed the ride with Miss
Bradman in the big automobile would be
stating such a tremendous truth in such a
mild way that it would lose all signifi-
cance.

When it was over | sat in my room and
smoked at a cigar without knowing .whether
it was a good cigar or a .roll of cabbage-
leaf.

I was rapidly losing my senses, if | ever
had any. She was so different from any
girl 1 had ever known that I was put to it
to classify her. ei knew girls who were
pretty. | knew girls who were gay and
witty. | knew girls who had money. But
never before had | been brought within
the personal glow of a star possessed of all
these charms.

My own intelligence told me that this
girl was not for me. She moved in a circle
or on a plane the altitude of which | could
never hope to reach. If | found her fas-
cinating, so must a hundred others who
were in a position to ask her to marry them
while I was looking for a chance to earn
my daily bread.

But as the moth continues to nose the
candle ijntil he is scorched to death, so it
seemed to be my fate to continue to think
of and try to see Georgia Bradman until

the ruthless hand of the fitness of things

should thrust me aside as an obstacle in tile

way and make room for some man who

could stand at Miss Georgia’s side as onel
whose grasp on the good things of earth

was equal to her own.

So it was that | did not seek elsewhere
for work that afternoon, but dreamed day-
dreams in my fools paradise and thought

of Georgia. ,
The next morning broke excessively
warm. It was not yet July, but June had

been exceedingly torrid. The summer heat
had leaped at us so suddenly after a miser-
ably cold ~nd rainy spring that everybody
suffered. - And this day the city was a
scorching oven.

The sky was leaden in hue.- There was
not a breath of air stirring. The atmos-
phere hung like a sodden blanket over the -
city.

The sun looked like a great ball of fire«
through the haze that lay above the house-
tops.

I had slept little the night before, and
left my bed but slightly benefited for having
been in it.

I was irritable and uncomfortable. So

was everybody | met.

I spent the morning doing as little as
possible, except to take a bath, which | drew
out to such a length that all the rest of
the people in the house who did not go to
work wanted to lynch, me.

By noon there were prostrations ‘and
deaths in the city streets, and those'who
could afford it were scurrying out of town.

I even found myself longing for the
shade of the old apple-trees up on the
Connecticut farm. But the lure of the city
held me fast and | would not give in.

Instead, with the conviction that | might
be deliberately walking into disaster, |

went down to the Bradman Medicine Com-

pany’s office to look for a job.

Mr. Bradman was there, and alone. My
heart went out in pity for him as soon as
| entered the door.

I have said that he was a portly man.
As a matter of fact, he was a fat man.
His fat neck fell over in a roll on his col-
lar. His partly bald head was huge in
size, though fortunately it was symmetrical
in shape.

His hands were big and pudgy. He wore
coat, vest, and trousers all built on a gen-
erous plan. It might almost be said he
wore a wardrobe built for two.
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And he sat at his desk with the perspira-
tion rolling from him in oceans.

He held in one hand a handkerchief, al-
ready soaked, with which he was mopping
his face, neck, and head. In the other
hand was a large palm-leaf fan which
waved lazily to and fro, and swept hot
blasts of air into his florid countenance.

His coat and vest were off, his collar
and tie were on his desk, and his suspend-
ers hung loosely about his waist. Oh, he
was in misery. He was probably as un-
comfortable a man as could be found in
the city of New York.

He looked at me when | entered, and
an angry glare blazed in his eyes.

“Demmit!” he roared, “didn’t | tell
you not to come here to-day ?”

“Why—no,” | answered innocently.

“What made you think you did?”

“Didn’t | say I’d throw you out the
window?” he demanded, wheeling his chair
around.

“Yes, you did say that. But then you
didn’t know that to-day would be so hot
that the exertion would probably kill you.”

“Look here, Crawfort, how long have
| got to stand this?”

“The heat? | dont know. You go
somewhere in the summer, don’t you?”

“ Go somewhere!” he snapped, his new
cause for anger making him forget my
undesirable presence. “Go somewhere! |
have done so for years. But now the sum-
mer8starts in to be the hottest we’ve had in
a century, and |ve got to stick here till
October. It’s Hades. There I’ve got a
steam-yacht up at Morris Heights, almost
ready to go into commission. And |’ve got
a bungalow out on Long Island. Yet |'ve
got to stick in this suffocating hole all
summer.”

“Why?” | asked. *“Broke?”

“No,” he exclaimed, slamming his desk
with a ponderous fist. “ It isnt that. But
I’'m not the only Bradman in this business.
My brother, the doctor, is the senior part-
ner. And it’s an understood thing—an
agreement, in fact, that one of us shall
always be here to see that things go right.
Well, he has been away since January third,
and he was to be back here in time to let
me go on my summer vacation. Is he bagk?
Look around you? Do you see a tall,
thin, long-drawn-out, peaky-faced man who
looks like an Egyptian mummy?

“You don’t see him? There is a reason.
He is not here. He is somewhere in Brazil

making experiments with some new plants
he has discovered. He is to put a new
remedy on the market. And he, upon
whom the heat of the equator has no ap-
preciable effect, is there, while 1, who
swelter and sweat when the thermometer is
at freezing point, must sit in this black
hole of Calcutta till October.”

“Can’t you put in an electric fan?”

“What good is an electric fan? It
doesn’t cool the air in a room. It simply
stirs it up. Instead of breathing clean,
still hot air, you gulp down hot waves of'
turbulent air loaded with the dust of the
year picked up from cornices, over doors
and windows, picture-moldings, books, and
any old place where dust can lodge.

“lve got to grin and bear it, only -it
makes me so mad | can’t grin. 1’d give
anybody ten thousand dollars to make this
room sixty degrees Fahrenheit all sum-
mer.”

“As much as that?” | asked, with a feel-
ing of pity again for the man who had the
money to reach a cooler temperature and
was pinned to a heat-wave by the whims
of his partner-brother.

*“As much as that? That isn’t so much.
It may seem like a lot of money to you.
In fact, it is a lot of money. But my
health is worth ten thousand dollars to me.
But what’s the use? If anybody could cool
the air of a room in summer it would be
done everywhere.”

“It is done,” | said. “ Hospitals have
cooling apparatus for the summer.”

“Some do. Some do not. The newer
hospitals have such apparatus, | believe.
But then it is built in with the building.
How could you put such a contrivance into
an old ramshackle like tins?”

“Nevertheless,” | said, “1 cam win that
ten thousand dollars.”

“Eh? What’s that? You! You! A
farmer from Connecticut. A regular Con-
necticut Yankee can win ten thousand
dollars? Fudge!”

“Well,” | said, “a Connecticut Yankee
invented a wooden nutmeg.”

“What the deuce has that got to do with
cooling a room from a hundred degrees to
Sixty ?”

“Nothing. But it shows that you must
not despise the Connecticut Yankee.”

“But seriously. Do you mean to say
that you can really cool the air of this
room?”

“1 think so.”
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“ And not make it so damp that every-
body within a mile of it will get rheuma-
tism?”

“If 1 succeeded it wouldnt be damp
at all.”

“A cool, dry, delicious atmosphere in
the hottest weather?”

“Yss, sir.”

“You are a liar!
necticut farm.”

Go back to your Con-

CHAPTER V.

A CERTIFIED CHECK FOR TEN THOUSAND.

Just then there were voices outside. 1
heard a girl laugh. It was Miss Brad-
man, but she was not alone. | heard a
man’s voice.

The door opened, and Miss Bradman
burst into laughter when she saw her father.
As for herself, she looked as cool as though
she had just come from a cave of ice.

“Why, what do | hear?” she exclaimed,
glancing at her irate parent and then at

me. “Did you call Mr. Crawfort a liar,
papa?

“He is a liar.”

“Oh!l  And isnt any of the pretty story

he told us true?”

“P—pretty story!” sputtered Mr. Brad-
man. “What pretty story?”

“Why, about the farm in Connecticut,
and his being a chemist and all that about
perseverance, you know.”

“Oh, | suppose that’s all true enough.

He certainly is persevering when he comes
here on a day like this to look for a job.”

“l don’t want a job now,” | said, look-
ing at Miss Georgia. “I want a con-
tract.”

“A contract! What kind of a con-
tract?” she asked wonderingly.

“Look at your father. See how he suf-
fers from the heat. He just made an asser-
tion, and | took him up on it. | said
I could do a certain thing, and he said |
was a liar. That’s what you heard.”

“He is a liar. Nobody could do it.”

“Do what, papa? But | am so rude.
Mr. Crawfort—Mr. Callader.”

“1 am pleased to meet you, Mr. Calla-
der,” | said, extending my hand. He put
out his in a gingerly way.

“Do what, papa?” she asked again.
“What did Mr. Crawfort say he could do
that threw you in such a rage?”

“ Rage! Crawfort didn’t throw me into

any rage. | was in the rage before Craw-
fort got here. I’ve had a cablegram from
your Uncle Jim that he won’t be back
from Brazil till October.”

“ Oh, that keeps you sweltering in town
all summer!”

“Yes, when he, the shriveled old ca-
daver, wouldn’t feel the heat if it was a
hundred. And then in comes this skylark
and says he can keep the office cool all
summer.”

“He’s a cool card,” ventured Mr. Cal-

lader. “He would chill you by visiting
you every day.”
Mr. Bradman did not answer. He

mopped the perspiration from his head and
puffed vigorously.

“How would you do it? What would
it cost? | suppose you would use quan-
tities and quantities of ice,” Miss Georgia
said, turning to me.

“No ice at all,” | answered. *“Mr.
Bradman doesn’t want the air to be damp.”

“ But how.much would it cost to try it? ”

“Nothing if it failed. What your father
offered if it succeeded.”

“What did you offer,j>apa?”

“Why—he took me unawares. | was
slowly — not very slowly — melting away,
and said offhand 1’d give ten thousand
dollars to anybody who could keep the tem-
perature of this room at sixty all sum-
mer.”

“And Mr. Crawfort said he could?”

“Yes."

“And you don’t believe him?”

“No. If that could be done, everybody
would have done it long ago.”

“You might just as well say,” | put in,
“that if a man can go through the air for a
hundred miles with an aeroplane, every-
body would have had an aeroplane long
ago. There must be a beginning to every-
thing.”

“But you didn’t really mean that you
could do it, did you?”

“Well — yes, | think 1 did mean it
You see, | wasn’t speaking entirely in the.
dark. | did a little experimenting during
my last year at college; but since | left |
have had no opportunity. | had some suc-
cess.”

Mr. Bradman stopped his mopping.

“Let me know something about this
scheme.”

“1 don’t want to say anything about it
now. | am willing to make the experi-
ment. If your offer was not meant to be
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bona fide, then it is ail off. It is a chance
for me to prove a theory of.mine, and a
chance to make some money. But there is
sonie work to be done, and | don’t care to
undfertake it unless the money is forthcom-
ing.”

“That’s fair enough: Name your terms.
I don’t mean the money part. |If | took
out the yacht and spent the entire summer
hunting for a cool place, it would cost me
more than ten thousand dollars. Now that
I am compelled to remain here and make
more money, | can afford that much for a
comfortable office. But you may have
doubts—| would nr your case, as | have in
my awn now. | dont think you can do it
You don't think | would pay you if.you

did do it. Now, I'm willing to give you a
chance. | don’t want to suffer like this
all slimmer.”

"Well, | will be fair,” | said. “You

have a machine-shop here, have you not?”

“No, we have no machine-shop.”

"Well, | can have what | want turned
out somewhere. | dont know that | can
think of any exactions | want k> ask. |
want to be sure of jfhe money, though.”

“And | want to be sure of the comfort.
111 tell you what I'll do. Can you think
®f anybody you and | can both trust?”

“Yes.” -

“Who is he?”
“It isn’t a he. Miss Bradman.”
“Huh! But she's on my side. She—"”"

“1’'m not, papa. You ought not to say
such a thing. | dont know just what you
want somebody you can trust for, but |
am .sure Mr. Crawfort can trust me as well
as you can. |Id be perfectly fair and im-
partial.”

"1 still name Miss Bradman,"” | said.

I saw that Mr. Callader was not feeling
very much interested in the conversation.
His glance toward me was not exceedingly
friendly.

But | cared little for Mr. Callader. |
had a chance to put ten thousand dollars
in my pocket, and | was going to do it or
fail miserably and go back to the farm.

“The idea is,” said Mr. Bradman,
“that a middle person—a third person—
acts as a safeguard to .both sides. Now,
Crawfort doesn’t know whether I am an
honorable man or not. He wants some
guarantee that if he keeps this place cool
and comfortable all summer, he will get
his reward.

“On the other hand, | can’t hand a

check for a large amount over to Crawfort
until the job is finished and proves a suc-
cess. But—here the third party comes in.
Crawfort has named you, Georgia, which
is not quite according to the code. But
if he is satisfied, I am sure | am, | will,
therefore, place in your hands a check-for’
fen thousand dollars. .You, to make it'safe
against any shortness of funds on the part
of the company, have it certified, and the
money will be laid aside against the amount
of thie check. You‘will then remain the
custodian of the check until such time as
Crawfort demonstrates that he has the abil-
ity to do as he says and has done it, Then
you hand the check over to him.”

“How nice! 1’'m to be sort of a stake-
holder, then.”

“That’s about it.”

“1’Il want the run of the office at any
time,” 1 said. “I1 may ev«n want to be
here alone.”

“1l give you a key to"the office. Any
time you want me to get out, tell me so.”

“rwon’t be here for a day or so.”

“Thank Heaven!”

“When | do come 1’1l do some chan-
ging of things. [I’ll want an electric wire
putin.”

“Have anything you like put in.”

“Very well. | see myself ten thousand
dollars richer in a short time.”

“1°d like to bet you can’t do it,” said
Mr. Callader.

“How much ?” asked Miss Georgia.

“Oh—er—"

“Don’t crawl. Be a sport. You see how
my father and Mr. Crawfort do things.
11l bet you a box of good cigars against a
pair of gloves.”

“ Oh, 11 take that! ” said Mr. Callader.

I excused myself and walked out. The
street was no longer hot. | did not see or
feel the hot waves that came from the pave-
ment.

I saw but one thing. That was a certi-
fied check for ten thousand dollars, and it
was mine—mine!

CHAPTER VI
ON THE JOB.

I went direct to my boarding-house, and,
throwing off my coat, vest, and'collar, sat
down at a small table with a pencil and
some sheets of white paper. | began to
draw plans.
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I had always marveled at the fact that
there was not in. general use a small appara-
tus that would cool the air in a living-room
or bedroom in the summer months for those
who could not leave the city. | had a no-
tion that such a thing was feasible, but had
no idea what the entire machine would cost.
I knew, also, that to follow out the plan I
had in my head would require power, and
that is always a matter of expense and in-
convenience.

I knew that the old way of cooling water
with ice for soda, fountains and drinking
coolers was to drop chunks -of ice in the
water itself, a most unsatisfactory method
as well as unsanitary one. Then had come
the long, coiled pipe through which the wa-
ter ran without being in adbial contact with
the ice, and the result, so far as coolness
was concerned, was as good, with the insani-
tary dangers left out.

And | had an idea that the air of a room
could be cooled the same way. The manu-
facture of an apparatus for cooling air by
driving it through a long coil of pipe en-
cased in broken ice was, to my mind, a com-
paratively easy problem.

This, however, was not what | wanted.
It necessitated constant care, the emptying
of a pan"which caught the water of the
melting ice, the carrying of ice into the room
to be cooled nobody knew how. many times
a day, the number of fillings depending, of
course, on the size of the ice-box of the ma-
chine, and sundry details | desired to elim-
inate.

The problem to me, then, was to find
something that would cool air that was
forced through it without sending off any
odor or stifling fumes.

I knew that if the fumes could be done
away with there were plenty of refrigerants.

"So | drew, and drew. | had little money
to spend. What I needed done at a machine-
shop or tinsmith’s would of necessity be the
cheapest work and material that would an-
swer the purpose. When | once had a ma-
chine that would cool the air according to
the specifications, | could go to more ex-
pense, and make a more ornamental as well
as a more perfect machine.

I dreamed of wealth that night; and the
next morning, filled with the brightest
hopes, went out to find a tinsmith. There
happened to be none just where | walked,
and the question came to my mind:

“Why not just experiment with things
you can buy and put together?”

It was a good enough idea, but that would
not be an invention.

And | had visions far beyond ten thou-
sand dollars as | trudged along looking for
a tinner’s shop.

At last |1 found one.

I had heard or read of disasters that over-
took inventors. It would seem that there
are people in the world whose chief occu-
pation is lying in wait for inventors, and
then stealing their patents.

So | did not intend to let any one man
know the entire plan of my apparatus.

To the first one | said this:

“1 want you to make me a cover such as
they place over the top of a chimney when
they put up a whirligig to increase the draft.
It must be four feet long and two feet wide.
Instead of terminating at the apex in a pipe
that runs to the whirligig, this must have a
pipe that has a perfect elbow, and from that
elbow a pipe two inches in diameter must
fall oyer the edge of the cover, and reach
about sixteen feet straight downward. |
will send you the exact measurements for
that. Do you understand now just what |
want?”

“1°d know better if you'd make a draw-
ing. What do you want it for?”

I had no intention of telling him what |
wanted it for. | made a drawing.

“1’ll make that,” he said.

“And make a model. A smaller one—
say, on a scale of one to ten.”

“Allffight.”

“And have it done as soon as possible.”

“ Give me two days.”

This was satisfactory, and | went on a
hunt for another tinner. To this one | said:

“Follow me as | make this drawing. |
want you to make for me of good, but light
material, a cylinder that size — one foot
across. | want it to be a foot in diameter
and a foot in length.”

“Yes, sir.”

“1 also want you to fix for me a square
box in which forty feet of one-inch tubing
is coiled.”

“Yes, sir,” he said, watching the box-
drawing as | made it.

“Then | want a cover made for this box
with some style to it, and yet not expensive;
and | want it to be perforated in such a way
that air forced through the tubing will be
thrown out at the top and sides of the cover
to the box. And the perforations must be
such that the air forced through the tubing
can escape at once, and not crowd the box.”
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“| see, What do you want this for?”

“To play with.”

He nodded and grinned.

“And | want you to make a model on a
scale of one to ten.”

“1’1l do that.”

“Have it done in two days?”

“1 think so. Three, anyway.”

‘I next went and bought two electric wheel
fans, the brass propeller kind, enclosed in
a wire frame.

I was now prepared to make an experi-
ment in my own room, but there was the
question of power. This caused me little
mental disturbance. But all | wanted was,
power enough to run the smallest of the
wheels, and an ordinary storage battery
would do that. | purchased the battery.

"The next day | had nothing to do, so |
loafed and read. But on the following day
thereafter 1 went down to the office of the
Bradman Medicine Company to take meas-
urements. .

“Well, how goes the machine?” asked
Mr. Bradman. “ By the way, Georgia has
the check, certified and ready for you when
the* cold of Greenland’s icy mountains

chases away the heat of India’s coral
strands.”
“The machine is progressing,” | said.

“1'm having it made in sections, so nobody
can steal the invention.”

“Good. There's some brains in your
head, after all. Gee, but it’s hot! Do you
know who that Callader chap is?”%

. “1 do not,” | answered.

“Well, he’s the fellow | told you was
first on the waiting-list., He is the son of
our head chemist.”

“Is he a chemist?”

“Well, his father says he is, and he has
a diploma. But he couldn’t keep the at-
mosphere in this room down to sixty all
summer.”

“1 will—down to fifty, if you want it.

He sighed.

“1’ll believe it when | feel it,” he said.

| sent the measurements to the tinner
making the long pipe, and then went and
bought sundry chemicals.

I wanted to try several combinations. |
knew that, with the use of water, ammonia
was a refrigerant, as was sulfuric acid or
niter. But | did not wish to use much wa-
ter, if 1 could avoid it. | bought a number
of new cans such as painters keep turpentine
in, atout one quart or two quarts capacity,
and had them sent to my house.

’
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| experimented with various mixtures till
far into the night.

It was about"two o’clock when, with the
gas in my room turned low, | felt, when I
touched one of my cans filled with an ex-
perimental mixture, a decided chill. |1
placed a drop of water oa it, and the drop
of water expanded into a thin wafer of ice.
I had reached the point | wanted to make.

| went to bed a happy man.

CHAPTER VII.

READY for a test.

1t took me some little time to collect all
my various appliances in niyroom. | would
find, after | believed | was almost ready to
turn on the electric current, that | needed
some tool | had not thought of, and | would
go out to buy or borrow that. So, by the
time the current was actually turned on the
day was practically at an end.

I am not going into an exhaustive detailed
account of my apparatus. There are several

.reasons for this, most of which will be ob-

vious to any one wd4io has tried to put a
patented invention on the market.

I will simply say in a general way that
the construction was based, as | hinted be-
fore, on tKe plan of cooling water by run-
ning it through a coil of pipe buried in ice.
With this difference—that no ice was used
in my machine, but a chemical compound,
the component parts of which | shall not
place before the public. 1 have had trouble
enough about the formula, as you shall see.

Above the machine—in fact, up against '
the ceiling of the room—was the inverted
pan. From this a pipe ran from die apex,
over the side, and under the machine. When
the current was turned on, the rotating wheel
inside the box acted through the suspended
pan as suction-power, drawing the hot air
from the top of the room, where of course
everybody knows the temperature is highest.

This air, after being drawn into the box,
was forced through forty feet of small tu-
bing coiled inside it, and cooled by contact
with cans or “cartridges” of the chemical
compound | had brought to a condition of
refrigeration that exactly suited my pur-
pose. The cold air was then forced out at
the top and sides of the cover of the box,
which had to be locked to withstand the
pressure from the interior, to take its course
in the circulation of air in the room.

The thermometer stood at eighty-two
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when | had finished setting up the machine
and turned on the current that kept the in-
visible wheel spinning. There was no noise,
nor any vibration to make the presence of the
apparatus unpleasant. After it had been
running a full minute | placed my hand
over the top of the box. A steady stream of
cold air rewarded me.

Now, it must be remembered that the ma-
chine | had set up in my room' was only the
little model made on a scale of one to ten.
That is, for a dimension of any part in the
big machine that would be ten inches, in the
small one it would be one inch.

I had no expectation of getting much of a
reduction of the temperature from the small
machine. All | expected that to do was to
prove that my general theory was correct,
and this it was doing splendidly.

I kept it running an hour, and in that
hour the thermometer in the room had
dropped from eighty-two to seventy-four.

Another thermometer | had against

«the front of the house outside my window
showed eighty three when | started the ma-
chine, and -at the end of the hour it showed
eighty-four, showing that the general tem-
perature was rising for a sizzling night,
while inside my room my machine was ma-
king for coolness and comfort.

I was never much given to demonstrative-
ness. Nevertheless, | felt a little like hur-
rahing for myself just then.

If the little model would do that, what
might not be expected from the large ap-
paratus?

f turned off the current, and went out
in the stifling heat to my restaurant. Here
they had the old-fashioned ceiling fans, long
wooden blades whirring round, sending a
volume of stirred-up foul air down on top
of everybody’s head.

I had come to know the proprietor of the
place very well, and as | was going out,
after paying my bilL, | said:

“In a short time | am going to revolution-
ize your place. | am going to put on the
market a machine that will keep this room
at any degree of cold you may desire.”

“Nothing in it,” he replied, shaking his
head. *1°ve tried them all.”

“You haven't tried mine.”

“Oh, Il try it, because it is the one
thing a small restaurant wants. Of course,
there are schemes for cooling the air in big
hotels. But they are built in with the house,
and, anyway, such a place as mine could
not afford it.”
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“Well, you can afford mine, and it will
work.”

“1 hope so, but I dont believe it,” he
said.

But his unbelief did not bother me, and
| bought a couple of good cigars and went
back to my room. Turning on the current
again, | sat in the most comfortable spot
there was in the entire city of New York,
and read the evening papers.

The next day | found an expressman,
and loaded all the parts of the big machine
into his wagon.

“You take this stuff to the office of the
Bradman Medicine Company, on Front
Street,” | said. “I1’1l be there to receive
the whole business.”

I hurried down-town. | found Mr. Brad-
man sweltering. It was a close, muggy day,
and with the humidity about seventy-nine
and the thermometer in the street ninety-
six, his plight can well be imagined.

“Oh, is it you at last? ” he bellowed, as
he mopped and fanned and; mopped again.

Two saturated handkerchiefs lay on his
desk, and the one he was using had about
reached the end of its usefulness.

“1’m here at last,” | said quietly.

“ And failed, | suppose.”

“How can | have failed when | have done
nothing? 1 would like to have the use of
this room for a few hours.”

“Eh? Why, where is—”

He looked at me. My hands, of course,
were empty.

“It is coming in an express-wagon. |
want an electrician.”

“There’s one around somewhere.
the boy to look for him.”

| stepped out to the red-headed office-
boy.

“ Go find an electrician,” | said.
him here.”

His eyes bulged, and he got his lips in
shape to make a reply.

“Who—"

“Hurry up about it, too,” came the voice
of Mr. Bradman.

With a stare of surprise, the boy departed
on his errand.

“Now, Crawfort,” said Mr.
“about how
alone?”

“It may take me an hour or two to get
everything in shape. The parts have been
made to rule, and ought to fit, but I may
have to tinker a little. Then | shall want
an hour to run it and get it to working

Tell

“Bring

Bradman,
long will ydu want to be
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smoothly. That depends on how soon |
can get .the electrician and have a- wire
‘connected to my machine.”

“ Well, now, what is your honest opinion
—will the thing work ?”

“1 think it will.” %

“Then, if it does, your fortunf is made.
And as it is a triumph for you after a series
of bitter disappointments, | want my wife
and Georgia and one or two others to see
and enjoy it. | shall send word to my house,
and at two o’clock we will have luncheon.
If -this contraption of yours is a success,
and we can really eat here in a comfortable
atmosphere, we will have a spread. If it
fails, we will eat somewhere else and hope
for better luck next time.”

“Take my word for it,” | said, “and
send your' order for a luncheon in this
room.”

“ Bv Jove, if vottare as confident as that,
1l do it.”

About ten minutes after Mr. Bradman
left, the expressman arrived. | knew that
some of the parts of the machine were frail,
as it was merely an experimental affair, so
I insisted on carrying the parts from the
wagon myself.

And such clerks as were in a position to
see me looked on wonderingly, and | heard
the buzz of conversation when | closed the
door. *

I was setting up the base when the elec-
trician arrived.

“Mr. Bradman wants me?”

“No,” | answered. “Mri Bradman is
out. I’'m the one who wants you. | want
a wire run in here to this connection. See?”

“1 see. I'll have that done in no time.
What is it?”

“This is the Crawfort Air-Cooling "la
chine.”

“Is it any good?”

“ Come around in two hours from now.
I’ll show you.”

He grinned. | kept on at work, glad to
be let alone again.

In an hour | had the parts fitted perfectly.
It was not an uncouth looking thin*, and
occupied little more room than a steam or
hot-water radiator, and not so much as an
ordinary stove.

The big, inverted pan | suspended from
the ceiling with stout wires.

| Jiad two thermometers. Both were reg-
is(fring ninety-three in the close atmosphere
of the room. | hung one outside the win-
dow, which | closed. The other | hung

on the wall on the opposite side of the room
from the machine. Then 1 turned on the
current.

CHAPTER VIIIL.
AN ENTHUSIASTIC FAT MAN.

1f there is any more pleasing sensation
possible to the human mind than that of
success after long discouragement | have
thus far failed to know what it is.

When my fingers had left the switch
key, and the big wheel inside the round
box or cylinder began to revolve and the
slight whirring sound it made at the start
died away as it settled down to a steady
and swift motion, a calm descended upon
my heart such as it had never known be-
fore.

The cold air that came from~the perfo-
rated cover was a force that would, if per*
mitted to escape in one stream an inch
in diameter, have blown my hand away ¢
from the pipe. But forced, as it was,
through a myriad of small distributing
holes covered with a fine wire mesh, there
was no blast, but a steady radiation of cold
air that almost immediately made its in-
fluence felt upon the atmosphere of the
room.

| saw a box of fine cigars on Mr. Brad-
man’s desk and calmly lit one and sat near
the machine to gloat over my success.

At the end of an hour | compared my
two thermometers.

The one on the outside, in the shade,
registered ninety-four. The one inside the
room registered seventy-eight.

Here was success. | now wished Mr.
Bradman would return, although even
seventy-eight was not cool enqugh to win
for me the ten-thousand-dollar check. An-
other hour ought to do that.

It was growing perceptibly cooler all the
time in the room, while the outside ther-
mometer was rising.

The door opened, and the pop-eyed, red-
headed boy looked in.

He came in and stood staring at the
machine. \

“What is it?” hf asked. “Why, it’s hot,
as punk out there. An’ye can almost see
icicles formin’ in here. What’s done it? ”

“That, son, is the Crawfort Air-Cooling
Machine. It will soon make New York a
very desirable place to remain at home in
during the summer.”
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“Gee! Put one out there, will ye?”

“When Mr. Bfadman tells me to do so.
But perhaps you had something to say when
you came in.”

“Gee! | forgot all about if. There’s
a guy out there says he’s a waiter an’ says
he’s got a luncheon fur some people.”

“Yes. Tell him to bring it right in.”

“ Gee! Are you the boss here now ?”

“Not quite the boss. But on very friend-
ly terms with him.”

“Gee! It’ll be good skating in here
soon. Talk about the seashore fur com-
fort!”

He went out, and the waiter came in.

“0-0-0-0-0!” he exclaimed. “’Oh iss
eet, that eet iss so ’ot in the strit, an’ so
cool in here?”

“ Because the Crawfort Air-Cooling Mal
chine is in operation,” | said. “You will

mobserve the apparatus at the end of the
room. Feel for yourself by placing your
hand anywhere near the cover.”

“0-0-0-0-0!" he said again, as he held
his fingers in the steady stream of cold
air. “The great thing! Every restaurant
will have eet.”

“Sure thing. Now we’ll*bave these two
tables together, and you can get the lunch-
eon ready.”

“ Ah, such a comfort of a room!”

He soon had a snow-white cloth over the
two tables, and then began to appear sun-
dry well - known and well - liked dishes
among those who can afford them.

It was just about quarter to two when
I heard Mr. Bradman’s heavy voice and
heavy step, accompanied by the voices and
steps of others.

“Honestly,” | heard him say, “if Craw-
fort hasnt got a cool spot for me to haul
myself together again 1’1l Kkill him. I am
melting in my shoes and running out at
the lacings.”

“You won’t be harl on Mr. Crawfort
if his, machine does not work,” | heard
Miss Bradman say.

“1 won’t be hard! [Ill kill him, | say,
and then 1’1l go to Brazil and kill that
uncle of yours. But we’ll see. We’ll—"

He opened the door and they all trooped
in. , There was Georgia and Mr. Callader,
and Mrs. Bradman, who proved to be a very
handsome woman, and very stylish, and an-
other woman whom Mr. Bradman intro-

. duced as Mrs. Holmes."

“By cracky!” exclaimed Mr. Bradman.
“What! Is this a fact or am | dreaming? ”
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He had been mopping his head, neck; and
face. He stopped and stared at me in
amazement.

“Why—why—it’s like passing from an
oven into a refrigerator,”*he said.  Step-
ping in one step from the equator to Alaska.
What is it? What is it?”

“1t,” | said, “is the Crawfort Air-Cool-
ing Machine in full operation.”

“By Jove!”

He stepped over to the machine and
placed his hands in the diffusing current
of cold air.

“Come here,” he said to the others.
“Feel this. And no odor. Not like those
fans in a restaurant. They blow the odors
of another fellow’s lunch down your throat.
This cools the air and purifies it. What is
the temperature in this room now ?”

I looked at the thermometer.

Fifty-eight,” | said.

It had dropped twenty degrees since |
Uad looked before.

“Fifty-eight, Mrs. Bradman, think of
that. | wish | knew what it is outside—
nearly a hundred, | think.”

“1 can tell you,” | said, stepping to the

window. “It is ninety-four.”
“Think of that!” he roared. “A dif-
ference of thirty-six degrees. It is almost

beyond belief, but we are here to testify to
the fact. Now the question is how long
will that machine maintain the coolness?”

“As long as you want it to. There are
certain improvements to be made, such as
some way of regulating the speed of thev
wheel, and thus preventing the place getting
too cold.”

“1t is almost too cold for comfort now,”
said Mrs. Bradman.

“1 will turn off the current and leave the
window open. A little of the outside air
will warm this, and_then it will remain
about the same.”

“Now, you’ve got something-in that box.
Is it ice?”

“No, there is no ice. But the compound
mixture that is in there would make ice if
it was placed in a circular tank with a
central compartment for water. It would
freeze the water.”

“Welll But let’s eat.
This is glorious. 1 am willing to stay in
New York now. 1’1l have the laugh on
Jim when he comes back.”

“What about my job?”
Bradman.

“Your job?” queried her father.

We can talk.

asked Miss



16 THE ARGOSY.

“Why, yes. Haven't I a check for ten
thousand dollars?™”

“Gosh! | was so tickled ovfer the ma-
chine | forgot all about the check. He has
unquestionably earned the check. Have
you got it with you?” '

“Yes.”

“Hand it over to Crawfort. It’s his.A

Now, Crawfort, you don’t want any job
as chemist. What are your pla»s regard-
ing the machine?” —

I was looking at him tenderly—4> ten-

derly, indeed, that my eyes were wet, and
little rivulets were coursing down my
cheeks. \

“T thought— ” | began— “since you

have been so generous—and there is no
mistaking the fact that the machine is a
success, that we might go in as partners,
form a. company (you know more about
that than | do), manufacture the machines
and put them on the market. There should

be a big demand for the machine. 1 lie-.
lieve there is big money in it.”
“Bi» money! It’s a bonanza! Why,

thousands of those machines can be-sold in
every city in the United States. The only
difficulty | see is that the poor can’t have
them.”

“Why?”

“Well, there is the power. A poor fam-
ily living in a tenement could never afford
to pay for the electricity.”

“1 had not thought of manufacturing a
cheap machine,” | said, “but there is no
peason why it could not be done. Of course
your idea in regard to the poor is the bed-
room or sick chamber. Now, a cheap ma-
chine can be made to run with a storage
battery, or even by hand with a system of
multiplying cog-wheels. And, as the dis-
pensaries now give out medicines, and the
physicians and surgeons of the poor use
their instruments free, the addition of one
of these machines to a physician’s outfit
would not be a burden to him.”

“Right you are. Well, we will organize.
It’s"reat. Tell that boy out there to bring
Mr. Callader’s father, the head- chemist.
He must have a taste of this Greenland
air.”

1 told the boy. In a short time Mr. Cal-
lader came in from the laboratory. He
was a thin old. man and seemed far from
strong.

“What’s this?” he asked in amazement.
“ A cool room to-day? What magic stroke
has brought this about?”

“ Crawfort, here, is the magician,” said
Mr. Bradman. “Sit down and enjoy a
comfortable luncheon.”

CHAPTER

A FALL TO EARTH.

IX.

A Il the next day | spent making more
drawings and perfecting my plans. | had
done all I could with the crude machine |
had made for experimental purposes, and
now, if- >Jr. Bradman was to invest his
money in the enterprise, | was determined
that my apparatus should not have a flaw.

There was no trouble about the check,
and | left it on deposit in the same hank.
If it was good enough for Mr. Bradman,
it 'was good enough for me.

The possession of ten thousand dollars
brought my own sense of my importance to
a higher notch, although I did not permit
myself 'the luxury' of a swelled head. To
me ten thousand dollars was a fortune. But
it was a mere hagatelle to what the ~ir-cool-
mg machine could bring if properly placed
on the market.

I had resoly”™ to send a good share of
the ten thousand home to my father, and
mother. | did not hurry to do this. And
perhaps, as matters turned out, it was a for-
tunate thing | did not.

Having worked hard that day and far
into the night, | slept well. | went out in
the morning to get my breakfast, stopping
at the comer for my paper as usual.

I did not open it till 1 was seated at the

tahle in the restaurant, and when | did |
.opened mv eyes as well.

The first thing that struck my gaze were
the words in great, black head-lines:

KILLED BY COMFORT.

The idea was so new that | read on to see
how in the world anybody could be killed
by comfort. ,

The article under the head-line was a
follows:

A most amazing cause of death was dis-
closed yesterday when Mr. Richard Callader,
the bead chemist of the Bradman Medicine
Company, died from the effects of a severe
congestive chill he incurred during a lunch-
eon given by Mr. William Bradman, the busi-
ness manager and junior partner, in the offices
on Front Street.

It appears that Mr. Bradman, who is a very
stout man, and who suffers greatly from the
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excessive heat, has been in the habit of spend-
ing his summers on his steam-yacht, the
Wanderer, while his brother, Janies Anthony
Bradman, the well-known physician, takes
active control. But this summer Dr. Brad-
man, who is in Brazil making exhaustive
studies of various newly discovered plants to
determine their medicinal values, decided to
remain in South America till October. This
necessitated on the part of William Brad-
man a departure from his usual custom.

He suffered, however, from the heat to
such an extent that he entered into a contract
with a young inventor named Crawfort, by
which Crawfort engaged to keep the tem-
perature of the Bradman offices down to sixty
degrees all summer.

Crawfort’s efforts, put forth by way of a
machine of his invention, the secret of which
is not known by Mr. Bradman, were success-
ful, and in an artificially cooled room several
persons sat down on Wednesday, to a lunch-
eon provided by Mr. Bradman, in the offices

m of the company. Mr. Callader was among
the guests. He came direct from the labora-
tories, which were excessively warm, to the
lunch-room, which was at a temperature of
fifty-eight. The marvel of the thing so en-
thralled him that after the luncheon was over
and the other guests had gone, Mr. Cal-
lader remained some time examining the air.-
cooling device.

He complained while there of being chilled,
and went to his home. He took to his bed
upon his arrival, an<j never left it. It is ru-
mored that his son, Frederick Callader, of this
city, is to marry Miss Georgia, daughter of
William Bradman. Another rumor is that
the engagement is broken off and that Fred-
erick will sue Mr. Bradman for causing his
father’s death.

It may well be imagined that | did not
enjoy my breakfast. But | had ordered a
substantial one, and | felt like eating it.
Anyway, | did not believe Mr. Bradman
would be at his office so early. 1 finished
my breakfast and then went down to Front
Street.

I found Mr. Bradman sitting at his desk.
He had on a clean stiff collar, a clean white
shirt, and there was no mopping nor fan-
ning. He was perfectly cool and comfort-
able. He nodded when | went in.

“Have you seen this about Callader?”
he asked, holding up a paper.
“Yes. Isnt it terrible?
haps you would suffer, too.”

“No. It takes more than fifty-eight de-
grees to hurt me. He was a spindly sort of
fellow, anyway.”

“1 also feared that this accident might

2 A

| feared per-

prejudice you against the machine. | thought
maybe you wouldn’t want to have anything
more to do with it.”

“My dear Crawfort,” he said, swinging
about in his chair, “did you ever hear of a
railroad being abandoned because one of its
first surveyors got killed by Indians? Did
you ever hear of a mine being closed down
because a bucketful of miners dropped to
their death ?

“No. While | regret the death of Cal-
lader as much as any one can, | cannot’see
that it was really anybody’s fault: Nobody
else was affected by the cold. If you invite
a friend to go skating and the ice breaks,
his drowning is not attributed to any lack
of care on your part. If you invite a party
of friends on your yacht and a storm blows
one of them overboard, you are not held.

“ It was simply a most lamentable affair.
Fred will take his position, as | told you, at
the foot of the line of chemists.”

“The paper | read stated that it was ru-
mored that he was to marry Miss Georgia,”
I ventured to remark.

“He wants to marry Georgia. Whether
Georgia wants to marry him or not is a
matter thus far concealed from my obser-

vation. Georgia is, as perhaps you have
noticed, a young person of views. If she
wants to marry Callader she will. If she

doesn’t want to she won’t.
to do with it.”

There was a noise at the door and the boy
came in.

“Mr. Simpson,” he announced.

“ Show him right in.”

A tall, rather pale-looking man entered.

“Mr. Simpson, permit me—this is Mr.
Crawfort, the inventor of the Crawfort Air-
Cooling Machine, the one | sent for you
to put through at once. Mr. Crawfort can
give you the details of the thing much better
than I, and his being here saves the trouble
of sending for him.”

“1 understand,” said Mr. Simpson, “ that
you have a wonderful invention.”

“The wonder of it is that somebody has
not thought of it before.”

“There is always a first.
drawings of the machine?”

“Yes; complete drawings.”

“ A model ?”

“1 have a working model without the
improvements | shall make.”

“Well, does the model really produce re-
sults?”

“ Certainly.

I have nothing

Now, have you

The principle is all there.”
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“Then we will begin at once, and take
care of the improvements as they appear.
When can | have the drawings and model ?”
» “In two hours. | have them at my board-
ing-house.”

' “Well, to-morrow will do.
here. | will be here.”

“It may be cumbersome for you to take
away. There is a pipe ten feet long. The
same as that one reaching to the ceiling,
only not of that diameter.”

_“1 will bring a man with me.”

“1 will have it all here.”

Mr. Simpson departed.

“1 think, Crawfort,” said Mr. Bradman,
“that we will manufacture this ourselves.
We don’t need any outside capital, so what’s
the use organizing a company and dividing
our profits with somebody else? If we want
a third party we can find one—take Cal-
lader, for instance, if he proved to be all
right.  What are your plans now?”

“Well, there is no use doing much till
Mr. Simpson gets his application in for the
patents. | will look around for some cheap
land where we can build our factory.”

“11l have papers drawn. We go in on
even terms—that is, | furnish the capital
and you do the manufacturing. We divide
the profits equally.”

“You are generous, sir.”

“Not at all. | would never have invent-
ed the thing. And there is no possibility of
loss.”

“1 shall probably spend a week or two
while | can on the old farm.”

“Good. You'veworked hard. Getyour-
self in good shape. And | shouldn’t won-
der if you could pick up some good factory
land in Connecticut cheap.”

“1’1l keep my eyes open.”

We bade each other good-by. | hurried
out to the farm. My father and mother
were overjoyed to see me. My sister was
equally glad, but the fact that she had just
become engaged to be married rather soft-
ened her enthusiasm.

But | had a glorious time. | visited old
friends. | talked over my good fortune
with my parents; | was already, in their
estimation, a rich man. When | unfolded
the possibilities of my air-cooling machine,
they gasped.

“You’ll be a millioner,” said my father,
pronouncing it almost as if he was speaking
about the maker of women’s hats.

“1 hope so, dad. And then—you won't
have to follow.a plow any more. It will

Bring them

be the easy chair and a cigar for you in
that case.”
“ Do ye hear that, mother?” he asked.

“l hear. And | suppose another easy
chair for me?”
“You bet.”

“| suppose we can stand it; but it will
seem strange—very strange.”

In this way we spent the time dreaming
of the great days to come. We lived, as it
were, in the clouds. There was nothing to
dim the horizon. Our sun was rising, and
the aurora of golden glory was beautiful to
look upon. Then | received a telegram:

Crawfort, Wingate, Connecticut:

Come here at once. Bradman.

There was something about the' telegram
as chilly as the air from my own invention.
I hurried to New York.

I burst into the office. Mr. Bradman
and Mr. Simpson and another man | did
not know were talking together.

“1'm here,” | said. “What is it? ”
“What is it!” roared Mr. Bradman.
“You cur! You thief!”

He leaped at me and, seizing me, hurled
me toward Simpson.

“You tell him,” he said. “ 1’ 1l—I1"l—"

“Papal!” came a voice at the door.

CHAPTER X.

miss bradman’'s argument.

Simpson’'s face was red. He made an
attempt to grab me. | sent him plunging
into a big armchair. The other man was
calm and looked at me with a cold, iron-
ical expression.

“Now,” | said, as | collected myself and
stood with folded arms facing Mr. Brad-
man, “if you can calm yourself into some-
thing like a gentleman, I'd like to know
what |’ve done to cause any such reception
as this to be offered me.”

“You are a swindler.”

“1 am not a swindler. But for the pur-
pose of letting some light on the subject,
I would like to know in what matter | have
been a swindler.”

Mr. Bradman turned and pointed to the
Crawfort Air-Cooling Machine.

“You see that machine?”

“1 see the machine.”

“Didn’t you claim that you invented the
machine? ”

“1 did claim | invented the machine.
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i
Not only that, but I actually invented the
machine.” e

“You are a liar as well as a swindler.”

“Papal”

“1 forgot you were here, Georgia. But
I am glad we have unmasked the fellow
before he did any more damage.”

“Damage!” | echoed. “1 thought you
did got consider the death of Mr. Callader
an important matter.”

“We are not concerned now with the
death of Mr. Callader. | will let Mr. Simp-
son and. Mr. Grant explain the matter to
you. You doubtless know all about it, but
you dissemble well.”

“| know nothing about it. My only guess
is that you have kept the office comfortable
and gone insane with the heat outside.”

“Not so,” broke in Simpson. “ Of course
you knew when you gave me the drawings
and plans and the model of the air-cooling
machine, that you were not the inventor,
and therefore not entitled to any patent.”

“l knew that? Absurd. | knew noth-
ing of the kind, Mr. Simpson. | know that
I am the inventor. | was careful to let
nobody into my secret. | had different
parts of the machine made in different
shops. And of the parts | bought nobody
knew their purpose. '

“1 don't understand all this abuse and
violence. It would seem to me that some-
body is trying to frighten me out of the
fruits of my labors.”

“No,” spoke up Grant, “it is quite the
other way. | am a lawyer, in the same line
as Mr. Simpson. And | represent Mr.
Frederick Callader.”

» “The son of the man who died?”

“The same. It appears that Mr. Cal-
lader is the real inventor of the air-cooling
machine that you claim as yours. | had
his drawings and application for a patent
filed in Washington a week almost before
Mr. Simpson had yours.

“ Of. course the priority of Mr. Callader’s
application will give him the-" patent.
Under ordinary course of procedure we
would have a warrant for your arrest, but
Mr. Callader has not yet given me his de-
cision. Mr. Bradman could have you ar-
rested on the charge of procuring money
under false pretenses.”

“1 did not receive money under false
pretenses,” | gasped.

My usual calmness was deserting me.

“Yes, you certainly did,” said Mr.
Simpson. “1 dont know what Mr. Brad-

X

man may decide to do. But you certainly
obtained ten thousand dollars from him
under false pretenses.”

“It's a lie.”

“Violent talk will not serve you. The
mystery we would like to clear up is how
you obtained access to the model Mr. Cal-
lader had working.”

“Where did he keep it?” | asked with a
sheer.

“In a room he hired for the purpose.
He was very secretive about it.”

“He was here when my machine was
demonstrated the first time. He was as
much amazed as anybody else.”

“He appeared to be. He was so amazed
lie scarcely knew what to do. He feared if
he denounced you, you would beat him
anyway, for he had not yet reached a point
where he wanted to apply for patents. But
you made him hurry in order to protect
himself.”

“| made him hurry in order to rob me.”

“Oh, no. Any such bluff as that would
be laughed out of court.”

All this time Miss Bradman was stand-
ing looking on with an amazed, yet with
a pained look on her" lovely face.

“Papa,” she said, “you don’t believe that
Mr. Crawfort stole that invention any more
th'an | do.”

“Don’t you believe it?” asked Mr. Brad-
man, turning to her quickly as a man seek*-
ing relief.

“Certainly | do not.”

“But Miss Bradman,” interposed Simp-
son, “it stands without doubt a fact that
either Crawfort robbed Callader or Cal-
lader robbed Crawfort. The models, while
not being exactly alike, carry out the same
principles, and the drawings and descrip-
tions are almost identical.'l

“That proves nothing. | sometimes do a
black and white for an illustration for a
magazine, or a cover scheme. And |'ve
known it to occur that an artist brought in
almost the same thing and we had never
seen each other before. And in this case
a coincidence might happen. | suppose
there are at least a thousand brains work-
ing on the problem of cooling the air of
a room. It is not a wonderful thing that
two should hit on the same idea.”

“It could happen,” said Simpson.

“| must admit the argument is sound,”
put in Grant. “But even admitting that,
the priority of our application must stand.”

“ |- acknowledge that,-’ said Simpson.
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“Then you see, this fellow has ten thou-
sand of mine which— ” stammered Brad-
man.

“Which he will return,” | broke in an-
grily.  “All this stuff is hatched up. It
is a clear attempt to steal my invention,
and, with the exception of Miss Bradman,
every person in this room is involved in it.
But I am no thief. | will return the ten
thousand dollars. | have improvements to
make on the air-cooling machine, and | can
get plenty of capitalists to back me up now
that an attempt to rob me has been made.”

Mr. Bradman was staring at me like a
man in a trance.

“1 will give you a check for the ten thou-
sand dollars,” | went on. “It is in the
bank. It has not been touched.”

“But, papa,” said Miss Bradman, “I
was a witness, if you remember, to the
agreement you made with Mr. Crawfort.”

“Well?”

“He did not obtain the ten thousand
dollars under false pretenses even if the
patent goes to Fred.”

“He didn’t? Explain what you mean.”

“You said you would give ten thousand
dollars to anybody who could keep the tem-
perature of this room down to sixty all
summer.

“You offered no bonus for inventing
anything. You made no stipulations that
the man earning the ten thousand dollars
should use his own ideas or some other
man’s ideas. You didn’t say anything about
starting a company or investing money.
There was nothing said about making a
profit for anybody but the man who cooled
this room. Mr. Crawfort took you up on
your offer, and has cooled the room.-

“But,” said Grant blandly, “does it not
occur to you that by taking Mr. Callader s
apparatus to win the ten thousand dollars
Mr. Crawfort has practically stolen ten
thousand dollars from Mr. Callader?”

“You see even a smart lawyer steps in a
hole sometimes,” rejoined Miss Bradman.
“You happen to be wonderfully ignorant
of the facts in this case. When my father
made this offer of ten thousand dollars to
anybody who could cool the air of his
office he undoubtedly was suffering tortures
from the heat. Mr. Callader was present.
If he had a perfected model doing good
work why did he not speak up and claim
the right to win the ten thousand dollars?
He had as much right to do so as Mr.
Crawfort.”

Mr. Bradman blinked, and stared at his -
daughter.

“Hanged if you ain’t a better lawyer
than either of ’em,” he said. “ This will
be looked into, gentlemen. So far, Wash-
ington has two models, | have the only
machine in actual use. | am the owner of
that. | shall have injunctions against both
Callader and Crawfort preventing them
from making any more until this is settled.
My daughter’s argument is a good one.
My office is cool and comfortable and it was
Crawfort and not Callader who made it so.

“1 will take this matter into my own
hands. | do not make such moves often.
But when | do | generally reach pay dirt.
Mr. Crawfort will retain the money. | will
retain the machine. Until | send for you |
desire to see none of you again. Good day,
gentlemen.”

I was the first one out of the office, and
even then | took time to thank Miss Geor-
gia. She warned me with a glance.

CHAPTER XI.
ACROSS THE AIRSHAFT.

The more | thought of the matter, the
more chagrined and enraged | became. |
felt like kicking myself for not handing Mr.
Bradman the check for ten thousand dollars
and standing on my dignity.

But as he had accepted Miss Georgia’s
view of the matter, and insisted that | keep
the ten thousand, and | had no check-book
with me, this was impossible.

| felt sure that Fred Callader had in
some way possessed himself of the secre”
of my invention, and | almost felt that Mr.
Bradman knew it.

I recalled that glance Georgia had given
me as | left the place. What did that mean ?
Was it a warning against Callader? Or
was it a warning not to say too much my-
self? That it was a warning of some kind,
I had no doubt.

All the ,vay home, or to my room, which
was the only home | had in New York, |
studied the change in my prospects. There
was nothing inspiring in it all. | could
not see a ray of hope.

I had made a bluff in the office about
finding plenty of capital. As a matter of
fact, 1 did not know where | could unearth
a man with a thousand dollars to back a
manufacturing enterprise.

I resolved to return the ten thousand dol-
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lars. Then," with no standing obligation to
Mr. Bradman, | would be at liberty to carry
out any plan to defeat Callader, if, indeed,
any plan suggested itself to me.

Reaching my room, | wrote the following
letter:

Dear Mr. Bradman:

| am returning herewith the ten thousand
dollars which you paid to me under the im-
pression that | had solved the problem of air-
cooling for individual rooms.

The fact remains that | did solve it, and
the invention now doing service in your of-
fice is my own. | am not yet in a position
to'say just how Callader obtained possession
of the drawings from which he undoubtedly
had a model made. But | shall do all that is
within my power to run him down.

I “have none but the friendliest recollec-
tions of your generous treatment of me, but |
cannot retain your money unless | have your
confidence as well. Yours very truly,

William Crawfort.

I enclosed my check for the ten thousand
dollars with this and sent it to Mr. Bradman.

I was now under obligation to nobody.
I could go about my little detective work
without feeling that | was perhaps com-
mitting an act that would be disliked by a
patron.

I sat down after | had dropped the letter
in the box on the corner, and smoked two
cigars while | watched the fountain playing
in the square, meantime pounding my brains
for some light on the very dark subject that
had enveloped me.

Mr. Callader, the elder, had been stricken
with a chill the very day the air-cooling
machine was installed in Mr. Bradman’s
office. ' He had not left his bed from that
time until he was lifted from it to his
burial-casket.  So all thoughts of his being
a fellow conspirator with his son were out of
the question.

The death of the elder Callader had of
course kept Fred away from social func-
tions. This would give him time to work
on my plans without causing any remark,
for his friends and associates would natu-
rally suppose that he was in the seclusion of
his home.

The model | had given Simpson had been
in his hands until he sent it to Washington.
Therefore, it was not from the model that
Fred Callader had made his drawings. It
had been from the machine that was set
up in Mr. Bradman’s office that Callader
had stolen his plans.

Had he finished his work? Would he
rest on what he had accomplished, or would
he try to improve, using my machine as his
base of operations?

With a half-formed idea in my mind, |
went back to Front Street.

Up to this time | had paid very little
attention to the buildings on either side of
the one occupied by the Bradman Medicine
Company. But now | was beginning to
work out a theory that might lead to devel-
opments or might only eat &' hole in the
little money | had left. But it was worth a
trial.

On the. side of the Bradman building
where Mr. Bradman’s office was, there rose
a larger and more modern .structure. This
was a brick building, and | saw a sign that
looked like a perpetual one: “ Offices to
rent.”

I found the man in charge of this build-
ing.

“1 want,” | said, “a small office, on the
south side of the building, on the second
floor. Have you such an office vacant?”

“On the south side of the building, sec-

ond floor? Why—not much of an office.
Yet there is just one. Il explain. The
building was divided in office suites. The

parties who rent the front offices on the
south side, second floor, did not need this
extra room. It is little more than a closet,
anyway, and opens on an air-shaft.

“1 am using it now, but the understand-
ing is that if 1 can rent it | am to move out,
and go to the regular office in the basement.”

“Will vou let me look at it?”

“ Certainly.”

He led me up one flight of stairs and into
a room that was just a little wider than the
window at the end, | went straight to this
window and looked out.

| drew back at once, for straight across
the air-shaft was Mr. Bradman, sitting at
his desk. He did not see me, ahd | was glad.

“This is all right for my purpose,” |
said.

“Well, if the rent is satisfactory, 1'll move
my stuff down to the basement.”

“Don’t be in a hurry to do that. You
see, | have not yet started my business, and
for some little time will want the office more
as a sort of headquarters, a place to write
letters and receive mail, than anything else.
Some days | may not be here at all, and if
I am, you will not interfere with me in any
way. Leave your desk where it is. Il

get another one'.
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A light shone in his eyes.

“In that case 1’1l tell you what I’ll do.
I won’t put you down now as renting this
office. It is not rented. | will cut the rent
in half, and that will make it less expensive
for you. You will not need t&* get a desk.
When you are here, use mine. It is never
locked.”

“Very well,” | said, glad to save what |
could.

I had no doubt that the amount | paid
went into his own pocket, but I was not
much concerned about that. | was trying
to take care of my own pocket to the best of
my ability.

The deal was made.

“1 suppose the building
night?” | remarked.

“ There is a watchman here.”

“ Suppose | should take a notion to come
here after six o’clock. How would I man-
age that?”

“Well, you will have the key to this
room, and | will give you a key to the front
door, and will acquaint the watchman with
the facts in the case. You will have no
trouble. Of course, it is not customary, but
by no means a rarity. | knew one man
who had two offices for two separate lines of
business. He was in one office during the
day, and in the other part of the night.”

“ Everything is satisfactory".”

And it was. My plan had gradually as-
sumed clean-cut lines. | would watch from
the window of my office night after night.
If Fred Callader was engaged in any crooked
work, | wouldsoon know it. Then | felt
that I would be in a position to make thing?
warm for him.

That very night | started in. | took re-
position near the window and opened it. |
noticed that the window of Mr. Bradman’s
office was also open.

But, though | sattherehour after hour,
| saw no one. My own room was dark,
and so was Bradman’s. No one came into
it, so far as | could see.

And another night I put in like that, only
to be disappointed. | was beginning to
think 1 had made a mistake, and that Cal-
lader was not doing any work on the side.
But on the third night | had my innings.

It was about nine o’clock. | had sat at
the window since seven. Everything wis
dark and still.

Suddenly, about nine o’clock, the electric
light in Mr. Bradman’s office was switched
on, and | ducked my head lest | be discov-

is closed at

ered. But, | reflected, the light was in the
office across the air-shaft, and while | could
see the interior there plainly, | was quite in
obscurity'.

Nevertheless, | drew away from the win-
dow and watched.

Standing in the center of Bradman’s office
was Fred Callader, talking with a man |
had never seen before.

CHAPTER XII.
THE WITNESSES.

I paid more attention to the appearance
of the man with Callader than | ever had
paid to that of any man before.

He was tall, extremely well dressed—
rather over-dressed, | thought—and there
was a foreign look about him, with a touch
of craftiness that would have repelled me
had | met him under ordinary circum-
stances.

As it was, my suspicions were regulated
by the tension of my feelings, and no accu-
sation could have been made against the
man that would not at once have met with
my indorsement.

I remained standing in the middle of my
office, watching.

Frederick Callader made a gesture, the
end of which was a direct snapping of his
fingers, and then he pointed to the air-cool-
ing machine, which | could plainly see.
He made some remark that caused his com-
panion to laugh.

Then Callader stepped forward a little
and turned the switch. As both windows
were open, | could hear the preliminary
whir the machine made while it was getting
under way.

The face of the stranger took on an ex-
pression of surprise. He placed his right
hand over the cover, and | saw him nod,"
and his lips moved as though he was saying
something in praise of the apparatus.

Then Callader turned off the current and
unlocked the cover. He lifted this off the
machine, depositing it on the floor. Then
he reached down and lifted out one of the
chemical cartridges.

Here, really, was the main secret of the
entire apparatus. Anybody could think of
an air-blower. But it required a chemical
education, and a practical working knowl-
edge, to make up the formula that would
cool air and at the same time keep it dry
and devoid of odors.



A COLD DEAL. 23

Here was an act, the purloining of my
cartridge, that constituted a penal offense
if | could prove it. But | was alone.

The watchman was somewhere in the
building. I would gethim. A witness was
necessary, and the watchman was no fool.

I scurried to the basement, where | found
him smoking a pipe.

“Jackson,” I,said, “ 1 will tell you some-
thing. | am using that little office for
detective purposes, and the man | am after
is in the next building now.. I am not an
officer of the law. But | invented a ma-
chine which is set up in Bradman's office,
and another fellow stole the invention. He
is there now, and | want a witness/’

“Sure, 11l take a look at him,” replied
the watchman. “It’ll be no crime to tell
the truth. And how did he get in there,
sir?”

“He is an employee, and probably has a
key to the building.”

Jackson returned to the little office with
me. The stranger was standing almost
where he had been before, and Callader had
joined him.

“Ah, ha! | understand,” said Jackson.

Callader was tapping the cartridge of
chemicals, and the other man was listening
to something he was saying.

Then Callader left the room. The stran-
ger look his watch from his pocket and
looked at it. Then he slowly lit a cigar
and sat down in Bradman’s armchair. There
was something about his manner, an air of
patient resignation, that indicated his opin-
ion that he was destined to sit there for some
time.

“He don’t expect the other fellow back for
some while,” | said to Jackson. “He’s
gone to the laboratory to make some chemi-
cal tests. Now—say! Where is there a
telephone in this building | can use that
can’t be heard by that man in there?”

“Well, there’s a telephone in the office on
the next floor and on the other side. The
door is open, for | looked in when | came on
duty.” .

I quickly went up to the next floor and
found the telephone. | hunted in the book
for Mr. Bradman’s house call. | then took
up the receiver.

I gave the telephone number and kept the
receiver at my ear. It was not long before
I heard an answering voice, but it was not
the heavy voice of Mr. Bradman.

“Is this Mr. Bradman ?” | asked.

“No; Mr. Bradman is not at home.”

I recognized the silvery voice then as
Georgia’s.

“This is Miss Bradman, is it not? ”

“Yes— Miss Georgia Bradman. Is there
any message you wish to have me give Mr.
Bradman ?”

“Don’t you
Bradman?”

“1 seem to.
fort.”

“Right. Now, Miss Bradman, | want to
catch your father at once—even if he is at
one of the most sacred functions of his
favorite club.”

“Why, what has happened ?”

“1t is' happening right now. | am in the
building on the north side of the Bradman
building. | rented a small room, from the
windows of which | can look into your
father’s office. | suspected something would
turn up, and it has. Its name is Callader.
He is in there now with a stranger. He has
taken the cover off my machine- and taken
one of the cans, or cartridges, of chemicals
away. The other man is waiting, so | sup-
pose Callader is in the laboratory making
tests.”

“The wretch! | wish—oh! Mr. Craw-
fort, | haven't the slightest idea where papa
is. Hold the wire till 1 ask mama.”

There was an interval of silence.

“Hallo, Mr. Crawfort!” again came
Georgia’s voice.

“Well, Miss Bradman?”

“Mama doesn’t know where papa is any
more than | do. He said he was going to
meet a man at one club, but from there was
going somewhere in New Jersey to see an-
other man. Mama doesn’t recall what place.
Mama is as much worked up over this as |
am. And, since we cant get papa, | am
coming ri*ht down myself.”

“ But, Miss Bradman! Front Street at
night isn't quite the place for you.”

“Oh. I'll be safe enough. 1’1l come
clown in the car, and I'll have Wilkins with
me.”

“But where will you leave the car?”

“I'll manage. 1’1 leave it around the
corner. Don't worry about me. My father
must be represented in this matter.”

The connection was closed, and |
back to the little office.

“A lady will be here soon—Mr. Brad-
man's daughter,” | said to the watchman.

“Then 1I'd better be down waitin’. 11l
come back when the young fellow shows up,
or when the young lady gets here.”

recognize my voice, Miss

It is—why—yes, Mr. Craw-

went
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The stranger in Bradman’s office was still
occupying the armchair. He did not seem
to be impatient. He did not seem to be
interested in anything much. He puffed
away at his cigar as though he enjoyed it,
and when that one was smoked down pretty
short, he lit another.

It was tiresome work, standing back in
the darkness to avoid being seen, but striving
to see everything, when, as | matter of fact,
all there was to see was a well-furnished
office and a well-dressed man smoking cigar
after cigar as fast as he could.

Callader must have been making exhaust-
ive tests of my chemical compound. The
second cigar was consumed and a third one
lighted.

The minutes dragged along, and it became
about time for Miss Bradman to appear. |
left my post and went to the door down-
stairs. Jackson was standing there waiting.

“ 1 think she’s here, sir. | heard the chug
of a machine, and it stopped around the
corner.”

Even as he spoke, there appeared at the
corner a man and woman. The man stood
still, while the girl started toward us.

She saw me under the glare of the street-
lamp, and signaled back to Wilkins, her
chauffeur, that everything was all right.

“Have they gone?” she asked.

“No, not yet. They seem to be prepared
to make a night of it.”

“Well, so am I, then. We’ll have some-
thing to tell when we see Mr. William Brad-
man again.”

“Will you come up-stairs?
son. You can be chaperon.”

“This bein’ a strictly business affair, no
chaperon will be needed,” said Jackson with
a chuckle. “But, all the same. |1l come,
for I'm a witness already.”

Come, Jack-

CHAPTER XIII.
THE SAFE-BREAKER.

The scene in Bradman’s office had
changed. Callader had returned, and now
stood near the desk, while the other fellow
sat reading something on a piece of white
paper.

“Why—that is Remsen Mondale!” whis-
pered Georgia Bradman.

“You know him, then?”

“1 have seen him. He is not much good,
‘mMancy. He is a rival of the Bradman

"'A-Company.”

“Arival?”

“Yes. You have no idea how sharp such
rivalry is. You see, the only stock in trade
a medicine company has is either a patent
on a compound or a secret drug or mixture.
The Bradman company protects itself as
well as is possible under the present laws.
But as every law can be broken, so | fancy
that every invention can be stolen if the
right person goes about it. | can begin to
understand, now, something that has been
amystery.”

“ About the company ?”

“Yes. OlId Mr. Callader told papa some-
thing once. It was not long ago, either.
Of course you know that it had been agreed
that Fred should be appointed chemist when
Mr. Callader died or retired. Well, Mr.
Callader called papa’s attention one day to
the fact that whenever a new appointment
was made to the chemical staff he was fully
instructed in the business, so that every
member of the staff knew the formulas em-
ployed in the work.

“Mr. Callader told papa he considered
this unnecessary and unwise. He said that
among so many men it was almost certain
that one would be found wko could be
bribed.

“He suggested that in future the head
chemist and a personal assistant be the only
ones made fully cognizant of the ingredients
of the various medicines, and that they por-
tion out the drugs and sirups for the others.
' “Papa thought this was a strange sug-
gestion for a man to make, when the next
appointment was bound to be his own son.
Still, there was so much in the suggestion
that was good, that papa decided to act on
it. Now | can see through Mr. Callader’s
caution. He probably knew that Fred was
intimate with Mr. Mondale, and suspected
that everything would not remain as it should
when he was gone.”

“Very probable,” | said, “and it would
seem that he was right.”

The two men in Bradman’ office now
entered into a discussion that seemed to
grow warmer. Mondale appeared to be lay-
ing down some sort of argument, which
Callader did not seem to regard with favor.

He thrust out his hands, palm upward, in
a gesture expressive of helplessness.

“1 wish | could hear their conversation,”
I said. “But there is enough light that
comes from the room to reach the sill of my
window, and if they saw me the jig would be
allup.”
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“But surely, Mr. Jackson here, as the
watchman of this building, can look out of a
window a moment.”

“Bedad, ma’am, but it’s a great head
you've got. I’ll pry open my ears so they’d
hear a pin drop in the moon.”

He walked away, filled and lit his pipe,
and then, while Miss Bradman and | drew
back farther where there would be no pos-
sibility of being seen, Jackson sauntered
leisurely to the window and stood leaning
against the casing in a nonchalant way, as
if the hours of the long night hung heavy
on his hands. He remained there about five
minutes, and then came back.

“1t’ll be time you looked now,” he said.
“Let me tell you, there’s a couple of fine

jailbirds in the makin’ in that office. Well,
I didnt hear everything. But from what |
did hear, the situation is this: This man

Mondale has plenty of money and the other
fellow none. Mondale, it seems, has agreed
to put up the money to manufacture the
air-cooling machine, provided Callader gets
him the formulas of the remedies put out
by the Bradman company. It's a fine game
that the other is willin’ to fall* for, only
he don’t know the formulas. That’s where
the hitch is now. They know all they want
to know about the machine, but Callader
can’t deliver the other goods.”

“Wretch! And he wanted to marrv me.
Ught!”

We stepped out again where we could see
what was going on in the Bradman office.
Mondale had thrown away his cigar, and
was rummaging through the desk of Mr.
Bradman, and Callader was fussing with
the combination of the safe.

“Ah! He is certainly making a fine nest
for himself,” whispered Miss Bradman.

She had, in her excitement, clutched my
arm with her fingers, and | could feel them
contract as her excitement grew in intensity.

“That is an old safe,” | said. “ Almost
anybody ought to get it open.”

“They are certainly bold enough, after
the watchman showing himself.”

“They are too interested,” said Jackson.
“Neither one of ’em looked my way.”

“Now, Miss Bradman,” | told her, “we
have reached a point where we must come
to some decision. Those men are in that
office for the purpose of robbing your father.
Shall we shout and prevent it?”

“No. | know just whatmy father would
co, and we will do the same. My father is
one of the softest, easiest marks in the world,

“

up to a point where he knows or thinks he
is being imposed upon very wrongfully.
Then he is apt to be the most vengeful man
on earth. It is often that way. In this
case he would say, let them have plenty of
rope. They will save us the trouble of
hanging them by doing it themselves.”

“Ah!” came from Jackson.

I looked into the lighted office.
had the door of the safe open.

“Mark the time,” whispered Miss Brad-
man.

Callader began to ransack the safe. We
saw him with a handful of bills. He turned
with these displayed and spoke to Mondale.

Mondale made a gesture of impatience.
He swung his hand outward and said
something, while his face wore a scowl. Cal-
lader put the roll back in the safe.

“He’s foxy,” | said. “Mondale knows
a thing or two. All they are after would
never be discovered if we were not here.
But the loss of money, of course, would cause*
an investigation. Callader is a fool.”

“Mondale is an older and more expe-
rienced criminal,” remarked Miss Brad-
man.

There was a sudden exclamation from
Callader that reached even to us. He
leaped to his feet. In his hand he held
some yellow papers.

“He has found them,” said'Miss Brad-
man.

Now both men got busy. Mondale looked '
over the documents, of which there were a
dozen or more, and handed them back to
Callader. Then, drawing some paper to-
ward him, he dipped a pen in ink, and Cal-
lader began reading from the papers while
he wrote.

Jackson again went to the window.

He remained there while Callader read
off each paper, and then Mondale folded
the copies he had made and put them in his
pocket. He then motioned toward the safe.

Callader returned the yellow papers to
the safe, and then Mondaie rose. Jackson
came back to us.

“They are going to the GreenParrot for
a bite and a drink,” he said.

“Where is the Green Parrot, and what
isit?”

“It's an all-night cafe on Fulton Street.”

“Saloon?”

“Well, it's a restaurant, too.”

“Is it a fit place for a lady togo?”
asked Miss Bradman.

“1 wouldn't see any harm in it,especially

Callader
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on such business as this. Ladies do go
there. The cashier is a lady, some relative
of the night superintendent. And there are
women who work'nights somewhere or other,
telegraph operators, telephone girls, or news-
paper women, or something, who eat there.
I 've seen them.”

“Then we’ll go there, Mr.
You may take me to supper.”

“But that will give us dead away,” |
objected. “They will know we are on their
trail.”

“No, not necessarily. Let us think up a
good story. We can account for being, out.
I’lIl think of something. You see, there is
no way of disquising ourselves. If there
was I'd do that, and not let them know.
But you see how impossible it is to get a
disguise here.”

“Still,” | persisted, “1 can't really see
what we are going to gain.  Surely they will
not say anything of value while in our
presence.”

“No—1 know that. Butthey won’t know
that we saw all this,,and will not dare to
act suspicious of us. And papa may be
home.”

There was something in this, though her
purpose was still unspoken. Mr. Brad-
man’s safe was closed again, and the two
men left the office.

“Now, before we go, Jackson, let me
know where we are sure to find you when-
ever we may need you.”

“The surest place is here. 1 have no
settled home, but |I’m here every night.”

“All right!  Come, then, Miss Bradman.”

And we left the place.

Crawfort.

CHAPTER XIV.

AT THE GREEN PARROT.

up,” said Miss
“1*ve got a scheme.”

We were peering from the door of the
brick building and could just see the backs
of the two conspirators as they walked
slowly away from us.

“Well, I’'m ready. You needn't call the
roll. If you want murder committed, I
suppose Wilkins will help me.”

“It isn't murder. It's more fun. Come!
We've got to take a chance. | want to be
in the restaurant and sitting at the' table
when they come in.”

“Why? What’s the difference?”

“Oh, vou! With a brain that can

“Hurry Bradman.

in-

/
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vent an air-cooling machine you are the
most stupid—hurry!  Why, it makes all
the difference in the world! If we are
there, waiting for our supper, they cannot
suspect that we have been watching them.
Then, again, we invite them to eat with us,
and can keep them as long as we like.”

m “So far, so good. Then, what are we
going to do with them ?”

“We've got to get hold of papa somehow.
Wilkins could go to Jersey City while we
are at supper, but who knows which rail-
road he will come home on? If | only
knew just where he went it would be easy.”

“I1f he went on business, perhaps Cal-
lader would know.”

“That’s so. Perhaps he will know.
We'll give him a chance to tell if he does
know. Then you must keep things going
at a lively clip while I make some excuse to
leave the table and speak to Wilkins. Oh
—yoVIl have to spend a lot of money.
Mondale likes wine, and so does Fred Cal-
lader.”

“Do they?” | asked, with a laugh.
“But | have no wine money, Miss Brad-
man. My last money went for the rent of
that office.*

She turned toward me and | saw, in the
li/'/ht of a street-lamp we were passing
swiftly, a look of astonishment on her face.

“Why—have you used ten thousand dol-
lars so soon ?” she asked.

“Miss Bradman, | did not break into the
ten thousand dollars. 1 sent that back to
your father.”

“You did! Why did you do that?”

“1 did not care to keep it under the cir-
cumstances. When it is proven that Cal-
lader is a thief | will accept the money,
provided your father still intends to manu-
facture the machines.”

“It is already proven that Callader is
a thief.”

“ But your father doesn't know that.”

“No, and | wish | knew- how to let him
know it.  Now/—Ilet’s think over this a
little. Suppose Callader does know where
papa went, and where he could be met in
feriev City. Shall | invite him and Rem-
sen Mondale to accompany us in the car?”

“M-m! | don’t think I would.”

“You think it would make me appear too
anxious to have them near me, or to meet
him 2~

“Partly that. But my main objection
to the invitation is that it would take them
out of the State. They have right now in-
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criminating proofs on them. We don’t
want to let them get out of our sight once
we meet them at the Green Parrot. And if
they suspected us, and decided to remain in
New Jersey, we could do nothing to-night.”

“That’s so. Well, isn’t it true that two
heads are better than one. But now look
here. We've got away from the entertain-
ment question. You are my escort, afid
must keep them interested while | do the
thinking. This is now more my affair than
it is yours. | want money spent, and since
you were honest idiot enough to return
money that was rightfully yours, you must
take some of mine. When the Crawfort
Air-Cooling Machine Company is paying
dividends we can square accounts.”

It galled me to accept money from her to
spend, yet what she said was true. We
were not only on the trail of the man who
had stolen my invention, but also on the
trail of twd men who had entered the office
of the Bradman Medicine Company and
opened the safe and stolen various valuable
formulas with the intention of profiting

thereby. | took the roll of money she thrust
into my hand.
She had told Wilkins the route she

wanted taken, and though it was a little
farther than the one presumably taken by
Callader and Mondale, we reached the
Green Parrot first. As they were walking
slowly and we were riding at good speed
this was an easy matter.

Miss Bradman and | entered, and went
at once to an unoccupied table near the door
where the two would surely see us as they
came in. Mr. Bradman had been shrewd
enough to tell Wilkins to drive on and not
let Callader see him, for Callader knew the
chauffeur, and for some reason | had not
time to fathom, Miss Bradman did not want
Callader and Mondale to know we came in
an automobile.

“Why did you send Wilkins away?”
| asked, as we sat down at the table.

“Hush! Here they come.”

Mondale entered first. Callader was but
a few steps behind him.

“Why, how do you do, Freddie?” said
Miss Georgia. Both turned.

Mondale bowed politely. Callader’s
face turned a shade paler, 1 thought, and
he seemed confused. Miss Bradman, on
the contrary’ was as composed as though
she was in her seat at the opera and no
thought of conspiracy and crime had en-
tered her head.

“Don’t you see Mr. Crawfort?” she
asked.

Then she introduced me to Mondale,
who shook hands with me in a formal but
extremely polite manner. Callader bowed.
“You are not apparently overwhelmingly
pleased to meet Miss Bradman’s friend,”
said Mondale with a smile, although |
knew the words were meant as a reproof
and warning.

“1?” replied Callader. *“1 certainly am
pleased to meet anybody who is a friend of
Miss Bradman’s. But—I rather fancied
that Crawfort would not be pleased to meet
me.”

Georgia’s foot touched mine under the
table. | leaped to the conclusion that she
had signaled me that this was my cue. |
seized upon it.

“To prove the contrary,” | said, with a
laugh, “vou and Mr, Mondale will please
sit down and have supper with Miss Brad-
man and me. You are both older friends
of Miss Bradman’s than | am. In fact,
were it not for the unfortunate accident that
has made it necessary for Mr. Callader to
remain in seclusion, so far as society is
concerned, | would not be here now. Mr.
Callader, 1 fancy, would be Miss Brad-
man's escort.”

“1 could have waived the seclusion bus-
iness to serve you, Georgia,” said Callader.
“But | am amazed to see you down here
at all. What under the sun brings you to
Fulton Street at this hour of the night?”

“Well.” said Miss Bradman, “there is
no great mystery about the matter. In the
first place the Subway has a station at Ful-
ton and Broadway. In the second place
we got here too early to meet papa, and in
the third place | was hungry. Hence, the
Green Parrot. Hence this meeting. Now,
Mr. Inquisitor, are you satisfied?”

“Oh, perfectly,” said Callader, laugh-
ing. “1 didn’t mean to be an inquisitor,
really. But, Heavens, Georgia, your father
won’t get home before twelve-thirty. He’ll
probably come on that Congressional train.
I don’t suppose his business in Washington
will keep him there till to-morrow.”

“No, | expect him home on that train,”
said Georgia calmly. “ And he always uses
the Pennsylvania.”

By this time they had comfortably seated
themselves. The waiter was standing near
my chair, having gathered from the con-
versation that | was playing the host.

Georgia ordered first, and as she slowly



28 THE ARGOSY.

and carefully scanned the menu | knew she
was killing time like an expert.

And when she ordered, it was a list of
dishes that had to be prepared, taking still
more time. | followed her cue and did the
same. | knew Callader and Mondale
would not leave us until we were ready to
go too.

Mondale seemed a little surprised at my
prodigality, but Callader did not know I
had sent the ten thousand dollars back to
Bradman. To him | was simply a living
exponent of the fact that a fool and his
money are soon parted.

CHAPTER XV.
A LONG SUPPER.

“1 wonder Iif there is a pUb“C tele-
phone here,” said Miss Bradman.

“1 believe so,” answered Mondale.
“ Almost every restaurant of any impor-
tance has a telephone that can be used by
guests.”

“1 don't feel like going home again in
that stuffy Subway," she went on, “and as
it is a lovely night > am going to have a
—*joy ” ride. I'll telephone for Wilkins
to meet papa with the cat and come here
after us, and we’ll go home together. We
can drop you gentlemen wherever you like,
and papa and | can go on home together
with Wilkins.”

Callader looked a little disconcerted, but
nothing seemed to have the power to cause
Mondale to change countenance.

Miss Georgia excused herself, and went
to the desk. She held a short conversation
with the cashier, a young woman with
fluffy hair, and then with a rather loudly
expressed “thank you” disappeared alto-
gether.

Inasmuch as Wilkins was probably
within fifty feet of the entrance to the Green
Parrot with the car, it puzzled me some to
guess what Miss Bradman was going to
conjure up to “get away with it, as the
current slang expressed it.

But Miss Bradman, | knew, was a young
woman of ideas, and | could rely on her
doing about the right thing at the right
time.

She was gone about ten minutes, and re-
turned as she had gone, through a small
door at the side of the dining-room, and at
once resumed her seat.

There was a*slight flush on her cheek

that made her seem more beautiful than
ever.

“Where do you intend to spend the
summer, Mr. Mondale ?” she asked.

| started as though somebody had stuck
a pin in me. Of all the questions requir-
ing nerve and loaded with irony that was
the worst.

And her lovely demure face was turned
toward Mondale with so simple and inno-
cent'an expression that the Evil One him-
self would have been duped by it. Asking
a man where he intended to spend the sum-
mer when her efforts, aided by my own,
were to have him spend the summer in jail!
It was going some.

“1 haven’t decided yet,” he answered.
‘1 did think of the White Mountains, but
[ received an invitation to join Jack Car-
berry's yachting party, and | fancy that
would be more fun.”

“He always has a gay party on board.
That yacht of his could tell—but then I
won’t if the yacht cannot. | think, as long
as papa must remain in town all summer,
mama and | will content ourselves at a
hotel near enough so that he can go back
and forth every day in the yacht. He is
so stout, and so uncomfortable in the cars
in warm weather, | feel real sympathy for
him."

“That's a good scheme,” said Mondale.
“ And he will derive much benefit from the
sea air. Where will you go, Fred? ”

“Where will 1 go? To work, | suppose.
I haven't got a father earning six thousand
a year now. |’'m earning two. And | don*t
suppose a fellow gets a vacation the same
summer he gets a job.”

“1 don't know about that,” said Miss
Bradman, rushing in again so that | trem-
bled. “You see, Freddie, your father was
entitled to his vacation. And as you took
your father’s place, or at least filled the
vacancy made by promotion along the line
at his death, you ought to be entitled to his
vacation. 11l speak to papa about that.
I'm sure he will give you a holiday.”

There was no doubt in my own mind
that Mr. Bradman, after he had been put
in full possession of all we had seen that
night, would be extremely glad to give Cal-
lader a vacation. As to where he would
spend it, that was another question.

“ Suppose, Fred," said Mondale, “that
I get you asked on board Jack’s yacht.
You know him, don't you?”

“Onlv slightly. And | don'-t think I'd
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care for a second-hand invitation like that,”
replied Callader irritably.

“ It wouldn’t be second-hand. You play
good cards, and a good player is always
welcome on a yacht, especially on rain)
days. | would like to have you go.”

In this way the conversation dawdled
along and the time sped rapidly. It re-
quired no effort on my part to keep Cal-
lader and Mondale. The supper itself took
till after twelve, and Miss Bradman seemed
only to have begun to liven up.

She seemed in a mood to make a night
of it, and as it would soon be time for her
father to arrive we sat there, we three men
smoking by permission of Miss Bradman.

Half past twelve came at last.

“The train must be at Jersey City now,”
said Georgia. “1 hope papa hasn’t been
detained. He hates to stay away from
home overnight unless we are all together.
I never saw a man like him.”

“He is devoted to his family.
what you mean?” | answered.

“Yes. Most men are anxious to break
away once in a while.”

“1 wouldnt be,” said Callader. “If |
had a wife— the right kind of wife — |
would be just like your father.”

“Freddie, you couldn’t be like my father
any more than you could climb up a sun-
beam. My father was made in a large
mold, with plenty of material of all kinds.
When the frame was made it was discov-
ered that the brain and heart that was
used for ordinary men would never do for
his size, and a larger heart and better brain
were turned out to suit the special features
of the perfect mechanism thus far projected.
A man was put on earth who had brains to
think with and a heart to love with. One
beat of my father’s heart is worth ten beats
of the heart of an ordinary man. That big
heart is at the mercy of all unfortunates who
know him, and half the scamps. | know he
is the victim of impostors, and frauds, but
all warnings are useless. He is so afraid
that he might do an innocent person an in-
justice that he takes the chance the other
way.”

“1 have heard of sleeping lions,” re-
marked Mondale.

“He is one,” said Georgia promptly.
“If it is brought home to him surely, in-
dubitably, that he is being dealt with un-
justly, or robbed, then all that big palpi-
tating heart turns to a terrific engine of
fury, and the knowledge that he is gener-

Is that

ous, is open-handed to all who need help,
and has been victimized on that account,
makes him all the more implacable and re-
lentless.”

“It is frequently so,” said Mondale, and
Callader seemed to be uneasy.

I wondered if her description of her
father did not apply in great measure to
Georgia herself, | could tell by the glow
on her cheek and the gleam in her eyes,
that she enjoyed this baiting of the victims
of their own miserable conspiracy. She
knew she had them in her power, and like
some beautiful, sleek cat she was playing
with them—torturing Callader till 1 al-
most fancied he wanted to throw up his
hands and cry enough.

“It is quarter to one,” said Georgia pres-
ently. “They will be here soon.”

“They? Do you expect your father to
bring somebody home with him ?”

“-He might do that, but it wasn’t what I

meant. By 1lthey ’ | meant papa and Wil-
kins.  Wilkins, you know, is a human
being.”

“1 suppose so,” said Callader.

“The train may have been delayed,” ob-
served Mondale, looking at his watch.

He would have to turn to see the clock on
the wall of the Green Parrot, but Georgia
could see it without moving her head.

One o’clock came. | feared the two
would consider it a late hour for an auto-
mobile ride. But | realized that Miss Geor-
gia was a magnet. | knew Fred Callader
was in love with her. | judged from the
expression in Mondale’s eyes whenever he
spoke to her that he was smitten with her
beauty, and. whether he was capable of an
honest love or not, he liked to be with
Georgia Bradman. So time amounted to
nothing with'either of them.

At seventeen minutes past one the door
opened and Mr. Bradman entered.

CHAPTER XVI.
A VERY OLD FRIEND.

“Werr, well!” exclaimed Mr. Bradman
heartily, as he tnopped his face with his
handkerchief. “Did | keep you waiting

long? ”

“Oh, not to our distress,” answered
Georgia. “We have enjoyed our little dip
into bohemia. Won’t you have a glass cf
wine? It is Mr. Crawfort’s treat.”

“Wine? Crawfort’s treat? Must be
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money in the old Connecticut farm yet,
then, Crawfort. 1’ve a bone to pick with
you concerning that—but we won’t go into
that now. It was very thoughtful of you,
Georgia, to send the car and save me a trip
up-town in the Subway or on the Elevated.
I do so dislike riding on the railroad in
warm weather. What puzzled me was how

you knew | was in Washington. 1 told
nobody where | was going."
“Oh, of course you did, papa. You have

forgotten.”

“Miss Bradman knew,” said Callader.

“Why, yes. And even Freddie knew.
He said you were in Washington. He
knew what train you would come home on
as well as | did.”

“How did you know?” asked Bradman,
turning to Callader. “1 am sure nobody
around the building knew,”

“It was on—1 heard somebody say, |
can’t remember who,” said Callader.

His face flushed. 1 saw a startled look
come into Mondale’s face and he flashed a
quick, warning glance, full of suppressed
anger, at his dupe and accomplice. It was
the first time that Mondale had shown any
emotion.

To tell the truth, |1 was considerably sur-
prised at the way matters were turning, my-
self. Miss Bradman, when | had tele-
phoned to her from the building in which
I was hiding, had said that she did not
know where her father had gone, and then
after a talk with her mother she had said
that he was in New Jersey.

When Callader had told her that Mr.
Bradman had gone to Washington | had
thought he was assuming a knowledge he
did not have. But here was Mr. Bradman
a little late, but that he had been met by
Wilkins in Jersey City was certain.

How, then, just as he had asked, | asked

myself, did Callader know.he had gone to
Washington?
[ *“1’ll have a glass of wine,” he said,
“and we’ll go. |-see Georgia hasn't put
a veto on your smoking, so we'll take it
easy, and enjoy a cigar while we ride up-
town.”

The waiter poured out a glass of wine all
around, and Mr. Bradman drank his at
though he was thirsty. Then he bought a
dozen cigars and we left the Green Parrot.

To my surprise, and to the surprise, ap-
parently, of all the others in our party,
there was another man in the automobile.
He sat there smoking, seemingly at rest and

contented with himself and the world in
‘general.

“Ah!” said Mondale, and | detected a
quick, indrawn breath as of startled sur-
prise. “You are already a host. | sug-
gest, Freddie, that we do not intrude on
Mr, Bradman to-night, but go up-town on
the Subway and enjoy Miss Bradman’s joy
ride®ome other time.”

“Very well,” rejoined Callader.

“Fudge!” exclaimed Mr. Bradman, get-
ting his portly form between the two, and
clutching each by the arm. “Think of
dropping out on account of my old friend
Elton. Here, Elton, two friends, Mr. Mon-
dale, and Mr. Callader. Elton has been
a friend as long as Callader has been on
earth.”

“That is a fact,” said the comfortable
Mr. Elton. “We've seen a few things to-
gether, eh, Bradman? But you should have
told me you expected to pick up a crowd.”

“Crowd? This no crowd for the car.
And Callader is one of our best chemists.”

Mr. Bradman introduced me as though |
was a mere unimportant fungus on the
outside of the party, and Miss Bradman
wasn’t introduced at all. She gave a little
laugh, and after shaking hands with Mr.
Elton seemed to forget all about me, and
sat down alongside of him.

“It is quite a long time since we have
met,” she said.

“Yes,” he replied slowly. “ Quite a long
time. It seems to me that | should see a
little girl, but I find my old friend Brad-
man has a young woman for a daughter.
Well, time flies. We old fellows dont like
to admit it, but we are old. Now, |1l bet
Bradman will say he feels as young as when
he was twenty-five and weighed a hundred
and sixty.”

“It’s a long time since |1 weighed a hun-
dred and sixty,” said Bradman.

Wilkins did not wait for any instruc-
tions. but started off.

As we passed the street-lamps | got from
time to time a good look at the features of
Mr. Elton, and | must admit that Mr.
Bradman’s friend seemed to me about as
bad a misfit for an old chum as | could
imagine possible.

Mr. Bradman’s face was large, round,
smiling when he was not growling at the
weather. Mr. Elton was grim, somber, and
his eyes were devoid of friendliness.

We swung into Broadway and passed the
post-office.
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“ Broadway in this part of the town at
this time of night is very different from
that portion of it called the Great White
Way,” remarked Bradman.

“Is it?” queried Elton.
of the Great White Way.
are all marble, | suppose.”

“Well—er—1"1l take you there. We old
fellows must have our fling once in a while,
Elton.”

“Yes, yes.
Bradman.”

We passed the City Hall, then the old
Stewart Building, and then corner after
corner skipped to the rear as Wilkins sped
the car to the legal speed limit. At the
corner of Grand the great car swung to
the right and went eastward.

“Where are you going?” demanded
Mondale with an expression of alarm.
“Jump, Callader! We have been tricked!”

“W hat!”

Mondale had risen,
lowed his example.

The car was going at terrific speed. To
jump was almost certain death.

“ Sit down,” said Mr. Elton quietly, and
there was the gleam of metal in his hand.
“You are both under arrest. Sit down or
I shall put the handcuffs on you.”

“What does it mean? What are you
going to do?” wailed Callader, now thor-
oughly alarmed.

“You will learn,”
coolly.

The car swung into Centre Street and
stopped before 240, which is police head-
quarter's.

“Don’t make a scene and* cause unneces-
sary trouble,” said Mr. Elton, Bradman’s
old chum, who was a man Bradman had
never seen until that night, nor Georgia
either. “There are enough around to han-
dle you and to make a fuss would only hurt
your own chances.”

“My God,” | heard Callader breathe.

Then a ray of hope came to him.

“Georgia! Dear Georgia! What's all
this about?” he asked, his voice trembling.
“l havent done anything—committed a
crime—have 1?7

Georgia did not answer.
tear from her eye.

We were marched before an inspector.

“The«e are the prisoners.” said Elton,
whose right name war McGraw. “ Mr.
Bradman will make nis own charge.”

“The charge | make against these two

“1 have heard
The buildings

But no mischief, now, friend

and Callader fol-

said Mr. Bradman

She "wiped a

men, this one Remsen Mondale, and this
one Frederick Callader,” said Mr, Brad-
man, and his voice now was hard and cold,
bearing out the statement of Georgia con-
cerning him, “is breaking into my office
and place of business illegally, opening my
safe illegally, and purloining from there
certain valuable documents used in my
business, the same being formulas for the
manufacture of remedies known as the
Bradman Specialties, put up by the Brad-
man Medicine Company, of which my
brother and myself are the proprietors.
This man has copies of the formulas in his
pocket now.” He pointed to Mondale.

“It’s a liel ” cried Mondale.

“Search him,” said the inspector.

Mondale riiade a little struggle, but two
men soon had the formulas spread out be-
fore the inspector.

“Are you employed by the Bradman
Medicine Company ?” asked the iaspector.

“No,” said Mondale.

“Then how does it happen that you have

these formulas written on their letter-
heads?”

“They were in my office,” said Mr.
Bradman. “ Callader knew | went to

Washington, and the only possible way he
could know it was to see a memorandum on
my daily calendar on my desk. | told no-
bod)' where | was going. | went to Wash-
ington to see about a patent for an air-
cooling machine of which Callader claims
to be the inventor, but of which | know
now Mr. Crawfort here is the only in-
ventor and owner. Callader has in his
pocket the secret formula of the cooling
preparations he obtained by making tests
in my laboratory in Front Street after
breaking into my office and taking a chem-
ical cartridge from the air-cooling machine.
He has that in his pocket.”

This was found after a search.

“Now, to make the matter absolutely be-
yond contradiction, here are two witnesses,
my daughter and Mr. Crawfort, who wit-
nessed the entire performance from the
window of the next building on Front
Street, and who knew that these two fine
gentlemen were going to the Green Parrot
on Fulton Street to eat. They hurried there
in my automobile and invited the two ras-
cals to supper when they entered.

“My daughter wrote a note and sent the
chauffeur to meet me, and | came here and
you sent a detective with me to make this
arrest.”
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“The case is clear enough,” announced
the inspector. “ Caught with the goods.
Take them away.”

“Oh, my God!” cried Callader. “Wasn't
I a fool? It’s your fault! You got me
into this, Mondale. Now get me out.”

Mondale sneered.

“It was like this,” almost shouted Cal-
lader. “He's got money. He put me up
to stealing the air - cooling machine and
promised to finance it if | would give him
the formulas of your medicines. But you
did not tell me the formulas and none of the
other chemists would tell. A new’rule, they
said. So | was led by him, and look at
t'ne scrape I’'m in.”

“You were welcome in my home," said
Mr. Bradman. “You ate my bread. You
sailed as guest on my yacht. You even
aspired to the hand of my daughter. |
shall have no pity on you, not even for your
father's sake. | am through.”

“Take them away.”

THE

HI

THE ARGOSY

A heavy hand was laid on the shoulder
of Mondale and on Callader. Two more
restfallen knaves | never saw.

“ Oh, take me home. | am—"

Then Georgia proved 'she was a woman.

We got her home and her motLer put her
to bed.

That was not so very long ago. But to-
day | have my ten thousand dollars again,
and | am president and manager of the
Crawfort Air-Cooling Machine Company,
of which Mr. Bradman is treasurer and sec-
retary. The factory is being run wisely on
a small scale at first while improvements are
being made.

And a fine residence is being built about
ten minutes’ ride in an automobile from the
factory and here Georgia and | are going
to live when she becomes my wife—one
month after the day on which I am finishing
this last line.

Mondale and Callader were both con-
victed.

END.

AND THE BADGER.

BY HOWARD DWIGHT SMILEY.

The Game That Involved a Lariat Trailing Out from Under an Inverted Ket-
tle and What Happened When the Man from Wisconsin Toole' a Hand in It.

EKE JOHNSON sat with his feet
cocked up on the window-sill o’ Judge
Finley's “court o' last resort,” as the judge
called” his two-story, red-front thirst an'
amusement emporium, gazin’ out across the
Idaho landscape with an expression denotin
that there wan't a blessed thing left in the
world to live for, an’ less to die for.

The rest 0’ us were bunched together at
the other end o’ the room intently observin
the judge give lke Walters a divorce from
his money, on faro grounds. Zeke had got
his thirty minutes before, complete an’ abso-
lute, an’ without alimony, an’ he had retired
to the window with remarks that would
fetched him not less’n four pellets o’ lead
from a .45 Colt for contempt o’ court, if the
judge hadn’t been good-natured an’ di'-
criminatin’.

“The court finds,” the judge was savin;,
“that the deuce wins an’ the jack loses, an’
as the plaintiff for the defense coppered the
deuce with his last argument, which sane

\
is found to be irrelevant, immaterial, an’
incompetent, the decision is handed down in
favor o' the court, who appropriates the
proceeds an' th”cases close.”

“Shut your mouth, an’ wait till | get
through, can’t you?” says lke, irritable like
an' without the slightest reference to the
dignity o’ the court. “Here’s a two dollar
bill 1 had tucked away for tobacker money,
an’ that goes on the king to win. Now do
your dealing an’ you won't be so rich an’
happy."”

“Which, in view o’ the fact that the four-
~pot wins an’ the king loses, this same to-
backer money is assessed by the court as
alimony for the gentlemen o’ the jury, who
will kindly step up before the. bar an’ absorb
the same." savs the'judge as he dealt,the
cards.

“l -ay,» called Zeke just then, “if you
onresieiu-rate sons 0’ iniquity’ll ’just tear
yourself away from your sinful pastime for
a minute an’ step this way, you’ll have an
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opportunity o’ viewin’ a spectacle that comes
less than once in a lifetime to most folks.”

Everybody stepped over an’looked out the
window.

Up the road comes a cow-critter—not the
kind you see around these parts, far, far
from it. Wanh't a long-horn nor a short-
horn; as a matter o’ fact, her horns fur-
nished a square meal for argument all in
themselves. They shot straight out from
either side o’ her head for about eight inches
an’ then turned about on a downward curve,
an’ shot straight back again, the tips endin’
where the horns started, so that they looked
for all the world like a ribbon-bow on the
head o’ a Boise biscuit-shooter on dance
night.

In the matter o’ height she’d a’ made a
range-bred cow look like a burro alongside
a plow-horse; an’ when it came to breadth,
a razor-back hog would "a’ hung his head
in shame an’ humiliation. As for her legs
—well, I never saw her try it, but 1’1l bet
four bits that she could ’'a’ stepped over a
six-strand ba’b-wire fence an’ cleared it
clean without humpin’ her back more’n four
inches.

An’ that wan’t all. She was loaded fore
an’ aft like a freight barge. Well forward,
on her shoulders, was cinched on one side
an old hair trunk, an’ on the other a box o’
correspondin’ size, while appended here an’
there an’ everywhere was fryin’pans an’
kettles an’ tin pails an’ a stool an’ other
household appurtenances enough to set up
shack-keepin’ without any further additions
than a bunk an’ plug o’ tobacker.

An’ that wa'n’t all, either. On the after-
deck sets a passenger with his elbows restin’
on the pack box an’trunk, an”his long limbs
danglin’ most to the ground an’ swingin’
time to the critter’s hind legs.

Mounted on about six inches o’ neck was
a little’head, all out o' proportion to the rest
0’ him, with a fringe o’ chin-whiskers around
the bottom, an’ topped off with a battered
old straw hat that was never raised this side
0’ the Mississip.

Up the road they come, their heads swing-
in’ in unison as they took in one side o’ the
street an’ then the other, until they winds
up in front o’ the judge’s place.

“Geel” says the old man, an’ the critter,
obediently turned an’ walked up to the-
hitchin’-post.

“Whoa-up! ” says he, an’ slides off, while
we all pile out onto the sidewalk to get
acquainted.

3 A

“Haow-de, folks,” says he with a nasal
twang that would ’a’ broke the back o’ a
bass viol. “Mount | inquire whereabouts
I’'m inhabitin’ just naow?”

“You mount,” answered the judge, him
bein’ the only man present who seemed to
have any words to use. “You’re just at
present abidin’ in the small but growin’ town
0’ Redwood Junction, with both railroads
buildin’ this way an’ due to arrive any min-
ute, seein’ they’ve been fourteen years on the

way so far. Thinkin’ o’ settlin” hereabouts,
stranger ?”
“Waal, naow, | caint say thet | be,”

says t’other, grinnin’.  “Yeou see, it’s this
way: My name’s Hyram Ryder, an’ |'ve
come all the way from Hick’ry Corners,
Wisconsin, on my-way tew Spokane, Wash-
in’ton, tew help my darter Lizzie pick apples
an’ make my home. She an’ her husband
hev over four hundred trees planted aout
thar, an’ they writ me thet they got a bumper
crop this year.”

“You don't mean to tell us you’ve rid
that critter all that distance?” says the judge
in astonishment.

“Waal, I reckon! Jest let me tell yeou
that S’mantha’s some caow! | hain’t seen
nothin” on the way here thet kin compete
with her,- nohow.”

“No,” agreed the judge, “I1 don’t be-
lieve you have. | guess Samantha stands
alone an’ without equal—Ieastwise she does
so far as my experience goes.”

“Yeou bet she dew,” says Hi pridefully.

“ But, say, kin any o’ yeou folks tell me
what o’clock it mount be?”

“ Quarter-past six,” says the judge, con-
sultin’ his watch.

“Dew tell!” exclaimed Hi, apparently
very much consternated. “1 swan, it dew
be fifteen minutes past milkm’-time, an’ |
alius aim tew milk S’mantha at six sharp
every night!  Be yeou the landlord hyer?”

“1 be,” says the judge. *“Like accom-
modations for the night?”

“If yeou kin put up me an’ S’'mantha,
I’ll be glad tew pay,”

“Billy,” says the judge, turnin’ to me,
“show Hiram around to the corral, an’ help
him put up his critter, while 1 get grub
started.”

While we’re goin’ through the yard on
the way to the corral we passed a big iron
soap-kettle, turned bottom side up on the
ground, an’ with a piece o’ lariat trailin’
out from under it. Hi paused an’gazed at
this with a look o’ strong disapproval.
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“Thet’s a dern shame,” says he. “Thet
kettle's gettin” all rusted up, an’ ought tew
be put under cover whar it’ll be pertected
from the rain. Them things cost money.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” I answered. *“ That
kettle’s kept there regular an’ all the time
for a purpose. You see, that’s our badger-
pen.”

“Yeour what?” says Hi
tone.

“Why, that’s where we put the badgers
when we catch ’em. Keep ’em in captivity

in a puzzled

there until we’re ready to use ’em. You
know what a badger is, don’t you?”
“Waal, naow, | reckon,” says Hi indig-

nantly. “Daont | come frum Waisconsin,
the Badgfr State? Young man, |’ve been
personally ’quainted with them thar var-
mints ever since | was knee-high tew a grass-
hopper. 1 kin tell yeou more abaout badg-
ers than yeou could git aout o’ a book o’
I’arnin’. | know ’em all the way frum the
front fence tew the back forty.”

“Is that so!” says I, plumb tickled at
this news. “Ever see em fight?”

“Waal, | reckon! The deftn things hev
kilt six good dogs for me on an- off sence |
hev been livin’ on my farm. They’re p’ison
on dogs.”

“Now, that’s good news,” says I, tickleder
than ever, “’cause we’re goin’ to pull off a
badger-dog fight first thing in the mornin’,
an’ are mighty glad to have an expert present
for judge. We've got a big badger under
that kettle right now.”

“Dew tell!” exclaimed Hi, lookin’ at the

kettle with renewed interest. “Ketch him
wild?”
“We sure did. The boys brought him in

early this mornin’.

“Let’s hev a look at the critter.”

“Not much!” says I, considerable start-
led. “He’s the ugliest, meanest, chewin'est
animal | ever bumped into. Why, it took
four o’ us to get him under that kettle, an’
we near got our legs bit off at that! 1 ain't
takin’ no chances on his gettin’ loose before
the fight.”

I hustled him along to the corral for fear
he’d get insistent an’ lift the kettle on his
own accord. He seemed satisfied, however,
an’ got busy right off. Out o’ his collection
he digs up a stool an’ milk pail, an’ goes to
milkin’ Samantha like he’d never been away
from home.

I had particular reasons for not wantin’
him to look under that kettle, for be it
known badger-dog fights are for tenderfeet.

pure an’ simple. Any man who belongs to
the West can tell you all about ’em, or, if
he cant, he don’t properly belong to the
West.

It ain’t likdy that a real, live badger was
ever used in one o’ these fights. That would
take away half the fun, which ain’t legiti-
mate where fun is scarce.

They always use a real dog, however, an’
in our case it was Jumbo. Jum was a lop-
eared, overgrown hound-dog, with a cast o’
countenance as gloomy as a rainy day in
Death Valley, an’ a sense o’ humor second
only to Bill Nye or Mr. Dooley.

He understood an’enjoyed a badger fight
as well as any o’ us, an’ always did his
darndest to carry out his part o’ the program
with a go an’ vim that generally made the
tenderfoot travel a hundred yards in eight
flat.

Our badger was one o’ Pete Boyle’s old
cast-off cow-hide boots, an’ Jum knew it
like a brother. When he connected with
that boot there was doin’s, 1'm tellin’ you.

This is the way it works: A tenderfoot
comes along an’ we get him interested right
off. Everything is explained to him in de-
tail; how we've just caught the badger out
in the hills, an’ he’s just naturally the ripT
snortenest, ugliest, ferocious animal that ever
traveled on four legs, an’ liable to bite one
o’ your legs off with one snap.

The tenderfoot is invited to yank the
badger out from under the kettle, which he.
generally accepts when we explain that it is
considered a high honor an’ privilege. O’
course, we impress on him some particular
that when he yanks he wants to jump, an’
jump quick, *fore he gets his leg bit off.

Then everybody adjourns to the Kkettle.
Two o’ us get hold o’ Jum, who r’ars an’
tugs an’ growls fit to tear the insides out o’
a mountain, while two others line up on
either side o’ the kettle, ready to lift it at
the proper time. Then the end o’ the lariat
is placed in the tenderfoot’s hands an’ he’s
cautioned to yank, an’ yank quick, the min-
ute it’s lifted, an’ then jump out o’ the way
in the liveliest manner possible.

We lift the kettle on the *“ One, two,
three, go!” order; the tenderfoot yanks, an’
out comes the old boot, which Jum grabs
right prompt an’ commences to shake, rip-
pin’ an’ roarin' an’ raisin’ a cloud o’ dust
like a cow stampede, while the tenderfoot,
without stoppin’ to take in details, goes leg-
gin’ it across the country like a scared coy-
ote runnin’ for home an’ cover.
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An’ that’s the signal for everybody to cut
loose an’ make a noise, which we all pro-
ceed to do with a whoop an’ a yell as only
a bunch o’ cowpunchers can, while Jum
drops his boot an’ prances 'round on his
hind legs, yelpin’ an’ grinnin’ as hard as
any o’ us.

We hadn’t had a dog - badger fight for
quite a. spell’, owin' to the scarcity o’ tender-
feet; an’, therefore, you can see how we were
particularly anxious to draw Hipm into the
game. 1°d already started proceedings, an-
was now dependin’ on the rest o' the gang
to work up interest when we got back to
supper.

So | didnt make any more remarks, but
waited patiently while Hi milked his cow,
an’ then helped him put his luggage into
the saddle-house an’ feed his critter, after
which we returned to the court o’ last re-
sort, where we found the gang an' grub
waitin’ for us.

“Boys,” says |, with a gentle wink all
round, as soon’s we’d got set down, “ Hiram
here tells me that he’s considerable shacks
at the badger game. He’s lived next door
to the whole badger family all his life.”

“Is that so!” exclaimed Zeke, takin’ the
cue quick. “Now, that’s plumb interestin’.”

“Yes. | was tellin” him that we’re goin’
to pull off a fight first thing in the mornin’,
an’ I'm thinkin’ we ought to get him to do
the yankin’ for us.”

“That ain’t a bad idea,” says Zeke.
“ Ain’t none 0’ us here had much experience
with the critters, seein’ it was Bill Wilkins
who always did the yankin’ before, an’ poor
Bill died only last week.”

We looked at Hiram to see how he was
takin’ this talk, but that gent was absorbed
in his grub, absolute an’ complete, an’ put-
tin’ it away with a knife at the rate 0’ a
plateful every three minutes. He wa’n’t in-
terested in badgers just then.

We tried to draw him in to the bar after
supper, but that wa’n’t no go either; for as
soon’s he’d finished he riz up an’ addressed
the judge.

“Waal, naow,” says he, “I reckon |’'m
filled up, an’ I’ll go tew the hay, if yeoull
show me the way. Mr. Landlord. [I'm
moughty tired, an’ | got a long way tew
travel to-morrer.”

“ Better come in to the bar an’ have a
snort or two for a night-cap ’fore you turn
in,” suggests the judge.

“Thankee very kindly,” answers Hi. “1
daon’t never take no licker o’ any kind. |

”

reckon
mind.”

An’ that settled it. The jifdge showed
him out to the bull-pen an’ fixed him up in
a bunk, an’ then came into where we were
waitin” at the bar. '

“He got plumb tactuturn all o’ a sud-
den,” he remarked as he passed out the
Monongohela without bein’ asked. “1 ‘'low
we’ll get him in the mornin’, though.”

“We’ve got to,” says Zeke earnestly.
“Why, he’ll be the best badger yanker that
ever hit Redwood. We cant offord to miss
it. Little drops o’ amusement ain’t drippin’
‘round these parts so plentiful that we can
offord to let any get by.”

So we all turned in that night with the
understandin’ that everybody’d be on hand
early to encourage the game an’ get Hi in-
terested.

Howsomever, when | opened one eye
shortly after sun-up next mornin’ an’ took a
peep at Hi’s bunk, | saw it was already
empty, which opened up the other eye an’
landed me on my feet some prompt.

| gave Zeke an’ lke a kick to call their
attention to our friend’s absence, an’ in
three minutes we had the others up, an’
were pilin’ out o’ the bull-pen to look into
the matter.

Hi was at tle corral, an’ had just fin-
ished cinchin’ on his packs when we found
him.

“Where’re you goin’ so early? ” inquired
the judge.

“Waal, 1| reckoned 1d be moseyin’
long," answered Hi. “1 got a long way tew
travel, an' want tew cover all | kin while
it's cool. Much obliged for yeour hosper-
tality; | ’lowed that the milk | left in the
wash-tub would pay for aour lodgin’.”

“Oh," sure, that’s all right,” says the
judge magnanimously; ‘but ain’t you goin’
to stay to breakfast?”

“No, | daon’t reckon so. | had a little
snack o’ cold vituals thet fixes me aout till
we get tew dinner-time. Thankee Kindly,
though.”

“But ain’t you goin’ to stay an’ see the
badger fight?” asked Zeke anxiously.

“No, daon't reckon | be*There wont be
nothin’ tew it—a badger kmlick a dog any
day o’the week.”

“Don't be too sure o’ that,” says Zeke.
“Jumbo is considered some shucks when it
comes to fightin’ badgers.”

Hi looked Jumbo over with a speculative
eye.

I’Il jest turn in, if yeou daon't
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“Huh!” says he, sourcastic-like. “ That
dog cain’t lick no badger. He ain’t built
right, nohow.”

“Is that so,” says the judge. “Let me
tell you something, Hiram; if you’ve got any
money to back up that statement, you’ll find
plenty to cover it at odds o’ two to one.”

“No, | ain’t no bettin’ man; but 1d be
takin’yeour money if | did bet. There ain’t
no dog o’ thet size livin’ thet can lick a
badger.”

“Oh, shoot!” says the judge, turnin
away disgustedly. “You ain’t got no mon:
ey; that’s what’s the matter with you.”

“Naow, | want tew know! ” flared up Hi
indignantly. “Yeou kin jest understand
thet I ain’t no pauper by a long ways! |
sold my farm up in Wisconsin, an’ | had a
auction sale o’ the tools an’ stock, an’ I’ve
got the money'right here, an’ if yeou daon't
believe it—"

He reached into his rear pocket an’hauled
out a buckskin bag that would ’a* answered
just as well for a grain sack, an’ pulled out
a roll o’ bills that would ’a" choked Sa-
mantha.

“Dew thet look like | ain't got no mon-
ey?” he demanded.

“Why dont you do a little bettin’ then? ”
jeered the judge, his eyes bulgin' at the roll.
“You say you’re so blame wise on the sub-
ject o’ badgers an’ all that, but you don't
seem to have the nerve to back it up with
a little real money. | don’t believe you ever
saw a badger. You’re just a big bluffer."

“Naow, say—why—darn yeour hide—"
spluttered Hi, r’arin’ up like an insulted
schoolmarm. “1 daon’t ’low no man tew
talk like thet tew me! | aint no bettin’
man, as | said afore; but if yeou daon't
think 1 know a badger, an’ what he Kkin
dew, 1’1l jest bet yeou fifty cents ag’inst a
quarter thet | dew! ”

“Huh!” grunted the judge, who saw he
had him cornin’. “Fifty cents! We don’t
make bets o’ less’n ten dollars in this coun-
try, an’ that’s considered small. You must
be one o’ them Eastern cheap skates we
read about in the papers.”

“Who, me?” roared Hi, mad plumb
through by now. “Young feller’—the
judge is fifty-four—*“if 1 wan’t so old, 1°d
take off my coat an’ thrash yeou good for
thet. | ain’t no cheap skate by a lone:
ways; an’, jest tew prove it. I'll take the
limit offn thet fifty cents an’ cover all the
monev veou kin put up at the odd? veou
offer.” '

“Now vyou’re talkin’,
“ Get your money down.”

“Billy,” says Zeke, edgin’up to me, “1’'m
plumb broke. Lend me a ten-spot till I
get a slice o’ this.”

“Sure thing,” says I, handin’ over the
ten.

Ike saw this an’ sidled over for his. He
got it.

Inside o’ ten minutes the money was down
—down in the bottom o’ Hi’ old straw hat
—for he had insisted on bein’ stakeholder,
which was all right, seem’ that he was due
to lose at any angle you wanted to look at it.

My forty-two dollars went into that hat,
an’ with it every dollar in the camp, inclu-
din’ the contents o’ the till, which the judge
accommadatin’ly emptied.

“Naow, be veou all done?” demanded
Hi.

We admitted we were done.
more truthful than we knew.

“Then trot aout yeour dog, an’ git it. over
with. | want tew be moseyin’ 'long.”

“0O' course you’lll do us the honor 0’ e
yankin' the badger,” says the judge.

“Waal, | ain’t particular; but,
yeou ask it, 1°d jest as soon.”

So we all bustles over to the kettle, where
the end o' the lariat was trailin’ out from,
under, same’s it always did, an’ everybody
except Hi knew that there wa’n’t nothin’
but Pete Doyle’s old cast-off boot on the
other end.

Old Jumbo was right there, fully aware
o' what was cornin' off, an’ eager to do his
share, as usual. Me an' lke collars him,
an’ pretends to hold him tight, while he pre-
tends that he’s goin’ to tear things up gen-
erally. The judge an’ Tommy Flannery get
on either side o’ the kettle, an’ the rope is
placed in Hi's hands with the customary
warnin’.

“The minute we lift the kettle you want
to yank, an’ yank hard,” cautioned the
judge." “An’you want to jump lively, too.
Don’t let him get hold o' you.”

“Jump nothin’!" snorted Hi. “1 ain’t
afeared o' no badger thet ever walked a
rail-fence. H’ist up yeour kettle, naow.”

The judge an’ Tommy h'isted, an’ at the
same time Hi gave a tremendous yank.

Well, out it come with a rush, an’ in
jumped Jumbo, ready to chaw the heel off’n
that boot.

Howsomever, he didn’t do it, for the next
second the air was so full o’ yips, yelps, an’
plumb surprised howls that you couldn’t

says the judge.

We were

seein'



HI AND THE BADGER. 37

hear yourself think. For the time bein’ we
didnt know what the hotel was cornin’ off;
forv what with the dust jumbo raised an’
the general confusion an’ the steppin’ out
0’ the way o’ something or other that was
whirlin” ’round there like a bobcat with its
tail afire, we were just naturally too ker-
flumaxed either to see or to’ think any-
thing.

Then the dust began to settle, an' the
first tangible thing | get recedin' yelps;
an’ away down the road I( could see Jum-
bo, boundin’ over the landscape in ten-foot
jumps, with his big tail between his legs, an’
his head over his shoulder, lookin’ back
with eyes as big as tomaters, while he
emitted a series o’ the most a”tonishin'
sounds that ever came out 0’ a scared dog's
throat.

An,” just then something comes prancin’
out o’ the cloud o’ dust, spittin' an' hissin’
an’ snortin', an' | side-steps some prompt,
seem’ that it’s headed for me. | didn’t get
a chance to fully identify it until 1°’d scram-
bled up on top o’the wagon-shed, along with
Zeke an’ the judge an’ the rest o' the gang.
Seems that the critter had chased 'em all up
there, an’ that | was the last of the bunch
to rise.

“Well!” the judge was _gaspin‘ as |
flopped down unceremoniously beside him.
“Wellt”

An’ that was all he could say, which was
a blame sight more’n the rest o’ us were
capable o’ speakin’.

Down on the ground beneath us was a
real, live, sure-’nough, full-grown badger,
prancin’ round with his tail straight up an’
his teeth showin’ while he glared an’ hissed
at us an’ dared any an’ all 0" us to come
down an’ fight it out like men.

Over to one side was Hi, calmly transfer
in' his winnin’s from the hat to the buck-
skin bag. It wouldnt hold all the money,
an’ he had to put some_o’ it in his pocket.
He didn't pay no more attention to us than’s
if we'd never roosted up on top o’ a wagon-
shed.

“ Come here, Jimmy,” says he, when he’d
finished sortin’ and storin” away the boodle.
“1 reckon we’ll hey tew be moseyin’ ’long
now.”

The badger obediently waddled over, an’
Hi carelessly picked him up just as though
it was an everyday occurrence, an’ chucked
him onto the box that was cinched on
Samantha’s back.

“Waal, boys,” says he, lookin” up at us
for the first time, “1 reckon yeou must 'a’
come tew the conclusion by naow thet I dew
kneow something abaout the badger tribe.
Yessir; | was raised right amongst ’em.
I've toted this here one all the way from
Hick’ry Corners, Wisconsin, an’ he’s licked
every dog between here an’ the Miss’sippi
River. | reckon thet I've had this here bad-
ger game sprung on me at every town for the
last thousand miles: an’ while 1’ll admit
thet I got caught, all right, the first time,
frum then on | knew my bus’ness, an’ if
the game holds aout, I ‘low to hev enough
to buy a farm by the time | get tew Spo-
kane. Waal, so-long, boys. Sorry we can’t
stop longer, but business has got to be ‘tend-
ed to. So we got tew be moseyin’.”

An' with that he hops onto his cow-critter
an' away they goes, leavm’ me an’ the judge
an’ the rest 0’ us settin%p there on top o’
that wagon-shed like a passel o’ turkey-
buzzards.

We never said a word, not even good-by.
We couldnt.

SWORD, GO THROUGH THE LAND!

Sword, go through the land and slay
Guile and Hate, Revenge, Dismay!
Now where is such a sword, you say?

Sword, go through the land, but spare
Love and Hope and Peace and Prayer!
Now who, you ask, that sword shall bear?

Sword, go through the land, and youth,
Prime, and age shall cry: “ Forsooth,
How mighty is the sword called Truth! ”

Clarence Urmy.
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CHAPTER I
THE GIRL IX THE BOAT,

WAS the most miserable man in the
thirteen colonies!

I wanted to get away, to be by myself,
to ponder over the cruel way fate was using
me. If | stayed around headquarters an-
other minute | knew | should be picking
a quarrel with some talkative fellow officer.

Then, hey! for drawn swords, an ex-
change of thrusts, and—a fortnight in
guard-house by way of penalty.

So it was that | stalked away from Gen-
eral Benedict Arnold’s headquarters at the
Beverly Robinson house below Cold Spring,
and made my aimless way southwestward
toward the river.

As | walked | drew out again the
tinted, perfumed little letter the morning
courier had brought me. | read it once
more, though | already knew it by heart,
and as | read my anger boiled afresh.

I nursed my thousand grievances as a
peevish child might perversely bite hard
upon a sore tooth.

The Hudsfon, at last, flashed blue and
gold at my very feet. Scarce a hundred
yards beyond stood the Robinson boat-
house. A long row might well bring me
to my senses, or at least show me a solution
to my wretched perplexities.

Toward the boat-house | turned my steps.
But, as | reached it, | halted with a scowl.
There was seemingly no end to my ill luck
this day. Where six skiffs, large and small,
usually lay, there was now not one. Every
boat had been preempted by earlier oars-
men.

As | stood there, | noted the last skiff
of the lot, just making its way out of the
tiny dock. In the nearest rower's bench
sat"a girl—slender, tall, graceful—handling
the heavy oars with more than usual skill.

She was plainly clad in gray homespun.

3

but the sunbeams nestled lovingly in the
uncovered masses of her soft yellow hair.

She was packing the boat out from the
slip when first | saw her. But as the craft
cleared the dock, she turned. Then |
recognized her. She was Mistress Edith
Bliss, the new governess that Madam Ar-
nold had employed to teach her young
stepson.

I had met the girl but once, for a mo-
ment, a few days earlier. Madam Arnold
(with a mischievous twinkle in her merry
eyes at forcing me to speak to a mere de-
pendent) had introduced me to her. | had
but mumbled a word of stiff acknowledg-
ment and passed on.

Now, the sight of this provincial govern-
ess abstracting the only remaining boat and*
thus robbing me of my coveted row, was
well-nigh too much for my self-control.

I was, for the instant, minded to growl
out an order to her to come back and turn
over the boat to me, chiding her for daring
to take what her betters might need.

But ill-tempered as | was, | could scarce
bring myself to do so churlish a thing.
Moreover, though | knew Edith Bliss to
be merely the over-educated daughter of
a Cold Spring fanner, there was something
so daintily aristocratic about her bearing,
as she manipulated the heavy oars, that |
somehow could not speak the word's of
reproof that | should have used to an or-
dinary servant.

Just then her eyes met mine. Her face
flushed with genuine pleasure, and she
waved a hand to me in gay salute. It was

as though a lonely child had all at once
seen a welcome playmate.

I glowered sulkily back at her. But my
scowl had no lessening effect upon her
bright smile of greeting. Indeed, she quite
misinterpreted my look.

“Good morning, Captain Wayne,” she
called pleasantly. “1 dont wonder you



IN TREASON’S TRACK. 39

look so glum. You came down here to go
rowing, didn't you? And here | am run-
ning-away with the very last boat.”
“It’s of no consequence,” | grumbled,
with all the suave courtesy of a sick bear.
“ Oh, but it is,” she retorted laughingly.

“You want to go rowing. So do I. There
is only one boat. Hence, there is only one
way out of the difficulty. We will go to-

gether! ”

| stared down at her with a cold haughti-
ness that went wholly unobserved. She was
again turning the boat and backing shore-
ward.

“Wait till 1 bring it alongside the slip,”
she cried, panting with the exertion. “ One
more stroke will do it. So!”

The boat\was cleverly maneuvered so
that its gunwale was at my very feet. Mis-
tress Bliss’s face smiled a bright invitation
to me. | was busy coining some phrase of
crushing reproof when—all of a sudden
I found mvself actual!}" stepping down into
the skiff.

No, | have not the remotest idea how it
happened. Whether the girl’s glance mes-
merized me, or whether the odd childlike-
ness of her nature made me hesitate at
hurting her feelings.

The moment | was in the boat | was
mightily minded to scramble out again.
But, such a course would have fitted ill with
my sullen dignity. <1 seated myself at
the central thwart and quickly caught up
the oars.

Mistress Bliss, with the happy little laugh
of a child who is being taken out for a
holiday, settled herself in the stern and
leaned back with ineffable content.

1 hoped none of my snobbish fellow
officers would see me thus playing carpet
knight to a governess In homespun. The
thought irritated me. | bent to the long
oars with a series t>f strokes that sent the
boat fairly dancing along the river’s placid
surface.

The month was September, in the year
of grace 1780. ‘Across the sunlit stream
‘loomed West Point, crowned with its grim
line of fortifications. To north and south
on either side frowned the rampart>lined
Highlands of the Hudson.

In the distance somewhere a regimental
band was playing. The sound reached us
clearly through the warm air.

“How beautiful everything is!” sighed
the girl in dreamy rapture, “and how won-
derful. Oh, it is good to be alive!”

I made no answer, but dug my oar-blades
harder into the water.

“How well you row,” she commented.
“1 never was rowed so fast before. You
must have the strength of a giant.-”

Breathes there a man so deaf to flattery
that a compliment to his strength does not
touch him in a tender spot? If so, I am
not that man.

| still spoke no word, but | slightly re-
laxed my sulky scowl of haughty aloof-
ness.

The girl was really pretty. And she had
a grace of manner that any woman might
well have envied. It was a pit}' that she
was a governess, a farmer’s daughter.

“Isnt this delightful?” she murmured.
“Just to lean back and be rowed so fast
on the loveliest river in the world, and on
a day like this! It isnt every girl who
could get the famous Captain Philip Wayne
to take her rowing.”

I glanced suspiciously at her from under
my frowning brows. Was she making fun
of me? Would she dare?

No, her flower face showed only child-
like pleasure.

“Why do you frown when | call you
‘famous’ Captain Wayne?” she queried. .
“You are famous, you know. Madam Ar-
nold told me all about you. She told- how
you won a lieutenancy at Ticonderoga, how
you saved General Arnold’s life, by cutting
down the voyageur who was attacking him
When he was wounded at Quebec; how you
charged at his side in the glorious battle
of Saratoga, and won there a captaincy
through sheer bravery. Yes,” she added,
“and the havoc you played with the pretty
Tory girls’ hearts when General Arnold
was in command at Philadelphia that win-
ter, too. There was one girl, Madam Ar-
nold -says, who—"

“If you please,” | broke in harshly, “I
would rather not discuss my private affairs
with a stranger. 1—"

“A stranger?” she echoed. “But we
aren’t strangers. Madam Arnold introduced
us very formally, only last w-eek. Oh,
look! There, away to the south. There’s
a sloop of war. | didn’t know—"

“It’s the Vulture. A British war sloop.
It has run up from New York two or three
times. No one knows why.”

I checked myself. | had not meant to
unbend so far as to converse with this very
forward governess. | was aiigry at my
own breach of silence, and | cast about me
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for a few well-chosen words that should
teach her her place.

“Look out!” she warned. *“Hard-a-
port! So. You nearly ran into the red
buoy. It lies so low and the glare orf the
water is so strong that | didn’t see it till
we were almost right on it.”

I scowled at the low-floating globe of
scarlet, with its crisscross of chains. Then
I rowed on.

“You tire rowing so fast,” she comment-
ed, “that if we had struck the buoy, our
prow might have been stove in.”

“Then, just think of what might have
happened! A full mile from shore and
not a boat in sight to rescue us. Could
you swim a mile, Captain Wayne?”

“No,” | snapped.

It had always j>een a sore point with me
that, strong as i am in other respects. |
can never swim more than half a mile at
most without cramps.

“How lucky, then,” she laughed gaily,
“that we didn't have an accident! / can
swim a mile—1 think | can—but" I'm quite
sure | couldn’t carry you all that distance.
Wouldn't we look funny—you a great
giant of an officer, being towed into port
by a girl like me? You would have to
marry me out of gratitude. People always
do, in books, you know.”

Her utterly innocent speech, born of high
good humor and a youthful spirit of fun,
ripped out my last barriers of breeding.
Still pulling away at the oars with all my
might, | burst forth angrily:

“Mistress Bliss! When you chose, this
morning, to forget our widely different
positions and to presume on my good na-
ture to make me take you rowing, | over-
looked it. But surely a woman of dis-
cernment should have seen by now that
I do not care to converse with you. | have
tried to spare your feelings by indicating
this instead of putting it into plain words.
But when your speech becomes imperti-

nently familiar as it did just now. |
must—"
e “0Oh!”

There was a world of meaning in the
soft - gasped little monosyllable that cut
short my brutal tirade. There was in-
finitely more in the- flushed face that met
mine in such pained wonder.

Dumb amazement, a poignant incredulity,
grief—all battled for expression in her one
word and in her big pansy-colored eyes.

All at once, | felt as if some laughing

five-year-old child had come running to-
ward me with a gift and as if | had struck
the advancing youngster with my clenched
fist. - —

This girl was so innocent, so immature!
She had hailed with joy the prospect of a
row on the river with a man whose few
paltry war deeds she had magnified into
heroism. She had done her best to enter-
tain me, ignoring my black looks, until,
(with no provocation that she could un-
derstand) | had rebuked her as | would
scarce have rebuked a swearing, drunken
trooper.

Oh, I assure you, | felt like a cur. Had
she flamed into wrath or even burst into
loud weeping, | should hardly have felt less
badly.

But she only looked at me in anguished.,
amazed disbelief. | racked my brain for
something to say that might soften the blow.
But | sat there tongue-tied.

It was she who spoke first. Very quiet-
ly, in a subdued crushed little voice, she
said:

“1 am sorry. | didn’t understand. Will
you please take me back now? | wish to
go home.”

I tried to mumble some sort of an apolo-
gy, but again my tongue refused its office.
Putting the boat about, | headed back for
the eastern shore, throwing even greater
force into my strokes, as | sought for words
to excuse my crass brutality. =

Now, as is usually the case when it is
too late—1 saw the utter harmlessness of
all the girl had said and done. And |
saw how my own ill-temper and misfor-
tunes had led me to vent upon her the rage
that fate's repeated bad treatment had
aroused in me.

She was so young, so pretty, so childish!
And she had been having such a beautiful
time there on the river, during the brief
interval of leisure from teaching young
Arnold. | had spoiled it all.

“Mistress Bliss,” | began, “ 11—

Then | stopped. She was sitting with
averted head. | could have kicked my-
self. | gave one desperate tug at the oars
that embodied all my self-contempt. And
then—

A quick jar. The boat stopped with a
thud. The prow jumped high out of water.
The port gunwale careened sharply. A
cry from the girl.  And | pitched over-
board.

I had a momentary glimpse of a net-
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work of rusted chains just beneath the sur-
face. Then my head smote the nearest one
with a whack that sent my five wits a scat-
tering.

CHAPTER |II.
MAROONED.

| foi1t my body lurch into the cool water
and sink.

Dully I knew | had rowed at full speed
into the red buoy that I had so narrowly
missed on the outward trip. But this time
Edith Bliss’s eyes had been too tear-filled
to note the danger.

-The impact of my head against the chain
.had not wholly stunned me. But it seemed
to have jarred some nerve center. Momen-
tarily helpless to move, | was none the less
well aware that | had fallen overboard,
that the heat of the upper air had been re-
placed by a delicious wet coolness, that |
was quietly sinking down—down.

In due time, 1 incoherently knew, I
should begin to rise again. When | should
reach the surface | might be able to shake
off my numbness and strike out.

In the meanwhile | was drowsy and
cared little what might happen. | wonder
now that | had the sense to hold my
breath.

Down | went, a million miles or more—
seemingly. Then my body paused (the
force of my plunge being at length counter-
acted by the upbearing power of the water)
and started slowly upward.

It had risen but a foot or two when it
came to a grating stop, neatly caught under
one of the projecting chains that ran down
to the shoal at the river bottom.

There | hung, helpless. My only strong
sensations were a yearning to breathe and
an instinct that | must not. My senses
were coming back. But my power to move
was still in abeyance.

And there, caught under water like any
soaked bit of driftwood, | bade fair to re-
main until | should drown.

| probably had not been immersed more
than thirty seconds. And a man can hold
breath much longer than that. But, to my
returning consciousness, it seemed an eter-
nity. And my- lungs ached to bursting.

No, | did not review in lightning pano-
rama every event of my past life. | was
too much stupefied. 1 merely realized the
full peril of my plight and tried in vain

to rid my memory of the haunting vision of
two big gentle tear-filled eyes.

Then through the green coolness of the
water something flashed. It seemed a
quivering maze of brown and white and
gold.

I had a fleeting, brief glimpse of a little
face from which a pair of pansv-colored
eyes gazed weirdly at me.

A wrench from some unseen hand and
my body, freed from its helpless position
beneath the chain, shot upward.

To the surface | popped, sputtering and
drawing in great breaths of the warm sun-
lit air. My strength, too, was 'beginning
to come back, and | began to struggle with
feeble inefficiency.

But, even as my eyes cleared of the water
and | glanced about me, a golden head shot
above the surface, not far from my side.

And in the dripping, glowing mermaid
who swam up to me | recognized Edith
Bliss.

Already my weak efforts to move were
pulling me once more below the surface.
With one strong white little hand, Mis-
tress Bliss caught hold of my collar and
held my head above water.

“Can you move?” she asked.

“A very little,” | gasped. “1'm—"

“Turn over on your back and lie rigid! ”
she ordered.

\\ ith difficulty, and chiefly by her help,
I obeyed. With a twist of her lithe body,
she got one shoulder under mine. Bear-
ing me up thus, she struck out strongly.

“You—you can’t swim all the way to
shore with me,” | murmured.

“l am making for the boat,” she an-
swered between strokes.

A moment later her arm flashed out of
the water and caught the side of the skiff.
We had risen a bare ten feet from the
gunwale, but my back had been toward it.

Clinging to my shoulder with one hand
and to the boat with the other, she rested
for a moment.

“1 dont understand,” said she. “The
skiff ought to careen under this weight,
but it is as firm as a rock. Oh, | see now!
The bow is so firmly jammed between two
buoy-chains that it cant stir. You were
rowing fast, and the impetus wedged the
boat tightly among the chains. Do .you
think you are strong enough now to hold
on to the side?”

“I'm all right again,” |
seizing the gunwale.

announced,
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And | was. As is often the case with
temporary paralysis to nerve centers, my
strength was returning as suddenly as it
had left me. 1 was still a trifle shaky, but
in moderately full possession of my big
muscles. m

“1'll get aboard and help you in,” |
volunteered, beginning to wriggle across
the gunwale.

But she did not wait for me. She was
over the side and in the boat before | had
half accomplished the same task. Then
she turned to help me.

Ordinarily it is no easy feat to board a
rowboat in midstream, but so securely was
our skiff caught in the angle of two big
chains that it did not so much as move as
we scrambled aboard. The prow was high
out of water and the stern almost awash.
The deep keel near the bow was the part
wedged in the chains.

| dropped into the tilting bottom of the
skiff and looked up at Edith Bliss, who had
perched on one of the slanted thwarts.

Her hair had come loose from its fast-
enings and flowed in a mass of shimmering
gold nearly to her knees. Her face glowed
with her violent exertions. Her wet clothes

hung about her like antique drapery.
Never had | beheld so wondrously beauti-
ful a sight.

“You were thrown out,"” she was say-
ing. “So was I, but | caught the gunwale
and saved myself from going under. You
didn't come up. | remembered”the chains,
and | guessed what had happened. So I
dived for you.”

“You—you saved my life,” | muttered.

“Oh,” she said lightly, “even imperti-
nent strangers have their uses.”

“Forgive me,” | cried, all penitence.
“What could have made me speaty so to
you? | could almost wish | had stayed
under water, now that | remember what |
said—and what you have done in return.
Believe me, | am not a boor always.”

At my first words of bungling contri-
tion her face brightened as does a child's
when a peevish schoolmate “makes up” a
quarrel.

“You don't have to apologize any more,”
she said gently, “but I’'m glad you’re sorry.
And I'm glad — very, very glad— | was
able to help you out of the water. Now,
we’re good friends again, aren't we?”

Her utter simplicity no longer jarred
upon me. Instead, | found something
vaguely delicious in it.

Our eyes met. To both of us came all
at once the realization of our sopping, be-
draggled condition, of our isolation there in
a tip-tilted boat in mid-river.

I do not know why it was, but suddenly
we both broke into loud, uncontrollable
laughter. The sound of our mirth rolled
out over the silent, bright waters. We
laughed until the tears rolled down our
cheeks, until we were panting and weak.

Partly, perhaps, it was reaction; partly
the sight of each other's weird aspect, part-
ly—I1 know not what. But this | know:
that wave of wholesome laughter cleared
the mental air,like a thunder-storm and
left us far closer together, in acquaintance,
than a whole year of ordinary intercourse
could have done.

At last | rose, cautiously wiping the
tears of merriment from my eyes, and
looked about me. On every side the shi-
ning river stretched out under the hot Sep-
tember sun. No sign of, craft anywhere.

“We are marooned,” | announced.

“1 don't understand,” she answered.

“We are stuck here,” | explained, vain-
ly probing at the chains with an oar, trying
to shake the boat free. *“We can’t get off.
We can't swim as far as the nearest shore.
We are south of the military posts, and,
even if we weren't, | doubt if a hail from
us could be heard by any one on shore. |
can't see another boat. Here we are, and
here we stay—indefinitely.”

“ But surely,” she laughed, “we will be
seen from land.”

"Our boat will be seen perhaps, but
what good will that do? At such a dis-
tance it will seem as if we are anchored
here, fishing.”

“ But some other boat will come along—”

“In course of time, doubtless; but the
Hudson, just below West Point, is not the
Hudson just below Wall Street in New
York; There may be a boat that will pass
in hailing distance during the next ten min-
utes. On the other hand, there may not
be one that will come near enough to notice
us within three days. That’s what | meant
when | said we are marooned. Luckily the
weather is so hot we aren’t likely to take
a chill from our wetting.”

I set to work stripping off my uniform
coat. | rigged it to the blade of a long
oar and managed to fasten the oar-handle
upright between two cleats.

The' impromptu signal-flag hung
and dripping under the hot sun.

limp
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“Our vigil has begun,” | remarked.

“We are shipwrecked mariners on a
desert island,” she answered gleefully.
“Isnt it fun?”

“ After the first day or two the humor of
it may begin to pall,” | ventured to sug-
gest.

CHAPTER III.

A STORY OF ILL LUCK.

There we sat, as helpless and as merry
as a pair of truant babies, chatting away
as though we had known each other all our
lives.

Meantime our clothes slowly dried upon
us, and at intervals | rose to scan the river
for sign of approaching boats. In circum-
stances like those one cannot be formal,
try as ever so hard. And | did not try.
We talked of a dozen indifferent topics, and
laughed at things that were not of deep wit.

For the moment | had forgotten my
myriad woes, my grievance against fate,
my hopeless future. | was content to be
young with this childlike girl. It was she,
at last, who brought me back to the memory
of my own worries.

“Captain Wayne," she said a little tim-

idly, “1 don’t want to be impertinent, but
I wish | could help you.”
“Help me? How?”

“When | saw you at the boat-house this
morning,” she went on, still a little shyly,
“your face was so sad, so troubled! It
made my heart ache for you. That is why
| asked you to come rowing. | thought
maybe it would cheer you up. And while
you rowed you looked so miserable; | tried
to get your mind off your bothers by talk-

ing nonsense. Then vou reproved me.
And—"

“That is cruel,” | interrupted; “you
forgave my boorishness. Won’t you try to
forget it?”

“It wasnt boorishness,” she contradict-
ed prettily. “ It wasn’t even bad temper.
I see that now it just meant you were un-
happy. And you were too miserable to
bear being disturbed. So when | spoke—"”

“You are sweet and charitable," said 1.
“but | was a boor, just the same.”

“Have it as you will.” she conceded
with a smile. “If it comforts you to mis-
judge vyourself, pray continue to. But—
you were unhappy. Cannot you tell me
about it? | might help.”
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For a moment the old resentment at her
~familiarity swept across me, but'we had
passed the stage where non-acquaintance
rears formal barriers.

Besides, no man at heart can deny that
there is a temptation to pour one’s woes
into a pretty woman’s ears. And Edith
Bliss was looking at me with a tender—
almost motherly—appeal that | could not
withstand.

Thus it was that | found myself talking
in a horribly confidential way to a lovely
girl whom | scarcely knew, telling her
things | had never thought to reveal to any
one.

I make no excuse for this. Let him
who has never confided impulsively in a
woman judge me. | think | shall then go

unjudged.
“It is no one annoyance,” | said lame-
ly, “but the accumulation of a dozen.

Here is the tale in brief:

“When the Revolution began, five years
ago, | was a rising young lawyer in New
York. | was of good Tory family. | had
bright prospects. | was barely twenty-five.
I threw over everything to take up arms for
my country.”

“Good !” she cried.
the same thing. He—"

“I1f he regrets it as much as- | do,” |
sfud, “ he has my pity.”

“He never regretted it,” she answered
softly.
not fighting a mortal enemy, but starving
and freezing for liberty’s sake. Yet he
felt no regret.”

Her simple words of faith touched me.
Yet, with memory of my own misfortunes,
I hurried on:

“l cast in my fortunes with Benedict
Arnold. He was my family’s friend. He
liked me. He promised that as he rose, so
should | rise. And to the best of his ability
he kept his word. But what can he do for
me—for any one?”

“He is a friend of General Washington.
The dear friend. He—"

“That is his chief misfortune,” | said
bitterly.  “ Conway, Gates, and the rest,
who hate Washington, vent their spite by
injuring Arnold, his friend, knowing in
that way they can strike most cruelly at the
chief’s great heart. Washington’s enemies
in Congress, too, are forever seeking means
of disgracing Arnold so that they may pain
Washington. It has been so since the very
beginning. Until I have wondered that

“My father did

“He—he died at Valley Forge— .
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General Arnold endures ,It. A less gal-
lant patriot than he would long ago have
broken his sword, or might even have gone
over to the British.”

“Shame!” she cried. “You do not
mean that. No one but a traitor—”

“Perhaps you do not know the whole
story as | know it,” said I. “From the
very start it was so. Arnold was sent to
take Ticonderoga. | went with him as a
sub-lieutenant. On the way Ethan Allen
and his 1Green Mountain Boys ’ joined us.
The whole expedition was Arnold’s idea.
Yet Allen was given command over his
headland to Allen went the chief glory of
the victory. Arnold made the fearful wil-
derness journey to Quebec.

“ Again, Congress’s lack of cooperation
robbed him of victory and of reward. Five
kjunior officers were made major-generals,
while he went for months unpromoted. At
Saratoga, while Gates was wrangling with
his staff in his own tejjt, it was Arnold who-
led the victorious charge that crushed Bur-
goyne's army. Yet to Gates did Congress
give the whole glory, and Arnold is still
unrewarded.”

“But he was made commander at Phila-
delphia that year. Surely that—"

“That was the direct work of General
Washington in opposition to Congress’s
wishes.  Scarcely had Arnold assumed
command in Philadelphia when his ene-
mies set secretly to work. They trumped
up vile charges of dishonesty against him
and forced him to trial. Him—the hero of
Saratbga! Every -serious charge was dis-
proves Yet Congress was not content, but
ordered General Washington to insult Ar-
nold by a public reprimand.”

“1 remember,” she answered; “but the
chief made that reprimand so gentle that it
was almost a compliment.”

“Yet the shame of it remained. To
make up to his friend for such bitter in-
justice, Washington has put Arnold here
in charge of West Point— the strongest
fortress we have, the key to our whole
strength, the place on whose safety our fate
hangs. "But even now the foes in Con-
gress and the army are at work to harm
him. And Arnold has borne it all. He is
the true hero of this Revolution of ours.
No other man, save Washington alone, de-
serves so highly of his country, and none
has been so ill-used. | marvel that he does
not seek revenge. It is scarce in human
nature not to.”

“Captain Wayne,” said she suddenly,
“you have been most eloquent in your com-
mander’s behalf. Yet we have strayed far
afield in our talk. Methinks it was your
grievances, not General Arnold’s, that we
began to speak of.”

“Mine are his,” | retorted. “In more
senses than one. Not only do | resent the
injustice done to my friend and leader, but,
as his fortunes are my fortunes, | have
shared in his ill luck. | have been in the
army five years. | threw away a good
profession for my country’s sake. Other
men who have done less service, and who
have risked mfar less, have risen high in
rank. Because | am an Arnold man | am
still ft mere captain, with no hope of further
promotion. Five years thrown away!”

“No, no,” she protested hotly. “Five
years of glorious service in liberty’s cause.
Yet,” she added more softly, “1 scarce
wonder you grow bitter at times.  Still, in
the end, when our country at last is free—"”

“Free?” | scoffed. “It will never be
free. The Revolution is doomed. Arnold
himself secretly admits that. For five

years we have fought on with varying suc-
cess. And victory is farther away from
us now than it was in 1776 when we
signed our useless Declaration of Inde-
pendence. We shall struggle along hope-
lessly a little longer. Then we will be
forced to yield to—" _

“Yield?” she cried, her face aflame.
“Never, never! Not while George Wash-
ington leads us.”

“Fine words,” | muttered. “But the
end is in sight. Even Arnold sees that.
We cannot hold out much longer. We

have no money. We have few men. Be-
fore long, by sheer force of numbers, Eng-
land will force us to our knees. For my
own part, I am half inclined to do as my
parents begged me to, and go over to the
enemy. In a year or so, at most, that is
what all of us will have to do.”

“Horrible! ” she panted. “How dare
you speak so?”

Already | was ashamed of my pettish
outburst. Angry and discontented as | was,
yet in my heart of hearts | knew | would
shed the last drop of my blood for my
stricken country sooner than turn a traitor.

Yet, after the way of angry men, it just
then pleased me to talk like a fool. And
the girl’s indignation served but to make
me the more stubborn.

“Ft is easy for you to chide me,” |
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sneered. “You are a woman. You have
not fought and hoped and planned and
toiled for five years as | have—and all for
nothing.”

“No,” she returned, “yet my father died
for liberty. And my two brothers fell, one
at Bunker Hill and one at Saratoga. The
Revolution has left me penniless and—
alone. Perhaps. in a way, this glorious
struggle for liberty has cost us women as
much as it has cost you men. But | know
you cannot mean what you say about be-
traying your country by going over to the
enemy. | should as soon think of sus-
pecting General Arnold himself.”

We fell silent for a space, while again |
scanned the waters for passing craft. It
was she who first spoke.

“1 thank you, Captain Wayne,” she said,
“for telling me all this. 1| wish | might
help you to bear it as so gallant a -man
should. But—if | am not mistaken—
there was more than a mere chronic griev-
ance against fate that so darkened your
brow to-day. Was there not? | may be
wrong, but | have a foolish womanly in-
tuition- that you have not even touched
upon your chief trouble.”

I looked at her half in resentment. And
again something in those big, childlike eyes
impelled me.

“1 spent the winter at Philadelphia,” |
said awkwardly, “on General Arnold’s
staff. It was my first glimpse of civilized
life since this wretched war set in. We had
a gay, care - free time. The general kept
open house, especially after he married
Mistress Shippen. There wBs much social
gaiety. Also, there was a girl—"

“1 knew it!” proclaimed Edith Bliss.

Yet in her announcement there was less
triumph at her own prophetic powers than
might have been expected.

“ A Mistress Dorothy Cary,” | resumed.
“Of the Chestnut Street Carys, a great
Tory family of Philadelphia. Half the
officers of the staff were daft with love for
her. So was |I. She—she favored me Or
so | dared hope. There was no betrothal.
Yet— I dreamed of success. Last month |
took heart and wrote, beseeching her to be
my wife.”

“Yes?” queried Edith as | paused; and
once more | noted a strange lack of life in
her sweet voice.

“1 weary you with my stupid love-tale ?”
I asked.

“No,” she denied.

“No. Go on.”

“And,” | answered, fishing from my
waistcoat pocket a damp, crumpled scrap
of tinted, perfumed paper, “this morn-
ing the answer came.”

Edith was leaning forward, her
slightly parted.

“How women dote on hearing of a ro-
mance !” commented | fatuously.

Then, more seriously, | added:

“The gist of the letter is this: She
esteems me highly. She likes me better,
she says, than any other man she knows.
She might even readily learn to love me.
But—"”

“Ah!”

“But she would die before she would
wed an enemy of her countrv.”

“ She is English?”

“No,” | said; “a Tory. She regards
England as her country, and deems all
Revolutionists base rebels who merit hang-
ing. Her verdict is this,” | continued,
glancing again at the wet note, “if I will
renounce the patriot cause and join the
English army she will be my wife. Other-
wise she desires never to see me or hear
from me again.”

“Oh, poor Captain Wayne!” cried
Edith in quick, warm sympathy. “The
cruel, unjust woman!” i

“No,” | contradicted, “she is but loyal.
And—the choice she offers me is very
tempting. | scarce know what to do.”

“You well know what to do!” she re-
torted. “You will do your duty as a
valiant, true man. Your heart may break,
but you will stand by the cause.”

She looked very lovely—Ilike some Norse
goddess of old—as she thus bade me obey
conscience and turn my back on love. A
wild, insane, wholly inexplicable impulse
seized me as | gazed on her.

Something of my feelings must have
shone from my eyes. For a red flame
leaped to her cheeks.

“ Edith— Mistress Bliss,” | began, “1—"

“ Skiff ahoy!” roared a voice not fifty
feet away. “What’s amiss?”

A fisherman’s shallop was bearing down
upon us.

lips

CHAPTER IV.
ON THE NEUTRAL GROUND.

Or course, it was my lot that the res-
cuing fisherman’s boat should set us two
ashore at the Robinson boat-house at the
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precise moment when no less than five offi-
cers of the post and a couple of my fellow-
staff members happened to be passing.

They doffed their hats in ironically low
salutes as we walked through their parted
group. And they eyed with merry wonder
our bedraggled condition.

Their gaze and their thin-veiled amuse-
ment served to bring me back to my senses
with a shock.

For an hour or more | had been babbling
like a garrulous schoolboy, telling this al-
most stranger-girl the most secret and sacred
things of my life. |, who was ever re-
served as regards my own affairs, had let
an unusual situation and a pair of pansy
eyes turn my private history inside out.

Nay, worse.. | had done a monstrous
imprudent thing. | had openly babbled
mutiny to her. | had prophesied the Revo-
lution’s failure. | had said | was sick of
my profession as a Continental officer. |
had spoken as though 1 actually intended
to desert to the enemy.

Now, were she by any chance a spy (and
there were perforce many such on both
sides in those days) she might well ruin
me by repeating one-half of what I, in
my peevishness, had blurted out.

The* idea was not pleasant. One so
often says things to a woman that he would
find' hard to account for were they repeated
later to men.

| waxed troubled. 1 glanced covertly at
the tall, gailv-chatting girl at my side, as
we both wended our way toward head-
quarters.

The moment’s glamour—the midsummer
madness—were quite gone. Once more 1
was the somewhat arrogant, birth-proud
Philip Wayne, spoiled by a winter of Phila-
delphia gaiety and by subsequent alternate
petting and neglect.

The girl beside me was no longer the
bewitching mermaid—the Norse goddess
companion of my marooning—but once
more a farmer’s daughter, a dependent of my
commander’s wife.

And it was to this mere employee, this
daughter of the soil, that | had unburdened
my heart! | felt sick and ashamed. For
a man’s nature does not wholly and per-
manently change in a single hour.

Edith seemed to notice my alteration of

manner. It puzzled her at first. Then,
with sudden concern, she cried:
“You have caught cold? The wetting

was too much for you? And here | am

making you walk slowly to keep pace with
me, when you ought to be hurrying on to
your quarters to get a change of clothing.
How careless of me!”

With a bright smile and a nod of friend-
ly farewell, she slipped through a gap in
the hedge, struck a footpath that led
direct to the Robinson house, and ran on,
leaving me to follow the main road to the
officers’ quarters.

| stared after her a moment. Her grace
and her utter friendliness again threatened
momentarily to upset my stiff ideas of our
relative positions in life. But, even as I,
half shamefacedly, made as though to fol-
low her, a voice at my elbow checked me.

“So might the dripping river god stare
after the flying wood-nymph!” intoned
some one with mock solemnity. *“ Now, out
and alas! that the high-born and most
severely punctilious Captain Philip Wayne
should stoop to cast sheep’s eyes after a
pretty governess! ”

I turned. A slender, gaily-dressed young
man stood laughing pleasantly at my frown-
ing surprise. | had not expected to"see him.
here. He was Alexander Hamilton, General
Washington’s own secretary.

Washington had gone two days earlier to
confer with the Count de Rochambeau at
Hartford, and Hamilton had gone with
him. So had the young French Marquis
de la Fayette. None of the party were
expected back for another fortnight.

“You are on leave?” | asked, ignoring
Hamilton's mischievous grin. A
“On leave?” he echoed. “We of his

excellency’ personal staff get scant ‘leave,’
I can tell you. No, | was sent back with
papers of his for General Arnold. | ar-
rived half an hour agone; only to find
Arnold is making a tour of the Catskill
forts and will not be back for a day or so. |
was just starting to rejoin his excellency
when | beheld a fish-boat drawing toward
shore laden with a cargo of two youthful
and beauteous creatures; very wet, but
seemingly very happy.”
“Have done! ” | begged.
“1 thought to see shepherd and shepherd-
ess,” he went on, unheeding. “Then I
recognized your worthy and dignified self.
‘ Forsooth,” thought I, 1the maid he has
deigned to honor with his companionship
must sure be a countess at very least!’
But alack! |1 was wrong. ’Twas a simple
governess in homespun clad. Lad, | re-
joice to see you so human. You have shown
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excellent taste. She is most fair. And,
Madam Arnold tells me, she has a brain as
well.  When are the nuptials to be?”

With a growl | turned on my heel and
stalked away. | sought to look dignified
and stately, but a dripping uniform, wet
hair, and boots filled with water are but
poor aids to stately dignity.

I was far from being at the end of my
persecutions. All that day and the next I
was the butt of every hare-brained officer
in the whole messroom. More cheap wit
was lavished at my expense than | had
thought the entire Continental army pos-
sessed.

Because | refused to give any reason for
my appearance with Edith, in the fisher-
man’s boat, every man had a theory of his
own to account for it.

One portly major gravely suggested that
Edith had fallen into the water off the boat-
house; that | had plunged in to her rescue;
that |1 had then been so much in love | had
forgotten on which side of the river | be-
longed and had forthwith swum with her
across the Hudson to West Point and was
on my way back when we were picked up.

A pert subaltern vowed that | had leaped
into the river with her in my arms and that
I had refused to bring her ashore until she
should promise to wed me.

“ And,” added the subaltern, “since she
had too much sense to accept, there they
would have stayed until the Hudson froze
over, had not sanity, in the form of an
honest fisherman, saved them from an eter-
nal bath.”

These were but two of a dozen lame jests
I was forced to endure. | have spoken of
them so that it may be understood to what
pitch of mind | came. Like every other
man on earth, | can never abide a joke at
my own expense.

And, being a young fool, all these gibes
made me but the angrier with the innocent
cause of it all—Edith Bliss. That was
‘why, as you shall see, when the time came,
I once more behaved like a cur.

And—as you will still later see, | was to
be well punished.

It wis two days later that Madam Arnold
invited a half dozen of us officers and as
many ladies from the neighborhood, to a
picnic at Garrison’s Spring, a picturesque,
romantic woodland spot some fe.v miles
south of headquarters, and on the edge of
the wide strip of territory known in those
war-times as the “ Neutral Ground.”

The British held New York City and the
land for some miles to the northward of it.
The Americans held the West Point region
and on both sides of the river. Almost the
whole eastern tract of the Hudson country
from our lines to those of the British was
a sort of No-Man’s Land.

It was debatable territory, the scene of
many a raid and skirmish. And it had ta-
ken the odd title of “ Neutral Ground.”

The picnic formed a jolly little break in
our daily routine. We were a gay crowd,
and Madam Arnold was the liveliest of host-
esses. Edith Bliss was there. It was the
first time | had seen her since our ducking
in the river.

She bowed in laughing, inviting fashion
across the heads of a dozen other guests,
and beckoned me to join her. As she did so,
I caught the amused glances of one or two
officers.

| stiffened, bowed frigidly in reply to her
friendly salute, and paid no attention what-
ever to her invitation.

Yes, | was a boor. A poor cad who
feared ridicule from devoting himself to the
loveliest woman in all that party.

I know that now. Dimly, | knew it then.

I was but a poor sort of hero. | mis-
doubt me you have discovered that for your-
self ere now. But | have here set down
my faults in crass frankness that you might
the better understand the need of the fiery
iron trials that later were to crush and ef-
face the worst of those same faults.

Luncheon over, | strayed through the
grove alone, for a quiet smoke, and to pon-
der afresh, the cruel ultimatum Mistress
Dorothy Cary’s letter had offered me.

Somehow, to my bewilderment, I began of
late to find myself less heartbroken over
that fair maiden’s coldness than | had once
thought. | wondered at this.

I was perhaps a furlong away from the
others when 1 threw myself down on a
mossy mound, beside a woodland bridle-
path, and relighted my pipe.

I could still hear the voices and laughter
of the picnickers, although a screen of foli-
age wholly shut me off from their view.

I was drowsy, perhaps | dozed for a mo-
ment. | felt, all at once, that some one was
looking down at me. | opened my eyes with
a start. There, in the bridle-path before
me, stood Edith BLliss.

I know not why it is tiiat a man is always
ashamed to have been caught sleeping. But
SO it is.
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“Qill” exclaimed Edith, “1 woke you!
I didn’t mean to. You looked so big and
so comfortable, all sprawled out there
asleep. And you were actually snoring!
As loudly as— ”

“1 beg your pardon,” | growled, angrier
than ever at this latest charge, “1 regret
that 1 should have made a spectaclc of my-
self. | regret still more that you should
have felt bound to seek me out to tell me so.”

“There!” she complained in mimic
fright, “you are cross again. As cross as

can be. Please don’t scowl,” she went on
appealingly. “1 stole away from the rest
for a chat with you. Isn’t that a compli-
ment?”

“1 am sorry you took such trouble on my
poor account,” | muttered ungraciously.

“Trouble? Why, it was no trouble at
all. | icanted to come. | would rather

talk to you than to any other man at the
post. Honestly, 1 would.”

“1 am afraid Madam Arnold will miss
you,” | began, straining my ears lest some
wandering officer might come upon us and
thus add a new chapter to the tale of mock-
er)' that had lately been my portion.

“Oh, she won’t miss me,” Edith reas-
sured me. “1 told her where | was going.
She called me as | left the luncheon board.
And | called back that | was going to look
for you. They laughed. | wonder why?”

“Probably,” | snarled, unreasonably
stung by this new source of ridicule, “ prob-
ably they laughed because it is not custom-
ary for any woman—even be she a provin-
cial governess—to run in search of a man
who has not sought her society and who does
not—"

I stopped. She shrank back, with that
same look of childlike dismay that once be-
fore had shamed me.

I was sorry. My lips were parted to tell
her so, to say | did want her with me, that
she was the loveliest and most innocently
bewitching woman | had ever seen.

But, before the first eager, stammering
word' could be spoken, a man (who seemed
to drop out of nowhere) quietly stepped be-
tween us.

s CHAPTER V.
THE 5JAX OF MYSTERY.

The stranger had evidently advanced to-
ward us along the bridle-path. He was
leading a big roan horse. His steps and

the footbeats of his mount had been muffled
by the soft mold of the path.

He stepped between us, | say, without a
word and in a manner of lofty authority that
I vaguely resented.

He was of middle' height, youthful, strik-
ingly handsome, and with the unconscious,
graceful air of a French aristocrat.

He wore civilian’s riding-clothes, and a
court sword dangled at his side. He would
have seemed more in place (riding-clothes
and all) in a ballroom than on this lonely
by-track of Neutral Ground.

His face looked as if it was oftener gay
than grave. But just now it was set and
stern. He turned to Edith with a courtly
bow.

“ A thousand pardons for my intrusion;”
he said, “but as | drew near | heard this
brute speak to you in a way that seemed to
call for chastisement. Have | your gra-
cious permission to punish him ?”

His voice was pleasant, low-pitched,
without the faintest trace of excitement. It
was as though he had seen her trying in
vain to manage a vicious dog and had of-
fered to thrash the animal.

My face went scarlet with fury at his
calm offer and his open contempt.

“No. No!” begged Edith, in panic, in-
stinctively moving nearer to my side as
though to protect me.'

This finished the loss of my sanity.
Whirling about on the stranger, | shouted
hoarsely:

“ Zounds! How dare you speak like this
of an officer of the army? 1’1l flog you with
your own riding-whip. 1f— 7"

“1 had the honor of addressing this lady,
sir,” he answered, unruffled. “ It pains me
—as it must pain any man of breeding—
to be forced to exchange speech with a yokel
who can sink to speaking to a woman as
you did just now. | do not force you to
apologize to her. For you are probably
ignorant of'the word’s meaning. And as
she intercedes to save you a thrashing, |
have no redress but to let you go, though,”
he sighed gentlv, “it irks me to do it.”

“How—I—"

“You spoke of yourself, | think,” he
went on, in that same soft, emotionless tone,
“as an officer. The words *officer * and
5gentleman ’ are ever supposed to go to-
gether. | grieve that, in your case, they
can never hope to do so. No man .with
the remotest claim to lecency could speak
to a woman as you did. She seems in-
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dined to submit to the insult. | cannot
punish you against her orders, much as |
long to. But be warned, | beg. Next time,
some less considerate man than | rrfay
chance to overhear you. And then you may
not escape the horsewhipping you so
strongly need. Madam, your most obedient,
sympathizing servant! ”

Again he bowed low with the grace of a
true courtie*, and made as though to mount
his horse. But by this time my brain had
cleared somewhat from the chaos caused by
his mildly breathed words. Each gentle
sentence had. been worse than a kick to me.

The divergence between his speech and
manner had momentarily dazed me into
dumfounded silence. But now, boiling
with rage at the man’s treatment—and
'rebly so because Edith Bliss had been wit-
ness to it—1 leaped forward with a cry to
intercept him.

My saber was out. In one bound I was
face to face with him, ablaze with hate, for-
getful now of Edith’s presence, mad to wipe
out the memory of his insolent treatment.

“Draw!” | yelled. “Draw, or I'll split
you like a fowl!”

He sighed, A genuine melancholy tinged
his handsome face.

“1 regret,” said he sadly, “to soil my
sword by contact with a boor’s. | had hoped
ever to keep it for gentlemen. Also, | am
ashamed to brawl in the presence of a lady.
I pray you let me pass on.”

“You coward!” | raged. “ You think to
insult me and ride on alive? Will you
draw, or will you take the flat of my blade
across your face ?”

“1 see it is of no use,” he said in sor-
rowful resignation, as he drew his sword.
“Madam, in advance | crave your pardon.
I shall not harm him.”

Before the words were well out of his
mouth | was upon him. A little cry of
fear from Edith. Then our blades met with
a clash.

I disengaged, and lunged ferociously for
his throat. As he easily guarded the blow,
his slender sword made a lightning-quick
motion.

.My heavy saber flew from my hand as
though impelled by a catapult. | stag-
gered back, my right am: numb to the shoul-
der.

The stranger bowed a third time to Edith,
sheathed his sword, vaulted lightly onto his
horse, and cantered out of sight down the
bridle-path,

4 A

“QOh,” gasped Edith, running toward me
in dire fear, “you are hurt! You are wound-
ed? Where?”

I made no reply. Instead, | bounded
furiously down the path in murderous pur-
suit of the unknown man who had insulted,
humiliated, and then outfougJft me.

CHAPTER VI..
TREASON !

It was late afternoon when 1 reached
headquarters. General Arnold was ex-
pected back that evening. And | returned
to the Robinson house ahead of the other
picknickers in order to prepare some reports
for him.

I had run in blind, raging pursuit of the
mysterious stranger until my breath had
given out. But | had caught no sight of
him along the winding aisles of the wood-
land bridle-path. Nor had | so much as
heard the distant beats of his horse’s hoofs.

He had appeared between us like a ghost.
He had vanished like one. There was
something uncanny about it all. Who or
what could he be?

That wilderness was the last sort of place
where one would expect to encounter a lone
stranger, in elegant civilian garb, with the
manners of a Versailles aristocrat, and su-
perhuman skill as a swordsman.

He had dropped, seemingly, from the
clouds, had spoken to me as though | were
a rebellious black slave, had bested me (good
fencer and strong man though | was) as
easily as if | were a schoolboy; and had
ridden away into—nothingness.

Through all my baffled rage | had a
feeling of unreality, a chill of apprehen-
sion at such a mystery; yet this but fanned
my hate.

Never before had | hated anyone as |
bated this stranger who had so readily, put
me in the wrong, chided me, and then put
me to rout in fair fight—all in the presence
of a woman.

“He took me by surprise.” | muttered to—

myself as | sat in the library at head-
quarters compiling my reports.  “ If he had
not, | should never have been disarmed by
a cheap French trick of sword-play. Next
time—"

| stopped and rubbed the muscles of my
right arm, still aching from the wrench that
had hurled my sword from my hand.

The library door swung open and Edith
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Bliss hurried into the room, closing it softly
behind her and advancing in haste toward
me. | rdse, confused. Now was my chance
to make the apology that the stranger’s ad-
vent had cut short.

I was ashamed to meet her eye, remem-
bering how despicably ludicrous a figure |
had presented when last she had seen me.

But she gave rhe no time for hesitation.
Her manner was one of ill-repressed excite-
ment. Her big eyes were alight with fright.

Running up to me, she thrust into my
hands a slip of folded paper.

“Read this!” she panted. “1 found it
but now behind the rack where the cloaks
hang. It was open. It had fallen from
some pocket. Since the general is not yet
back, | brought it to you. You will know
best what to do with it.”

Wondering at her eagerness and fear, |
took the folded paper. It seemed-an en-
closure such as might have slipped from
some sheaf of documents. Its contents were
brief. They were written in a grotesquely
cramped, evidently disguised, hand, which
withal seemed somehow not wholly unfa-
miliar to me:

Mr. John Anderson, Merchant:

IF. goes to H. for a month on the
date named. Tell C. that next iveek
appears to me best time for commercial
enterprise. Must have personal inter-
view'. Tell C. I-stipulate for safety
and release of persons named in sub-
joined list. Dare not trust plans of
W. P. to post. You must receive them
in person. Set date.

Gustavcs.

The stilted, disjointed screed filled me
with a sudden terror that had never been
mine in the fiercest battle. Under the for-
mal language | read the sinister intent as
though in letters of flame.

“W. goes to H,"” That was Washington,
of course, who had but just lately departed
for Hartford. “W. P.—West Point.”

Some one familiar with all, our arrange-
ments had, then, written to notify one “ John
Anderson ” that Washington was out of the
way, and that an enterprise—against West
Point, no doubt—would now be safe.

In another paper, according to the letter,
was a list of persons to be spared in case
of an attack. And the plans of our great
fortress were to be turned over by “ Gus-
tavus” in person.

Who was “C.”? Who but Sir Henry
Clinton, commander of the British forces in
New York?

| raised my eyes in dumb horror to Edith’s.
She was watching me with nervous intent-
ness.

“1 was not mistaken, then?” she cried.
“1 see by your face | was not. Oh, the
shame of it! To think we have a traitor
here! A man with whom we are perhaps
in daily talk. A man we trust. A man
who seeks to betray West Point to the enemy.
I—1 can't believe it.”

“ It cannot be doubted,”*I returned, dazed
with the shock. “The letter is only too
clear. So much for General Arnold’s fool-
ish faith in his fellow men! This letter
is from some one he trusts, some one who
knows the plans cf West Point. A spy of
the British who has wormed his way into
the general’s confidence.”

“ Can you guess, from the handwriting—"

“No. It is palpably disguised. Yet |
seem to have seen it before. | wish | could
think where. It must be some one on the
staff; or else some one whose correspond-
ence the general has given me to answer.”

“Is there any one you suspect?”

“There is not a man in Arnold’s whole
army that | believe capable of such a thing.
There is no date to this. It was written
before his excellency left for Hartford. That
is all we know. Since then—"

“Since then the traitor may well have
met this 1John Anderson,”” she exclaimed.
“The fortress plans may even now be in
General Clinton’s hands.”

“Oh, if only Arnold were back! He
would know; what to do. He always knows,”
| groaned. “I1 would set out at once to
meet him if only | knew which road he is to
take. He will be here to-night, though.
We must wait till then.”

“1f West Point falls, it will be our heavi-
est blow since we lost New York,” she mur-
mured. “ Oh, if—"

“Our ‘heaviest’” blow? It will be our
death blow-! West Point and its Highland
forts not only give us the mastery of the®
upper Hudson, but, if we were to lose them,
the New England Colonies would be cut off
from the rest of the country, and the British
could subdue each unsupported section at
their leisure. The whole Revolution’s fate
hangs on West Point. The man who seeks
to betray that is ten times the traitor that
the betrayer of any of our other strongholds
would be. His name deserves to go through




IN TREASON’S TRACK. 51

the ages linked with Iscariot’s. For he is
bartering liberty.”

I could scarce hold my. voice steady.
Forgot were my own discontent, my. half-
formed thoughts of mutiny. In face of this
new horror | stood aghast.

“1 have riot spoken to any one else of
this,” went on Edith. “1 was afraid of in-
advertently warning the traitor. | wish—"

Again the library door flew, open. A
portly, fine-looking man limped in. His
cloak and boots were dusty from long
riding.

As he entered | drew myself up and
saluted. For this was my commander, Ma-
jor-General Benedict Arnold.

Less than forty years old, of a splendid
presence that even his lameness (caused
by a wound in the left leg, received at
Saratoga) could not mar, the general was a
figure to draw attention in any.company.

He was the bravest of the brave, a born
commander and strategist, a man in every
sense of the word.

As a mere boy of fifteen he had run
away from home to fight in the French and
Indian Wars. Later, when he was a rich
and respected physician of New Haven, he
had thrown away wealth and home in order
to serve his country.

Since the day when news came of the
battles of Concord and Lexington, he had
ever been foremost in the field.

George Washington was his dearest
friend. And the men to whom Washing-
ton gave his full friendship were few and of
high merit.

Gallant, hot-tempered, full of magnetic
charm, burning with wrath at the cruelly
unjust treatment accorded him by Con-
gress, Benedict Arnold was in those days
my ideal of all that was greatest and best
in man.

The general glanced with amused sur-
prise at Edith and myself as we stood
close together, facing him. He uncovered
and bowed to lier. She courtesied and
slipped from the room.

“Well, lad!” he cried playfully, “is this
the way you do your work in my absence?
Flirting with my son’s dainty governess
is farvpieasanter occupation, | doubt not,
than poring over musty reports.”

He threw aside his cloak as he talked,
and flicked at his dusty high boots with a
cambric handkerchief.

“ General—” | began.
He glanced quickly at me.
“Why, lad!” he cried in sudden con-

cern. “Are you ill? You’re white as a
sheet. And you look fifty years old. What
is amiss?”

I handed him-the letter without comment.

He glanced over the single sheet with its"
burden of cramped handwriting. | watched
him. The ruddy color ebbed from his face,
leaving it haggard and gray.

His dark eyes glowed as though a firer
burned behind them. His strong hand fell
a-shaking, so that the paper slipped from
between his stiffened fingers.

“Mistress Bliss found this abominable
thing,” said I, stooping to pick it up and
returning it to him. “She found it buK
now, behind the cloak rack. Mayhap it
his lain there for days. She brought it to
me and—"

“Has she shown it to others?” lie broke
in, his voice harsh and cracked. “Has
she, think you? To Madam Arnold, or
to—” m

“To no one. | am certain. Have you any
suspicion what man—"

“Suspicion?” he roared. “Not I'! |If
I had | would kill him with my bare hands.
Have—do—do you recognize the scrawl ?”

“No. Yet there is a sort of familiar
look to it, as in the face of a friend when
that face is distorted 'and swollen out of
shape.”

“It is none of my officers. Of that | make
oath. Wayne, give me a pledge to spealt
of this to no one.”

“Willingly, sir.
discover—

“Not even to Mistress Bliss. Should she
speak to you again of the matter, keep si~

I ask but to help you

lence. You promise?”
“Certainly,” | assented, in wonder.
“But who—"

“You think she will hold her tongue?
She will not babble to everybody?”

“To no one. | am sure of that.”

He was pacing back and forth, up and
down the library, his long, limping stride
oddly like that of a stage tragedian. His
handsome face was livid and twisted.
His gray lips uttered incoherencies.

Never had | seen the fearless leader so
utterly devoid of self-control. | sought in,
vain for words to console him.

Full well did | realize what this must
mean to Arnold. Robbed of the honors
that were rightly his, placed on trial for
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faults he had not committed, publicly repri-
manded by Washington, wrongfully de-
prived of his Philadelphia command—and
now in danger of losing, through treachery,
the all important fortress entrusted to his
care! It seemed the very climax of a life
of unmerited misfortune.

“It is not yet too late,” | ventured.
“The British may perchance have the plans
of West Point, through the treachery of one
of our men. But West Point itself still
stands. There are brave arms ready to de-
fend it to the death. And the words ‘ Ar-
nold > and ‘Defeat’ are still strangers to
each other.”

The general smiled wanly.

“Dear lad,” he said, “you are the most
Toyal friend | have. And my friendship has
been almost as bad a handicap ,to you as
his excellency’s has been for me. | wish
for your sake my fortunes might mend.”

“Yet you are in high favor just now,
general. As commandant of West Point—"

*“As commandant of West Point | am
accountable to every scoundrel who hates
me. And my ruin is but a question of
time. They’ll trump up new charges
against me before long. | half wish |
had never thrown in my lot with this hope-
less revolution. If | had taken service in
the British arnn—"”

“Generall”

“Pay no heed to my growls, lad. This
vile news of treachery has upset me. But
| have a feeling that the next few weeks
may see the end of ‘ Arnold Ill-Luck.””

CHAPTER VII.
A NIGHT ADVENTURE.

It was the next morning that | saw
Edith Bliss again. She sought me out to
ask for further news of the treason letter
and to inquire how Arnold might be set-
ting to work to catch the traitor.

Mindful of my promise to the general,
I told her nothing. | was monstrous civil
this time, but coldly refused to say one
word of the subject so near to her heart.

After an unanswered question or two
she noticed the odd restraint and confusion
in my manner. And | could see she mis-
read it.

Her frank friendliness suddenly gave
way to an equal reserve; | almost thought,
to a tinge of suspicion, And she walked
away, leaving me standing miserable.

Nor from Arnold could | get another
word on the theme. In reply to a guarded
query on my part, a day or two later,, he
replied curtly that he had reliable agents
at work upon the case, and reiterated his
order that |1 keep my mouth closed.

Nevertheless, to my superheated imagina-
tion the very air throbbed with secret trea-
son. In every messmate | sought to detect
a spy.

A dozen meaningless happenings | dis-
torted as having a bearing upon the treach-
ery. Altogether, I was in an overexcited,
suspicious frame of mind, and neglected
my work and my meals alike.

It is no comfortable sensation to know
that among a group of your seemingly
honest comrades, one is a criminal, and to
wonder if perchance it is your own room-
mate or the man who sits next you at table.

I took to avoiding my fellows, and to
spending much of my time in prowling
alone about the surrounding country, pon-
dering on the terrible secret that was mine
and vainly seeking means to solve the mys-
tery.

Once or twice, as | slunk off o1t such
walks, | saw Edith Bliss’s big, grave eyes
watching me with troubled doubt. Yes, and
with some other expression | could not
fathom.

She kept out of my way nowadays. | had
no speech with her. And this, too, vaguely
set my heart to achir.g. | knew not why.

One evening, | was returning late from
one of my solitary rambles. The moon was
up, but the skies were close clouded. An
elusive gray light rested over everything.

I chanced to pass near the Robinson boat-
house on my way to headquarters. As |
approached it I dimly saw a skiff shoot out
from the little dock.

I could just make out a single shrouded
figure at the rower’s bench. Also, from the
absence of sound, | knew the oars were
muffled.

Now7 who at headquarters would set forth
close to midnight in silence? Also why, on
so breathlessly hot a night, should the mys-
terious rower go wrapped in a cloak?

Instantly to my suspicious mind leaped
the thought of treason. Was this the writer
of the “ Gustavus” letter? Was he gping,
perchance, to that “personal interview” his
letter had demanded? The idea fired me
with eagerness.

In vain | told myself the rower was prob-
ably some soldier from the West Point bar-
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racks who had overstayed his leave on the
east bank of the river and was hurrying se-
cretly back to duty.

Even as that possibility occurred to me,
he shifted his course southward. Such a
direction would land him far south of West
Point.

I remembered then that in the afternoon
I had- once more seen the British sloop of
war Vulture lying at anchor some miles
down-'stream.

Was this midnight oarsman bound for the
sloop? It was certainly worth while to fol-
low in the hope of recognizing, if not stop-
ping, him-

Quict as thought, | ran silently down the
bank toward the boat-house. | had scarce
reached it when, from the shadows a second
rowboat darted out into the stream.

I halted in my tracks to note this new ap-
parition. In the faint, elusive gray light,
I could see the second rower was also
cloaked, and that he bent to his oars with
absolute noiselessness.

Yes, and more. The second boat was un-
questionably following the first, and with
the caution of a panther stalking its prey.

It was very evident from the second oars-
man’s maneuvers that he was eager to escape
the observation of the first and to stick close
to the latter’s tracks.

Decidedly, this was well worth following
up. The quick fever of the man-hunt was
upon me.

I entered the boat-house, noted that but
four of the six skiffs belonging there were
in their slips, and stepped into the lightest
of these.

I ripped off my neckcloth, tore it in two,
and muffled both oar-locks. Then | pushed
out into the stream.

The first boat was scarce visible in the
dim light, almost wholly hidden by the low
film of mist that lay over the river. The
second boat was half concealed by the mist.

I ventured to follow, rowing with infinite
"caution,- and taking good care not to ap-
proach near enough to attract notice.

Ordinarily, this would have been impos-
sible. But the second* rower was*so intent
on watching the first that he apparently
did not trouble to safeguard against being
trailed. 1 had merely to keep my distance
and to avoid making the faintest noise.

An odd scene we must have presented, we
three, each rowing silently and swiftly along
in the weird gray gloom, each unaware that
he was being followed.

I had lost sight of the first man, and was
now forced to guide my course wholly by
that of the second.

Who was the first rower? Probably the
traitor. And the second? Perhaps one of
the “trusted agents” Arnold had spoken of.
In which'case it was of course no concern
of mine to join in the chase.

But two heads are better than one. And
I had, moreover, a morbid hope of being
able to discover something that might chance
to escape the agent’s vigilance.

I was Arnold’s closest friend. It irked
me and surprised me that he should choose
other persons than myself when such a des-
perate venture was afoot.

I longed to outdo the agent in the matter
of discovering who the traitor might be.

It is an eery sensation to row alone at
midnight over a quiet, misty river. It-rs
doubly so when oi\e is following out a quest,
like mine. Where and how the chase would
end | could not guess.

I wished | had chanced to be wearing my
sword or carried a pistol. | was quite un-
armed. And it was not likely that either of
the men | pursued was in similarly defense-
less state.

let, | counted on my mighty strength, if
it should come to a question of violence.
And, besides, was | not fighting for liberty?

The row was longer than | had expected.
Southwesterly we moved. | seemed to have
been tugging at the oars for an eternity.

Once or twice | lost sight of the second
boat, but ever found it again.

At last | neared the west bank of the
Hudson, some miles south of West Point.
The skiff | was following ran in among the
shadows of the woods that sloped down to
the very beach.

| stopped rowing. Then, faintly, | heard
the grating of a keel upon the shore-gravel.
And | knew my quarry had landed.

For a full minute longer I remained mo-
tionless, to give him time to tie his boat and
climb the bank. Then softly | rowed ashore
and brought my skiff to a standstill close
beside his.

The first man’s boat | could see nowhere.
Nor did | trouble to' look for it. The sec-
ond was doubtless hard upon its track.

My present task, then, was to follow the
second man. knowing full well he would
soon or late guide me unconsciously to the
first.

I only hoped he would not scare his prey
prematurely and turn him from his mission.
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I wanted the scoundrel to be caught red-
handed.

I had had no possible means of identify-
ing either of the oarsmen. Not only was
the light bad, but both had been too far
away from me and too completely hidden in
their big cloaks.

Up the wooded bank | stole, moving
soundlessly as any Iroquois. | reached the
top, and could just make out a narrow,
twisted path running inland.

Along, this, probably, the two men—pur-
suer and pursued—had just passed. If not,
I dared not risk noise by crashing through
the adjacent undergrowth trying to pick up
their trail.

The path seemed the only probable clue
to my vanished quarry. And along the path
I cautiously started.

For two or three minutes | walked. Then,
just ahead of me, | saw an opening in the
trees. | reached it and found | was at one
end of a wide glade. At first glance |
could see no one.

Then, as | stepped forward, sick at heart
with the fear that | had lost the trail, |
managed to discern two shadowy figures,
perhaps a hundred feet ahead of me.

Crouching low, and taking advantage of
each bush and rock, I crept toward' them.

THE ARGOSY.

Presently | could catch mhe sibilant sound
of whispers.

I could see the two shapes a little more
clearly than before. One of the two—the
shorter—was evidently the rower of the first
or second boat, and still wore the enshroud-
ing cloak.

The second, however, did not seem to be
one of the oarsmen. He wore no cloak, and
had not the general appearance of either of
the persons | hadT>een following.

Again stooping over, | stole -forward un-
til 1 was a bare twenty feet from them. |
had noticed for some moments that the night
had grown lighter. Now, all at once, the
full moon tore its way through the mass of
scudding clouds, making everything in the
glade dazzlingly bright.

I sprang to my full height. The cloaked
figure quickly turned as a twig snapped un-
der my foot. Then | halted in crass amaze.

It was Edith Bliss!

Edith Bliss here, at this hour of night.
A sting of jealousy shot through me. |
shifted my bewildering gaze on the man
beside her.

Then the moonlight falling full on his
face, | knew who it was.

Something seemed to snap in my brain.
With a half animal snarl | sprang at him.

(To be continued.)

THIS WAY OUT.

BY FRANK WILLIAMS.

The Tale of a Struggling Architect, a
Rich Man’s Daughter, and Cupid.

HEN, after a year in New York as
an architect with a degree, Bob
Lawrence hadnt built as much as a hen-
house, the residents of Pine Manor indulged
in Homeric laughter—all except Muriel
Tyler. The'former sweethearts of the am-
bitious Robert congratulated themselves on
their fortunate escapes, while their husbands
joined more or less heartily in the celebra-
tion.

Muriel Tyler curled her lip with scorn
at the scoffers, looked at his picture on her
dresser a trifle more tenderly than usual,
and resolved that he, she, they both, in
fact, should disprove this contumely. A
thrust at him was a stab at her, she felt.

“A man who is an architect might as
well be a monk as far as marrying is con-
cerned,” gloomed Bob one Sunday night
during their walk under the trees. “A
young fellow in my line has about as much
chance of buying a license as an angel has
to steer an aeroplane. I rather drive a
truck and come back to a wife at night than
be unable to do either as I am now.”

They had left the Tyler grounds on the
hillside and were strolling down the main
street of the little town. On the opposite
corner, flooded with moonlight, stood the
public library of Pine Manor, square, gray,
and handsome. It was the pride and pet of
the independent citizens of Pine Manor.
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“Just look at that building,” exclaimed
Bob impulsively. “One or two of those and
I would be on my feet. | would have a
tangible something to work for, an inspira-
tion and encouragement to look back upon.
Then, when things had thus brightened for
nie, I could, | could—"

“Yes, yes,” breathed Muriel, looking up
into his face, “you could—you could—
what?”

“1 could do what I have dreamed of doing
so long, the thought of which has kept me
buoyed through all these months of trial
and failure, the hope of which has.made
life worth living—"

“Yes, yes.; tell me more, Bob.”

“No, I can’t; it wouldn’t be right, Muriel.
I have scarcely allowed myself to think of
it, and resolved that never until the time
was ripe for action would | mention it to
any one. Please, be a good girl, and don't
ask me any more.”

“ All right, Bob,” and Muriel seemed to
sink back into her normal quiet self at his
side.

But there was a lingering' resentment at
this exclusion of her who had received all
of his confidences, and a little sting of dis-
appointment.  Still there was, too. the pain-
ful throb of a suppressed hope—a hope she
scarcely acknowledged to herself.

Bob Lawrence and Muriel Tyler were
not engaged, and the reasons why they were
not. formed the titbits for gossip by the
rocking-chair brigade on mjffty a front porch
during afternoon tea hour. The Tylers,
owning the best house in town, were very
wealthy, while Lawrence was in humble
circumstances. Rumor had it that he loved
her but she had refused him; she loved him
but he couldn see it; they both loved each
other but either was too modest to start any-
thing; Judge Tyler disapproved; and so
o till the air of Pine Manor was rank
with gossip.

Meanwhile the two concerned were the
best of friends, and allowed these Jovian
shafts, born of the idle hours of others, to
strike harmlessly around them.

But of late Muriel had felt a change.
The transition from the Platonic to the
Sapphic in her affections had occurred and
from aH the signs of the times that a wom-
an’s instinct tells her to watch, Bob Law-
rence had crossed the Rubicon and was with
her on the up grade toward Elysium. The
rocking-chairs on the porches creaked thirty
to the minute instead of twenty-four, the

Tyler servants were questioned closely
whenever they appeared at market, and the
sewing circle had already decided on the
doily for the bride »nd the color of the
wedding decorations.

When Capricornus, the July goat, finish-
ed butting the mercury in the thermometer
that year it stood at ninety-six in Madison
Square with a bonus- of three degrees in
the Subway, and August came in slowly
like a weak, wet cat after an enforced
plunge in the river.

Bob Lawrence’s office in the West Twen-
ties was like a vacuum bottle— it never let
the heat go. The welcome sign on the door-
mat was still unscratched by the foot of
man, his squares and triangles swung use-
lessly from the wall, and his India ink
dried up of inertia.

Early in August, after a particularly try-
ing day with his creditors, Lawrence closed
the office in utter disgust and was departing
for Battery Park to catch a breath of air,
when the postman handed him a slim en-
velope, bearing printed matter in the left
hand upper corner. With the languid eye
of one weary of receiving just that sort of
missive, he tore it open, unfolded what
seemed like a circular inside, and read:

The trustees of the Pine Manor Public Li-
brary announce that a prize of S5.000 will be
given for the most original decorative doorway
design to ornament the library building re-
ceived on or before August 30.

Competitors are at liberty to use any style
of architecture they choose, providing the re-
sult will beautify the library building if ac-
tually constructed.

Then folio,wed several paragraphs of
rules describing the proper method of sub-
mitting the drawing.

That night Bob had supper by way of
celebration, borrowed a cigarette and a
match, and at just eight-thirty officially en-
tered the contest.

A month later various rotund gentlemen
might have been seen one afternoon seated
about the mahogany table in the directors’
room of the Pine Manor library, smoking
cigars and growling about the heat.

Their wilted collars made a neat pile in
one corner, while the back of each chair
supported the enervated remains of what-
had at. one time, doubtless, been a waist-
coat. Tobacco smoke billowed forth from
every angle and floated gently out of the
draftless open window.



56 THE ARGOSY.

In front of the judges were stacked some
twenty-five sheets of drawing paper upon
which were set forth designs for the new
ornamental door. These had survived two
preliminary slaughterings and from among
them the final choice was to be made this
very hot afternoon.

“To my thinking,” remarked Chairman
Judge Tyler, “there is only one design
worthy of that $5,000, and that belongs
to Mr, Robert Lee Lawrence of New York.
Compared to it these other things on the
table look like the impressionistic daubs of
a six-year-old. If you will all make a last
selection with this in mind, | think we can
adjourn within ten minutes. James, pass
the collars.”

Exactly what happened in the West
Twentieth Street studio the next morning
has never been chronicled and shall not be
here. Among those vlio remember the day
are the rent collector, the wash-lady and the
waiter at the 75-cent table d'hote across the
street. Later in the day followed a raid
upon a tailor, a haberdasher, and a pur-
veyor of walking sticks.

That night when Bob Lawrence mo.-.nted
the porch of the Tyler house, a perfectly
cool, soft-haired young lady met him at the
top step with an outstretched hand and a
smile. A pale-blue, flimsy gown gathered
trimly with a white belt at the waist and
open at the throat reflected the sea in her
eyes, or the sky of midday, or the flash of a
turquoise, or whatever blue appeals to you
as the most beautiful. Her cheeks were
pink as a wild rose at five o’clock of a sum-
mer’s morning, and her laugh was like the
even song of a wood-thrush.

“Oh, Bob, I'm so glad, so glad! Father
told me last night at dinner. Every one |
have spoken to is just as pleased as can be.
And to think of your winning when there
were some of the best known architects in
New York entered in the contest! It's al-
most made you the hero of Pine Manor.”

“It’s generous and sweet of you to say
that, Muriel, and | appreciate it,” said the
young fellow slowly, striving to prevent a
note of exultation from creeping into his

voice, “| felt that | should win as sooh
as | saw the announcement of the contest.
Oh, I’ll tell you, things are changed now.
No more days of half-starvation, no more
nights of sleepless worry. That’s all over
with, and I'm so foolishly happy 1 ‘don’t
know what to do. | can’t tell you what en-
couragement it gives me!”

For an hour they talked, or rather Law-
rence did. Then Muriel asked:

“ Do you remember one night, a couple of
months ago, when you said just one tangible
encouragement would permit you to bring
to realization the dream of years?”

“Yes,” replied he.

“Well, boy, I want you to tell me that
ambition. We've been friends a long, long
while, and have always told each other
everything. | want to know your dearest
ambition now that it is within your grasp.”

She twisted her hands tightly together
and looked up at him with shining eyes.
His shone, too, when he bent toward her.

“1Il tell you, Muriel,” he replied.
“You’ve stuck to me through everything.
Listen, It has been my ambition in life
for the last three years to study in Paris. |
felt that | could never amount to anything
with just my university education, and |
was morally certain that a couple of years
at the School of Beaux Arts would round
me into perfect shape—Mary, Mary, bring,
a glass of ice water. Miss Muriel has
fainted.”

“It was funny about that library door,”
said Mrs, Sempronius Shook, the minister’s
wife. “1 overheard my chambermaid, who
used to be the Tylers’ third - floor dust-
maid, talking to the coachman. She said
that one night after dinner Muriel climbed
on her father’s lap and begged as the favor
of a lifetime that he offer a prize for a
decorative library door. Then, but | hate
to say this for I didnt hear it very well,
she told him that a certain person she .had
in mind just must win.”

Whereat the porch chairs creaked forty-
seven to the minute and some one asked:

“W hat’s the news from Paris?”

SPECULATIONS.

Love is a god of fancies; a glance, a whisper low
May wake to life that idol which we hold.

And | have thought sometimes, in certain hearts | know,
That Love was wakened by the chink of gold.

Flavel Scott Mines.
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CHAPTER I
A HURRIED START.

“TS Mr. Hadley staying here?”

A It was the carrier of the rural free
delivery who asked the question of Mrs.
Mudgely.

Walter Hadley leaped from his chair on
the porch and ran down to get his letter.

“This is Mr. Hadley,” said Mrs.
Mudgely.

Walter stood for an instant looking at the
typewritten address, corrected from “ 920
West 70th Street, New York,” to “care
Mrs. J. Mudgely, R. F. D., Panther Lake,
Houston, New Jersey.” Then, with trem-
bling fingers he tore the end from the en-
yelope and tried to control himself while he
read.

At last it had come.
believe it.

A year before he had been getting nicely
started as a vaudeville actor. He had risen
to the place where he got bookings for the
whole season; also to the opulence of fifty
per weekf His eyes were turning to the
goal of his life, the legitimate stage, when—

His voice had given out in the midst of
an act.

The doctors gave the trouble a long name.
Hadley knew it had been some nerve which
had gone wrong. His Latin education did
not enlighten him as to what nerve it was.
From the effect of its failure to work, he
concluded that it was a nerve connecting
with the vocal cords.

Six months of complete rest, the medical
man had prescribed. Walter Hadley had
been fairly economical, and had a little
money in the bank—aquite a lot for a thes-
pian. He had taken the six monthsl rest
at very quiet, unheard-of Jersey resorts where
prices were low. He had got back his voice
as good as new. But—

He could hardly

IN THIS

ISSUE.)

His career on the stage had been too brief
for the making of a very big dent in the
theatrical world. What little impression he
had given had been blotted out of the memo-
ries of those managers who had insisted upon
getting him. He was gently forgotten.

At the desks of the agencies which had
once started him off, and which had later
sought the privilege of booking his acts, he
was kindly told day after day, week after
week, that there was nothing doing. The
agents were sorry. So was Walter Hadley.

Prom cheap resorts, he went to cheaper
ones. Mrs. Mudgely’s place, on the lake
two miles out of Houston — you can find
Houston on a big wall-map of Jersey—had
been recommended to him by some one who
had been there. Mrs. Mudgely’s prices had
especially appealed to Hadley.

Hence it was that he had come thither*a
few days before. He had dropped a card
to Carson’s agency, the only one in which
he placed any hope, giving his new address.
The only other person who knew it was
Ethel Wood. Ethel was, of course, the one
and only girl.

When lie had leaped from his chair at the
postman's inquiry about his name, he had
thought it was a letter from Ethel. The
typewritten address had undeceived him,
but left him puzzled as to why it had not
been sent direct from Carson’s to Mrs.
Mudgely’s.

But the contents more than consoled him
for his sweetheart’s delay in writing, and
made him drop the question of the address
as of no importance.

M r. Waiter Hadley. 920 West Seventieth

Street. Xew York City:

Dear sir—Mr. Horace Wendel wires me
that he needs a man for his summer tour.
You know his troupe. | think it might hit
you. He will pay you twenty-five per. He
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waists you to be in Philadelphia at four-fifteen
day after to-morrow, ready to start for West.
Give him enclosed card and tell him | sent
you. Have written him to take you. Yours
truly, John Carson.

Limelight Building, Thirty-Ninth Street and
Broadway, New York City. June 17, 1910.

-At first reading Hadley stopped with the
signature of the booking-agent. He read
the letter again. There was no reason why
he should have done so. He knew it by
heart after the first reading. But its con-
tents were, in his esteem, well worth a sec-
ond perusal. Then—

“ Day after to-morrow,” he muttered hap-
pily. “That means—Ilet's see—the 17th it
was written. Why, good Lord! That
means to-day—this very afternoon.”

There had been a deal of animation in his
heart from the moment he began to read the
note. But animation was no word for that
\Vhich he now exhibited. Steam, gasoline,
electricity, greased lightning at full throttle
and advanced spark—he seemed to have all
these motive-powers at once.

If any one doubted that Walter Hadley’s
brain could work under high tension, he
should have seen the way that young actor
solved the riddle of the Lackawanna time-
table and found out that the next train to
New York would leave Houston in pre-
cisely twenty-seven minutes. It takes real
ability to find out anything like that from
a time-table in fifteen seconds.

If any one questioned his quick-change
ability, or thought he might hold up a scene
in order to get into different make-up, that
person should have watched him get out of
the shabby clothes in which he had loafed
about Mrs. Mudgely's and into full Broad-
way regalia. It took him fifty-three sec-
onds. Thirty seconds more saw his suit-
case packed.

Of course, most of the things in it had
been there all the time, since they were for
professional use and not especially designed
for self-entertainment at a farmhouse.

But it took Mrs. Mudgely five minutes to
hunt up the eight dollars change she had to
give back as Hadley tendered a ten-dollar
bill in payment for his three days’ board.
Had there “been another ten-dollar bill, he
would have told her to send the change after
him.

“Isn’t there some way of cutting across? ”
he asked of Mrs. Mudgely as he took his

change.

By the road it was two miles and a half to
the station. But, as \\ alter knew, the road
to Houston and the station turned twice to
the right, taking one around three sides of a
square.

“\oud better let Willie drive you over,”
offered Mrs. Mudgely. “It’s bad going
through the woods across the lots.”

Hadley had seen Willie Mudgely get his
horse hi»hed to the old buggy. Also he
had seen the horse go—

“1ve got to make the ten-eight,” he told
her. “1 can’t wait for the twelve-twenty-
eight.”

“Well, if you’re careful not to lose that
path through the swamp, you might make.it.
It cuts off more'n half that way,” explained
Mrs. Mudgely, pointing out a break in the
trees at the back' of the field behind her
house.

“Thanks. Good-by,” Walter shouted
over his shoulder as he started off on the
run.

For the first quarter-mile the'going was
easy. Hadley sprinted the whole of it. He
almost stumbled down the steep hill which
brought him'to the edge of the swamp. Right
there the trail seemed almost to disappear.

He hesitated for only an instant. Then a
track, like that which rabbits make through
all thickets, seemed to him the way across.
He plunged forward along this trail.

It appeared that he was right in the di-
rection he had chosen. -Although the path
had been almost completely overgrown with
blackberry-vines, it was still firm footing.
He thought regretfully of what the thorns
and brambles were doing to his trousers, but
there was no other way of getting to Phila-
delphia at 4.15 that afternoon.

He began to perspire freely. He was ex-
erting himself rather more violently than he
had done in many a moon. Quite out of
breath, he paused once and remarked to
himself:

“What a consummate idiot | am to be
killing myself for a job like that. If it
were a part in a real play at twenty-five per,
there might be something in it. But Wen-
del's summer- campaign! Gee! But, inci-
dentally, it’s bread and butter for one Wal-
ter Hadley."

Whereupon he sprinted a little harder.

It seemed to him that he had gone through
about two miles of swamp. He glanced at
his watch, not pausing in his walk, and saw
that he still had seven minutes. He won-
dered where the end of the path would come.
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At last rising ground showed over the tops
of the scrubby stuff lining the path through
the swamp. He recalled that he had seen
this same swamp just as he was leaving the
edge of Houston on the night of, his arrival.
At the rising ground the road would cross
his path, not more than four minutes’ run
from the station.

Putting on all the steam he had left, he
dashed toward that rising ground/ As the
path came to one of those shapeless heaps
by which Jersey gets rid of her stones and
acquires fences at the same time, he saw the
road.

At the road he halted.

As | come to think of it, | do not recall
a single authentic instance where a lone
man, suddenly finding himself looking down
the muzzle of a double-barreled shotgun,
hasnt paused. If | were to come across an
account of-some one keeping right on under
those circumstances, | should feel almost
certain that | was reading fiction.

It was exactly such a shotgun that faced
Walter Hadley as he reached the dirt road
a quarter of a mile out of Houston. To the
young actor it looked more like a Siamese
Twin Gatling-gun.

From behind the gun there faced Hadley
a rusty-looking farmer whose beard was
fairly gray except directly beneath the cen-
ter of his mouth, where it was a yellowish
brown. The farmer shifted a bit of the
cause of this exception in his jaw before he
could speak.

“1f you move, |1l blow your danged head
off.” .

Hadley hadnt any intention of moving
just then. A quarter of a minute later he
almost wished he had taken the chance.

“lve got him!” vyelled the gunner.
“ Caught him red-handed!”

Hadley could not tell to whom the farmer
was calling.. But the trite phrase the man
had used to suggest certain guilt made the
actor glance at his fingers.

His eyes seemed about to pop from his
head. His face went pale. He feh a sickly
dizziness.

His left hand was almost completely cov-
ered and dripping with blood!

CHAPTER II.
RURAL JUSTICE.

sight of blood had always been
The most

The
sickening to Walter Hadley.

vividly horrible memory of his childhood
was that of a slaughter-house upon which he
had stumbled in a ramble from home, and
at which he had waited, curious to know
what the business of the place was, until the
unpleasant work was started. Then- he had
fled pell-mell, three miles, to his home.

A crowd on the street was always a signal
for him to go around as far as possible
lest it be an accident which had -gathered
the throng. He dreaded even a shooting
scene on the stage if it was made more real-
istic by the use of red dye.

He held his hand as far as he could from
his face, but he could not take his eyes from
it. Already, he could see, the red was be-
ginning to congeal. It was no less sicken-
ing in one state than another.

Where had it come from?

He could not imagine. He had felt no
sting of a brier as he made his way through
the bushes in the swamp. He had seen
none, so far as he could recall, which was
high enough to scratch his hand. The
thorny bushes had been those of dewberries
lying close to the ground.

He was utterly unconscious of having
touched anything red or bloody. Such an
object would have attracted his attention,
but would have done everything else than
induced him to touch it.

He was too thoroughly taken up with the
horrid sight to notice the crowd which had
now gathered. It was not until he was
roughly seized by the shoulder and shaken
that he became aware of the fact that he
was surrounded.

“You infernal, darned rascal, what’s the
matter with you?” was the question ad-
dressed to him by one of the group who
wore an enormous nickel-plated badge on
the suspenders which were the only outer
garment he had on above the belt.

“l—I1 don't know,” Walter stammered,
still gazing at the red-stained hand.

“Well, I know, consarn ye,” snarled a
raw-boned, stoop-shouldered man with a
hedge of whiskers beneath a shorter cut
lawn of the same on his chin. *“You Kin
take that for my yearling heifer.”

As he spoke his right hand caught Had-
ley under the ear. The young man would
have fallen in a heap, had not he of the
nickel badge supported him.

“He's m\- prisoner now,” growled the
constable—for such his badge proclaimed
him to be. “You keep your hands offen
him. Si Lucas.”
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The words were spoken half-heartedly.
They were accompanied with a jerk at
Hadley’s collar which was hardly less pain-
ful than the blow of Lucas had been.

m “Prisoner—thunder an’ lightnin’ an’
damnation! Prison’s too dinged good for
anything like that,” broke in a short, thick-
set bully, Emphasizing the fact of his pres-
ence directly behind Hadley by a well-
directed kick. “Jest take that as part
payment on my calf.”

“You quit that, Lem Whittaker, | tell
you. This is my prisoner,” croaked the
constable again, at the same time stepping
out of the way of a gaunt individual of
enormous stature.

“1 jest wanter take a look at him,” this
individual drawled malignantly, “to see if
he’s the one—Well, by gosh! He aint even
washed his hands since he done it! My
Cheshire sow—dern him. You tarnation
son of Satan, take that!”

Walter Hadley's head wobbled unstead-
ily for a moment after he had received what
purported to be a memento of the gaunt
man’s Cheshire porker. His run had tired
him, the sight of blood had nauseated him
He could not get up enough real eftergy to
resist the onslaughts of his tormentors.

But, at this instant, he was aroused from
his momentary stunned condition. It was
not the half-hearted reproval the officer of
the law proceeded to administer to the gaunt
farmer which brought the actor to. It was
the shrill whistle of a locomotive.

He suddenly recalled his urgent need of
catching the ten-eight train.

With a quick swing of the suit-case to
which his right hand still clung auto-
matically, he knocked aside the muzzle
of the shotgun which had never ceased
pointing at his head. A continuation of
the same swing brought the heavy leather
affair into contact with the constable’s fore-
head. It was as though Walter had touched
a spring to release the grip on his shoulder.

He swung the clumsy weapon-around in
the opposite direction, succeeding m bump-
ing a brass-bound corner into the vellow-
brown spot in the whiskers of his original
captor, and catching the Cheshire-hog man
under the ear.

The third swing did not hit any one.
The thin ranks of the farmers parted be-
fore it. Walter made a few flying leaps in .
the direction of Houston.

The constable fairly howled,

thief.”

“ Stop
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Considering his authority, he had very
little influence upon Hadley. But the
farmer with the gray and yellow beard lost
no time in training his double-barreled in-
strument of destruction upon the actor’s
coat-tails.

Fortunately the gun was loaded with

bird-shot. Walter felt as though he had
sat down in a nest of hornets. Also, he felt
%s though he had had enough. He stopped

before the second barrel should unload in
his direction.

“You come back here, dern you,” yelled
the constable, the while a dozen stalwart
toilers of the field pounced upon the hapless
prisoner and bore him to the ground.

Walter Hadley had played center on
the high school football team a few years
before. He could not remember any scrim-
mage quite as lively as that of which he
now formed the foundation. If he bad
doubted it before, he now became convinced
that he had in some way way become un-
popular with the farmers about Houston.

“Let him alone,” cried the arm of the
law. “He’s my prisoner.”

Just at that moment the short, thick-set
bully was sitting upon Hadley’s stomach
and bouncing up and down as if with in-
tent to break any springs the prisoner might
have inside. The constable’s warning did
not cause him to lose a bounce.

The Cheshire-pork man was kicking at
Hadley’s shins and calves. He did not
miss a kick.

Mr. Simon Lucas was stooping over in
front of Lem Whittaker, rapidly punching
at the actor's ribs. There was no break in
the punches.

The yellow-and-white bearded owner of
the shotgun was using the point of that
formidable weapon as a prod upon the
small spaces between Si Lucas’s and Lem
W hittaker's bases of operation. He'seemed
quite unconscious of having forgotten to
lower the one hammer over its undischarged
barrel. And he prodded on earnestly and
vigorously.

Others of the throng strove to get in
an occasional kick, punch, or slap. Walter
began to think of all the wrongs he had
done in his life.

Suddenly an incisive voice broke over the
general row.

“What in thunder are you men doing?”

All paused.

“If you imagine there’s going to be any
lynching around here while I’'m jastice of
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the peace, you have another guess coming,”
snapped the voice.

" Get off of him.”

There was a general rising. The men who
had formed the center of the group seemed
to acquire a longing for its outer fringe.

“Now, constable, is that your prisoner?”
demanded the justice.

The wearer of the nickel badge swelled
up again.

“He is. | caught him red-handed,” he
announced boastfully.

“Well then, take him to jail. One of
a constable’s duties is to protect a prisoner.
W hat’s he done anyhow ?”

The constable’s chest resumed its natural
size. His voice was almost apologetic.

“He’s the feller what’s been killin* all
the cattle around here. We got him with
the blood of Jim Harper’s Cheshire sow on
his hands.” 1

“All right, fetch him along to the jail.
I’ll have a doctor to look at him,” spoke
the judge.

“ A doctor?” burst from the lips of all.
“We ain’t hurt him as bad as all that.”

“He’s probably insane,” said the justice.
“Well, let Dr. Blake take the first look at
him, anyhow.”

Walter Hadley had by this time regained
his feet with the assistance of the constable.
He felt that his face had become grimy
where he had first struck the ground with
it. His right arm being gripped by the
hand of the law, he raised his left to wipe
off some of the Jersey soil.

Then he saw it again. The blood had
mingled with the dust to form an unsightly
brown paste. Once more the spectacle did
more to turn him sick than all the kicks
and blows he had received.

So, it was the blood of Jim Harper’s
Cheshire sow. It seemed that the lady pig
had met a violent death. But, how in the
world had her blood come to be upon him?

From the fascinatingly hideous hand,
Walter glanced at the face of the judge.
He wondered whether, after all, that offi-
cial’s statement that he was-probably insane
might not be quite true.

CHAPTER Il.
HOUSTON JAIL.

Time was when Houston was a place of
some importance, the county-seat if you
please. The consequence of this is the

possession of an institution of which few.
villages of Houston’s size can boast—a jail.

Originally it was of brick, with some
dozen and a half of cells and heavily-
barred windows. But the prison went with
the rest of the old disused court-house in
a fire years before the beginning of this tale.

But, having possessed a jail, Houston was
loath to forego such a distinction. Despite
the removal of the county-seat, the old vil-
lage still held a charter enabling it to main-
tain the equivalent of a city station-house.

The citizens, in town-meeting assembled,
had readily agreed that the jail ought to
be maintained. Most of them had pointed
to the prison with pride for. years. They
were enthusiastic for its reerection.

Their enthusiasm waned when it was ex-
plained to them that the town itself must
pay for the rebuilding, since the county
had already as much of a jail as it needed.

“It dont look to me as if wed orter
spend a whole lot of money on a jail, bad
as we need one,” one of the citizens had
remarked, expressing the sentiments of all.

“What do we need one for?” another
had inquired.

All looked at him as at an arch-heretic.
He had not lived long in Houston, how-
ever, and somebody condescended to explain
to the newcomer,

“Wa-al, | reckin Houston’s alius had
a jail, an’ it don't look right for her to give
it up now."

Eventually common sense and civic pride
compromised on the present structure. It
contains but one cell. It has one small win-
dow. It is of frame construction, exactly
eight feet by ten, outside measurement.

It accommodates one prisoner decently.
If its value is to be measured by that frac-
tion of the period it is filled, it cost some
sixty times too much. It holds its quota of
the lawless element about twelve hours out
of each month.

Its present chief reason for existence is
the preservation of the life and limbs of
one Hugh Digbee. Hugh certainly regards
the institution as a benefit to the commu-
nity.

In former days Digbee used to go home
on the occasions of his monthly sprees,
Mrs. Digbee used then to take him in hand.
For a woman she owned a powerful hand.

One night, about eight years ago, he got
into an altercation just about the time that
he should have started homeward. Silas
Warner, keeper of Houston’s thirst-parlor,
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was the other party in the little debate.
He grew peevish, and eventually shouted
for the constable to arrest the disturber of
his peace. ' X
\' The result had been a peaceful night in
’jail for Hugh Digbee. In the morning he
had managed to get off with a light fine,
and had gone about his work. He went
home sober to a wife whose anger was
spent, who never could be aroused to her
very best efforts by anything but the sight
of him drunk.

He reflected ui®on the matter afterward.
A month later he suggested to the constable
that he ought to be arrested for getting
drunk. He spent another peaceful night
in jail, paid a dollar fine, went about his

work, reached home soljer the following
night, and met only modified conjugal
wrath.

After a few repetitions of this, the con-
stable grew weary of the late-hour task of
arresting Digbee. He adopted an easier
plan, namely, that of handing the keys of
the jail over to Hugh and letting the pris-
oner arrest and lock himself up. Digbee
liked this better, for he could get out in the
morning without paying an extra, hard-
earned dollar.

By the time of our story, he had come to
regard the jail as his own private property.
If the jail could have felt anything, it
would have felt as though it belonged to
Digbee. He was the only person who ever
occupied it. Frequently the constable did
not call for his keys months on end.

Across the street from the Houston jail
was the little shed which aroused even
Houston’s sense of humor when it was
called the police-station. To this building,
a single room about eight feet square, al-
most half filled with a desk and rickety
swivel-chair, Walter Hadley, guided by the
constable, and followed bv the judge and
most every one else from Houston’s vicinity ,
was taken. Of course, most of the citizens
remained outside for the obvious reason
that they could not get inside.

“Now then," began the justice, “ what
is your name?”

Hadley gave the desired information
with a sickening sense of shame.

“Where do you live?”

“Until | arrived at Mrs. Mudgely’s
three days ago, my residence had been
at 920 West 70th Street, New York,” re-
plied Walter.

“What is your occupation?”
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“1 am a vaudeville actor.”

“What have you been Killing the cattle
around here for?” suddenly; demanded the
representative of justice,

“Er—what?” Hadley cried in astonish-
ment.

“You are accused of cutting up a num-
ber of remarkably fine domestic animals
in this neighborhood. Why have you been
doing it?”

“1 never killed anything bigger than a
mouse in my life,” the actor replied in a
tone of honest indignation.

“What were >you doing
this morning?”

“1 was hurrying across from Mrs.
Mudgely’s to catch the ten-eight train. |
received word to meet a man for an engage-
ment at four this afternoon in Philadel-
phia.”

“And you mean to tell me that you
didn't enter Mr. James Harper s barn-yard
by the back way, get into his pigsty, cut
the throat of his finest Cheshire sow, and
then, alarmed by the squealing of the other
pigs, make a break for the north edge of
Black Swamp?"

The voice of the judge was stern, and
he pointed each clause of his long ques-
tion with weighty emphasis. Walter stared
at him in open-mouthed amazement as the
details \yere presented.

“1 mean to say that I left Mrs. Mudge-
ly’s fifteen minutes before | was met by this
excited delegation at the road,” Hadley
spoke stoutly. “As for Kkilling Mr. Har-
per’s porker, or any other beast, I would
just as soon eat a live cat."

The justice of the peace eyed him curi-
ously. There were signs of hesitation in
his face, as if he were more than half in-
clined to believe the prisoner’s denial.
Then his eye fgjl to Walter’s left hand—

“Will you please explain to the court
how your left hand comes to be smeared
with blood?”

Walter hesitated an instant. If he ad-
mitted that he did not know whence the
blood had come, it would be considered an
absurd evasion of the truth as they all
believed it. It flashed upon him that he
had some excuse for bein® more or less
banged up. The objection to this explana-
tion of the blood on his hand did not occur
to his mind until he had spoken.

“Your honor, | was knocked down on
the road back there. It is hardly surpri-
sing that my hand was bruised.”

in the swamp
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Instantly the howl that arose showed him
his mistake, .had not his own tardy brain
done the trick for him.

“His body was bloody when he came out
of tlije swamp,” cried all' the bystanders at
once.

The judge himself joined the sardonic
laughter which spread through the room
and around the door.

“You may be an excellent actor,” he
grinned; *“but you lack the ability to in-
vent anything plausible enough even for
the stage. Constable, lock him up till Dr.
Blake sees him and | can decide whether
to send him to the county jail for the grand
jury, cr put him under observation at the
insane asylum.”

There was a sudden titter through the
crowd.

“Where did the constable go?” snap-
ped the justice.

“He’s gone to find Hugh Digbee to bor-
row the keys of the jail,” vouchsafed one
of the throng amid a general guffaw of
laughter.

CHAPTER V.
LOOKING OUT.

The constable’s search was speedily
successful. Hugh Digbee was not the sort
of man to be absent from such excitement
as Walter Hadley’s arrest had occasioned.
In a moment the officer was back, his chest
well out, as he seized the prisoner’s
shoulder once more and started through
the passage made by the spectators.

Apparently, Hadley could not arouse
himself to a realization of his predicament
until the jail-door was opened and he
looked within. Evidently the cleaning of
the prison was not a part of the constable’s
duties.

The floor was covered with grime, until
it was hard to tell whether it was made of
boards or of earth. All about was evi-
dence that the prison’s chronic occupant
was addicted to the use of the wicked weed
as prepared for mastication.

The cheap cot in a corner was covered
with an indescribably dirty mattress and
a pair of moth-eaten blankets whose color
had turned from gray to something sus-
piciously darker. A rickety chair, with all
of its back gone except a single upright
post at one corner, completed the dingy
furnishings.

“Good Lord, man,” Hadley exclaimed
in horror, “you aren’t going to put me in
here to stay all night.”

“Huh ?” grunted the constable, seem-
ingly surprised at any protest.

“Do you expect me to stay in this
hole?” Walter repeated with rising voice.

“Didn’t suppose | was goin’ to put you
up at a hotel, did you?” snarled the con-
stable.

“ But, great Heavens! This place isn*t
fit for a pig! | won’t stay here,” cried the
actor.

“We’ll see about that. Get in and shut
up,” was the reply, accompanied with a
thrust that sent Walter half across the
squalid bed.

He drew back, loath to touch the filthy
coverings. As he wheeled about, he saw
the strong arm of the law pulling the door
shut behind him. Then he realized that
he was alone in the wretched den.

Walter Hadley had held positions that
he did not like. He had been in many
situations from which he had wished to
escape. But never in his life had he so
earnestly desired to get out of any place
as he did at that moment.

He had put up at second-class hotels,
and at third-class. He had slept in day-
coaches of trains and in shanty stations.
He had learned to take such things phil-
osophically, as part of the beginnings of
his profession.

For all of these things he had a ready
vocabulary of adequate expletives which
had never failed to help him bear the hard-
ships they entailed. But Houston jail was
beyond his previous experience, beyond his
worst dreams, beyond words.

For an hour he paced the narrow floor,
three steps and back, like a beast of the
forest fresh caged. For sheer rage, disgust,
misery, he could have butted his head
against the wall.

But his walking took him no farther
than the three steps and led him back
each time to where he had started. He
realized that there was no use in attempt-
ing to break out of the wretched place
during the afternoon.
farmers discussing his case outside. Oc-
casionally one of them peered in curiously,,
to gloat over his wretchedness.

Finally, after carefully wiping off the
chair with a handkerchief which he
promptly discarded, he sat down to think
things over. He began by pinching him-

He could hear the ~
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self a dozen times in the hope that he might
wake up ancf find it was all a case of a
late cheese sandwich.

He didn’t wake up. Finding that he
couldn’t, he concluded to assume that the
present experiences were real, and dope out
their meaning if he could. He now pos-
sessed some data for the solution of the
problem as to how he came to be where he
was.

Apparently some one had been butcher-
ing the cattle of Houston township. It
seemed that the last offense had been per-
petrated upon Air. James Harppr’s lady
pig. From the question the justice had
asked him, Walter had learned that the
criminal had taken refuge in the Black
Swamp.

He guessed correctly that the farmers,
aroused by the loss of their cattle 'as no
mere murder could have aroused them, had
been beating up the swamp at the time
when he had unluckily taken that short cut
across it. He realized that his appearance
among those on the road, in evident haste,
more or less disheveled by the run through
the briers, with his hand covered with
blood, certainly pointed to his identity as
the man who had run to cover on another
side of the swamp.

Where in the world had that blood come
from anyhow? This was the one thing
which puzzled him, which had so startled
and bewildered him as to stop the working
of his brain along the lines that might have
helped provide him with a defense.

He forced himself to look again at the
dark member. It took him longer to bring
himself to touch it with his other hand.
He felt all over it.

The task sickened him. It gave him no
clue to the source of the blood. He was
not sure that one particular point on his
wrist did not sting a little when touched;
he was not sure that it did.

He had no way of washing off the mix-
ture of clotted gore and gravel. Hugh Dig-
bee had never been wont to complain of
the lack of water in the jail. Walter could
only-sit and wonder whence the red had
come. He knew \Vhere he had acquired the
gravel.

At length he gave up the solution of this
problem. A weightier one was more press-
ing, namely: how could he get out of
Houston jail and his present predicament?

When he thought of the real proof of his
Innocence, he called himself a strongly

qualified fool for having let things get as
far as he had. Mrs. Mudgely could have
testified that he had left her house fifteen
minutes before his capture.

What had been the matter with his
brain ? Why had lie not put this up to the
judge in the first place?

The only excuse he could offer himself
for his stupidity was the bloody hand. That
had unnerved him, hypnotized him; and
he had let them put him in here, missed his
train, and a season’s engagement.

“Never again will | consider myself the
mental equal of a jackass,” he muttered
disconsolately.

But it was not yet too late. Plenty of
people were within call. He could get one
of them to go to the judge, who would un-
doubtedly send some one to Mrs. Mudgely’s
to inquire, airfO the truth of his statement.

Walter went to the barred window and
looked out. His appearance there attracted
instant attention. All eyes turned toward
that window. There were at least forty
pairs of them:

“ Say," Hadley shouted.

“What yer want? ” several voices replied.

“Will one of you be kind enough to
ask the judge-to send and inquire of Mrs.
Mudgely what time | left her house?”

“What would we do that for? ” somebody
asked.

“I1t might help me out of considerable
difficulty.” Walter spoke in the most win-
ning tone lie could command. “ Mrs.
Mudgely will tell you that | left her place
exactly fifteen minutes before you caught
me. | think that would convince any one
that | could not have killed Mr. Harper’s
sow.”

No one replied to this for a minute or
two. It seemed to have put a new idea of
the affair into some minds. Then—

“Young feller, we may be fanners, but
we ain’t green enough for that. What was
you cornin’ through the swamp for? And
how did you get that bloody hand?”

A l6quacious member of the group put
these questions.

But Walter Hadley was not ready to give
in so easily.

“1 was coming through the swamp to
cut off the way around the road,” he told
them. “1 don't know how my hand came
to be bloody. If | had some water here to
wash off the blood, | might be able to find
out if there is a cut or bruise on it. But
won't one of you please ask the judge? ”
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His tone was so pleading that it seemed
to win over one or two of the group.

“Mebbe he ain’t lyin’,” a gray-bearded
patriarch  ventured hesitantly. “We'd
oughter give him a chanst if he be inno-
cent.”

“Ain’t no use botherin’ Judge Wilson,”
the loquacious member put in.  “1 seen him
drive off toward Branchtown right after he
left the court.”

“When d’ye reckon he’ll
asked the patriarch.

“1 dunno,” said the other, with indiffer-
ence assumed to conceal his satisfaction
with things as they were.

“1t’ll be a shame to keep him in there
if he ain’t guilty,” still maintained the old
man.

“Aw, it’s some durn
sneered the talkative one. “ But, by gosh,
I've a mind to drive over to Widder
Mudgely’s an’ see if she does know any-
thing about the cuss.”

“Go on. Why dont you?” the aged
farmer urged.

Several others seconded the urging.

“1’1l go with you,” one of them offered.

“1 only got a sulky,” the volunteer un-
graciously objected.

But he strode away from the group.
Walter’s hope went up to some extent.
He put his hand in his pocket to take out
his watch and see what time it was getting
to be. The thought presented itself that he
might telegraph to Wendel to arrange a
meeting place farther on.

From his watch-pocket he put his hand
in the opposite side of his vest. Then he
tried several other impossible pockets. His
watch had been lost in the scuffle.

It had not been such a valuable watch.
But its loss made him melancholy again.
He reflected that he had not enough money
for getting far to another meeting-place with
Wendel. He looked over his suit of clothes,
the best he owned, and realized that they
were not good advertising in their present
condition.

But, though life might not be entirely
rosy, it would not be quite so entirely
hideous if he could once get out of Houston
jail.  The more he looked about-his quar-
ters, the longer he waited, so much more
anxious did he become for the message of
freedom.

At length he heard some one walking
toward the door. The steps turned aside,
however, and come around to the window.

5A

be back?”

trick of his,”

It was the station-agent of Houston. In
his hand he held a yellow envelope.

“Are you Walter Hadley?” he called
through the bars.

“1 am,” responded the owner of that
name.

“l heard you had given that name.
Here's a telegram addressed to you at Mrs.
Mudgely’. | guess it’ll be safe to let you
have it.”

Walter took the envelope through the
bars. He tore it open without waiting to
sign the book which was offered at the same
time with it.

His heart leaped with hope.

“Sent letter wrong address. Meet Wen-
del Philadelphia, Broad Street, noon twen-
tieth,” the message read.

Around the grimy floor Hadley per-
formed a dance .upon which he had spent
weeks of study and practise. There was
still a chance. Wendel must have changed
his schedule. The night-train from Hous-
ton, even an early morning train, would
get the young actor to his new job.

If he had been impatient for the return
of the messenger from Mrs. Mudgely before,
he was deliriously so now. He alternated
between staring anxiously from the window
and stamping nervously about the room.

At length the loquacious individual drove
up. An antiquated two-wheeled sulky be-
hind an unusually fine horse constituted his
means of travel. But Hadley’s attention
was taken up with the wise grin on the
fellow’s wrinkled face.

“ Say, young scoundrel, you’re about the
cutest thing that ever landed in this town.
I’ll be durn glad when they get you out of
it,” he spoke by way of preamble.

Confounded, Walter stared at the man.

“W-what do you mean?” he stammered.

“You left Mrs. Mudgely’s at a quarter
to ten by her clocks, didn’t you?”

“I1 left by my watch,” replied Hadley,

still unable to see what was coming.
' “Perhaps you set your watch on a hour
the same as you done with her clocks,”
grinned the messenger. “ It wuz a pretty
cute scheme for throwin’ her off as to time,
though.”

Without waiting for any protest from the
prisoner, the man turned to the crowd to
give them a more detailed account of his
own clever detective work.

“ 1 was satisfied all the time that he had
some game he was workin’. Only, | should
have thought he’d have sprung it onto us to
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once, instid of waitin’ till we’d got him be-
hind the bars. Sure enough, the widder
says he scooted out of her place °cross lots
to make the ten-eight train. It was a quar-
ter to ten, sez she, when he left.

“*Did you look at the clock? *sez I, just
to make sure she knowed what she was
talkin’ about.

“Wall, she wasn’t sure whether she’d
looked or not.

“*How’d you know then what time it
was?’sez I.

“ She guessed she must have looked at
the clock, she sez. You know how Hetty
Mudgely alius was about stickin’ to a point
once she’s said it.

“Well, sir, when | looked at that there
clock, you could have knocked me down
with a feather. It was just fifty-five min-
nits fast. Then | showed her my watch
an’ told her how we’d caught her young
man boarder; an’ | guess you could have
knocked her down by jest Wowin’ ,at her.

“ She’s that upset, | had to stop an’ get
her a drink of water with a little Jamaica
ginger into it. She sed she’d noticed how
the young feller went out a good bit by him-
self, but hadn’t thought nothin’ of it.
Wasn’t never gone more’n an hour or so to
a time, so far as she knowed, at least not
in day time. Of course, she didn’t know
where he was at nights—he might have stole
out an’ gone anywheres.”

“ But,” some one now objected, “ 1 don’t
see yet what he wanted to set the clocks
ahead for.”

"Why," exclaimed the narrator with a
condescending smile upon the possessor of
such obtuse stupidity, “it was so that he’d
alius have her to fall back on an’ say lie
was home just when things happened.”

The stupid member gaped speechless for
a moment. Then—

“Well, by gosh a’'mighty!” he exclaimed
in a tone of complete awe. “What some of
them fellers don’t think of!”

For the second time that day, Walter'
Hadley was confronted with a baffling mys-
tery. When last he had noticed Mrs.
Mudgely’s clock in the parlor he had re-
marked that it was five minutes slowl

CHAPTER V.
DR. BLAKE.

Before Walter Hadley could settle his
mind upon any possible solution of the mys-

tery of Mrs. Mudgely’s clocks, he saw the
constable stalking toward the jail in com-
pany, with a black-coated individual who
looked almost as pompous as himself. The
door of the jail was opened and this heavy
person admitted.

“I1f he’s crazy, doc,” some one called
out, “he’s the cutest lunatic you ever seen.”

“Want me to stay in here with you,
doc?” asked the constable.

The physician looked doubtfully toward
Walter. Somehow he gave the actor the
impression that he was decidedly nervous.

“Well—well,” the medical man repeated
in a stage whisper, “1 don’t know. It’s
hard to tell in these cases. Of course |
haven’t much as yet on which to base a
diagnosis. But, perhaps it would be just
as well for you to stay.”

As he spoke he glanced about the room,
let his gaze rest for an instant upon the
broken chair, for another instant upon the
bed. He decided to remain standing.

“Now', young man,” as he turned to
Hadley, “would you mind telling me your
name? ”

Walter told him.

“Ah, yes—yes—Walter Hadley—yes.
That is the name he gave to the judge,
is it? ”

The question was addressed to the con-
stable.

“The same name,” replied the officer.

“Ye-es,” murmured the doctor ponder-
ously, as though he had already begun to
delve deep into something profound.

Having thought things out very carefully,
he propounded another important query.

“Your business is—”

“I’'m an actor,” snapped Hadley, al-
ready disgusted with the interview.

“ Ah — yes—an actor,” breathed the
physician.

He seemed completely lost as to what to
do next. At length he fell back upon his
regular first move with a patient.

“Just let me feel your wrist.”

Hadley had been in the hands of physi-
cians enough of late so that he naturally
extended the left w'rist.

“Why,” exclaimed the doctor, “what’s
this?”

The answer was so obvious that Walter
did not feel he could make it clearer. But
the constable vouchsafed enlightenment.

“1t’s the blood of Jim Harper’s Cheshire
sow. We caught him before he had time
to w'ash it off.”
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“It’s nothing of the kind,” Hadley now
spoke up. “I never saw Jim Harper’s sow.
I never looked at a pig in my life any
longer than it took me to look away.”

“Let me have your other hand,” the
doctor requested.

He took out his watch and counted,, with
a wise pucker of the eyebrows, as though
he were performing some unusually im-
portant task.

“Just a trifle accelerated/” he nodded
ponderously, clicking the gold lid of his
watch shut and staffing the timepiece into
his pocket.

“Let me look at your tongue. Um-m-m-m
—-coated a very little.” He paused, stood
staring into Hadley’s eyes for several sec-
onds, then remarked:

“1 think | had better take some scrapings
of the blood from that hand for analysis,
to determine whether it is that of a swine
or human blood. Have you been wounded
on that hand recently ?”

“Not that I know of. | might have
been scratched, | suppose. If we could
wash off fome of the mess, | might be able
to see whether | was scratched or not”
Walter spoke crisply, his tone betray ing his
impatience.

“That might possibly be a good idea.”
The doctor seemed to weigh his words with
great care. “1’ll just scrape off a little of
it first, and, after I am gone, Constable
Garrabrant will bring you some water.
Just now | wouW like to ask you some
questions.

“Have you ever been injured in any
circus acts you may have performed ?”

“l am not a circus performer,” Walter
fairly growled with hurt pride, “and | have
never been injured, save in my pocketbook.”

“ Ah, some one has injured your finan-
cial standing ?” slowly uttered the medical
man. “Do you fancy it was some one, or
several individuals of this neighborhood?”

“1 don’t fancy anything of the sort. The
only injury done my pocketbook was that
occasioned by the failure of my voice a year
ago,” Walter still spoke venomously.

“ Ah, | see—1 see,” the doctor murmured
patiently. “What was the malady which
destroyed your voice ?”

“It didn’t destroy my voice. My voice
is as good now as it ever was. There was
some temporary derangement of the nerves
about my vocal cords, | believe.”

“0-0-0h,” circumflexed the physician.
“ It was a nervous affection. | see.”

But we will not put the reader entirely
to sleep by recounting more of Dr. Blake’s
profound queries and observations. At
length he got out a small case from his
pocket, took from this a scalpel,, and scraped
some of the dry, grimy blood from Walter
Hadley’s hand.

“1’1l just examine this as soon as |
have time,” he announced with his leisurely
pomposity.

“Can’t you examine it now?” Walter
demanded.

“I'm afraid not. It is barely possible
that | shall find time this evening. But
there is a prospect of my having an impor-
tant case to attend to-night Ah—there
comes Tuttle now. | must make haste. |
shall, no doubt, see you later from time to
time.”

Wrapping the brown results of his
scratching on Walter’s hand into a piece
of prescription paper, Dr. Blake solemnly
and with great dignity took his departure.

Hadley sank disconsolately upon the
broken chair.

“Well,” he mourned, “1 guess I'm up
against it. That old fool wont know whose
blood that is for a week. Mrs. Mudgely
hasn’t helped me out. |—guess— I'm—up
—against—it—good—and—proper.”

About an hour after this the constable
opened the door once mare and appeared
with a soap-box.

“There’s your supper,” he announced
gruffly, without troubling to set out any
of the cold viands within the box.

A glance at the contents caused Walter
to call him back.

“ Arent you going to give me some water
to wash my hands?”

“1 forgot it. Guess | won’t have time to
git it before mornin’ now,” the officer
growled.

Hadley grew distinctly angry.

“Look here,” he snapped. “The doc-
tor told you to bring me some water for

my hands. If you don’t. I’ll report you
to the judge. And | want some drinking
water as well. | intend to find out whether

a prisoner isn’t entitled to the decencies
permitted a mongrel dog.”

“Now, dont get sassy,” sneered the con-
stable. But a moment later he appeared
with a rusty bucket of water. "

“There,” he growled. “1 hope you’re
satisfied.”

“Thanks,” curtly replied the prisoner.

Half a minute later he was staring at
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a little stream of red flowing swiftly from
a puncture in the skin so small he could
hardly see it. He made out that he had
reopened the tiny wound in his efforts to
remove the clots of bldod and gravel. The
little stream was clearly able soon to cover
his whole hand with gore.

For a time he was so interested in his
discovery that he did not become nauseated
as usual at the sight.

“1 must have scratched it on a brier
without noticing,” he concluded. “ Well,
that solves the bloody mystery so far as |
am concerned. But, why in the dickens
couldnt that old fool doctor have found
this without making his silly analysis?”

CHAPTER VI.
A FELLOW PRISONER.

Eventually he stopped the flow of blood
with the cold water from the pail. From
the untasty mess in the soap-box, he suc-

ceeded in getting down enough to stifle
somewhat the gnawings of an all-dav
hunger.

Slowly the darkness settled upon the sur-
rounding country. Weary, aching in every
bone, Walter wondered how he was to find
many rest. He could not bring himself to
lie down on the bed. The floor was no

better. The chair offered no support to
his head.

“Xo sleep for Wally to-night,” he
groaned. “Well, if the bad place is any

worse than this, | am ready to take a pledge
to be good for the rest of my natural life.”

He knew that he had the immediate
neighborhood to himself. From the win-
dow he could see the lights of the village
go out one after another. In the deep silence
there came the occasional click of pool and
billiard balls from the Houston Hotel, a
block and a half away. Sometimes he
heard sounds of loud laughter.

It occurred to him that he might possibly
get out of the jail now' without arousing
any disturbance.

He went first to the window and tested
its bars. They were rusty, but there was a
plenty of solid metal left in them. They
were secured to heavy oak beams at top
and bottom with nuts which had corroded
beyond all hope of any unscrewing.

Already he had noticed that the door of
the jail was of heavy construction, and the
lock also stout. He felt all over the dirty

bed in the hope of finding some piece of
iron which might possibly turn the lock.
Nothing which could substitute for a key
presented itself to his touch.

He tapped gently at the panels of the
door. None of them was at all loose. He
walked about the walls, striking at the bare,
heavy boards with his fist. All were solidly
fastened.

No, there was no chance of escape. He
had only half hoped for one.

Again he went to the chair and sat down.
W ith his head in his hands, he thought and
thought and thought upon the hopeless sit-
uation.  Suddenly he had to catch his
balance, and realized that he had nodded
into a doze.

He tried for a better position. Once more
he caught himself as he was about to topple
over. He repeated this process several
times before he succeeded in going to sleep
and maintaining his sitting posture.

He was dreaming that he had managed to
saw away a piece of the planking of the
wall.  Swiftly his.blade had gone through
a second board at one end of the hole he
had made. He was working on the other
end. Three more strokes would finish his
task—two more—one—

He was awakened by the sound of the
turning of the lock in the door. He nearly
fell from his uncomfortable perch. He
heard voices, and went into a panic of un-
reasoning fear.

Then, more thoroughly awakened, he
calmed himself to listen.

“No, Hughey, | wouldnt dast let you
have them keys to-night. | got to keep my
prisoner in there. He might pick ’em out
of your pocket. Then where’d | be?”

The voice was that of the constable. Wal-
ter breathed a sigh of relief. The constable
would not be coming to lynch him. But,
what did some one else want of the keys to
the jail?

“l—don’ give a—doggone,” hiccuped a
heavy, thick voice, “ about th’keysh. You—
c’n come an’ lemme out in—th’mornin’.
But don’t you—tell th’judgsch ’bout it
He’d f-fine me. An’ I—ain’t got th’dol-lar.
Y ’shee-ee? ”

“No,sir,Hugh Digbee,” solemnly asserted
the officer of the law; “ |1’'m constable of this
town. If | make a arrest, |’ve gotter make
a record of the fact, an’ | got to bring my
prisoner before the justice. That’s the law/,
Hugh Digbee ; an’ | got to abide by the law,
seein’ I ’'m elected to preserve the peace.”
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While his voice was not so utterly thick-
ened, nor his speech so very laborious as
that of his prisoner, there was clear indica-
tion that the constable himself had been
mildly celebrating the thrilling events of the
day.

Digbee remained silent for a few moments.

“Then, damfigohome,” he growled even-
tually.

“All right,” assented the constable. *“|I
dunno as it’s just the thing anyhow, lettin’
you use the jail to sleep off jags in, without
my givin’ any account of the fact. |’'m jest
as well satisfied to have you go home to yer
fambly.”

Again there was a pause.

“Damfigohome,” perversely asserted the
town drunkard.

“Take your choice, an’ be quick about
it,” grumbled the officer. *“1 don’t want to
be all night gettin” home myself.”

Probably habit is never so binding upon
some human beings as when they are be-
fogged with the fumes of a drug.  Occasion-
ally it works in the other way. Some very
pious people will swear like pirates as they
emerge from the influence of ether. But they
are much more apt to pray violently, leaving
the profanity to those who swear all the
time anyhow.

For eight years Hugh Digbee had lodged
in the town jail when his condition made
lodging at home undesirable. To-night he
might quite safely have lodged under the
open heavens, and the air would have done
him real benefit. But his brain refused to
carry him so far out of the habitual.

“Lemme in,” he grumblingly commanded
the constable.

The door was pushed open a crack. Evi-
dently Houston’s police department was not
going to take any chances on a sudden rush
of his important prisoner. Firmly holding
the heavy iron hasp, the constable shoved
Digbee into the room and drew the door shut
with a bang.

“There,” he muttered outside. “1 hope
that young devil inside don’t murder poor
Hughey before morning. He hadn’t oughter
got drunk to-night.”

There was really little danger. Walter
Hadley drew7 back into the farthest corner
of the cell, as loath to touch his fellow pris-
oner as he would have been to handle Mr.
James Harper’s Cheshire porker.

Mr. Hugh Digbee was not a highly de-
sirable companion in a room of that jail’s
size. He reeked with adulterated alcohol.

He muttered strings of ribaldry. Frequently
he spat copious mouthfuls of distilled to-
bacco with a noise like the first turning on
of a hot-water faucet.

He seemed to forget that the place was
already occupied until he had managed to
bestow himself upon the bed. He had al-
ready started to snore when he suddenly
sat up.

“Hallo zhere!- he roared huskily.

Not feeling highly companionable, Walter
did not reply.

“Hallo zhere!” repeated the inebriate in
a higher pitch.

Still Walter made no response.

“ Shey, where the dickens are you? ” came
in groggy gurgles, followed by a splash of
brown fluid upon the floor.

The continued silence seemed suddenly to
alarm the drunken man.

“Gee whillaker!” he stuttered. * Bet
he’sh gone an’ c¢’mitted shooside. Gosh!”
he continued in what became a wail of ter-

ror, “1 want t’git out of here. | want tgit
out. Bill— Hey, Bill—Billy—Billy Gar-
rabrant—| wanter g’home — |  wanter
g’home.”

Hadley did not feel desirous of any more
visitants that evening.

“ Stop your noise there, and go to sleep,”
he snapped at the drunkard.

“Well-—why didn’you shay so be-fore? ”
grunted Digbee in a tone of great relief.

Two minutes later his stertorous, alcoholic
snore was fairly vibrating the sides of the
tiny room.

In spite of his utter disgust with the sit-
uation, in spite of the worry and distress of
the day, in spite of the roaring and odor of
Hugh Digbee’s breathing, Walter Hadley
dozed frequently through the remainder of
the night. At length he realized that it was
gone.

He awoke from a particularly long nap
to discover that the sky was already turning
gray with the coming of the early dawn.

As things grew yet a little lighter, he
turned to look at the besotted individual
upon the bed. Digbee was not snoring so
loudly now, having settled into a more nat-
ural slumber. There was every indication
that the slumber would last for several
hours.

Suddenly Hadley straightened up. Tip-
toeing to the side of the bed, he examined
its wretched occupant.

“By Jove!” he exclaimed. *“Just about
my size and color-scheme—1 wonder if |
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could do it? What would I do if | suc-
ceeded? Eight dollars— No, it wouldnt
do. But— why, great Scott! He’s got a

bundle with him.”

All of which may seem highly unintel-
ligible to the reader, but was of vast sig-
nificance to the speaker.

CHAPTER VII.
A TASTE OF LIBERTY.

Waltter Hadiey had to gulp several
times to swallow his gorge at the task he
now set himself. But he recalled that the
farmers about Houston were early risers,
and finally braced himself to make haste.

Hugh Digbee wore no coat. The upper
half of his body was encased in a very soiled
bosom shirt which had been meant for white.
Under this was a red flannel undergarment.

The outer shirt was secured with a button
behind. Walter managed to work the but-
ton open without disturbing the sleeper.
Then he proceeded very carefully to rip
down the back of the garment. Its age and
dilapidation made this fairly easy of accom-
plishment.

Having thus opened the garment, it was a
comparatively simple matter to get it off,
since it was not necessary to draw it over
the owner’shead. Removing Digbee’s trous-
ers and shoes was still easier.

The next task was a little more difficult.
It was that of putting on the unsightly gar-
ments. But Walter forced himself to make
the change.

“Now,” he muttered, “it remains to fix
up my substitute. | don’t quite see how it's
to be managed if | get off with my own
clothes.”

He studied things for a while. Finally
he drew the gray blanket clear up to Dig-
bee’s chin; then, by gently tickling the sleep-
er, made him turn over with his face to the
wall. Hadley shook his head.

“ Just about one chance in five thousand,”
he thought. “But hanged if | don’t take
the chance.”

To add to the disguise of Hugh Digbee,
Walter tumbled his own hat carelessly upon
the sleeper’s head in such a position as it
might have fallen into had it been used to
cover the face.

Next he gave his attention to Digbee’s
bundle. It contained a pair of jumpers.
These he removed, and into the soiled news-
paper wrapped his own suit tightly.

THE ARGOSY.

“Now I’ll see how much of an actor |
really am,” the Thespian whispered to him-
self. “The first thing is the mental color-
ing.”

“Mental coloring” was a phrase of Wal-
ter Hadley's own invention. It expressed to
him what was partly his own theory of the
true art of acting. By it he meant the study
of the exact frame of mind of the individual
who was to be impersonated.

In the few sketches in which he had man-
aged to get parts, he had carefully examined
all that the play seemed to indicate of the
character of the persons represented. He
had rehearsed to himself every circumstance
which could be supposed to modify the men-
tal attitude of each person,v These things he
now set before him in the case of Digbee.

“ A countryman—works at odd jobs on
the farms around—has a wife he’s afraid of
—clodhopper sense of humor—just getting
over a periodic spree—probably mournful
and grouchy—thirsty—I wonder if | can
look all that?”

It was part of his theory that one could
make himself look like any person whose
character he could sufficiently assume in-
wardly. He went again to the bed and
studied Digbee’s features for further points.

“His hair is dark like mine,” he re-
marked. “Probably his eyes are, too.
That’s a queer twist to his nose and mouth.
Most of the coloring seems to be nicotin.
Wonder if there’s tobacco in his pockets?

“Here’s a bottle of whisky with about ten
drops in it. That will give me a breath.
And—abh, here it is—-Honest Long Cut.”

The next ten minutes he spent in soaking
some of die tobacco fibers in water. This
gave him a sticky pigment, which he ap-
plied to the corners of his mouth. He kept
this and his nose twisted to one side in the
hope of getting them to stay there.

Several times he was on the point of giv-
ing up the scheme. Once he had made a
strike on the vaudeville stage by imperso-
nating various public characters. His fel-
low artists had congratulated him on his
unusual ability in assuming disguises. On
a bet with one of them he had gone to a
bank where that one was known and cashed
a check which the other actor had signed
for him.

But then he had had the advantage of
unlimited resources in wigs and paints.
Now he had practically nothing except a
general resemblance in the shape of body
and face and natural color to work with.

1
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He needed no glass to tell him that his
complexion was a failure. Hugh Digbee’s
countenance was of a red which takes pa-
tient years of drinking to acquire.

But there was a possible way to get such
a color for a time. Walter tried it first on
his hands. By pinching them with the
nails, he could bring out a vivid red that
might pass for the real alcoholic variety.
He altered the method in doctoring up his
face.

This he accomplished by rubbing his
cheeks, nose, and chin vigorously upon the
rough boards of the jail’s wall. At length
he undid the parcel of his clothes and got
from his coat-pocket a little mirror.

The results of his efforts were more than
gratifying. A few extra touches- of the
tobacco pigment, a little harder muscular
effort in drawing his nose and mouth to one
side, a little more mental effort to imagine
himself really the drunken wretch upon the
bed—and he was ready to pass through a
casual inspection by Hugh’s lifetime neigh-
bors.

“By George,
claimed in admiration.
friends voice.”

He had to practise this in a whispered
undertone. In the practise he followed his
theory that a man’s habit and mental atti-
tude affected his whole outward manifesta-
tion, that face and voice were largely the
expression of the character behind them.
He kept on imagining himself Hugh Dig-
bee, and tuning his ear to expect from his
own lips the voice he had heard from the
drunkard last night

Only- when he saw 'the robust figure of
Constable Garrabrant swinging across the
way did he tip the whisky bottle to his lips,
then stuff a large wad of the fine-cut to-
bacco into his mouth. With joy he ob-
served that the Houston police-force was a
little unsteady upon its legs, before he
threw himself upon the dirty floor where
his body must block the doorway.

“ Get up, there, Hugh Digbee,” growled
the constable, pushing the door against
Hadley’s ribs.

“ Go on—get out of here. Lemme alone,”
Walter muttered in his new role.

“Come on, now. You'll be a hour late
to Whittaker’s at that. Judge Wilson is
waitin’ for you in the station. Get up,”
argued the officer.

“Goldarn you—you told old Wilson I
was here?” snarled Hadley.

it does work!” he ex-
“Now for my

“That wuz my duty—an’ now it’s my
duty to take you before him. Lemme get®
in. | want to give that other rascal his
breakfast.”

Walter almost forgot his assumed voice.

“Let him alone,” he cried; then was
quick enough to add: *“He’s the devil. Him
an’ me had a fight about who was to have
the bed. Dura him.”

With a good show of stiffness, Hadley
had got to his feet. He nibbed his eyes
savagely with his doubled fists.

“Guess he c’n get his breakfast when he
wakes,” Garrabrant decided, thrusting a
rickety shoe-box on to the floor.

“Ain’t no coffee in there, Biily ?” Walter
questioned eagerly. “ 1 got a headache.”

“1 drunk all the coffee there wuz to our
house this mominV’ sourly responded the
constable. “Mebbe some of this would
suit you better.”

He drew forth a quart flask, in which
remained about six tablespoons of reddish
fluid. Walter hated the very flavor of
whisky. But he tried to imagine he liked
it as well as he knew Digbee did.

With a half prayer that it would not
make him forget to play his part, he pushed
the open neck of the bottle to his lips.

“Dont take all of it,” growled the con-
stable. “That’s enough.”

Hadley was ready to agree with him.
He handed the bottle over. Garrabrant
drank up the rest and threw the bottle be-
hind the jail building.

“Now, come on,” he ordered.

Walter shuffled sullenly across to the
court-room, whose door stood open to re-
ceive him and his guard. Garrabrant ful-
filled his duties by holding firmly upon the
actor’s shoulder.

Justice of the Peace Wilson sat behind
his desk, a judicial scowl upon his brow.
He stared straight into the eyes of the pris-
oner from the moment of the latter’s entry
into the room.

Walter quailed before the gaze, but did
not fail to note that eyes void of spectacles
were more terrible than when sheltered be-

hind glass. He recalled that the judge had
worn glasses yesterday.
“So, Hugh Digbee, you are drunk

again ?” began the justice.

So completely terrified was the actor lest
that piercing stare should discern his dis-
guise that he could think of no word of
response. His own eyes refused absolutely
to meet those of his accuser.



72 THE ARGOSY.

“What do you mean by coming before
me in this condition?” the squire resumed.
“Didn’t you promise me the last time you
were up here that you would never drink
again? | suppose you have been keeping
perfectly sober ever since then ?”

“Yes, judge,” faltered the accused.

“Haven’t drunk a drop in the last five
years? ” The judge’s voice rose to the tone
of thunder. “Last night was your first
spree in all that time, | suppose?”

“That’s right, judge.”

“How—dare you—stand before me and
tell me such a lie?” roared Squire Wilson
indignantly. “Do you suppose | dont
know that you’ve been using the jail for a
sleeping-place periodically for all these
years? And |Vve been tolerating it right
along with the hope that you would your-
self see the evil of your ways and reform
them. Now | shall take a different
course.”

From the conversation between Digbee
and the constable at the door of the jail the
previous evening, Walter had gathered that
a dollar fine would be the result of the
drunkard’s appearance before the justice.
Now he trembled lest he had stepped from
the frying-pan into the fire.

“You are a disgrace to this community.
It is always a disgrace for a man like you
to live in any town. It is a disgrace to that
town, even when it keeps such people be-
hind locks and bars. It is a double dis-
grace when it leaves such men free, as if
the town itself had not sufficient moral
sense to resent such conduct.

“Houston cannot avoid the disgrace of
owning you as one of her citizens, but she
can save herself from appearing to wink at
your wickedness. | am going to sentence
you to a year and a day in the county peni-
tentiary at hard labor.”

Heartily did Walter wish that he had not
mixed himself up with Hugh Digbee. He
reflected, however, that his own case would
really be little the worse when his disguise
was discovered. Nor could it hurt his cause
to put up a little plea for mercy.

“You aint a goin’ to send me up for a
year, judge? You wouldnt do nothin’ like
that?” he pleaded, still endeavoring to
maintain a semblance of Digbee’s voice.
“What'll my wife and—” Hadley paused.
-He wasnt sure about there being any chil-
dren. “What’ll my wife do? She ain’t
able to do no hard work, judge—not any-
thing harder than washin’ and ironin’. She

couldnt make a livin’. You ain’t going
to send me up, are ye, judge?”

“You’re only making things worse, Dig-
bee, when you talk about your wife and
family, as if | didnt know that she has
earned a far larger share of the living for
them than you ever have. You are sen-
tenced to a year and a day at Branchtown
prison.”

“Oh, judge—judge, you dont mean it!
You're foolin” me. It’ll kill me. | ain’t
strong enough for it,” Walter managed to

blubber in a most effectual,imitation of
maudlin misery.

“Well, I am going to give you another
chance. | shall suspend your sentence.

But understand that it still hangs over you.
If you are brought before me again for
drunkenness, | shall let the sentence fall
and add to it for another offense. Now, go
about your work, and don’t let me see you
here again.”

Hadley could hardly realize that his ruse
had worked. He had continued to play his
part simply because he had begun it and
wished to see how far he could carry it out.
It seemed almost a miracle that he had es-
caped recognition.

He risked only a mumbling word of
thanks and a promise never to get into
trouble again. Then he hurried forth, his
step accelerated by the fact that the judge
had picked up his glasses and was begin-
ning to polish them.

“B’gosh, 1'd hate to be in your” boots,”
the constable muttered sympathetically.
“ So long, Hughey!”

“Where you goin’ now, Bill?”

“I'm goin’ to wake up that dern cuss in
the jail and make him eat his breakfast so’s
I can take the dishes home t’ the old woman
to wash.”

Walter was not sure how soon the next
train would pull him out of Houston.

“You better let the varmint alone,” he
cautioned. “He’s a devil of a fighter.”

“Guess | cn take care of myself,” the

constable boasted, turning toward the little
jail.
. Hadley concluded that it was time for
him to get away. Trying to maintain his
shuffle and make good speed, he tramped
straight from the station.

It was not until he arrived there that he
discovered how early justice had been at
work that morning. It was only a quarter
after seven. He knew that the next train
would start for New York at seven-forty.
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He took his seat upon one of the wooden
benches in the darkest corner of the room,
and continued to look like Hugh Digbee
with all his might, until it seemed the
muscles of his face would break under the
strain.

He could scarce control his laughter.
Merely being out of jail seemed the most
wonderful boon he had ever- possessed.
That he had succeeded in fooling two of
Hugh Digbee’s old neighbors by his clever-
ness tickled his fancy immensely.

“Who says Walter Hadley hasn’t the
making of a star?” he said to himselt
“Gee, | wish old Marlinson could have
seen me do that! | wouldn’t need to book
with Wendel for the darned summer-tour
game.”

Alas for his boasting! Hugh Digbee in
jail was hot out of the ordinary. Hugh
Digbee up before the judge might be ex-
pected to do certain things, and Walter
Hadley had guessed those things with fair
accuracy.

But Hugh Digbee in a railroad station,
waiting for a train, was an entirely unusiffll
spectacle. The station-agent came in at
that moment to open up the little office as
was his wont just before time for the trains.

“Why, hallo, Hughey!” he grinned.
“ Going away somewhere?”

“Goin” up to Branchtown to see my
folks,” Hadley spoke with, a resumption of
Digbee's deep voice.

“Didn’t you forget to dress up for the
trip ?” laughed the agent.

“Guess they won’t mind,” Walter re-
turned, squirming under the unlooked-for
query. *

“Hughey’s going up to Branchtown to
see his folks.” The young man passed the
joke on to another person who entered at
that moment.

“ Gosh, he’s all togged up, aint he?”
jeered this other, taking the package of mail
handed to him.

Slowly, slowly the large hand of the wall
clock crossed the bottom of its circle. With
the appearance of infinite weariness, it
crawled upward and made the figure seven.

Walter heaved a sigh. He was beginning
to worry lest his trick should have been dis-
covered and search for him begun.

Tick-tgck-tick-tock.  Would that hand
ever reach the “8” ?

Only four minutes left. Again the sigh
of uneasiness escaped from Hadley’s lips.
Four minutes seemed an eternity, when

every second brought closer ihe danger of
rearrest and reincarceration in Houston jail.
His hands twitched nervously. His breath
came in pants. Perspiration began to stand
out on his forehead. N

Three minutes more—two minutes and a
half—two minutes—one and a half—one
and a quarter. Those quarters were ama-
zingly longer than some hours he had
passed.

At last—the screech of the locomotive
whistle. He arose slowly and started for the
open door. As he did so, the stalwart figure
of Constable Garrabrant burst through it
and confronted him.

“1 got you, you devil’s imp! Now you
can wear these while you walk back with
me.”

A pair of old-fashioned, heavy handcuffs
were added to the apparel of “Hugh Dig-
bee.”

CHAPTER VIIL.

BACK TO HOUSTON JAIL.

“wer1,” Walter Hadley thought rueful-
ly, “1 guess that about settles any tour with
Wendel’s crowd.”

Like the watch he had lost, the position
with Wendel was not of such tremendous
value. But, on two or three occasions, the
watch had secured him meals when he must
otherwise have gone hungry, through the
simple expedient afforded at all pawn-
shops. And, likewise, the Wendel tour had
seemed to come as a life-saver when he was
close to the edge of his last dollar.

“Maybe | can get a job around here as a
farm-hand when they find out that | haven’t
been butchering their confounded cows and
pigs. And, until then, I'm in for free board
and lodgings, such as they are.”

These things he told himself with a
philosophy he was far from appreciating
in his heart. He was not the sort of chap
to express his miseries, even to himself. He
could not quite fight off a feeling that some
malign occult influence, some evil fate, was
working out his undoing.

“|If Carson had written to the address |
gave him last—if the postman had given
me time to go by the road—if | hadn't
scratched my hand—if | hadnt lost my
watch, or, if Mrs. Mudgely’s clocks had
been any good—if that train had gone at
seven-thirty, instead of seven-forty—if—
if— Oh, the deuce! [I’'m up against it—
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that’s all. 1'm in for a dose of the fast-
cure, the simple life, dirt baths, the devil
generally.

“1Vve heard a lot of chumps talk about
the bad luck which kept them from thou-
sand-night stands on Broadway. | never
thought there was anything to that line of
gabble. | thought that, if there was any-
thing to a man, he would come out some
time. Well, may be there’s nothing to me.
But, if this doesn’t look like a dose of rich
black luck, 1°d like to know what does.”

With those consoling reflections, he
reached the jail. He glanced about con-
temptuously at the crowd, which seemed
already to have grown quite as large as that
of yesterday.

“ A little sensation lasts them some time,”
he snarled half aloud.

“What’s that?” grumbled Garrabrant.

“Nothing,” snapped the prisoner.

“1 guess mebbe Hugh Digbee won’t do
nothin’ to you when you get inside,” the
constable announced more cheerfully than
he had spoken before in Walter’s hearing.

Digbee was, indeed, in belligerent humor.
The monologue to which he treated Hadle}'
showed the young actor that he was utterly
incapable of doing justice to a personifica-
tion of the town drunkard.

With the unprintable portions left out,
there would be nothing left to print. Where-
fore we refrain from any attempt at its re-
production.

“I’'m sorry to have made j'ou lose any
time,” Walter apologized in cool politeness,
having gathered from the stream of blue is-
suing out of Hugh’s mouth that Digbee had
been made an hour late at his work.

“Oh, | don’t give a cuss for the time.
But, havin’ to wear them things after a man
like you has had ’em on! By gosh, | could
lick you for a half a cent!”

At this Walter smiled in spite of himself.

“What you laughin' at?” roared Hugh.

“1 was laughin’ at a joke | heard just
now,” Hadley replied.

By this time Digbee had received his bor-
rowed garments and put them on. Walter
was half arrayed in his own clothes again.
Constable Garrabrant had left them inside.

Suddenly the door was opened. Walter
supposed that it was the police force again,
come to take Hugh Digbee up for a repeti-
tion of the lecture of which he had deprived
the inebriate earlier in the morning. He
stood with one suspender-strap swinging,
too utterly amazed to fix it in place, when he

saw that a third prisoner was being brought
into the tiny room.

And such a specimen as this was!

Hugh Digbee had been a very undesirable
roommate. But Walter Hadley concluded
that Digbee was immaculate, beautiful, ac-
ceptable as a blood brother, a person to love
and to cling to, after he had taken the first
glance at the newcomer.

There was only one spot of grease and
filth upon the rags which this individual
wore by way of clothing. That spot spread
over the whole of them. His hands and face
looked as though they’ had assiduously col-
lected dirt for a lifetime.

His hair was matted in an unsightly
shock. A beard which showed no trace of
past or present use of razor or comb hung
ragged over the hideously hairy' chest that
appeared through the open coat.

But, worst of all were the eyes of the man.
Large, protruding, shifting, staring — they
were the eyes of a madman. And beneath
them drooling lips muttered only half-in-
telligible curses.

“Great Heaven, man!” Walter almost
shrieked in terror. “You aren’t going to
put that in here with us?”

“The judge wants to see you,” Garrabrant
announced sourly, laying his hand once more
upon Walter's shoulder. “ He says you can
go on about your business, Hughey.”

Digbee required no second invitation. He
seemed in a hurry to get away from the new
prisoner.

Walter Hadley hastily finished dressing,
and was led before Judge Wilson. The jus-
tice arose as the prisoner was brought into
the little room. *

“1 wish,” he began, “on behalf of my
fellow townsmen, to make apology for an
error which was, under the circumstances,
hardly avoidable.”

Hadley looked at him in astonishment.

“Perhaps | should have begun with the
statement that we find there is no reason
whatever to connect you with the deeds late-
ly perpetrated upon the cattle hereabout.
The poor unfortunate whom all have hith-
erto regarded as harmless was caught this
morning in the act of committing another
of the crimes for which he is not, of course,
responsible.

“Two slight mysteries remain to be
cleared up, though neither of them warrants
me in detaining you longer. We have not
vet accounted for the blood on your hand—"

“Your honor, I found a slight scratch
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when water was given me to wash with. The
wound still bled quite enough to have cov-
ered my hand again with blood,” Walter
vouchsafed the explanation.

The tremendously dignified figure of Dr.
Blake now edged its wav into the door. He
was puffing slightly from exertion.

“Ahem!” he began solemnly.

“Have you made an examination of that
blood, doctor?” asked the judge.

“Your honor, | have not had sufficient
time at my disposal for an exhaustive an-
alysis. But l—ahem!—beg your honor’s
permission to state that a casual microscopic
examination of the corpuscles lead me to
venture the opinion that they may be re-
garded as more probably those of sanguis
humanus rather than of sanguis porci.”

“That is sufficient. Prisoner, you are
discharged,” announced the judge. *“ With
the very regretful apologies of the commu-
nity for what has so unfortunately hap-
pened.”

And right here his tone lost its judicial
solemnity.

“1 think, if you’ll all come over to my
place, we’d better have a little celebration of
this outcome. And, if Mr. Hadley has the
time, 1°d like to have him perform a certain
stunt which nearly got him out of my ju-
risdiction before | was ready to let him go.
Mr. Hadley, will you be able to entertain
us?”

“1 have nothing else to do now,” Walter
replied rather mournfully.

His joy in liberty was much tempered by
his sorrow at being yet out of a job.

“Won that ten-eight train you were try-
ing to get yesterday do to-day?” asked the
justice.

Walter shook his head.

“The seven-forty was my last chance.”

“Why, you can get that yet, if you hurry,”
broke in the voice of the loquacious individ-
ual who had ferreted out the mystery of the
clocks the day before.

“I'm afraid not,” Judge Wailson cor-
rected. *“It’s half past eight now.”

The loquacious person looked long at his
watch. Then—

“Well, by gosh, if that wouldn’t jar
you!” he exploded. “There | went an'
made Widder Mudgely set all her clocks
back most a hour, an’ all because | let my
watch stop, an’ didn’t notice it had stood
still an hour when | set it goin’ again.”

There was a loud laugh through the
crowd, most of which had heard the lo-

quacious man’s clever exposition of a crim-
inal’s methods for hiding a crime.

The assemblage made its way from the;
court-room to the gates of a large private
park. Approaching the house, the judge
called for his butler, who got busy on some-
thing for the inner man.

“Now, gentlemen,” the justice called out
when the glasses had been emptied all
around, “you all know that I used to be an
actor, and that my brother is now in the
theatrical business.

“But this morning | witnessed a piece
of acting which in some respects went a
little ahead of anything I’ve ever seen. |
want you all to see Mr. Hadley’s impersona-
tion of one of our citizens. 1’'m quite willing
to go once more through the part | had in
the play.”

“But | haven’t the make-up now,” Wal-
ter protested.

“We’ll wait while Burton shows you up
to my room,” Judge Wilson insisted.

Fifteen minutes later Hadley and the jus-
tice were giving a public performance which
they had rehearsed once that day. Walter
realized then that he was playing with no
mean actor in the judge himself.

He saw that the whole dramatic lecture to
Digbee had been carefully prepared before-
hand and spoken with previously weighed
emphasis. The crowd, which had been
roaring with laughter upon Walter’s appear-
ance, grew serious under the stress of that
terrible verbal flaying of the judge,

“Might | ask,” Walter ventured when
their play was over, “how you came to let
Digbee go without giving him that?”

“Well,” the judge spoke regretfully, “ you
see, | had to leave the stage because | havent
the nervous energy to stay through a play. |
had already got that thing off once. 1—
didnt quite feel that | was up to doing
it three times in one day—and | wanted my
brother— Ah, here he is. Mr. Hadley,
John.

“You see,” he resumed, “we’ve a play on
for this next season, and have been looking
about for a man to take the main role. It’sa
sort of *Ten Nights in a Barroom ’ affair,
only brought out for the Broadway stage.
After | realized how you had got away from
me, | couldn’t think of anything else but
getting you over here to let John see you—

“What did you think of it, John?”

“Mr. Hadley, will it be possible for you
to get released from any contracts you have
for this winter? ” was Brother John’s way of
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replying. “If two hundred per week would
be any inducement for you to take up legiti-
mate work, why—"

Why,” Walter took up the thread, “1°d
like a pen and some paper to sign on for that
before you change your mind.”

“There is no danger of our changing,”
quietly remarked the judge. “We know a
good thing when we see it.”

Half an hour later Walter looked up at
a British subject who was doing his best
THE
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to accomplish the valet act in getting him
straightened out. Walter Hadley was not
as thoroughly trained a subject as Judge
Wilson.

“Could you get me some writing mate-
rial? ” he requested.

Then to himself he muttered while the
valet politely bowed himself out to bring
the things:

“Ethel Wood owes me a letter; but |
guess I've got about all the news there is to
write.”

END.

HIS CHRISTMAS BURDEN.

BY LEE BERTRAND.

A Snowy Night Errand of Good-Will Interrupted by an
Ugly Encounter on the Rear Platform of a Street-Car.

ADGE WORTHING turned aw'ay
from the telephone with an excla-
mation of annoyance.

“Now wouldn’t that make you mad?
They’re all out of boys, too. That makes
the fifth district messenger office | 've called
up and the answer has been the same in
eveify case. The Christmas business is so
unusually big this year that they haven't a
boy available this evening. What am |
going to do? That candy must reach the
orphan asylum to-night.”

“Why not send it by express?” sug-
gested George Stilling, Madge’s fiance, who
was spending Christmas Eve with her.

“No, that wouldnt do at all,” she
answered. “The express companies are
so unreliable at this time of the year.
Probably they wouldnt deliver it until next
week. That candy must get there to-night.
It’s for the Christmas-tree, you know, and
I wouldn’t disappoint those pocpr little kids
for anything.”

“What a pity your brother isn’t here!”
remarked her mother. “I1 am sure he
would have been glad to do the errand for
you, Madge. | wonder where he has gone.
He left the house immediately after dinner
without giving a single hint of his desti-

nation.”
“Martin is never around when he’s
wanted,” grumbled Miss Worthing. “Dear

me! Whom can | get to take that candy?”
“Let George do it,” chuckled her father.

George winced. He had been fearfully
expecting this suggestion, but hoping
against hope that it would not come. It
was a long trip from Brooklyn to Central
Park West, Manhattan, where the orphan
asylum was situated, and a blizzard was
raging outside.

Besides, George wanted to spend Christ-
man Eve with his betrothed. This errand
would take him away from her side for
three hours at the very least.

Nevertheless, there was no way of back-
ing out now that it had been put directly
up to him.

“ Of course, if there is nobody else to go
I shall be glad to offer my services,” he
declared mournfully.

“I'm afraid there isn’t anybody else,
George,” said Madge. “ It is sweet of you
to offer to go. Of course | shall hate to
lose your company; but, after all, dear, we
must not be selfish. It is our duty to think
of others—especially on Christmas Eve.
We must not let our own desires stand in
the way of the happiness of those poor
little orphans.”

George looked out of the window' at the
snow falling furiously and listened to the
howling of the wind: he felt like making
a few remarks decidedly uncomplimentary
to “those poor little orphans.”

Madge went into another room and re-
turned with a suit-case so heavy that she
could scarcely carry it
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“Here it is, George. | thought I would
put it in here so as to make sure that it
wouldn’t get wet. There are two hundred
separate boxes—one for each little orphan.
You will deliver them to the sister in
charge and bring the suit-case back with
you. Don’t mention that | sent them, as |
wish my donation to be anonymous.”

George seized the handle and staggered
toward the door. \%

“Why didn’t you have this stuff sent to
the sasylum direct from the candy-shop?”
he grumbled.

“ Because they said they couldn’t guar-
antee that it would be delivered to-day.
They have so many Christmas orders to fill,
you know. Of course, George,” went on
Madge stiffly, noting the
face, “if you don’t want to go
got to say so and I—I1’llgo myself.
didnt think that you’d make a fuss about
such a little favor.”

“Little favor! ” repeated George to’him-
self. “ Traveling all the way from Brook-
lyn to Harlem on such a night as this she
calls a little favor! Ye gods!”

But aloud he said: “Don’t be foolisli,
Madge. 1'm not making any fuss. | don’t
mind going at all.”

It was six blocks *o the Subway from
the Worthing residence, and George felt
like an Arctic explorer by the time he
arrived there. It was bad enough under
foot even without the handicap of a heavy
dress suit-case, and the hard flakes of snow
were blown against his face with such force
that they felt like the lashing of a whip.

When he had boarded a well-heated Sub-
way train and deposited his burden on the
floor, however, he felt a little more cheer-
ful, and even began to glow with a sense
of elation as he reflected that he was doing
a kindness to poor little orphan children,
which, after all, was about the best possible
way of spending Christmas Eve.

When the train reached Columbus Circle
he decided that he would leave the Subway
there and take a Central Park West sur-
face-car which would bring him directly
to the door of the orphan asylum.

After the warmth of the tunnel, the sting
of the tempest felt twice as sharp as he
emerged into the open air and staggered
across the snow-covered sidewalk, suit-case
in hand.

To add to his troubles there was no
street-car in sight; the storm had played
havoc with the company’s schedule and

frown on his

7

cars were running at irregular intervals.
He had to wait for over twenty minutes ex-
posed to the full fury of the elements, and
all the tender feelings he had begun to
entertain toward those poor little orphans
vanished.

“I1f Madge had any sense she’d mind
her own business and let the proper au-
thorities provide for those little brats,” he
growled. “1*e a good mind to throw this
confounded candy into the gutter, suit-case
and all, and go home. This weather isn’t
fit for a dog to be out in. If Madge really
loved me she wouldn’t have permitted me
to make this wretched trip. |°ve caught a
bad cold already, and 11l probably have
pneumonia by to-morrow.”

A car came alongjust then and put an

you've only end to his* pessimistic views—for the time

being. He climbed aboard and deposited
his burden at his’feet.

At first he found the warmth of the elec-
trically-heated vehicle very pleasant, but
pretty soon he began to feel uncomfortably
hot.

“Guess |1l stand outside and smoke,”
he said to himself. “It isn’t healthy to
change from one extreme of temperature
to the other too abruptly, so | might as
well prepare for getting out by cooling off
gradually.”

He went to the rear platform and lit his
pipe, placing the suit-case just within the
doorway.

The car was empty at the time, but
gradually began to fill up and soon was so
crowded that there wasn’t a seat to be had.

The conductor went inside to collect
fares and then came out to the platform.

“Did | get your fare?” he said to
George, holding out his hand.

“You certainly aid,” replied the latter
indignantlv. “1 paid vou when | was in-
side.”

“1 don’t remember your being inside,”
growled the conductor, who was a man of
very short memory. “And, anyway, cut
out that smoking. Dont you see that sign

up there?”
“Most conductors don’t object to smo-
king on the rear platform,” protested

George with a scowl.

“Well, | happen to be one of those who
do,” snapped the man, whose temper was
even shorter than his memory. “ Take that
pipe out of your mouth, or I’ll throw you
off the car.”

“You will, eh?” shouted George, glad
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to have somebody to work off his grouch on.
“You're pretty fresh. Let me have your
number and I'll report you to the com-
pany."”

A little later on George had plenty of
cause to regret this quarrel with the con-
ductor.

Although it went sorely against his grain
to have to give in, he did not continue smo-
king, for he knew that the man was backed
up by the rules, and that he was in danger
of Marrest if he persisted.

A few blocks further on a stout woman
got off the car. She had just alighted, and
the car was going ahead again when a man
inside shouted: *“ Hey there, conductor!
Call that lady! She’s left .her suit-case be-
hind !~

The conductor pulled the bell-cord, and
he and several of the passengers yelled to
the woman, but she appeared to be deaf and
kept right on. By the time the car had
come to a stop again she had disappeared
around a corner.

“Funny that she should have gone off
without her satchel,” remarked the man
who had shouted to the conductor.  “It
was standing right at her feet, too. She
surely ought to have seen it. Must be ter-
ribly absent-minded.”

“ Some women are so careless,
a woman in the car severely.
serves to lose it.”

“What are you going to do with it, con-
ductor?” inquired another passenger.

“Turn it into the company’s lost-prop-
erty office, of course,” he snapped. “What
d’yer suppose? Think 1°d steal it? ”

He stepped inside and came out to the
platform with the suit-case in his hand.

George looked at it curiously, and then
uttered an exclamation of astonishment.
“Why, that’s my suit-case!”

“ Your suit-case! Ha, ha! That’s pretty
good.” The conductor laughed scornfully.

“Why, you thick-headed mutt!” snarled
George. “I tell you it does belong to me.
Didnt you see me bring it on the car?”

“No, | didnt see nuttin’ of the sort. |
guess 1’d have to have had pretty good
eyes to see that. Say, whacher think | am,
anyway? You cant work no game like
that on me.”

“1I’'m not working any game on you,
you addle-pated low-brow. I’'m telling you
that’s my suit-case. 1’'m getting off at the
next corner, too, so you’d better hand it
over to me.”

remarked
“She de-

“Oh, | had, had 1?
long wait cornin’ if you think you’re goin
to get it. You've got an awful nerve, young
feller, to try to swipe a lady’s suit-case. |
guess you're a professional crook.”

They had reached the orphan asylum
corner by this time, and George pulled the
bell-cord to bring the car to a stop, and
then tried to wrest the satchel from the
conductor's hand.

The two men struggled all over the rear
platform; but George triumphed. With a
dexterous twist, he managed to tear the
disputed article from his opponent’s grasp.

He was just getting off the car with his
property when the conductor grabbed him
by the coat-collar.

“No, you dont. You ain’t goin’to get
away that easy. You’re a thief, and I'm
goin’ to hand you over to a cop.”

He appealed to the passengers.

“Will some of youse gents help me to
hold this feller?”

Several men stepped out on the rear plat-
form and seized George’s arms. A woman
shouted “Police!” at the top of her voice,
and an officer came running around the
corner.

“What's the trouble here?” he demand-
ed, wiping the snow from his face.

* Officer, this fellow is a crook,” panted
the conductor, “and he’s tryin’to get away
with a suit-case a lady left behind.”

“No such thing!” cried George indig-
nantly. *“This suit- case belongs to me.
The woman never had anything to do with
it. It's all a fool mistake on the part of
some of these people, who would be doing
much better if they minded their own busi-
ness.”

The policeman addressed himself to the
passengers:

“Now, how about this? Can any of
youse ladies and gents straighten this out?
Is this man a thief or not?”

The man who had first called the atten-
tion of the conductor to the suit-case spoke
up:

“1 believe he is, officer. | am pretty
positive that it belonged to the woman who
got off. It was standing right in front of
her, and this fellow was out on the plat-
form.”

“Did you see the woman bring it on the
car ?” demanded the officer, who was a
pretty intelligent fellow.

“Well, no, | cant say that | did. She
was already on the car when | got aboard.”

Well, you've got a
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“Humph! Did anybody else see the
lady bring it in with her?”

There was nobody who could answer this
question . affirmatively, for the reason that
the woman had boarded the car earlier than
any of the other passengers except George
Stilling.

“Well, how about you, conductor?” de-
manded the policeman. “Are you ready
to swear that it was the lady who brought
it on the car and not this man?”

The conductor hesitated.

“Well, 1 can’t honestly say that | re-
member seein’ it in her hand when she got
aboard; but then | don’t remember seein’
it in this guy’s hand, either. |’'m satisfied
in my mind, though, that this feller is a
crook.”

“You see, officer,” exclaimed George tri-
umphantly, “there isn’t anybody who is in
a position to accuse me. The darned fools
have all jumped at a wrong conclusion.
Just because | happened to leave the suit-
case inside while 1—"

“You shut up,” interrupted the police-
man. “1 don’t like your looks, anyway.
You look like a crook, and | wouldn’t
wonder if theyve got you right, after all.
I'll wager that your picture is in the gal-
lery in spite of all your bluffin’.”

“How dare you? ” cried George. “You’re

an impudent fellow, and 1’1l report you to
the police commissioner.”
“Aw, go on! That’s what they all say.

W hat’s your name, anyway?”

“My name is George Stilling, and I'm
a reporter on the Evening Star. | can get
a hundred people to prove that I’'m a repu-
table citizen.”

“You can, eh?” retorted the policeman.
“Well, if you’re a newspaper reporter,
you’ll need at least a hundred people to
convince me that you’re reputable. | don’t
like newspaper men. And, anyway, if your
name is George Stilling, how do you ac-
count for the fact that the initials on this
suit-case are M. W.?”

“l can easily explain that,” replied
George. “You see, the suit-case doesn’t
belong to me. It belongs to a lady—"

“Ah!” exclaimed the conductor, turn-
ing triumphantly to the others. “He’s
coming around now. You all heard him
say before that it belonged to him, and now
he admits that it dont.”

“You idiot!” snapped George.
I said that it belonged to me |
meant that | was carrying it.”

“ When
merely

“Then you admit now that you was car-
ryin’ a suit-case that don’t belong to you?”
cried the conductor, who prided himself
upon his logic.

“You fool! Of course | admit that,”
spluttered George. “That is to say, .of
course, | had a right to be carrying it. The
young lady it belongs to loaned it to me to
take some candy to that orphan asylum
over there.”

“You mean to say that this suit-case is
full of candy?” inquired the policeman.

“Sure. Candy for the little orphans.
Two hundred little fancy boxes—one for
each child. Say, it is very easy to prove
that 1 am telling you the truth, and that the
suit-case belongs to me.”

“You admitted a minute ago that it
doesn’t belong to you,” interrupted the con-
ductor.

“ Say,” growled George, “if somebody
doesn’t keep that idiot quiet 1’ll murder
him in a minute. What | was going to say
was that it is very easy to prove that I'm
no thief. Let this policeman accompany
me into the orphan asylum and see for
himself that the contents of this suit-case
are exactly as | have described.”

“That sounds like a fair proposition,”
agreed the officer. “1 guess 11l go with
you and give you a chance to make good.”

The conductor was satisfied with this
arrangement, and, as several of the passen-
gers were beginning to complain about the
delay, he gave the motorman the signal to
go ahead and the car continued on its way.

George and the policeman entered the or-
phan asylum, and the former inquired for
the sister in charge.

That good woman smiled appreciatively
when he informed her that he had brought
the children candy from an anonymous
friend of the institution, and she and the
policeman, watched him with great interest
as he busied himself with the straps of the
satchel.

“1 want you to understand, boss, that
I’'m only doing my duty by looking into this
here matter,” remarked the officer, now so
impressed by George’s confident manner
that he thought it well to assume an apolo-
getic attitude. “ | hope there ain’t any hard
feelings on your part, as far as | am con-
cerned.”

“None at all, officer. | must say that
you were somewhat rude in your manner
toward me; but I'm willing to overlook it
and put it down to overzealousness on your
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part It won’t do to carry any grudges at
Christmas time, you know.”

George smiled cheerfully. His good na-
ture'had returned again, now that his troub-
les appeared to be at an end.

He threw open the lid of the suit-case,
and' the smile froze upon his lips. He ut-
tered an exclamation of horrified amaze-
ment, which was accompanied by a grunt
from the policeman and a gasp of surprise
from the sister in charge.

‘SSo you are a crook, after all!” growled
the bluecoat. “Well, I'll be jiggered! You
came pretty near foolin’ me, I must admit.”

“l—1 can’t understand the meaning of
this!” gasped George, beads of perspiration
rolling down his face. “It’s—it’s very
queer.”

“Isn’t it, now ?” sneered the policeman.
“Some bad person must have taken the
children’s candy out of the suit-case and
put in clothes instead.”

“Yes,” assented George. “That is what
has happened—but | cant understand how
it could have been done.”

“Can’t you, really ? Welll Well! That’s
too bad! Suppose we take a little walk
around to the station house and see if the
lieutenant can throw any light on the mys-
tery. The “lieut” is a great feller for
throwin’ light, you know.”

The policeman closed and strapped the
suit-case and turned to the astonished sister.

“1 suppose you won’t mind, ma’am, if |
take this along. Your little orphans can’t
eat clothes, so it’s no use leavin’ 'em here.”

“But won’t you please explain what this
all means,” begged the good woman, look-
ing from one to the other in complete be-
wilderment.

“Sure! It’s easily explained. This
young rascal, who is about as nervy a crook
as |'ve ever met, thought he’d bluff his way
out of a desperate situation by bringin’ me
in here. Just how he expected to get away
with it | don’t know, because he must have
realized that the game would be up as soon
as this grip was opened and his lie ex-
posed. Maybe he thought I wouldn’t bother
to wait until it was opened, or maybe he
was merely sparrin’ for time and trustin’
to luck for a chance to escape.”

“Nothing of the sort,” protested George
wildly. “1 am absolutely honest, and the
victim of a most extraordinary and inex-
plicable mistake. Sister, have you a tele-
phone here?”

“Yes, over there in the corner.”

George started toward it with the inten-
tion of calling up Madge and getting her
to corroborate his story; but the policeman
detained him by grabbing his coat-sleeve.

“Never mind the phone, young feller.
| ve wasted enough time with you already.
Can’t you see that the game is up, and that
it ain’t no use to keep up the bluff? Come
along with me now, without any more non-
sense. If you want to communicate with
your pals, you can send them messages from
your cell in the station-house.”

He grabbed the suit-case with his free
hand and, still keeping tight hold of
George’s coat-sleeve, marched his prisoner
out into the street and to the precinct house.

“We’ll hold him as a suspicious person
for the present,” declared the lieutenant be-
hind the desk, scowling at George. “We’ll
try to find the real owner of this grip before
court time, and then she can make a direct
charge of larceny against him.”

While the prisoner’s pedigree was being
entered in the blotter, a patrolman opened
the suit-case and scattered the contents on
the floor in an effort to find some clue as
to the identity of the owner.

George watched like a man in a dream
as he saw collars, shirts, masculine under-
wear, and two suits of clothes produced
from Madge Worthing’s grip which was
supposed to contain candy.

Suddenly the patrolman gave vent to an
exclamation of surprise as he unearthed
from the suit-case, wrapped up in an old
shirt, a small bronze statue of a Roman
gladiator.

“Look what’s here, lieutenant. Queer
sort of an article for any one to be carryin’
around with ’em, ain’t it?”

“Yes, 'tis kind of queer,” replied the man
behind the desk. “Pretty heavy, too, ain’t
it? Guess that’s why this crook tried to get
away with the grip.  Thought, from its
weight, that it had something valuable in-
side. I'm through with the prisoner now.
Take him back.”

George was led to a cell, and the barred
door closed with a clang.

For two hours he sat there vainly trying
to think of a solution to the mystery. He
couldn’t even hazard a guess as to how the
candy in his fiancee's suit - case had been
transformed into masculine wearing ap-
parel and a bronze statue of a Roman glad-
iator.

That it was Madge’ satchel, and no
other, he could not doubt, because her ini-
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tials, “ M. W.,” were plainly marked on the
lid. There was no chance, therefore, that
somebody else’s baggage had got mixed up
with his while on the Subway train or the
car. 1 -

George didn’t believe in the supernatural,
as a rule; but he was almost inclined to
imagine that he must be the victim of black
magic — that some evil spirit which owed
him a grudge had maliciously transformed
the contents of the grip.

He thought of sending a message to
Madge, imploring her to clear up the mys-
tery if she could, and, at all events, to bear
witness that he was not a thief, and persuade
the police to liberate him.

Upon reflection, however, he decided that
it would be a mean trick to bring her all
the way from Brooklyn on Christmas Eve
in such wretched weather, and, besides, she
would no doubt be very much frightened
if she learned that he was locked up in a
police cell.

It was better, therefore, to wait until the
following morning, when he could get a
chance to prove his respectability and in-
nocence.

Two hours after his lodgment in jail a
street-car conductor entered the police sta-
tion and inquired of the lieutenant: “ Say,
boss, can you tell me what happened to that
guy who had trouble on my car this eve-
ning on account of a suit-case?”

“ Sure,” replied the man behind the desk,
pointing toward the cells. “He’s in there.”

“He is, eh? So the cop did lock him
up after all, then? That’s too bad.”

“Why is it too bad? What do you mean
by that? ”

“Well, I've discovered that we done him
an injustice. I've found out since | handed
him over to the cop that he was tellin’ the
truth when he said that the suit-case be-
longed to him and not to the lady we thought
left it behind her.”

“Humph! How did vyou
out?”

“Well, when we got to the end of the
line I happened to mention the matter to
the motorman of my car and the motor-
man says that he distinctly remembers the
feller gettin® on at Columbus Circle and
noticed that he had a suit-case in his hand.

“1 didn’t notice it myself; but since the
motorman remembers seein’ him with the
satchel there can’t be any doubt that the
feller was tellin’ the truth. | don’t feel
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any good toward him, for he was pretty
fresh to me; but | dont like to see any-
body locked up wrong, so | thought Id
drop in and inquire.”

“Well, why the divvle didn’t the motor-
man open his mouth at the time the arrest
was made ?” growled the lieutenant.

“He didnt know anythin’ about it until
we reached the end of the line and | was
explainin’-to him what caused the delay.
From his place in the front he couldnt see
what was goin’ on on the rear platform,
you know.”

“Well* | don't see that we can do any-
thing now,” snapped the lieutenant. “He’s
down on my blotter as a prisoner and |

cant let him out without changin’ the
entry. I’'m a neat feller and hate to make
erasures. As long as he’s in he’ll have to

stay in till morning.”

“Won’'t'he go to the night court?” in-
quired the conductor.

“No, they don’t take such cases there.
They only handle misdemeanors. Any-
way, it won't hurt him to spend the night
in jail. He's beastly intoxicated. You
ought to have smelled his breath.

“And besides,” went on the man behind
the desk, advancing all the arguments he
could think of for holding the prisoner, in
order to keep his blotter-entry intact, “1’'m
not, by any means, so sure that he ain't a
thief, even if that suit-case does belong to
him. There was a bronze statue wrapped
up in a shirt inside the grip and that’s
a queer sort of thing for a feller to be
carryin’ around. Maybe he stole it.”

“Maybe he did,” agreed the conductor.
“ He certainly impressed me as looking like
a crook and besides, | remember him savin
that there was candy in the suit-case. He
didn’t say nothin’ about no bronze statter.”

The captain of the precinct, who had en-
tered the police-station during the latter
part of this conversation, now inquired
eagerly: “Whom are you speaking about?
Who had a bronze statue wrapped up in a
shirt?”

*“ A prisoner Officer Foley brought in a
couple of hours ago on suspicion of steal-
ing a grip, captain,” replied the lieutenant.
“When we opened the bag to try to learn
the identity of its owner, we discovered the
bronze figure inside.”

“Where is it?” demanded the captain
excitedly. “Let me see it, quick.”

His subordinate unstrapped the grip and
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produced the bronze from beneath the
clothing.

The captain took one look at the figure
of the Roman gladiator and then dashed
madly to the telephone on the wall.

“Hallo, headquarters! Give me In-
spector Murphy, quick! Hallo, that you,
inspector? This is Captain O'Brien. Say,
I believe 1've got the statue. Yes, | mean
the missing Pierrepont statue, of course.
Can’t be quite sure, but it looks as if it's
the right one. Send some detectives who
can positively identify it up here, will
you?”

As he left the telephone he turned with a
self-satisfied grin to the lieutenant.

“Say, McKenna, you’re pretty slow. It
ought to have occurred to you right away,
as it did to me, that this might be the fa-
mous gladiator statue that was stolen from
the private collection of Oliver Pierrepont,
the millionaire, a month ago.”

“l never gave it a thought,” admitted
the lieutenant sheepishly. “Do you really
think it’s the one, captain ?”

“It certainly answers the description
that was sent out from headquarters,”' re-
plied the captain. “If I'm right this will
be a great feather in my cap. That statue
is one of the rarest bronzes in the world.
Old Pierrepont paid a hundred thousand
dollars for it when he bought it in Italy
a couple of years ago.”

“Good Heavens!” gasped the lieu-
tenant, gazing incredulously at the gladia-
tor standing on his desk. “ Can it be worth
that much? It certainly don't look it.”

.The car-conductor snorted:

“If old Pierrepont paid all that money
for that thing he v.as badly stung,” he de-
clared. “I've got a pair of statters on my
parlor shelf at home which my old wom-
an’s first cousin give us for a weddin'
present which have got that there figure,
beaten all holler.”

The captain frowned at this interrup-
tion.

“] guess \ve don’t need you any more,
my man,” he said sharply to the street-car
employee. “You can go.”

But as the conductor was leaving the
station-house, the captain changed his
mind.

“Wait a minute! Perhaps we’d better
hold you here for a while. We may need
you. Have that prisoner brought into my
office, lieutenant.”

The lieutenant summoned the turnkey,
who unlocked the door of George’s cell and
notified that miserable young man to fol-
low him.

“Where are you taking me?” demanded
George. “Have they discovered that I am
innocent and are they going to let me go?”

“You’ll see,” was the grim rejoinder.

As soon as George was seated in the cap-
tain’s private office, that official pounced
upon him.

“Now, young feller, you had better tell
me the truth. Where did you get that
statue? ”

“The statue!” gasped George. “I don't
know anything about it. | can’t under-
stand how it got into the suit-case. It is
a baffling mystery to me.”

“That’s a lie!” shouted the .captain.
“ Cut out that stalling at once and be on
the level with me. Tell me where you got
that statue or it will be the worse for you.”

“1 tell you I haven’t the slightest idea
where it came from," insisted George.

“You’re a darned liar!” shouted the
policeman shaking his fist in the prisoner’s
face. “You know very well that it came
from the private museum of Mr, Oliver
Pierrepont.  You know very well that it
was stolen a month ago. Either you’re the
thief or you know who is. If you don't
tell me the whole truth, it will be the worse
for you.”

George had turned deathly pale.

“Do—do you mean to tell me that that
is the famous one hundred thousand dol-
lar gladiator that was stolen from Pierre-
pont?” he gasped.

“You know very well it is. Dont try
to act innocent with me, because the bluff
won’t go.”

“ Great Scott!” George felt so sick and
dizzy that he thought he was going to faint.

He was thoroughly familiar with the de-
tails of the disappearance of the famous
Pierrepont bronze which had caused such
a world-wide sensation only a few weeks
previously.

He had worked on the story for his
newspaper and had interviewed the mil-
lionaire art collector who had explained
to him how the valuable curio had been
discovered missing, one morning, without
the slightest clue to the identity of the
thief or the manner in which it had been
stolen.

But what caused him to be so completely
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staggered now was the knowledge that his'
fiancee, Madge Worthing, was the private
secretary of old Pierrepont.

Madge had been in the millionaire’s em-
ploy for five years, and he trusted her im-
plicitly.

When the loss of the statue had been dis-
covered and the servants and employees of
Mr. Pierrepont submitted to a grueling ex-
amination by the police and the Pinkertons,
the old gentleman had refused to allow them
to ask Madge a single question. ,

He had declared that his faith in his
secretary was such that he would not permit
her to be insulted or humiliated by a cross-
examination, although the detectives point-
ed out to him that inasmuch as she had
access at all times to the museum there was
good reason for suspecting her.

And now the statue had been found in
a dress suit-case which belonged to Madge
Worthing! The proof of her guilt seemed
to be conclusive! George was so horrified
that he could not suppress a groan of
anguish. \

Mistaking his emotion for a sign of weak-
ening, the police captain increased his efforts
to extort a confession from the prisoner.

He seized George fiercely by the throat
and growled: “If you don’t tell me right
away how you got that statue, darn you,
111 choke you to death.”

There was but one idea in the unfor-
tunate young man’s mind now. He must
do everything in his power to shield the girl
he loved. He inwardly congratulated him-
self that at no stage of the game had he
revealed the name of the owner of the suit-
case.

The police had no idea that the satchel
belonged to Madge Worthing, and he made
up his mind that he would go to prison
for the rest of his days, if need be, rather
than give them that information.

He regarded ‘it as a fortunate circum-
stance that his engagement to the girl had
not yet been publicly announced. There
were family reasons why the betrothal of
the couple had been kept secret so far, and
consequently the police would not connect
her with his present predicament.

In order to make absolutely sure, how-
ever, that suspicion would not be directed
toward Madge, George decided upon a
course of action which, while it would seal
his own doom, would enable him to earn’
out his purpose of saving the girl.

As his inquisitor seized him savagely by

the throat the prisoner gasped, “ Stop! Stop!
Let go of me and | will tell you the truth.”

“Ah!” exclaimed the captain, with a
smile of satisfaction. “That sounds better,
young feller. Go ahead and tell it.”

“That suit-case never belonged to me,”
gasped George. “1 lied when | said that it
did. The street-car conductor and the pas-
sengers who accused me were right. The
satchel belonged to the woman who got off
the car.”

A savage scowl replaced the expectant
smile on the policeman’s face.

“No, you don't,” he growled. *“1 see
your game, young man, and | want you to
understand that it won’t work. You're
clever enough to be willing to confess your-
self guilty of a lesser crime in order to save
yourself from conviction for stealing that
hundred-thousand-dollar statue, eh? just
wait a minute.”

He opened the door of his private office
and yelled: “ Send that street-car conductor
in here,”

The conductor entered the room, and the
captain snapped, pointing to the prisoner:
“ This fellow says that he stole the suit-case
from your car. Is that right? ”

“No, it ain’t,” was the reply. “ He didn’t
steal no suit-case—at least, not ou my car.”

“What!” gasped George, completely
taken aback by this astonishing vindica-
tion from his former enemy. “What on
earth is the matter with you? When | saw
you last you were positive that | did steal
it, and now you say | didn't. | am willing
to confess that you were right and that the
grip did belong to that woman.”

“And | say that it didn’t,” retorted the
conductoY. “The motorman saw you bring
it aboard the car, so it ain’t no use trying
to tell no such lies.”

George was stunned by this unexpected
statement. He decided that he was the
most unfortunate fellow ever bom. When
he had tried to prove that he hadn stolen
the suit-case, nobody would believe him,
and now that he was endeavoring to con-
vince his accusers that he had stolen it, here
was his most emphatic former accuser re-
futing his confession.

Further argument on this point was in-
terrupted by the arrival from the Central
Office of three detectives who had been
working on the famous statue case since
the day of its disappearance, and who were
thoroughly familiar with all its details.

They examined the statue closely and, by
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means of certain marks of identification with
which Mr. Pierrepont had furnished them,
were able to state positively that the bronze
figure in their hands was the one which had
been stolen from the millionaire.

“The old gent will be delighted to learn
that we have got his statue,” remarked one
of the detectives. “We’ll notify him right
away. He’s spending Christmas at his
country home up State; but no doubt hell
be glad to come back to town to prosecute
the case against the prisoner. Guess we’ll
take this feller along with us down to head-
quarters, captain.”

“All right,” agreed the precinct com-
mander. “You fellers ought to be able to
sweat the truth out of him down there. |
ain't been able to get much from him. He’s
a pretty foxy individual, all right.”

George was taken down to police head-
quarters and submitted to another grueling
examination.

In spite of all the rigors of the terrible
third degree, however, they were unable to
get him to utter a word which incriminated
Madge Worthing.

He stuck resolutely to his statement that
he had stolen the suit-case from the un-
known woman on the car, and that the
motorman’s statement to the contrary was
false.

When his tormentors gave up the battle
of wits in despair, for the time being, the
prisoner was thrown into a cell at headquar-
ters and locked up for the night.

The following morning he was led out to
be photographed for the Rogues' Gallery,
measured by the Bertillon system, and
looked over by every detective connected
with the Central Office in the hope that one
of them might be able to recognize him as
an old offender.

“And this is Christmas Day,” groaned
the unhappy young man. *“ Gee whilliken.s!
What a Christmas!”

These proceedings had just been gone
through when police headquarters was
thrown into a stir by the sudden arrival
there of Mr. Oliver Pierrepont.

The great millionaire had been notified
by telegraph of the recovery of the gladia-
tor bronze and the arrest of the supposed
thief, and he had come all the way from his
country home in his touring-car.

Mr. Pierrepont was accompanied by a
good-looking young man who carried in his
right hand a dress suit-case'which bore on
its lid the initials “ M. W.”

This suit-case resembled so exactly the
Satchel in which the bronze had been found
that Inspector Murphy, chief of the detective
bureau, gazed at it in astonishment.

“Inspector,” began Mr. Pierrepont, “ this
young man is Mr. Martin Worthing, a re-
porter on the Evening Examiner, and a
brother of the young lady who is employed
by me as a private secretary.

He has an interesting statement to make
to you, and when he gets through | think
you will release with apologies the young
man you have locked up on the charge of
stealing my statue.

The young man introduced as Martin
Worthing cleared his throat nervously, and
said: “ Yes, inspector, I am sure | can con-
vince you that poor old George is innocent
of any wrong. The fact that he is in this
trouble is all due to my carelessness.

“Let me begin by explaining that this
suit-case | hold in my hand belongs to my
sister, Miss Madge Worthing, and the
satchel which has got poor George into all
this trouble belongs to me.”

“Ah!” exclaimed the chief of detectives
excitedly. *“ Then it was in your suit-case
that the bronze was found, eh? Have you
come to save the man we accuse by con-
fessing that you are the thief?”

“Well, not exactly. | am not a thief;
but I must admit that it was | who placed
the statue in the suit-case. My motives
were perfectly honorable, however. It was
merely my zeal to land a big story for my
paper and to get a beat on poor old George’s
sheet which caused me to do it.

“This is how it all happened. | was
rummaging around a second-hand shop in
Brooklyn yesterday when | discovered the
gladiator statue offered for sale for four
dollars.

“1 recognized it immediately, being thor-
oughly familiar with its description. When
I questioned the proprietor of the store |
found that he hadn't the slightest idea of
its identity. He told me that a man had
come into his place a couple of weeks ago
and sold it to him for a dollar.”

“For a dollar?” exclaimed the inspector
incredulously.

“Yes, | know it sounds absurd that any
one should have disposed of that treasure
for such a paltry sum; but maybe the per-
son who stole it did not realize its value—
or perhaps the thief got scared by the pub-
licity which followed the theft and the
world-wide efforts made to recover it, and,



AN EXHIBIT THAT WALKED AWAY. 85

realizing that he was in danger of discoverv,
was willing to get rid of the thing safely at
any price.

“At all events, whatever die reason, it
was sold for a dollar, and the second-hand
man was offering it for sale at four dollars.
I didn’t lose any time in handing him the
four dollars and taking the precious statue
home.

“ My first intention was to hand the thing
over to my sister and let her return it to
her employer. But | got thinking whr.t a
great beat it would be for the Examiner to
be able to announce exclusively that the
missing statue had been, recovered, and |
determined to take it to Mr. Pierrepont my-
self.

“1 didn’t mention anything to my sister
or any one else about my find, because | was
afraid she would mention the matter, to her
sweetheart, poor old George. He and | are
on rival sheets, you know; and. of course,
as soon as he learned that the famous statue
had been found he would have given the
story to his paper.

“ Therefore, without saying a word to
anybody, | packed the statue in my suit-
case and, sneaking out of the house, took a
train to Mr. Pierrepont's country home.

“Imagine my surprise, when | got there
and had informed him that | had brought
him his statue, to open the suit-case and dis-

cover that it contained nothing but little
boxes of candy.

“ It immediately, occurred to me what had
happened. My sister Madge’s initials, you
see, are the same as my own. We both
bought our satchels at the same store. They
were both standing in the same closet.

“ By mistake | had taken hers, with its
load of candy for the orphan asylum, and
left mine behind.

“1 was explaining the mistake to Mr.
Pierrepont when your telegram arrived in-
forming him that you had recovered the
statue and had a young man named George
Stilling under arrest. '

“Naturally, 1 guessed right away what
had happened, and Mr. Pierrepont and |
hurried to town to rectify the blunder.”

Of course, this explanation resulted in
the immediate release of George Stilling,
and he was able to get to Madge’s home
in time to enjoy a good Christmas dinner.

“ And those candies are still undelivered
to the orphan asylum,” remarked Madge,
after the meal was over. “Even though
they are too late for the Christmas - tree,
somebody ought to take them to those poor
little kids.”

“Let George do it.” chuckled Madge’s
father.

“1’ll be hanged if |
George firmly.

will,” declared
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FLOWX IX THE NIGHT.

was gone! The dinosaur had van-
ished! The huge skeleton, isixty-five
feet long, whose ugly head, if upreared,
would have touched the ceiling, twenty feet
from the floor, had stepped from its stand
in the night and coolly walked off.

At least,/that was the only explanation
which occurred to Raymond Mills that
morning, as he threw open the door of the
prehistoric room in the Parker Museum

IT

/

and saw a great vacant' space where the
monster had stood the evening before.

The door had been locked, and Mills,
whose special duty it was to take care of
the invaluable relics in this department,
found the lock in the same condition as he
had left it when he secured everything for
the night. There were no marks to sug-
gest that it had been tampered with in any
way.

“Professor!” called out the young man,
in terror-stricken tones.

“What's the matter, Mr. Mills?”
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Prof. Philetus Noyes, curator of the
museum—a spare man, of about fifty, iron-
gray, spectacled, of studious mien, and
with a deep, solemn voice—asked this be-
fore he reached the open doorway. Then
he uttered a gasp, and as his knees shook
under him, he clung convulsively to his
assistant, and faltered:

“This is impossible!”

“It seems so, professor, but—seeing is
believing. The dinosaur is not here.”

“It was here last night.”

“Yes; | left it all safe when | locked
up.”

“You are quite sure of that.-"™

“Quite. Why, | remember, you were
here when | closed the door.”

“So | was. So | was,” admitted the
professor blankly. “We looked at the

dinosaur together. | noticed that the ce-
ment at the back of one of its hind feet,

where it had been restored, was a little
cracked, and | said | must have it at-
tended to. Yes, yes; of course it was
here.”

He leaned against the door-post, with
one hand covering his eyes, and groaned.
Professor Noyes was at the point of col-
lapse.

Raymond Mills went to the platform,
raised a few inches above the floor and
covered with a dark-red cloth, on which
the gigantic creature had stood. He ex-
amined the holes where the iron supports
had been uprooted. The brass railing that
had surrounded it had been torn away and
thrown carelessly into a corner.

“They even took the heavy iron work
that held him in place,” remarked Mills.

“Did they?” said the professor wearily.

He was so dazed by the calamity that
his mind could not grasp details as yet.
He was trying to determine how he was to
face the board of directors, and particu-
larly what he should say to Orton Par-
ker—also, what Orton Tarker would be
likely to say to him.

Mr. Parker was the multimillionaire
steel magnate who had endowed the mu-
seum which bore his name, and presented
it to the city of Millburytown. He was
very proud of the museum and took the
keenest personal interest in its affairs, al-
though he left the immediate management
to a board of directors and to Prof. Phile-
tus Noyes, whose fame as a paleontologist
was world-wide.

The dinosaur was Orton Parker’s special

pet. About a year before, he had heard
that Mesozoic relics had been unearthed in
Wyoming, and had sent Professor Noyes,
together with Raymond Mills, to investi-
gate. After some months of hard work in
the desert, they had come across the hones
of an enormous creature which the pro-
fessor pronounced to belong to the order of
Dinosaurus brontosaurus, of the Jurassic
age. This dinosaur had doubtless lived
and enjoyed himself in his own way several
millions of vears ago.

Orton Parker was delighted. He paid
cheerfully the thousands of dollars it cost
to have the bones taken from the sand-
stone in which they were embedded and
conveyed half across the country to Mill-
burytown.

Professor Noyes, with Raymond Mills’s
assistance, put the skeleton together and
mounted it, and when at last it stood in the
Parker Museum, in what the professor de-
clared was a lifelike attitude, its long neck
stretched one way, and its twenty-foot tail
the other, not only Mr. Parker, but all
Millburytown, felt that the presence of the
antediluvian stranger shed a luster upon
the city such as it never had enjoyed be-
fore.

The great dinosaur became a lion of the
scientific world, and learned men from
many cities of Europe, as well as from all
over the continent of America, had jour-
neyed to Millburytown to see it before this
unlucky morning when Professor Noyes
leaned against the door-post, endeavoring
to comprehend the full import of this hor-
rible and inexplicable misfortune.

“There are strong iron bars to all the
windows, and they haven’t been disturbed,
so it couldn't have been taken out that
way,” observed Raymond Mills in deep re-
flection.

“Wasn’t the watchman on duty in the
halls?” suddenly asked the professor.

“That’s so—Dan O'Keefe, the special
officer. He ought to know something about
this matter."

Mills began to feel a little hopeful.

But honest Dan could tell them nothing
except that he was sure no one but himself
had been inside the building all night. As
for such a thing as the “big skilinton”
being taken while he was in charge—well,
he’d like to see the man that could do it,
that was all.

“| wint on juty at a quarter av noine
o'clock,” he said, “an—”
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“Quarter to nine?” interrupted Ray-
mond. “Your hours are from seven to
seven.”

“Yis, sorr. But ye see th’ professor he
guv me th’ concission to come at noine fer
this wanst, on account av me darter bein’
married, an’ me tellin’ him Oi’d shtav till
after noine this mornin’.”

“That’s true,” confirmed the professor.
“And | remained in my office until nearly
half-past eight, so that the building should
not be left alone too long. My door at the
end of the main hall was open all the time,
and no one could have gone up or down
the stairs without my seeing him.”

“All the attendants had gone home, |
know, and the cleaners had swept out be-
fore | locked this door at six o’clock. Bag-
lin, the janitor, went with them, so that
there was no one in the place but us two
from that time until O’Keefe came at a
quarter to nine.”

“It seems so.
awful mystery.”

The professor did not wring his hands—
because people dont usually do that sort
of thing in these days—but he walked up
and down by the side of the empty red-
covered platform, his face the picture of
utter despair. Raymond had got over the
first shock, and his fighting blood was up.

“The first thing is to search the museum
from top to bottom,” he said, decidedly.
Then, with an inquiring look at the pro-

The whole affair is an

fessor: “ There’s no use keeping Dan here,
is there?”
“No. Let him go home to bed. He’s

told all he knows.”

“1 hope yez don't t'ink Oi’m t* blame fer
this here muss,” said Dan.

“We don't blame any one yet,” an-
swered Raymond. “You won’t be late to-
night, will you?”

“Indade Oi wont. Oi’ll come at six or
sooner,” was Dan’s promise, as he went
down-stairs.

As soon as O’Keefe had gone, Mills and
the professor began a careful examination.
They went into every room on the three
floors, including Professor Noyes’s private
office, the large general office, where the
umbrellas and canes were checked, and the
big laboratory, in a wing of the main edi-
fice, where animals and birds were
“mounted,” fossil bones articulated and
“restored,” and the many other operations
performed which the casual visitor to a
museum seldom thinks about.

All was as usual, save in the room on
the top floor whence the dinosaur had dis-
appeared, carrying his half-ton or so of
iron garniture with him.

On the professor would fall the cheer-
ful task of explaining, if he could, to' Or-
ton Parker, how a dinosaur’ skeleton,
weighing five hundred pounds, the bones
clamped together and to the floor with a
ton of iron, had silently disappeared from
a locked room, with iron-barred windows,
descended two flights of stairs and escaped
from a closely-guarded building, under the
very noses of three or four people.

This vrould be hard on the professor, no
doubt, but, on the other hand, Raymond
Mills had particular and personal reasons
for desiring to stand well with Orton Par-
ker, and had hoped that his careful work
in the museum was causing him to rise in
the millionaire’s favor. Now, here was this
awful thing—surely the work of some vin-
dictive demon, since it seemed impossible
to lay it to mere human agency.

Raymond had been in immediate charge
of the dinosaur, and, of course, would be
blamed for its loss actually, although tech-
nically, Professor Noyes was responsible.

“1’m done for,” muttered the young man.
“Unless | can find that big, ugly brute, and
bring it back undamaged, | may as well
give up—Hallo!” he exclaimed as he ran
to the top of the stairs, and stood, listening.
“There’s some one coming in at the side
door below.”

“It’s only Keeling or Dodson, or Miss.
Minturn,” said the professor uninterestedly.-
“It’s just about their time.”

The three persons named were the clerks
and stenographer who made up the office
force of the Parker Museum, and who were
supposed to report for duty at half-past
nine.

“They're making more noise than usual,”
commented Raymond.

“Want me to know they are here on
time,” returned Professor Noyes, with a
shrug of the shoulders. “But never mind
about them. Come down to my office and
let’s try to think what to do. | can’t imag-
ine that the dinosaur is far away, and .we
must get it back before Mr. Parker finds out
that it is gone.”

Professor Noyes stood in wholesome awe
of the big magnate, who was accustomed to
rule everybody in his employ, from general
manager to errand boy, with a strong and
rather rough hand.
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It was at this moment tliat a stentorian
voice from below roared: * Professor
Noyes! Professor! Where are you?”

The professor, who had gone down a few
stairs, clutched the banisters and looked
at Raymond Mills With a gray-white face.

“I1t’s Mr. Parker! ” he groaned. “What
brings him here at this time in the morn-

ing?”
“Professor!  Mills! Raymond! Mr.
Noyes! Where is everybody?” bellowed

the angry voice, which was indubitably that
of Orton Parker.

They could hear him stamping along the
marble-floored hallway, and then his foot-
falls sounded heavily on the stairs.

“ Better not let him come up yet,” whis-
pered Raymond. *“Let’s go down and head
him off.”

But Orton Parker was not to be headed
off. He was not that kind of man. If he
had been, probably he would not have pos-
sessed a hundred million dollars and been
at the head of the great steel manufacturing
plant, with its thousands of employees,
which was the backbone of Millburytown
prosperity.

He came steadily on, puffing and growl-
ing all the way, until his red face, snap-
ping blue eyes and white beard showed
around the corner from the second-story
landing, then he began to mount the flight
of stairs at the head of which stood Pro-
fessor Noyes and Raymond Mills.

“What's broken loose here?” shouted
Mr. Parker, as he caught sight of them.

“ Broken loose?”

The professor’s tone was apologetic, and
involuntarily his glance turned toward the
open doorway of the prehistoric room.

“1 mean, what’s the matter?” went on
Orton Parker. “1 got a telephone message
an hour ago to hurry down to the museum,
and | should hear something that would
surprise me. | asked whether it would be
a pleasant surprise, and the answer was
INo.” Then | heard a chuckle, and the
party rang off.”

“Who was it?” queried Raymond.

“How do I know?” was the testy re-
joinder. *“It was a man’s voice, and it
didn’t sound like one 1’d ever heard before.
Still, you can’t always tell over the phone,
and— "

Orton Parker had been laboring up the
stairs as he talked. Now, as he reached
the top, he was opposite the open door of
the prehistoric room.

One glance told him that the dinosaur
was not there. Raymond and the professor
instinctively drew back to let the excited
steel king rush in and jump madly upon the
platform where his gigantic pet should have
been.

For a few seconds Orton Parker was
speechless with astonishment and rage.
Then he turned slowly to the two museum
officials with a vacant expression, and,- in
low, trembling tones, like those of a man
speaking in his sleep, asked:

“Where is it?

“l—er—don't exactly know,” answered
the professor.

This seemed to bring the magnate back
to himself, for it was in a fierce voice that
he rejoined:

“Dont know? Do you mean to tell me
that you've allowed it to be removed from
this room and can’t tell me where it is?
Why, this is unbelievable. Is it in the lab-
oratory ?”

“NO.”

“But—confound it! It must be some-
where in the building. What sort of child’s
play is this?” he howled. *“Do you sup-
pose | will stand anything of this kind?
Surprise, eh? Well, 1 won’t be the only
person surprised if you don’t show me that
dinosaur in five minutes. Mills, you are in

charge of it. You must-know where it is.
You've got to know. Go on. Show me the
place. Show me!”

Raymond Mills, hardly knowing what he
was doing, went down the stairs, with the
millionaire at his heels.

CHAPTER II.
FOUR LETTERS.

D ifficult, indeed, was it for Raymond
to convince Orton Parker that the dinosaur
had actually gone from the museum. The
hard-headed steel manufacturer, accus-
tomed to dea? with solid facts and clear
business propositions, declared that -he
couldn’t and wouldn't accept such a pre-
posterous story.

“Why,” he snorted disdainfully, *“you
might as well tell me that two and two don’t
make four.”

As Mr. Parker had rather more respect
for the multiplication table than for the
Decalogue, this would have been unanswer-
able but for the empty platform up-stairs.

Even that evidence puzzled, rather than
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convinced, him. The dinosaur was of un-
wieldy length and height, and, with its pon-
derous iron framework, weighed not less
than a ton and a half. To put it in place in
the exhibition room had occupied two men,
under the supervision of Professor Noyes,
more than a month.

Yet Orton Parker was asked to believe
that the huge mass of bones and iron, which
could not be pried loose without sledge-
hammers and crowbars, had been carried
away, secretly and noiselessly, in one night.

“It doesnt seem to be here, but’s got to
be found,” he said at last, after going care-
fully over the whole building and satisfying
himself that not even a fragment of the
dinosaur was to be seen. “It's up to you,
professor. You are responsible for the safety
of the collection, and it is to you that the
board of directors will look for the restora-
tion of this specimen.”

Professor Noyes bowed his head in si-
lence, but Raymond Mills broke in, impetu-
ously":

“Mr. Parker, it isn’t fair to blame the
professor. He depended on me to take care
of the prehistoric room. The head of a big
institution like the Parker Museum can’t
watch every detail. | lost the dinosaur, and
I’'m going to find it.”

The steel magnate scowled. He wasnt
used to being corrected by any one.

“Oh, you are?” he grunted, “Well,
hurry up and find it, before I go to the
police. In the meantime, let me tell you
that I’'m the best judge of whom to blame in
this matter. When | need your advice Il
ask for it. Professor, 1l call a meeting of
the board of directors to-morrow afternoon
if you don’t get the dinosaur back to-day.”

Orton Parker stalked out by a side exit
just as the big doors of the main entrance
were thrown open for the admission of the
public. It was ten o’clock.

' Raymond Mills had shut and locked up
the room in which the dinosaur should have
been, fastening to the door one of those terse
announcements common in all museums,
and which alwavs provoke resentment —
“ Closed.”

He was familiar with the psychology of
museum visitors, and he knew that if the
strange loss w'ere to become generally
known, the people would want to crowd into
this room all at once. The empty platform
would have more interest for them than all
the rest of the costly contents of the museum
put together.

It was nearly noon, as Raymond Mills,
after going about the city for twO hours, in
the vain hope of hearing something which
would give him a clue, sat, dispirited, in
his office, adjoining the professor’, and
tried to lay out a plan of action.

He had questioned every one about the
building, from Baglin, the janitor, to
Thompson, the taxidermist and chemist in
the laboratory, but no one could help him
in the least. Baglin slept ouside, and
Thompson, with his two assistants, had left
the laboratory at half-past five the previous
evening, without looking into the museum
proper at all.

“It’s a nightmare. That’s w'hat it is,”
decided Raymond. “But I’ve got to shake
it off. | wish the professor would wake up.
He seems to be actually paralyzed.”

The young man glanced through the half-
open doorway, just in time to see Professor
Noyes get up from his chair with a jerk,
and bow to a richly-dressed young lady
who had swept in from the general office.

Raymond instinctively felt his necktie and
collar, smoothed his hair with his hand and
glanced down at his shoes to make sure they
were presentable. He was twenty-seven,
and the young lady was remarkably pretty.
Moreover, she was not a stranger to him.

“Miss Parker,” murmured the professor,
as he placed her a chair.

“l won’t sit down,
thank you.
may.”

Raymond Mills was in the professor’s
room like a flash, and as the girl offered him
her perfectly gloved hand and smiled into
his face, his heart gave a great throb and a
weight seemed to be lifted from it.

For Alice Parker, daughter of Orton
Parker, “liked ” Raymond, and the personal
and particular reasons the young man had
for desiring to stand well with Orton Parker
were connected with this very handsome and
dashing young woman.

He had half-feared that when she heard
her father’s version of the loss of the dino-
saur, she would regard him as untrust-
worthy and, in his own words, “no good.”
But evidently she still believed in him.

She and Raymond were not lovers, but
they had been tending that way, and the
young man had secretly resolved to make an
avowal very soon, and, if her response war-
ranted it, go to her father and tell him all
about it.

“He may knock me down with a chunk

Professor Noyes,
I want to see Mr. Mills, if |
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of pig-iron,” had been Raymond’ reflec-
tion. “But I'll make him listen first.”

Now this trouble over the dinosaur seemed
likely to destroy even the slight chance he
might have had with the choleric million-
aire.

“ My father has told me about the dini—
dino—what’s it's name," said Alice, when
Raymond had led her into his own office
and persuaded her to sit down. *“1 tele-
phoned him at the steel mill to ask what
was the matter at the museum. He said the
—you know—was stolen, and that it was
vour fault.”

“Yes?”

“His voice sounded dreadfully angry.”

“He if. angry,” observed Raymond, feel-
ingly. “But howr did you know there was
anything wrong here ?”

“1 was with him when a telephone mes-
sage came, early this morning, saying there
was a surprise for him at the museum. He
ordered his motor-car at once, and said he
would come here first, and then go to his
office at the mill. | came here now to see
whether | could not be of some assistance to
you.”

“You are of assistance to me. Your pres-
ence puts life and resolve into my being.
To think that you would take all this troub-
le on my account. Why, I—"

“Yes, yes, | know. Men always think
they must talk that way to girls,” inter-
rupted Miss Parker. “But listen to me.
This is business.”

Standing there, by the large window, sil-
houetted in the golden sunshine, Alice Par-
ker looked to Raymond more like a fairy—
the gossamer incarnation of midsummer—
than a sober young woman, prepared to talk
about business. Her light, fluffy frock, her
loosely-clustered dark hair, her flower-be-
decked hat, and her slim, youthful figure,
were all the antithesis of anything so sordid
and prosaic as business, and, since Ray-
mond Mills was in love with her, naturally
every attractive feature was intensified to
him again and again.

“What is the business?”
chanically, at last.

“Just this,” came in clear and decided,
but low, accents, “1 think | can tell you
how to find this—this— ”

“Dinosaur? ” he almost shrieked.
Lord!
why— "

“Yes, | know. But listen to me.
shut that door first.”

he asked me-

“Good
Miss Parker, if you can do that,
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Raymond rushed to close the door com-
municating with Professor Noyes’s room,
and came back to her eagerly.

“Go on, please!” he urged.

“ That—er—skeleton has
away, | suppose?.”

“Yes, yes, of course.
about that.”

“It’s that enormous sprawling creature
that used to live around swamps fotlr or
five million years ago—the one my father
had brought from Wyoming in the spring ?”

“ Yes, that’s the one. You've been here
to see it several times,” answered Raymond,
in an agony of impatience.

“1 wanted to be certain it was that great
big bumpy skeleton,” she continued with
maddening deliberation.  “ Because, if it
were not, there would be nothing in what |
am going to say.”

“What are you going to say?”

He was struggling desperately to be calm.

Miss Parker did not want to cause Ray-
mond Mills pain. In fact, she had taken
considerable trouble and risked her mother’s
disapproval by coming to the museum this
morning while out ostensibly on a shopping
expedition. But she could not deny herself
the pleasure of enhancing the value of her
‘information by holding it back for a few
moments.

Besides, she liked to see Raymond frown
as he did now. She thought him particular-
ly handsome when his temper was ready to
give way with a bang. She had confessed
that to herself more than once. Alice Parker
had no other confidant so far as this favored
young man was concerned.

“Won't you tell me what it is that will
help me to find the dinosaur?” he pleaded.
“ It means so much to me.”

“Yes, of course it does,” she answered.
“You’ll forgive me, though, won’t you?”

“More delay,” thought Raymond.

But when she asked him so prettily to
forgive her, what could he do but tell her
he had nothing to forgive? All he had to
say was that he was deeply grateful to her
for coming.

“Yes, but I must tell you why | came.
This morning, early, when it was just get-
ting light, I could not sleep, for some reason
or other, and | went and sat by my window',
looking at the red streaks in the sky slowly
becoming wider and mingling with the yel-
low, and thinking what a pity it was that
I did not always see the sun rise in
summer,

been taken

There’s no mistake
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“Ye5, and then—?”

“l1 heard a great rumbling down the
avenue, as if some very heavy wagons were
coming.”

“Yes, yes?”

“You know, we live on what used to be
the old pike to Windsor City, and although
we call it South View Avenue now, there is
still a great deal of traffic there, even all
night.”

“Yes?”

“| sat there watching, as it gradually
grew lighter. Then all at once, | saw, under
the trees that arch the avenue, what looked
like a house being moved along the road,
it was so big. But | soon made it out to
be one of those very long trucks they carry
scenery on. You've seen them, haven't
you?”

Raymond nodded, and she continued:

“There were four horses, and on the
truck was something very high and lumpy,
and about as long as the main hall of this
museum—at least, it seemed so to me. It
was covered with an immense canvas, fas-
tened down at the sides and ends. | had
not heard then about the—"

“ Of course it was the dinosaur!” fairly
shouted Raymond, as he jumped from his
chair and paced up and down the office.
“It was a scene-truck, and going toward
Windsor City? | wonder—”

“It was painted red, and | made out,
on the narrow side of the flat wooden bot-
tom, just above the wheels, in black paint,
the letters ‘1. A. M. S.””

““l1. A, M. S.” did you say?
that’s a coincidence. Look at this.”

He took from his desk a small pad of
paper passes, such as are carried by theatri-
cal and circus managers, and showed that
they also bore the letters “1. A. M. S.”, and
further, that the initials stood for “ Impe-
rial Amalgamated Marvin Shows.”

“1 found this pad this morning in the
room where the dinosaur stood up to last
night. It was under the brass railing which
had been torn away from the platform,”
said Raymond. “Let me see,” he went on,
looking at his watch. “Waindsor City is
about forty miles from Millburytown.”

Well,

CHAPTER IIl.
IN THE DARK TENT.

W hen Raymond Mills dropped off the
train in Windsor City, at three o’clock that

afternoon, the “ Imperial Amalgamated
Marvin Shows” were in,the midst of their
matinee entertainment.

Raymond saw the wide-flung spread of
white canvas, which, with its many flutter-
ing flags, showed up bravely in the sun-
shine, while the bray of the brass band
in the main tent, or “big top,” where the
circus performance was going on, told him,
in fitful gusts, that horses were racing
around the ring, with men and women
turning somersaults, vaulting over banners,
or leaping through hoops, from their backs.

The Collins Hotel,-toward which Mills
made his way, was only a block from the
railroad station, while the circus lot lay
a quarter of a mile to the left, near the
track. Nearly half the population of Wind-
sor City was at the circus, and the other
half, now at work, intended to go at night.

The two coal mines and the steel works,
which employed most of the available labor
of the district, were short-handed, as they
always were when there was a circus in town.

“1 see you’re from Millburytown,” re-
marked John Collins, the lean, grizzled
landlord of the Collins Hotel, as he swung
the big book around to look at the page
on which the young man had registered.
“Did the Marvin Circus show there? ”

“NO.”

“ It must have come right through from
Braysville, then. Joe Marvin was in Mill-
burvtown yesterday. Said he was around
town most of the day. Well, he has some
good men working for him, an’ he don't
have to stay with the show every minute.
Know Marvin. Mr. Mills?”

“1've heard of him.”

“Smart man! Knows all about the cir-
cus business and a lot of things besides.
He’s got a museum tent—with mummies an’
fossils an’ stuffed critters in it—that beats
anythins | ever seen. You ought to see it.”

“1 will,” answered Raymond briefly.

“You want a room, | s’pose?”

“Yes. 17 like to go to it now.”

“Ah, yes; to wash up. A feller does get
I'rimv in the cars, even cornin’ from Mill-
burytown. I'll put you in number seven.
The boy'll show yer an’ carry yer grip. It’s
on the second floor, right across from Mr.
Marvin's. He always sleeps an’ eats with
me when he comes to Windsor City. He
says it feels good to get into a real bed once
in a while, instead o’ bein’ cooped up in
a bunk in his private car, an’ he never eats
in the cook-tent if he can get out of it.”
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Once in his bedroom, Raymond Mills
set himself to think out a definite plan.

That the dinosaur had been stolen from
the Parker Museum by Marvin and some-'
of his employees he did not doubt. There
was a perfect chain of evidence: The pad
of passes which no one but the manager
would be likely to carry, and which Mar-
vin must have dropped by accident in the
museum; his admission to Collins, the hotel
landlord, that he spent most of yesterday in
Millburytown, and, finally, the actual car-
rying away of the skeleton on an “1. A. M.
S.” truck, as seen by Miss Parker from her
window. What more proof could he re-
quire?

The four horses could have had no troub-
le in covering the forty miles from Mill-
burytown to Windsor City long before this
time, and unquestionably the big scene-
truck was in the circus lot at that very
moment.

Raymond had Hastily packed a suit-case
and taken a train to Windsor City after
hearing Alice Parker's story, but without
any clear idea of what he would do except
that he meant to get back the dinosaur.

“Poor Professor Noyes!” he said, half
aloud. “He certainly is down in the mouth.
Well, no wonder; | am, too. Or | was till
that dear little girl gave me this lucky tip.

'One thing is sure, 1’'m going to make Mr.

Marvin tell me how he managed to get that
sixty-five foot skeleton out of the museum
without taking it to pieces—eithci the mu-
seum or the skeleton.”

He strolled to the window and looked out
on the large open space known as Market
Square, as he continued his musing:

“Even when they got it down the two
flights—which until now | should have said
was an impossibility—how did they nego-
tiate the corner at the foot of the staircase,
S0 as to get to the side door? They couldn’t
have gone out by the main entrance, facing
the stairs, for the door was chained and
bolted inside, as well as locked. Besides,
we found'marks of muddy boots at the side
door, but none near the front.”

Mills bent forward suddenly to look with
more intentness through the window.

“Hallo! There’s a prosperous-looking
man. By Jove! | remember seeing him in
the museum yesterday.”

A tall, broad-shouldered, black-mus-
tached individual, of about forty-five, who
wore a large diamond in his necktie and
another on each hand, and who was crown-
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ed with a high hat so shiny that it looked
as if it had been greased, was strutting
across the square as if he owned the town.

“That's Marvin, for a hundred dollars.
I'm glad I've seen him, but I don’t want
him to notice me just yet.”

Raymond Mills was right in his conjec-
ture. It was Joseph Marvin, owner of the
“l. A. M, S.”, who was coming to the hotel
to lounge about till sypper-time. There
was a half-smile on his rather flabby face,
but whether that was his regular expression,
or one called forth by his success in stealing
the dinosaur, Raymond did not know.

Supper was served at six o’clock, and, as
the large, low-ceiled, shadowy dining-room
was full, on account of so many people com-
ing into town for the circus, Mr. Marvin
did not seem even to see Raymond, although
the latter studied the manager closely
throughout the meal.

The evening performance in the main
tent would not begin until eight o’clock,
but Raymond found plenty going on in the
sideshows when he arrived at the circus
lot before seven. All the old-time attrac-
tions were there—the fat lady, the Circas-
sian beauty, the giant, the dwarfs, the dog-
faced boy, the three-legged girl, and so on.

Then there was the lovely snake-charmer,
with her repulsive pets around her neck,
and the man with the iron skull, who sub-
mitted smilingly to the breaking of paving-
stones on his head with a sledge-hammer.
In addition, there was a moving picture
show, a sleight-of-hand performer, who was
also a juggler, and lemonade and peanut
stands.

In front of nearly all of these places was
a loud-voiced “ barker,” vociferously call-
ing to the people to “step inside,” and
promising them all kinds of entertainment.

What attracted Raymond particularly
was a suave gentleman who was introduc-
ing two powerfully-built, half-naked Jap-
anese wrestlers and sword-swallowers to
“the intelligent and discriminating Amer-
ican public,” as he put it. The wrestlers
were not very tall, but their broad shoul-
ders, muscular limbs and square jaws sug-
gested enormous strength and activity.

As an inducement to the people to pay
ten cents apiece to enter the tent, the two
athletes gave a brief free exhibition on the
outside platform. As they pulled and
hauled each other about, their muscles could
be seen gliding about under the brown skin
like loose ropes, tightening with a snap
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at intervals when the men fell into a
“lock ” and put forth all their mighty
strength in a supreme effort.

“ As strong as bulls and active as cats,"”
was Raymond's verdict as he moved away.

It is not to be supposed that Mills was
sauntering about, staring at the front of
sideshows, merely for the fun of it. He
was looking for the museum tent, and also
for the big scene-truck, with the dinosaur
upon it. So far, he had not come across
either of them, although he believed he had
made a complete circuit of the grounds.

He had gained an inside view of the “ big
top,” where men, women and children were
pouring in, after a more or less tempestuous
visit to the red-and-gold ticket wagon; had
paid his way into the menagerie, where the
cages of wild animals were neatly ranged
in a circle, so that he could see at a glance
there was no dinosaur there; had gazed at
the gorgeous band-caravan and three other
ordinary-sized wagons, all bearing the
cabalistic letters, “1. A. M. S.”, and had
inspected the rows of horses, in care of half
a dozen hostlers, waiting to go into the
ring at the cue, or to haul the animal cages
to the railroad as soon as the circus per-
formance should begin.

Then he saw something that he won-
dered he had not noticed before.

“What's that tent over there in the
dark ?” he asked one of the hostlers.

“The cook tent,” was the short reply.

“What made him lie?” muttered Ray-
mond.

The cook tent, where the clattering of
tin cups and plates mingled with the gruff
voices of canvasmen taking it down, was
at Raymond’s left, but the silent and
dark tent about which he had asked the
surly horse-tender, and which he was con-
vinced was the museum tent Collins had
told him about, was on his right, some little
distance away.

“1’'m going to look at that tent as soon
as the show begins;” he decided.

He had not long to wait. Circus patron*
demand promptitude, and at exactly eight
o’clock the “grand entry ” took place, with
much blaring of brass, thumping of drums
and crashing of cymbals, Simultaneously
the side-show tents began to come down,
and as the walls of the menagerie were re-
moved, horses were backed up to them to
take them to the railroad siding, where the
flat trucks, baggage-cars and “sleepers”
belonging to the *“Imperial Amalgamated

Marvin Shows” were ready to start as soon
as the circus performance should be over
and the paraphernalia of the “big top”
loaded on.

All the roustabouts were busy, and Ray-
mond saw that no one was watching the
dark tent where he believed the dinosaur
was hidden. Swiftly he glided over and
listened. No sound came from within,
and in the black darkness he began to grope
along the canvas for some way of entering.

He began to think of taking a chance and
striking a match, when suddenly he came to
a place where a large flap of cloth almost
filled an opening in the canvas wall not
more than three feet wide. The flap was
tightly fastened by ropes, but Raymond
was not to be beaten by a few cords, and
being a well-built young fellow, in fair
athletic training, he forced his way in by
main strength.

The first tiling he observed when he got
inside was a lighted lantern hanging to
the center-pole. Then, by its dim rays, he
made out a mountainous shape, which he
hastily estimated to be about seventy feet
long, and the sight of which sent a thrill of
joyful excitement through him that made
his very fingers tingle.

The dinosaur!

Yes, it was something covered by an im-
mense cloth and resting on a long vehicle
such as Alice Parker had described—a
scene-truck.

“1’'m going to lift that cover somewhere
and make sure it is there," he muttered.

“Then Il get help and take care it doesn’t
*o out of Windsor Citv till I go with it
My!  This is luck!”

Stealthily he crept across the intervening
space, his eyes fixed on the outline of the
canvas-shrouded monster on the scene-truck.

“1 didn’t think it would be so easy,” he
said to himself.

He stretched out one hand to clutch a
corner of the canvas, when—two sinewy,
naked arms were flung around his neck, and
he was on his back on the muddy ground,
with an awful weight on his chest that
M-emed to be stopping not only his breath,
but his very heart-beats as well.

CHAPTER IV.
THEW AND SINEW.

Raymond M itts knew his assailant was
one of the Japanese wrestlers he had seen
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outside of the side-show even before a few
guttural words in a menacing tone were
breathed in his ear. The bare arms, the
wirv hair scratching his forehead, and the
enormous power which forced him back
helpless for the moment, could belong only
to that square-built man of Nippon whose
strength and agility lie had admired such a
short time before. The two wrestlers were

fused into one personality in Raymond’s
mind.
“You thief!”

Out of the confusion of fierce Japanese
expletives came these two English words
with a most insulting intonation. They
stung Raymond into superhuman strength,
and, grasping the shoulders of his foe, he
forced him to break his hold.

As Mills slipped away and gained his
feet, the brown man, with an oath in his
native tongue which outdid in virulence all
the others he had uttered, crouched for an
instant, arms outstretched and fingers bent
like the claws of an angry tiger, then hurled
himself forward bodily, as if he would crush
his enemy bv sheer weight.

Raymond Mills, American though he
was, had seen enough of Japanese wrestling
to know what to expect, and he kept his
own hands ready to repel the lightning
onslaught which came at last without warn-
ing. He met the rush in the approved
Yokohama style, with his hands pressed
against those of his antagonist.

Having braced his feet firmly on the soft
ground, he not only did not fall before the
attack, but, returning push for push, com-
pelled his oppopent to give way slightly.

At this point the latter seemed to abandon
all idea of wrestling in the comparatively
harmless manner of his own country, and,
ducking in a way that would have been
pronounced “ foul ” by any white referee, he
smashed his bullet head into Raymond’s
face, and again tried to get his arms around
the young man’s neck.

But Raymond was too wary. Eluding
the attempted embrace, he secured a Gneco-
Roman grip on the slippery Asiatic, and
almost succeeded in putting him down. The
Japanese managed to save himself, how-
ever, and, as he broke away, ran to the
opening in the tent wall and called out, in
a shrill tone, but not so loudly as to disturb
the performers or audience in the circus,
the names or nicknames of several of the
hostlers and canvasmen: “Billl Martin!
Tommy! Shorty! Gash! Murph!”

There was immediate response. Half a
dozen horse-tenders, tentmen, and side-show
employees came running toward them, just
in time to hurl themselves upon Raymond
as he came plunging out of the museum
tent, with the Japanese endeavoring to hold
him back.

“What's the trouble, Yaka? ” queried one
of the men, as he kept a watchful eye on
Raymond.

“He thiefl Came into museum tent. |
stop him stealing,” replied the Jap.

“Will you let me explain?” broke in
Raymond.
“Naw! Explain nothin’! 1 seen you
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sneakin’ about the lot all evenin’,” volun-
teered the surly hostler who had lied to
Raymond about the tent some time before.

The fellow thrust his face in grinning
derision so close to that of Mills as to give
him the full—and foul—benefit of his to-
bacco-laden breath, and, for his insolence,
was promptly knocked down with what
writers on pugilism call “a snappy left
hook.”

Raymond Mills was an impulsive gentle-
man, not inclined to weigh consequences
when he considered that he had been in-
sulted or imposed on. If he had been less
hot-blooded, he might have hesitated to
strike one of a gang of rough men who
would be sure to take the part of the floored
one, and most of whom, as he had observed,
were armed with stout clubs, about two feet
long, known as “ tent-pins ” or “toe-stakes.”

In the old, rough circus days, when the
battle-cry, “Hey, Rube!” accompanied
many a desperate fight between the show
attaches and the men of the town, the “ toe-
stake” played a murderous part, for it was
heavy enough to fracture a fairly hard skull
when heartily applied. General engagements
of that description seldom occur now, but
when there does happen to be a collision
between circus men and an outsider, the
former are pretty sure to fly to their familiar
weapon.

So it was that these canvasmen and
hostlers nearly all flourished “toe-stakes,”
and were only too eager to use them, even
though there was but one man opposed to a
dozen.

The hostler on the ground, as soon as he
could gather his scattered wits, reached for
the club which he had dropped when knocked
down, and getting up, aimed a vicious blow
at Raymond’s head. But it did not land.
Mills sprang aside, and at the same time
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wrenched the “ pin ” from the frenzied man’s
grasp.

“Down with him!” yelled some one, and
as the crowd advanced in a solid mass,
Raymond Mills felt the lust of battle rising
in his soul. He uttered a nervous laugh as
he swung his “tent-pin” around his head
and *“sailed in.”

The odds against him were practically
invincible, but he cared nothing for that.
All he wanted was a fight, and it must be
confessed that the circus men were quite
willing to let him have a good one.

There is a technique in the use of a club
as a weapon, and this covers defense as well
as attack. Indeed, the former is perhaps of
more importance than the latter, especially
where there are many against one.

The combatant cannot afford to rush in
at random, giving all his attention to knock-
ing the other fellow on the head. He must,
at the same time, protect his own skull.
Thus, a good swordsman, with a strong
guard, has an inestimable advantage in
such a contest.

Fortunately for Raymond Mills, he was
fairly skilful with the foils. He could
parry and thrust with lightning rapidity,
and it was rarely that his opponent’s button
ever touched him in the fencing academy he
frequented in Millburytown.

It is true, he had to strike instead of
lunge, now that he was battling with a club
instead of a foil, but all the other tactics of
the fence could be employed effectively, and
he was quick to appreciate that fact. So
well did he defend himself that, for a few
minutes, he did not receive a blow of any
consequence, although one glancing stroke
sent his straw hat spinning far away into
the darkness.

He might have been able to fight his way
out eventually—for he knew he must get
help before he could hope even to see the
dinosaur—had it not been for Yaka, The
wily Japanese had slipped into the tent
when he saw' Raymond place his back to it.
and just as it seemed as if the young man
were about to escape from the rain of blows
he was meeting so valiantly a knife slit the
canvas behind him and his hands were
pinned to his sides by the muscular arms of
the wrestler.

“Now!” croaked Yaka.
Hit him hard! ”

But the spirit of fair play which, in the
white man, a hard fight brings out as
quickly as anything, made the attacking

“1 hold him.

party stop when they saw their man was
helpless.

All except the surly hostler, who', in recog-
nition of his remarkably large mouth, was
generally called “ Gash.”

“What’s the matter with you dubs?” he
snarled.

Snatching the *“toe-stake ” from Ray-
mond, he was about to bring it down with a
crash upon the head of the powerless but
undaunted prisoner, when a girl’s voice rang
out loud and clear behind the excited circus
men:

“Stop!”

“Who's that?” growled “ Gash,” as he
looked around. Then he added: *“It’s
none of her durned business. Ain’t that
right, boys ?”

“Don't hit him! ” cried the girl, running
to get between the infuriated hostler and his
intended victim. “ It will be the worse for
you if you do.”

Raymond Mills looked gratefully toward
this unexpected friend, and, as the long
cloak she wore flew open, he saw that, un-
derneath the cloak, her dress consisted of
the short white gauzy skirts, pink tights,
and white slippers of a circus rider.

That was all he did see just then, for
“ Gash," afraid that he might be deprived
of his revenge on the man who had knocked
him down and made him ridiculous in the
eyes of his associates, dealt him a terrific
blow with the *“toe-stake,” and stretched
him senseless on the ground.

CHAPTER V.
A STRETCHING TRAIL.

“Where am 1?” were the first words
spoken by Raymond Mills when he came to
himself. Then he added, with a feeble
smile:  “ That sounds like the heroine of a
melodrama when she comes out of a faint
and finds herself in the power of the villain,
doesn't it, professor?”

Yes, the professor was there. He was
sitting by the side of the bed on which Ray-
mond lay, and which that bruised and sore
young man perceived, as he looked around,
was in the room on the second floor of the
Collins Hotel which his landlord had said
was a good room, and was right across from
that of Joe Marvin, proprietor of the “ 1. A.
M. S.”

As Raymond began to speak, the pro-
fessor bent over the bed with a startled but
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relieved expression on his face. Then he
smiled and, taking the hand that happened
to be nearest to him lying on the counter-
pane, he pressed two cool fingers upon the
hot wrist.

“ Going a little fast,” he murmured. “ But
that will come down. Mr. Mills, | can’t
tell you how pleased | am to see you are
better.”

Professor Noyes spoke in measured tones,
as he always did; but there was a quiver
in them that betrayed strong emotion, and
Raymond Mills, who knew him pretty
well, understood that.

“How long have | been lying here?” he
asked.

The professor looked at his watch and
calculated deliberately before he answered.

“ Six hours and seventeen minutes.”

“What? Have | been unconscious all
that time? It’s a wonder | ever came to
my senses at all.”

“You have been asleep.  Of course, that’s
unconsciousness in a way,- but not the kind
you mean. It was a question in my mind
whether you would wake up clear-headed,
but evidently you are quite yourself men-
tally, and there was no concussion, after
all.”

Raymond Mills moved impatiently, and
groaned as a sharp pain shot through his
shoulder and seemed to travel up the back
of his neck to the crown of his head.

“Ah!l  You must not stir too suddenly,”
the professor warned him. “Those contu-
sions will be painful for several days. You
see, the hammering you got at the circus was
rather severe, and if it hadn't been for that
young lady who interfered it might have
been worse.”

“| remember something about her. One
of the performers, wasn't she? Nice-look-
ing girl, 1 thought.”

“ A very beautiful young lady,” said the
professor so enthusiastically that Raymond
looked at him quickly. “ Somebody knocked
you down with a violent'blow on the head,
but she stopped any more of it, and just
then the manager, attracted by the disturb-
ance, came up and wanted to know what
it was all about.”

“You mean Marvin ?”

“Yes, that’s his name, as | learned after-
ward. He had you carried into the men’s
dressing-tent, and they brought you partly
to your senses. Circus people are used to
tumbling about and being knocked uncon-
scious, and they know how to deal with
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ordinary cases of that kind as well as a
regular surgeon.”

“ But—how do you come to be here?”
queried Raymond, who had been wanting to
put that question from the first.

“That’s told in a few words,” answered
the professor. “ After you had gone from
the museum yesterday, Mr. Parker came
back and talked so unpleasantly about the
loss of the dinosaur that | felt I had no
alternative but to accompany you in running
down the thief. Mr. Parker agreed with
me. He said he'd spend most of his time
at the museum in my absence, and, with
Keeling and Dodson to help him and the
well organized force of attendants we have,
he believed he could keep things straight.”

“Did he find out who telephoned him
that he would be surprised if he went to the
museum ?”

“Yes.”

Again Raymond started up in bed, and
for the second time he groaned as his bruised
shoulder twinged. He was so curious to
hear more, however, that he hardly minded
the pain.

“Who was the man? ”

“Mr. Blake, the big coal-mine owner
and coke man. He told some one at his
club—who repeated it to Mr. Parker—that
he was going home in his motor-car late
on the night the dinosaur was stolen. In
fact, it was two in the morning. He had
been playing cards at the club. As he
passed the museum grounds he noticed a
light twinkling among the trees. When he
turned the corner, so that he had a side
view of the building, he saw a door wide
open, a light inside, and a man standing at
the bottom of the staircase. Then the door
closed.”

“Didn’t he investigate ?”

“No. He said it was none of his busi-
ness. Between ourselves, Mr. Mills, it is
whispered that Mr. Blake drinks a great
deal, and perhaps he wasn*t in a fit state to
do anything.”

“Everybody knows about Adam Blake,”
said Raymond. *“ It must have been Mar-
vin’s men at work. | guess Blake was too
drunk at the time to realize that there might
be something crooked going on, but when he
woke up it occurred to him, and that was
when he telephoned.”

Professor Noyes nodded, and then ex-
plained that when the circus people partly
erevived Raymond in the dressing-tent, the
manager, Marvin, remembered to have seen
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him at the Collins Hotel, coming down the
stairs, and surmised that he had a room
there.

“Mademoiselle Lulu heard him say this,”
continued the professor, “and she ran all
the way to the hotel to tell Mr. Collins to
send a hack for you. | was in the office
when she came in, and introduced myself to
the young lady, whom | found most charm-

ing."

“Evidently,” was Raymond’s dry re-
sponse. “ Mademoiselle Lulu is her name,
then?”

“That’s her professional designation. Her
real name is Lucy Jessup, and her mother
—she hasn’t any father—teaches music in
Philadelphia. Miss Jessup sends half of
her salary home every week.”

“She seems to have been rather confi-
dential with you, professor,”

“Well, she rode back to the circus in the
hack with me, because she had to go into the
ring again, and we talked all the way.
After the performance, when you were asleep
here, she came to see how you were, and
stayed until it was time for her to get on
the train. The Marvin shows are. going
straight through .to Omaha. After that they
will be in Cheyenne for a day, and then
will travel through Wyoming, on their way
to the Northwest, working down the Pacific
coast to San Francisco.”

Professor Noyes related all this with much
glibness, suggesting that he had paid close
attention to everything the *“chafming”
voung lady had said, so that he was able to
give the route of Mr. Marvin's. “ Amalga-
mated Shows ” with absolute accuracy.

“I'm glad you found out all this,” said
Raymond thoughtfully, *“because we must
follow Marvin and the dinosaur until we
get back our property, if it leads us around
the world.”

“| agree with you,” declared the professor
emphatically.

“Yes. It will be a longer journey than
| expected, but that confounded Japanese is
to blame for it. Did you try to find out
what Mademoiselle Lulu knows about the
dinosaur? ”

“Yes, indirectly. | asked whether there
had been any new’ features added to the
Marvin shows lately, and she said Mr. Mar-
vin had something in the museum-tent that
no one knew anything about except himself,
Major Butler—who is the general director
and ring-master — and ‘Doc ’ Sloane, as
she called him, who lectures in the museum
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and looks after the Japanese wrestlers. All
she knew about the mysterious ! feature! was
that it was very large, and had been brought
to Windsor City on a wagon, carefully cov-
ered up.  She said everybody connected with
the .shows was forbidden to go near it.”

“That proves it is the dinosaur,” almost
shouted Raymond, half rising and suffering
another agonizing twinge. “And here |
am, flat on my back, while it is ruling
away to Omaha. Professor, | must get
up!”

He slowly dragged himself to a sitting
posture, but the deathly paleness of his face
and the fact that-, his teeth clenched so
tightly on his lower lip, as almost to draw
blood, testified to the awful pain the exer-
tion caused him; and when the professor
gently put an arm around him and told
him he must lie down again he yielded in
silence, convinced that—for the present, at
least—he could not follow the trail which
he had hoped would end in success when
he forced his way into the dark tent on the
Marvin circus lot.

“How long am | to lie here ?” he growled
disgustedly.

Professor Noyes regarded him with a re-
flective eye for more than a minute.

“Three days will be enough,” was his

verdict finally. “ This is Wednesday. We
will start for Wyoming on Saturday. You
will have about two days’ more rest on the
train, in a Pullman sleeping-car, and by the
time we catch the circus you ought to be as
well as ever.”
* Raymond did not enjoy the prospect of
being a prisoner in this cheerless bedroom
in the Collins Hotel for three days, but
there was nothing else for it, and, anyhow,,
the practical certainty of recovering the
dinosaur when they did reach the Marvin
shows in Wyoming, or wherever they might
be, was a consoling thought that would help
him to bear the miserable delay. ~How much
worse it would have been if he had not
known where the dinosaur was!

Then he ought to be glad that the blow
on the head with the “toe-stake” had not
caused concussion of the brain.  As the pro-
fessor had just told him, it had been an even
chance whether he would wake up delirious
or in his right mind. Yes, Raymond was
obliged to confess that he had considerable
to be thankful for.

“By the way, Mr. Mills,” said Pro-
fesspr Noyes suddenly, as, unwilling to leave
IjK"patient alone, he was about to lie down
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by Raymond’s side on the bed for an hour
or two of sleep, “1 forgot something.”

“Did you? What is it?” asked Ray-
mond drowsily.

“ A message for you from Miss Parker.”

“What? ” fairly yelled Raymond. “ From
Miss Parker? ”

He was wide awake in an instant, and he
didn’t,care how much his shoulder hurt as
he turned eagerly to look at the professor.

“Yes,” answered the professor in his
usual deliberate manner. “ She told me to
say—"

“Yes, yes! What did she say?J’

“Why, she said—she.told me to tell you
—that—that—"

“Oh, yes. Tell me, won't you?” plead-
ed Raymond piteously.

“ It wasn’t very much, only—"

“Yes?”

“Only that she would like to see you as
soon as you get back to Millburytown—"

“Yes? Did she? Wants to see me?
Me—me? Sure you’re not mistaken, pro-
fessor?” blurted out Raymond, hardly able
to articulate in his delight.

“With the dinosaur,” added the professor,
quietly finishing his sentence, without heed-
ing Raymond’s rhapsodies.

Raymond Mills’s jaw dropped in dismay.
He had not anticipated this ending to the
message. Then, as his teeth closed with a
snap, -he said, deep in his throat:

“ She’s right. 1’ve got to bring the dino-
saur with me.”

CHAPTER VI
RUN DOWN AT RAWLINS.

It took Raymond Mills longer to recover
from the effects of his battle with the circus
men than either he or Professor Noyes had
thought it would. He had taken desperately
hard knocks many, many times in the course
of the melee that he had not noticed at the
time, but which insisted on their toll in sore
tissues, aching joints, and stiffened muscles
long after the young man expected to have
forgotten them.

It was more than a week'later, therefore,
when Raymond Mills and Professor Noyes
found themselves rushing through Wyoming,
on the Union Pacific Railroad, to catch up
with the “Impei*ial Amalgamated Marvin
Shows.” The shows had already appeared
at Cheyenne and Medicine Bow, and .-“ere
booked to give an afternoon and eyesliSfe

performance at Rawlins, on the edge of. the
rough cow country, on this particular day.-.

“1’m glad we shall get into Rawlins early
in the day,” remarked Raymond as he
glanced out of the dressing-room window of
the Pullman at the rapidly shifting scenery.

“Yes, | hope we shall have proved our
claim to the dinosaur and have it in our
possession before the afternoon,” answered
the professor. “We shant have to employ
the police, shall we?”

“That depends on Marvin. He may try
to bluff it out. If he is foolish enough to
do that, we shall have to meet his bluff with
a detective or two, and perhaps a court hear-
ing. But | dont think Marvin will force
us to that. He’s too shrewd a man not to
know when he’s licked.”

A white - jacketed porter sauntered
through the car, chanting something unin-
telligible with evident enjoyment of his own
voice,

“Hurry up, professor,” urged Raymond.
“There’s the first call for breakfast. We
may as well have it on the train. Then we
can buckle right down to business as' soon
as we get off at Rawlins. | heard the por-
ter say we are an hour late, but we’ll be in
soon after nine, even at thaf.”

Raymond Mills’s prediction was correct,
for it was only five minutes past nine when
he and the professor, both fortified by a
good breakfast, stood on the platform at
Rawlins Station, grips in hand, and inhaled
the sweet, unsullied breath of the early day
that swept down from the Yellowstone
through the foothills of the Rockies.

The “I1. A. M. S.” train was on a siding
a few hundred yards away, and the process
of unloading, was going on with the satur-
nine celerity which characterizes all manual
labor done in connection with a circus.

“There’s the dinosaur!” cried Raymond
excitedly.

He was looking at three flat-cars, obvi-
ously part of the Marvin shows train, al-
though detached from it, which stood on a
separate spur of track. On the middle car
was the red scene-truck, with its enormous
canvas-covered burden overlapping the other
cars at either end.

“Where is it?” asked the professor.
“Do you mean under that big canvas over
there? Is that the red wagon Miss Parker
saw passing her home that morning?”

“Yes; and it’s the one that was in the
tent in Windsor City the night | bumped
into that fight. We’ll check our grips and
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then get over to it. You don’t mind a short
trot along the railroad track, do you?”

“1'd climb to the top of Pike’s Peak to
get back that dinosaur,” was Professor
Noyes’s emphatic reply.

Their suit-cases were soon safe in the
parcel-room, and they were coming out,
pocketing their checks, when a burly man,
in loud clothes and a high hat, with a black
mustache shadowing his red face, and more
and larger diamonds scattered about his
person than good taste prescribes for a gen-
tleman, came swaggering along the platform.

“Marvin,” whispered' Raymond.

“Yes, | know him,” was the professor’s
low response. Then, aloud: “ Good morn-
ing, Mr. Marvin.”

The circus proprietor glared at both of
them before he growled, truculently:

“What can | do for you?”

Raymond was inclined to answer, “ Give
us back the dinosaur you have stolen,” but
he said, instead: “ Professor Noyes and |
have come to see your performance this aft-
ernoon.”

“You've traveled a long way just for
that,” was the gruff rejoinder. “My show
has a strong attraction for you.”

Then, changing his manner from one of
surly disapproval to blustering rage, he bel-
lowed : “ Look here! 1’'m on to you two guys.
I had my suspicions when you”—pointing
a fat forefinger at Raymond— “ were caught
snooping about in my museum tent. Since
that 1’ve heard enough to know that you’re
just what | thought you.” -

“What do you suppose we are?” de-
manded Raymond, his fingers itching to
close up into a hard ball and slam against
the insolent showman's chin.

"“Who are you?” roared Marvin. “Why,N
you're spies from the Cooper & Jones show.
That’s what you are. It didn’t take me long
to find that out. You are trying to steal
ideas from the Marvin shows, because you
haven’t any of Vour own. That professor, .
as he calls himself, has all the ear-marks of
a third-class circus-man. You couldn't
mistake him for anything else. 1’1l bet he s
a played-out clown. That's what he looks
like, anyhow.”

The dignified Professor Noyes gasped.

“As for you,” went on Marvin to Ray- *

mond, “you got what was coming to you
that night in Windsor City. If it hadn’t
been for that girl Lulu, | guess you’d have
been done up for keeps.”

“All this is nothing at all,” broke in
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Raymond impatiently. Weve come to
Rawlins to see what you are hiding on that,
flat-car over there, and we’re going to do it.”

“Oh," you are, eh?” sneered Marvin.
“ It was kind of you to tell me, but I knew
that w-as your game as soon as | saw you.”

He broke off suddenly, for just then a
man, who had been hurrying down the rail-
road toward them without being observed
till now, stepped upon the platform, breath-
less. .

“Well ?” asked Marvin sharply.

“It’s all up, Mr. Marvin,” answered the
newcomer, who was none other than “ Doc”
Sloane, whom Raymond had last seen lec-
turing on the Japanese wrestlers' in Wind-
sor City. “We've lost him, I'm afraid.”

“We haven’t lost him, and we won't lose
him, Doc,” growled the manager. “We had
too much trouble to get him to let him go
now.”

W ithout another word Marvin jumped
from the platforni and, with Sloane just be-
hind, ran up the,track at a good round pace,
heavily built as he was.

“Did you hear that, professor?” ex-
claimed Raymond. “He confesses he had
trouble to get him, and he’s afraid he’s go-
ing to lose him. That means either that he
knows who we are—although he pretends to
believe we belong to a rival circus—or there
is some one else, getting the dinosaur away
from him. Hurry!”

Glancing over his shoulder to make sure
the professor was following, Raymond
dashed up the track after Marvin and
Sloane. All four reached the flat-cars to-
gether.

Marvin plunged in between two of them,
and immediately hoisted himself up to the
scene-truck, under the canvas.

Raymond Mills had already seized a cor-
ner of the canvas, intending to go in too,
when Sloane, on one side of him, and Yaka,
the Japanese wrestler'— who had suddenly
appeared from behind the cars—on the
other, dragged him roughly back.

“That’s private in there, sport,” said
“Doc” Sloane coolly. “When 'Mr. Marvin
wants you to go in, he’ll invite you."”

Yaka said nothing, but he kept his eye
on Raymond, as if ready to resume hostili-
ties at any moment. If the Japanese had
not been giving his exclusive attention to
Raymond he might have observed Professor
Noyes unostentatiously slipping around the
end of the cars, as if to see what there
might be on the other side.
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The professor” was only just out of sight
when Marvin, bouncing down from the

scene-truck, looked at “Doc” Sloane
blankly.

“You’'re right, Doc,” he grunted. “He’s
gone!”

“What do you mean by ‘gone '?” asked
Raymond.

“It’s none of your business, that | know
of,” was Marvin’s snappish rejoinder. “ But
I mean just what | sav. H " gone—
dead.”

“Dead ?” echoed Raymond. “Why, of
course he’s dead—been dead for about four
million years.”

Mr. Marvin advanced a step toward Ray-
mond, so that he could look him straight in
the face, as he inquired with sarcastic po-
liteness:

“Say, Mr. Cooper & Jones, are you
crazy, or only just pretending, in the hope
that you can get the best of me?”

“My name isn’t Cooper & Jones,” re-
plied Raymond. *“As for being crazy, it
seems to me that you are talking like a ma-
niac.”

“l1 call you Cooper & Jones.because
you’re from their show. But you’re fooled
now, for the thing you want to get at is
dead, and I'm going to have it boxed up
and sent East, to be got ready for my mu-
seum. Meanwhile, you’ll keep away from
my cars and tents, if you know’ what’s good
for yourself. Yaka, do you hear that?”

The Japanese inclined his head respect-

fully.
“And now, will you let me say some-
thing?” asked Raymond. “ Professor

Noyes and | are not attaches of the Cooper
& Jones or any other circus. We are repre-
sentatives of the Parker Museum, of Mill-
burytown, from which was stolen the speci-
men you have under that canvas.”

“Parker Museum, did you say?. | never
was in the place in my life.”

“You were there one day last week. |
have proof of it,” said Raymond.

For a few moments the circus proprietor
looked at him defiantly. Then, as if he re-
membered, or pretended to remember, he
broke out, defiantly:

“Well, if I was? What, then?”

“That was when you took away what you
are hiding on that car.”

“Bosh! | got that in Braysville. |1
hauled it by wagon to Windsor City, because
the rest of my show had gone ahead by
train.  Why. man, you're crazier than |
thought you were if you say | stole anything
from that museum. | don’t know what the
museum people have lost, but I can swear |
haven't got it.”

“What a magnificent bluffer he is,” was
Raymond’s unspoken thought, ere he said,
aloud: “If you are telling the truth, let me
see what’s on that scene-truck.”

“1’ll do nothing of the kind,” exploded

Marvin. “1 dont believe any of your yarn
about the Parker Museum. You are *a
Cooper & Jones man. So is the other fellow

with you—that professor—and— Why,
where is he? What’s become of that old—"”

The wrathful manager had suddenly
missed Professor Noyes, and he darted
around one end of the three flat-cars, while
Sloane bolted around the other.

Raymond Mills was a quick-witted
young man, and the chance was toq good
to throw over. As the two circus-men van-
ished, he dashed over to the middle flat-car
and, before the Japanese could get to him,
had draw-n himself up to the scene-truck,
inside the canvas covering.

At last he was in the actual presence of
the thing the circus manager had guarded
so vigilantly.

(To be continued.)

THE KEY TO THE PAST.

He wrote his memories with eager zest,
And said: “1 have them fast—may live again

Each joy if | but read!”

He read in vain;

The words were but ghirography, no more;
Rekindled naught to life. Then he forbore,

Left his dim chamber, put awmay despair,

And sought the open. Lo, through sunlit air
His happy past flew homing to his breast!

Grace H. Boutelle.



When He Tasted the Water

BY LILLIAN BENNET-THOMPSON.

Selling the Horse-Shoe Farm and What the Mare’s Stum-
ble in the Creek Had to Do with, the Profit Therein.

Y

the right pigeon-hole of the desk.
I've found it. Look here.”

Lawrence Barton pulled out a packet of
papers, selected a yellow, faded letter and
turned away from the desk. His e wife
rested one hand on his arm and looked over
his shoulder as he unfolded the sheet and
read aloud:

a m *nute> Nell: i've g=°t h
somewhere. | think 1 put it in
Yes,

My dear Lawrence:

This is to let you know that your Uncle
Neil passed away last week. He has left
you the Horseshoe Farm. If you want to
come down and see the property, Martha and
I will be glad to have you stay with us.

The farmhouse on the Horseshoe is small
but in good repair, and most of the furni-
ture is pretty fair, too. There is a barn with
two stalls, a Soft for hay and 'room for a
wagon. | was with Neil when he died; and
almost his last words were: *Tell Larry not
to sell the Horseshoe Farm; it will be a gold-
mine some day.”

Let me know whether you mean to come
on or not. Your affectionate uncle,

D avid Barton.

“That’s all,” said Lawrence, as he re-
folded the letter and put it back in its
place in the old-fashioned desk. “ And we
haven’t- found that gold-mine yet, Nell,
although we’ve been here four years.”

“1’'m not so sure that we haven’t found
it after all, deaf,” Nell replied, with a lit-
tle laugh. “We’ve found health—and hap-
piness, Lance; and those are worth two or
three mines.”

Lawrence smiled down upon her.

“Perhaps they are,” he said gently. “ And
yet, Nell, | can’t bear to see you working
so hard. Squire Jones has made me"a
pretty fair offer for the land, and | be-
lieve we’d better close with it and go some-
where where it will be a little easier for you
and where | can raise something besides
stumps and stones. Those are the only
crops we’ll ever get here.”
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He sighed a little as he turned away.

A little over four years before, Law-
rence Barton, then fresh from college and
law school, had; received the letter from
David Barton, telling him” of his Uncle
Neil’s bequest.

At that time young Barton was engaged
to a sweet and charming girl, Eleanor
Johns; but there appeared to be little pros-
pcct of their being able to marry for some
years to come.

A lawyer was not very much in demand
in the small country town in which they
lived. The Horseshoe Farm offered one
solution to the problem. The young man’s
father had owned a farm; and until he went
away to college, Lawrence had helped every
year with the plowing, planting, and har-
vesting. So he was not exactly a novice in
the field of agriculture.

If he made up his mind to go to the
Horseshoe Farm to livevand work the
land, he could get married at once; and
then, when he had made a little money, he
could return to the practise of law. Of
course, it meant that all his ambitions must
be indefinitely deferred; but he was young
and hopeful and very much in love.

When the matter was laid before Eleanor
Johns, she promptly elected to give the farm
a trial. And the upshot was that a quiet
wedding took place in the old stone church,
and Mr. and Mrs. Lawrence Barton went
to live in the quaint little farmhouse on
the Horseshoe. All this without even see-
ing the place.

Yet, after a single season, Barton was
reluctantly forced to admit that perhaps
they had been too hasty. The land was
anything but fertile; and he was obliged
to toil early and late to wring the barest
living from the unfriendly soil. There
was no thought now of saving money.

They were too poor to afford a servant,
and Nell was compelled to do all the house-
work herself. She did not mind it; in
fact, she really enjoyed it. But Barton felt
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that it was too much for her to do alone.
She had not been brought up to it; and he
chafed against the poverty that would not
permit him to give his wife the little luxu-
ries with which he wanted to surround her.

This was the situation when Squire Jones
made his offer to buy the farm. Law-
rence was for selling at once; but Nell de-
murred. Uncle Neil had said it would be
a gold-mine some day; and while-she did
not for a moment misunderstand his figura-
tive language, she felt that they might re-
gret it if they were in too much of a hurry.

“Don’t imagine that I'm Killing myself
ljith work, Lance,” she said. “I1’'m per-
fectly well and entirely comfortable; and
there’s a big question mark in my mind
whether we should be as well off if we went
away from here and you shut yourself up
in a stuffy office all day, after being so
much in the open air.

“It would be different if you had money
enough to afford to wait for clients to come
to you. But if your practise didn’t go well
from the start—and it probably wouldn’t
—you’d be worrying all the time. And that
would be far worse for you than a little
hard work is for either of us.”

Barton patted her shoulder.

“Well, well, dear, we must think it over
thoroughly,” he said. “ Suppose we go out
and look at the sunset. It’s going to be
pretty fine to-night.”

They went out on the little porch, now
bathed in the last golden rays of the sink-
ing sun.

The Horseshoe Farm lay in a little
valley, shut in by towering, pine-clad hills.
The land stretched to the base of Clover
Hill on the east and Pine Mountain on the
west. On the south and north it adjoined
respectively the farms of Squire Jones and
David Barton.

Running north from Squire Jones’s farm,
a narrow wagon road cut through the prop-
erty just in front of the house, skirted
David Barton’s farm on the north and dis-
appeared like a thin, yellow ribbon between
two broad, parallel ridges.

“1t’s so beautiful, Lance, | should hate
to leave it,” Nell said softly, as the western
sky changed from gold to crimson and then
flushed to rose.

“Yes; but we can’t eat the beauty of it,
unfortunately,” Barton replied, a trifle im-
patiently.

“Whose carriage is that?”
looking down the road.

he added,
“ Somebody from
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Jones’s place, perhaps. But it isn’t the
squirfe, unless he’s got a new horse.”

A moment later, a buggy drew up at the
front of the path, and a tall, stout man
alighted and approached the porch, hat in
hand.

“Mr. Barton?” he said interrogatively.

“Yes,” answered Lawrence; “that’s my
name.”

“Mine is Keyes, Marvin Keyes,” went
on the stranger. “May | have a few min-
utes’ conversation with you?”

Barton assented; and the two men went
into the tiny sitting-room, while Nell ad-
journed to the kitchen to prepare supper.
In a few minutes she heard the front door
close; and then Barton, hurrying into the
room, seized her in his arms and swung
her off her feet.

“Hurrah, little girl!” he cried. “ Mr.
Keyes offers me three thousand, a whole
thousand more than Squire Jones. What
do you think of that? ”

“1t sounds very well indeed,” said Nell,
as he set her down again. “But,” she
added practically, “why this sudden boom
in real estate? What does this man want
the place for?”

“Quarrying,” explained Lawrence. “ He
belongs to a big company, and they want
to get out stone to use for building pur-
poses. This is our gold-mine, Nell. It’s
a good thing | waited to think it over before
| told Jones he could have the place.”

“I1t’s a pretty poor mine that isn’t worth
more than three thousand dollars,” re-
marked Nell, testing the potatoes with a
fork. “Did you give him a definite an-
swer?”

“1 did not," answered Lawrence. “| told
him it looked good to me, but that | want-
ed to talk it over with you first. He said
all right, that he’d come in again to-mor-
row morning. He’s staying over at the vil-
lage. | just told him that as a matter of
form though. Of course, we must close
with the offer at once.”

“Of course we must do nothing of the
kind,” Nell said decidedly. “There’s
something behind all this, you may be sure.
First. Squire Jones, then this Mr. Keyes,
wanting a piece of rocky ground, that needs
to be plowed with a steam-shovel. If you
take my advice, you’ll hold off until you
find out why these people are so anxious.”

Barton frowned.

“Jones wanted the south pasture because
it joins his farm and is about the best of
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all the land, anyway,” he explained; “and
Keyes wants to quarry rock.”

“ And cart it six miles over a bad road,”
said Nell. “No; he doesnt. You ride
over and see what Uncle Dave has to say
to this before you decide definitely.”

She set the supper on the table,
Lawrence ate, almost in silence.

He was a little troubled about Nell’s
stand. Of course, he did not want to go
contrary to her wishes. He had long ago
discovered that she was a shrewd, far-see-
ing young person; but Keyes had intimated
that his offer was for a limited time only;
and if not promptly accepted, would cer-
tainly be reduced and perhaps withdrawn
altogether.

Still, it would not do any harm to con-
sult David Barton; and after the meal
was over, and Nell was busy clearing away
the dishes, Lawrence saddled the horse and
started off.

Although the sun had set some time since,
it was still bright daylight; and in order
to save time, he took a short cut across the
north meadows. Some of the late crops
were still in the ground; but they looked
badly nourished, as indeed they were.

As he rode on, Barton became more and
more determined to close with the quarrv-
man's offer. There was no chance for a
farm here. Better give it all up, take the
money, 'and start somewhere else. Any-
thing would be better than just existing
and no more.

He sighed. Another such season as the
last would probably see a mortgage on the
farm.

The mare half halted as they came to
the brink of a wide, shallow stream that
brawled noisily along over the boulders that
strewed its bed. i

“Go on, girl,” said Barton. He shook
the reins.

The mare put one foot gingerly down
into the water, started, shied, and plunged,
violently to one side. So unexpected was
the movement that her rider was thrown
from the saddle, and lay half in the water,
half on the sloping bank, while the mare,
as if ashamed of her fright at a mere
scurrying rabbit, stood quietly looking
down at the prostrate figure.

“That’s a nice trick to play a fellow,”
Barton said ruefully, as he scrambled to
his feet. “l1— Oh!”

He suddenly toppled over again, his face
gone white with pain, as an agonizing

and
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twinge through his right ankle told him
that he had not escaped unhurt.

He felt just a little faint; the pain had
been so sharp, so unexpected; and bending
over, he scooped up a handful of water
and lifted it to his lips. It had a peculiarly
disagreeable taste; and Barton wondered
what had polluted the usually fresh and
pure stream.

He glanced down; then he uttered a cry
of surprise. For on the surface appeared
a thin, multi-colored film, that swirled and
eddied in the current. The reason for
Keyes’s wanting the farm was plain as
day. There was oil on the landly

Scarcely noticing the pain in his injured
ankle, Barton climbed into the saddle again,
and turned the mare’s head toward home.
He had completely forgotten that he was
on his way to see his uncle. The wonder-
ful discovery he had just made drove every
other thought out of his head.

Nell would be so pleased; and that rascal
Keyes had wanted to give him a miserable
three thousand dollars for good oil lands!

When he reached the house, however, his
ankle was so swollen that the pressure of
his shoe was almost unbearable, and he
was obliged to enlist Nell’s assistance be-
fore he could dismount. She helped him
into the house and brought some hot water;
and, after bathing and bandaging the ankle,
which seemed to have sustained quite a
severe strain, she unsad.dled-the mare and
put her in the barn, before returning to
Barton, who lay on the bed.

“1%e changed my mind about selling,
Lance,” she said. “We’ve tried here for
four years, and it seems to me, now that
I've thought it over quietly, that you are
right. Tell Mr. Keyes to-morrow that you
accept his offer, and—"

“1’ve changed my mind, too,” chuckled
Barton. “If he wants to multiply his
figures by ten, he can have the place and
welcome.”

“What do you mean?” cried Nell. *I
thought you didn’t see Uncle DaVe?”

“1 didn’t; but | found the gold-mine
when | fell into the brook,” Barton laughed.
“To-morrow when Keyes comes, you just
come into the room and hear what he
says.”

“But aren't you going to tell me now?”
she asked curiously.

Barton shook his head.

“Nope. It’s going to be a surprise to
you, too,” he declared.
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The next morning Barton’s ankle was
still in such a swollen condition that it was
necessary for him to .stay on the couch;
and while at any other" time the enforced
idleness would have occasioned him a great
deal of anxiety on account of his unharvest-
ed crops, the prospect of disposing of the
Horseshoe Farm had put him above any
immediate worry.

When Keyes called, just before noon,
Nell showed him into Barton’s room; and
after her husband had introduced the vis-
itor, she sat down in a low rocker, intensely
curious to hear what the great secret might
be.

“Well, Mr. Barton, | hope you’ve con-
sidered my proposition favorably,” said
Keyes, when he had expressed his regret
at the young man”s mishap.

“1’ve thought it over—but not favor-
ably,” returned Barton.

“You mean, | presume, that the offer is
not large enough? | understood from you
yesterday that you considered it a very fair
one;”

“Well, considerable water has run un-
der the bridge since yesterday,” remarked
Barton dryly. “I1 know a thing or two
more than | did when | last saw you. For
instance, you don’t want to quarry here at
all.”

Keyes looked perplexed.

“May | ask what your price is, then?”

he queried.
“Thirty thousand dollars,” said Barton
coolly.

“You’re joking! ” exclaimed Keyes.

“Not at all, sir. | want thirty thou-
sand dollars, and | won’t take a cent less.”

Keyes shrugged his shoulders and rose to
his feet.

“In that case, there’s no use wasting
time,” he said coldly. “I’ll bid you good
day, Mr. Barton. If you are later disposed
to think and talk of this matter on a com-
mon-sense basis, | shall be at the hotel in
the village for a few days.”

Without -waiting for a reply, he strode
from the room. Nell, her pretty brows
drawn together in a puzzled frown, accom-
panied him to the door. As she opened it,
Barton called oat something.

“Did he speak to me?” asked Keyes.
“1 did not hear what he said.”

“He says to tell you that he knows w'hat
you wanted the land for; that he found out
last night,”” she answered.

“ Oh, he does? ” said Keyes. “ All right.
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Good morning, Mrs. Barton. Will you
kindly tell your husband that the offer |
made him is withdrawn. 1 shall be going
back to the city immediately, | find, in-
stead of remaining here, as | told him
just now. Thank you.”

Nell watched him as he got into the
buggy and drove away; then she turned
back to Barton’s room.

“What did he say?” the young man
asked eagerly as she entered.

Nell hesitated for a moment before an-
swering, a troubled look in her eyes.

“He said to tell you that the offer was
withdrawn, and that he was going right
away,” she said finally. *“1 dont under-
stand, Lance. Why did you not accept
what he wanted to give? What is this that
you are keeping from me?”

“Nothing, except that there is oil on our
land!” he cried, with an exultant laugh.

“W hat!” exclaimed Nell. “Oh! it
can’t be true!”

“1t is, nevertheless; and Keyes knows it.
His remark was all bluff. He’ll come back;
he’s bound to come back.”

“1 wouldn’t bank too much on it, if |
were you,” said a new voice, and a white-
haired and bearded man came into the
room. “1 found the door open, so | came
right in,” he added. “Where under heavens
did you get the idea that there was oil
here, boy?”

Barton explained his accident of the eve-
ning before, which had led to his astonish-
ing discovery.

“So | knew why he wanted the farm, and
I told him that | knew, and that the price
was thirty thousand dollars. High finance,
eh, Uncle Dave?” he laughed.

Slowly David Barton shook his head.

“ Lance, you've made the mistake of your
life!” he declared solemnly. “You’d have
done well to take the three thousand he of-
fered you. There isn’t any oil within a
hundred miles of here, unless it’s in a can.”

“Then, where did that oil come from that
| saw in the creek?” demanded Barton,,
with heat. “ 1 saw it, tasted it, and smelled
it. 1 couldn’t possibly have been mis-
taken.”

“| guess it was oil, right enough,” said the
old man. “ But it came out of one of those
cans, just the same.”

“Please explain,” demanded Barton im-
patiently.

“Well, one of the big reapers went wrong
yesterday, and | told Pete to oil it up. He
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brought a big can of oil down, but when he
was working he upset it, and most of it ran
into the brook. There’s where your oil
came from, Lance.”

Barton’s castles in Spain came tumbling
down around his ears. He had manufac-
tured a profit of twenty-seven thousand dol-
lars out of a can of machine oil and the
carelessness of a farm-hand, and now he
was face to face with the realization that he
had, by his precipitancy, lost not only this,
but the original offer of three thousand dol-
lars as well. It was a severe blow.

When David Barton had gone, and he wa.s
left alone with Nell, they talked it over in
subdued tones.

Somehow, now that they could not have
it, the three thousand dollars which Keyes
had been willing to give for the Horseshoe
Farm seemed a large sum. With it, they
could have taken a little place somewhere,
and had a tidy little balance in the bank
to fall back upon until Lawrence should
have established a practise in law.

Of course, there remained Squire Jones’
offer; but it was an even third less. And
if they did not take it, there was left only
the unfruitful farm and more years of un-
remitting work with scant reward.

“Oh, if 1’d only stuck to the road, in-
stead of taking that short cut!” Barton ex-
claimed for the twentieth time. “Then |
never would have seen that confounded oil.
I wouldn’t have been laid up with a
sprained ankle, and | should have closed
with Keyes’s offer. Was there ever such
infernally ill luck ?”

And Nell could only sympathize with him.
Her own disappointment was keen, but she
forbore to reproach him for his hasty and
ill-considered action. It would have done
no good, and she was not the sort of woman
to indulge in useless recriminations.

Barton told himself that his regrets were
purely on Nell's account; but all the hopes
and ambitions which he had for years man-
fully put aside, and to which he had given
free rein for the last few hours, clamored for
recognition and would not be repressed.

Altogether, it was a pretty miserable day;
and the evening promised little that was en-
couraging. They were sitting silently to-
gether, pretending to read, but in reality
each busy thinking of how much they might
have done, and how little they now could
do. A knock sounded at the door, and Nell
went to open it.

A dark figure stood on the porch, and in
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the roadway the girl could make out the
dim outlines of a horse and buggy.

“Good evening, Mrs. Barton.
husband at home ?” said the caller.

Nells heart leaped.

“Yes, Mr. Keyes. Will you come in?”
she answered, striving to keep her voice
calm and unemotional.

He had come back!

Keyes walked into the room, where Bar-
ton lay propped up with pillows.

“Well, sir,” he began, “I’ve-had a talk
with m}- colleagues on the telephone, and
they have authorized me to make you a
proposition. We don’t understand how our
plans have leaked out in this manner; but,
as long as they have, we shall have to make
the best of it, and request you to keep what
you know entirely to yourself. Can we relv
upon you for this?”

“You may,” he said.

As long as he knew nothing, the condition
was an easy one.

“Then,” continued Keyes, “we want to
negotiate for a right of way merely, instead
of your whole property. We have secured
the land lying to the south from its owner,
Squire Jones, and a franchise to run across
the north road through the Notch, skirting
the farm-lands at the north.

“This, of course, is-not news to you. But
we do not feel that the concession of a strip
on the western part of your farm is worth
such a sum as thirty thousand dollars.
However, you seem to hold the key to the
situation, and we propose to pay you fifteen
thousand dollars for enough land to run a
two-track line.

“If you can see your way clear to accept
this, we can do business. Otherwise, we
shall simply have to go around Pine Moun-
tain. Frankly, we do not want to do this;
but we shall not submit to being held up
by any unreasonable demands on your part.”

He paused. Barton moistened his lips
once or twice, and passed his handkerchief
over his face to hide his confusion and
blank amazement. It was not oil. It was
the railroad that Uncle Neil had meant when
he spoke of a gold-mine!

The shrewd old man had realized that one
day the growing towns to the north and
south would demand and receive transpor-
tation facilities, and that the Horseshoe
Farm, lying as it did in the center of the
valley, and extending across from the base
of Pine Mountain to that of Clover Hill,
was the key to the whole.

Is your
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Lawrence Barton
head and caught Nell’s eye.
to the railroad man and,
pause:

“1 have no wish to seem unreasonable,
. Mr. Keyes,” he said, with what calmness
he could muster; “and | think your propo-
sition is extremely fair. By merely ceding
you the right of way, my own land along
your proposed line becomes more valuable,
and therefore I am willing to reduce my
price, which was what | asked for the whole
Horseshoe.”

“Very well, then,” Keyes rejoined, rising.

looked over Keyes’s
Then he turned
after a slight
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“ 1 will call upon you as soon as the neces-
sary surveys can be made and the papers
drawn up, ready for signatures. | hope by
that time you will be entirely well, Mr. Bar-
ton. It was very unfortunate that you
should have met with such an accident.”

“Unfortunate! ” cried Barton as the door
closed upon Keyes. “He said my fall was
unfortunate, and it has brought us fifteen
thousand dollars, and given us a chance to
make three times as much as soon as the
railroad comes through! I'm thinking that
tumble was the luckiest thing that ever hap-
pened to me, little girl!”

Fencing With Villainy.*
BY SEWARD W. HOPKINS,

Author of “ Because of the Green House,” “ A Blow to Liberty,” “ The Road to
Misfortune,” etc.

A Partnership with Death in Which a Live Man Becomes a Serious Handi-
cap to the Game.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

W hile stopping at Dattleton, in Texas, one John Dale, assists a stranger set upon by a gang in
the bar of the Gray Wolf Hotel. Ralph Hennon comes to his aid, but the victim of the assault dies
later, first, however, arranging a partnership in a mine between Dale, Hermon, and his daughter at
school. The mine, which is on the Red Fork, proves to be very successful; so successful, in fact,
that Hennon becomes the target of his uncle, Caleb Hennon, in charge of Ralph’s little boy Robbie,
in the East. An attempt is made on Ralph Hennon’s life, which inspires him with the idea of
playing dead in order to see the hand of his rascally uncle. Dale takes him to a monastery in the
hills, then arranges with Lawyer Dalton, Coroner Murray, and Sheriff Hicks to bury a casket
filled with stones in the Red Fork cemetery. Uncle Caleb then comes on and demands to have
the body exhumed for identification; when this is refused and the will read making John Dale guar-
dian of the boy Robbie, he denounces Dale as the murderer of his nephew, and demands his arrest.

I looked into his face for some evidence
of humor. It was as grim as though he was
catching a Mexican cattle thief.

I looked at Dalton. He turned away.

CHAPTER IX.
IX JAIL.
T HE .effect of Uncle Caleb’s denuncia-

tion was something after the fashion “This is outrageous!” | cried. “You
of .what might be expected if a bomb was know | didn’t kill Ralph Hennon. You
thrown into a church and exploded near the know—"

“Shut up,” said Hicks roughly, and be-
fore | could say another work he yanked
me out of the room as though | was a bag
of flour.

“What the deuce are you doing?” | de-
manded angrily, when we had reached the
street.  “You’re not going to put me in

pulpit.
Everybody looked at everybody else.
| sat stupefied. But the faces of the other
four in the game were quickly raked back
into something like rigidity.
And not one said a word in my behalf.
“1 demand his arrest at once.”
“I'm sorry’, Dale,” said the sheriff, ri- jail.”
sing, “but | guess 11l have to do it.” “That’s just what 1'm going to do, my
* Began November Argosy. Single eoput, 10 cents.
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boy,” he said with a chuckle. “ Do you
think we’e all going to wilt now and let
this fox beat us out? Not on your holy
tin-type. You got us into this scrape and
you’ve got to take your medicine till we can
get out again, Yeu played your bluff right,
and the way it worked out is simply great.

“There is no question in my mind that
this fellow is the one who shot Hennon.
But if I arrest him now on suspicion, how
the dickens am | going to prove it? His
simple denial will set him free and then
we’ll never get him. You’ll have to go to
jail, that’s all.”

“Well, it’s a real nice way this game has
doubled up on me,” | exclaimed. “1 wish
Hennon would play his own tricks on his
own relatives. Here | am trying to help
him prove that his uncle shot him and |

go to jail.”
“To jail you go. There’ no getting out
of it. And keep your mouth shut, too. Of

course there’s no danger of anything hap-
pening to you. If the old fellow has mon-
ey enough to bring a change of venue, or
draw other lawyers here, all weve got to
do is to let Hennon walk in and say it was
all a mistake, that he went away some-
where without the formality of telling you.”

“Yes,” | said. “But how about the
box of stones? How are you going to ex-
plain that away?”

“ Oh, Jackson can you help us out about
that. And then there is always the chance
that we’ll get the old fox yet.”

It may be imagined what the effect was
upon Dattleton when its inhabitants saw
me dragged through the streets by the
sheriff.

“What’s the matter with him now?”
asked some' one,

“Tell you later,” answered Hicks.

Well, | was soon in the jail. It wasn’t
a splendid place architecturally considered,
being built mostly of adobe blocks, but it
was cool and airy, and they gave as good a
room as there was that could be called a
cell.

“Will 1
asked.

“Prisoners accused of murder, an'd not
yet convicted, can have what they want—
if they pay for it,” answered the keeper,
with a grin.

“Keep a stiff upper lip, Dale,” said
Hicks as he left me. “We will do our
best.”

I raved at the situation.

be fed on prison fare?” |

There was no

more comedy in it. The picture of all the,
people of Dattleton staring at me, the head
one of Dale, Hennon & Co., being led
through the streets like a common crimi-
nal! Me, the owner of one hundred and
fifty thousand dollars!

It was monstrous.

My next visitor was Dalton. There was
one chair in the room, and a bed. | was
sitting on the chair, and as Dalton came in
his face got red, and he rolled helplessly
on the bed in screams of irrepressible
laughter.

“Oh, ha! ha!” he<roared, “Wasnt it
great? You did that in the greatest style
ever. You should have been an actor. By-
gad, | didn’t think it was in you. Honest,
I never did.”

“Well,” | said angrily, “will you sit up
like a real man and tell me what you see
so funny in all this? | fail to comprehend
the joke,”

“Funny? Funny?
est mystery on the face of the earth.
ny? Ho! Ha! Ho!”

“There’s no murder mystery. But there
will be murder done if I'm not out of jail
pretty soon.”

“Keep quiet,” he said, smothering his
laugh. “It’s the best thing that could have
happened. It is diamond cut diamond.
He played a mighty good game—a mighty-

Why, it’s the great-
Fun-

good game. But you played a better one.
Now listen. We have been talking this
thing over, and we agree that the best

thing to do is to let him play the game out.
See? Let him go as far as he likes, of
course not to such an extent as to have any-
thing happen to you worse than a spell in
jail.

“But the fact that you are kept in jail
will disarm him. Don’t you see? If we had
all set up a holler that you didn’t do it,
he would have smelled a whole nest full of
mice. But he calmed down and got into
his end of the game in the richest style.
He's a good one, he is. | am going out to
see Hennon, and learn how far he wants to
go in the case.

“It may be he’ll want to drop it. If he
does, why all he’s got to do is to show him-
self. But he’s a stubborn brute, and any
way, it’s no joke to have an uncle always
ready to take a shot at you. | don’t see
that we can do anything but go ahead with
the thing unless Hennon wants to stop.
Anyway, you were the salvation of the
whole crowd. If you hadn’t played your
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part that box would have come up, and
there would have been a fine time.”

“Wellr | deserve a good dinner when |
do get out,”'l said.

“The best the Gray Wolf can give!
Now, sit quiet while I go see Hennon.'T

Then he departed.

As Hennon was forty-five miles away
the task of sitting quiet while Dalton went
to see'him was something to be considered.

But | did sit quiet a long time. And then
Murray came in.
“You’re a brick,” he said. “You've got

the nerve! You did'that fine.”
He awaited my reply.
“Well, | seem to be the hero of an occa-

sion in which | got the worst of it,” |
remarked. “ | certainly didn’t expect af-
fairs to take this turn.”

“Nobody did. But don’t you see, it
was the best thing that could have hap-
pened. Now old Hennon will give himself
away.”

“But all this may. be for nothing. If
Hennon is not seriously wounded w'hat
does it amount to?”

“Well, it amounts to a pretty good term
in prison.” | wouldn’t want to be convicted
of shooting a man from ambush with in-
tent to kill. No, thanks. And if | don’t
make a mistake in human nature Hennon
will prosecute for all he’s worth.”

I did not see Dalton again till late the
next afternoon.

“1 saw Hennon,” he said, then as he
came in, looking grave. “He is in bad
shape. His neck is inflamed, and he’s gone
to bed under the care of Brother Somebody
up there, a doctor, and he’s in a deuce of
a fever. Altogether he's used up. | asked
him if he wanted to go on with the matter
and he swore at me. He says hell put the
old codger in prison if it takes his last cent.
He begs you not to weaken But to stand
firm and give us a chance to see w'hat can be
done on the outside. And he says when
he can get out he’ll come and see you. |
fully agree with him,”

“ Come and see me!
thing away?”

“No, he won't give it away. You want
spiritual comfort, don’t you? And he’s one
of that kind. He’s smooth-shaven, had his
head shaved, and wears the habit of the

And give the whole

order. His own mother wouldn’t knowT
him.”

“Well, go ahead,” | said with resigna-
tion. “1’ll stand it. But see that | get
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all the papers and magazines that come to
Dattleton.”

“Oh, that’s easy,” and
lawyer walked out.

this cheerful

CHAPTER X
OUT OF THE PAST.

After this I received a number of visit-
ors. Some of the men in Dattleton refused
to believe that | killed Hennon; while
others, who had know-n of feuds between
partners over the division of the profits,
were as firm in their conviction that | did
kill him.

There was one paper published in the
place. The editor was a young man fresh
from some college in the North, and his
paper was filled with denunciations of the
dastardly crime.

Two partners, one trusting and honor-
able, the other burning with a thirst for
more gold, and the inevitable result—
murder.

Of course, knowing the facts, these things
did not frighten me; but my anger rose with
each day | remained in jail.

It was becoming unbearable.

Of course, also, those in the secret did all
they could to make my life comfortable.
Minus the sense of guilt and fear, my life
in the Dattleton jail was far from being
what it would have been if | were the
regulation prisoner, with the authorities
against me instead of being my friends.
But the confinement was very irksome, even
under the best of circumstances.

I missed the activity and work to which
I was accustomed. Old Caleb Hennon kept
such a close watch that it was impossible
for me to enjoy any freedom.

“It’s all very well for you to talk,” said
Dalton one day when | complained bitterly
of the inactivity and monotony of the life;
“but if you stuck your nose outside day or
night for a horseback-ride, as you would
like, the old fox would know' that your
arrest was merely a farce and the game
would be all up. We’ve simply got to keep
you here until we know".”

“But you don’t seem to be knowing.
You are doing nothing, while I am in mis-
ery,” | answered.

“Why, yes, we are. We are all work-
ing? But the old fox seems to have covered
his trail well.”

This was about all the satisfaction | got.
The days passed.

\'%
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doubtedly been taken in to a marvelous ex-

0 And then one morning | did read some
tent by this man who has committed two

news in the Dattleton News.

A BEAUTIFUL NEMESIS.

Coming close upon the heels of the murder
of his partner, Ralph Hennon, at the lonely
mining-camp on the Red Fork, John Dale
now seems in a fair way to be convicted of
another, and equally atrocious murder.

Everybody in Dattleton will remember the
killing of Thomas Whitten at the Grav \olf_
Hotel one year ago.

At that time it was generally accepted as a
fact that Whitten, who was a stranger in
these parts, and had come to Dattleton the
very day on which he was murdered, had been
set upon by some gamblers who claimed to
have come from farther north. It was also
generally accepted as truth that the prisoner
now in the Dattleton jail sprang to the assist-
ance of Whitten.

And it also appeared to be the truth that
Ralph Hennon, the partner of Dale, got into
the fight to save both Dale and Whitten.

At that time, in the heat of things, we
were not careful to con the. circumstances
very closely. The result was that the sup-
posed gamblers got away, Whitten was killed,
and the two men, Dale and Hennon, became
heroes and were lauded to the skies for their
bravery.

And what followed? From two strangers,
both apparently poor, Dale and Hennon
leaped into the limelight of prosperity as the
owners of a gold-mine on the Red Fork, which
paid prodigiously from the start.

We in our blind hero-worship never ques-
tioned the honor of these two men, and re-
ceived them among us with that fawning
friendship that goes to those who have gold.

But now there is being developed a story
of crime that is as remarkable as it is hor-
rible.

There arrived yesterday from the North the
most beautiful young woman Dattleton has
ever seenf She is Miss Nellie Whitten, of
Chicago, the daughter of the man who was
killed in the Gray Wolf one year ago. And
Miss Whitten brings with her one of the best-
known and mostskilful detectives in  the
United States. And for a purpose.

The editor of this paper interviewed Miss
Whitten at the Gray Wolf immediately after
her arrival, and will let her tel! of her sus-
picions in her own words. Miss Whitten is
tall, of a striking kind of beauty, with wavy
brown hair, andlovely eyes that light up
with intense angerwhen she  speaks of the
man now languishing in the Dattleton jail.

“This man,” said Miss Whitten, “is cer-
tainly one of the worst scoundrels who ever
lived. You, men of Texas, supposed to
know bad men when you see them, have un-

murders.

“One year ago | was a happy girl, re-
ceiving letters from my father, than whom no
better or more honorable man evel- lived.
And he was always hopeful, always fairly
successful, and kept sending me money suf-
ficient for my wants.

* Suddenly | heard from him no more.

“ And then, a year ago there came a letter
from this man Dale telling a remarkable story.
The story he told is the story that you men of
Dattleton have believed for a whole year.
That my father was sat upon by gamblers,
and that Dale and Hennon tried to save him.

“It was one of the most skilfully concocted
schemes two rogues ever succeeded in. As
a matter of fact, in the light of new events,
it is certain that my father was murdered
and robbed by these two men you have hon-
ored for a year as being heroes.

“1 have gone over the circumstances with
the best police authorities, and they agree
with mo that everything about the case is
suspicious to the last degree.

“Let me point out some of the peculiar in-
cidents tlidt escaped the minds of the people
of Dattleton at that time.

“The first thing to be noted is the fact
that in the excitement following the shoot-
ing and stabbing of my father, the supposed
murderers, who were probably hired by Dale
and Hennon to begin the attack, got away
and no effort was ever made to apprehend
them.

“Then again, owing to the glamour of false
heroism they had thrown around themselves,
these two men, the very ones who had mur-
dered my father, were permitted to be with
him while he breathed his last.

“ And there they robbed him.

“I1t was my father who discovered the
gold on the Red Fork. These men had
learned of this in some way. They took this
possession from the man they had Kkilled.

“This man Dale wrote me a letter, giving
in a sympathetic way his version of the death
of my father, which is the same as what the
people of Dattleton have believed.

“He said that my father had given them
the mine, and laid upon them a sacred trust
that one-third should go to me. As a mat-
ter of fact all belongs to me. Not only was
my father murdered and robbed, but I have
been robbed of two-thirds of my inheritance.

“ And now- the truth shall be known. The
two rogues have fallen out, as rogues will,
and one has killed the other.

“ | shall prove, with the assistance of Mr.
Keene 'Burns, one of the best detectives in
the United States, that my father was mur-
dered by these two men. And if the man
Dale is not convicted-and executed for the
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murder of Hennon, we will see to it that he
will be convicted and punished for the mur-
der of my father.”

' When | had finished reading this article
I had to pinch myself to see if 1 was awake.
It was all so astounding, so like a bolt from
the blue, that | almost fainted.

Fortunately, just when | was trying to
convince myself that it must be all a horrid
dream, Hicks came in. And his face was

grave.

“Well,” he said, “ 1 see you are reading
the News.”

“Yes,” | answered; “1 am reading one
of the most atrocious lies ever told. Is the
man who runs this paper insane? Is the
girl insane?”

“l don’t know,” he replied. “But tell

me—did you get that mine from Whitten ?”

“Yes. He gave it to us and stipulated
that one-third should go to his daughter.”

He sat down on the bed, and rested his
head in his hands.

And this strong man of the southwest
swayed to and fro as if in agony. *

“Great Heaven, Hicks,” | cried, “you
don’t think we put up that job, do you?”

“Don’t ask me now, Dale. Don’t ask
me now. But it’s a hellish charge and the
logic is there. The only thing is that Hen-
non is not dead. We’ll straighten it out if
we can. But I've had to swear in some
deputies from among your friends, or the
people would mob the jail.and hang you
to the nearest tree.”

CHAPTER XI.
ENTER THE GIRL.

Hicks left me a shivering wreck. That
was all he had come for, to ask if Hennon
and | had obtained the mine from Whitten.
And if any man ever cursed an act of his
own | cursed my own secrecy in the matter
of that mine.

If we had told then that Whitten had
given us the mine, or if there had been a wit-
ness, the thing could have been explained.
But now', after a year had passed, | could
see no way out of the darkness.

I could not understand how the fact that
Hennon was alive was going to help either
one of us. If Hicks and Dalton and Mur-
ray turned against me they would also turn
against Hennon. They might secure evi-
dence enough to convict Caleb Hennon of
shooting Ralph, but that crime paled into
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nothingness beside the one with which we
were charged by this young woman from
Chicago.

And then Dalton came.

“Has Hicks been to see you?” he asked
abruptly.

“Yes,” | said. “He has apparently
deserted me. | suppose you think | killed
Whitten, too, dont you?”

“No, | do not. But keep quiet. It isn’t
likely they will do anything while our case
is in process of investigation. | have had
a talk with Burns. It may be necessary to
tell him, but for the present he must not
know that Hennon is alive.”

“Why?” | asked angrily, “if the knowl-
edge that Hennon is alive will help the
greater matter, why must he not know ?”

“It won't help—now. If we bring out
Hennon the case against his uncle will fall,
and then you will both be arrested for the

murder of Whitten. Of course, | knew
that Whitten gave you the mine. Hennon
told me that when | drew up his will.”

“1 didnt.think of it at the time. It did
not seem to be an important factor. And

anyway, there is no way to prove for or
against your statement. If they bring the
charge legally we’ll have to fight it. That’s
all we can do. But don’t worry now. The
jail is surrounded by deputies, and Hicks
swears nobody shall harm you.”

“But, great Heaven,” | cried, *“there
were dozens of men in the Gray Wolf that
night.”

“Yes, | know there were. But there are
more dozens of men in Dattleton who never
go to the Gray Wolf, and who think that
any man who gets tangled up in a bar-
room row- must be a bad man. Those men
in the town who are not in the habit of
going to the Gray Wolf are your enemies
now. We've got to get a line on those who
were there that night. Do you know any
of them ?”

“1 dont know whether | do or not. |
had just entered the place and had not
spoken to any one except to buy a cigar.”

“Well, it’s pretty much the same crowd
all the time, only a good many have left
Dattleton during the year. Of course some
wise guy has plugged this girl’s ears with
the idea that she ought to have all the
money.”

“Then, by Heaven, she’ll have it. |
know' Ralph Hennon, and | rather know
myself. She shall have her money—every
dollar. Tell her so.”

*
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“1 fancy you’ll have a chance to tell her
yourself. She and her precious detective
are coming to see you.”

“1 don’t know whether | want to see her
or not.”

“You’d better see her.
ter to know your enemies. We can’t tell
how far this thing will go. And you'd
better see them both, but don’t tell them
that Hennon is alive—not yet. We can't
show all our cards at once.”

“This game that looked so comical
seems to have lost its funny side,” | re-
marked.

“Yes, there doesn’t seem to be so much
humor in it now. But how the mischief
were W to know this blamed thing was
coming up? But don’t worry. | only came
to tell you that if they do come to see you,
not to say a word about Hennon. That is,
don’t tell them he is alive. If they ask
about him give as graphic a description of
his death as you like. [I’ll vamose now.
I don’t want them to see me talking to you.”

He had not been gone ten minutes when
the keeper came in.

“That girl from Chicago and her detec-
tive are here,” he said. “There is no com-
pulsion about your seeing them if you don’t
want to. They have no warrant, or papers,
and are not on this case of Hennon’s. You
can refuse to see them if you want to.”

“No,” | said. “Let them come in. [I'll
see them.”

He brought in two more chairs, and then
ushered in my visitors.

Even lifter the description of the girl
in the Dattleton Nevis, | was surprised
at her beauty. | will not attempt to de-
scribe it. But she was the most beautiful
girl 1 had ever seen.

The man was small, but he had an eye
like a gimlet. He was as bald as a coot,
and he dressed in a negligent, comfortable
fashion.

The girl stopped at the threshold and
looked squarely at me.

“ 1 came,” she said in low, even, cutting
tones, “to see the murderer of my father.”

“You are mistaken,” | said, rising and
trying to maintain a gentleman’s demeanor
while she came in and. took a chair. “I
did not kill your father. The account I
sent you was absolutely correct.”

“1 thought so then,” she said, with her
bright eyes flashing. “ And | thought that
you were an honorable and upright man.
But | am now better advised.”

It is always bet-
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“1 suppose,” | went on, “that you mean,-
by what has occurred, the death of my part-
ner, Hennon. | did not Kill him either.”

Her lips curled with scorn and doubt.

I wish further to say,” | continued,
“that your unjust statement as given in
the Dattleton News this morning, about
Hennon and myself robbing you, was worse
even than the charge that | killed your
father. | have in the bank here just about
the same amount of money as what | have

sent to you. The division was in equal
thirds, and | have had few expenses. Now’,
| am not a criminal nor a lunatic, | will

give you a draft on the Dattleton bank for
the entire amount. That wdll dispose of
one part of the charge,” anyway.”

“ It was not money | came for,” she said
hotly.

“1 thought that was part of it,” | told
her. *““Whether you came for it or not, it
is yours. Whether you take it or not, |
shall never touch a penny of it. You shall
have the draft at once.”

I could see the detective’s sharp eyes
studying me all the time.

“Perhaps,”’ he said, “Miss Whitten,
before we go any further, you had better
let me ask a question or two.”

She did not answer in words, but settled
back in her chair and stared fixedly at me
as though some horrible fascination had
seized her.. She was convinced that she
was looking at the murderer of her father,

“Now, look here, Dale,” began Mr.
Burns, “you’ll admit that these two mur-
ders look bad for you, | -suppose you’ll
admit that.”

“1 admit nothing. | simply state posi-
tively that | Kkilled neither Mr. Whitten nor
Mr. Hennon.”

“But everything is against you.”

“Possibly, on the surface. But | am as
sure of being pronounced innocent as | am
certain that | am sitting here.”

“You are very confident. There may be
circumstances of which | am still ignorant.
I will not ask you to tell of the death of
Mr. Whitten. | prefer to look into that
mvself. | see you have certain friends
here who are powerful in Dattleton, and
who affirm their belief in your innocence.
And there is also an element, | may say
the better element, \£ho are as eager the
other way. | have no wish to leap at con-
clusions. | have been a detective a good
many years, and | have learned not to trust
too much to circumstantial evidence.”
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- “There is no necessity for resting on cir-
cumstantial evidence,” | replied. “When
Mr. Whitten was attacked in the Gray Wolf
there were dozens of men there. | can't say
just who they were now, because | had but
that moment stepped into the hotel, and had
just come from the train. | knew nobody
in town. And | have spent little time in
Dattleton since.”

“ It should not be difficult to find some of
those who witnessed the attack. But | cant
understand why the murderers escaped so
easily.”

“In the first place, everybody was
stunned by the suddenness and the ferocity
of the attack. Nobody knew Mr. Whitten,
nor what the fight was about. And, when
they left the hotel, Mr. Whitten was not
dead. Moreover, nobody knew who began
it, Mr. Whitten or his enemies.”

“Then how did you come to jump in?”

“ Because it was one man against half a
dozen, and Mr. Whitten was getting the
worst of it. Hennon was a stranger to me,
and jumped in when | was getting the worst
of it as well as Whitten.”

“H-m. What vou say sounds
able. Now—"

“ Are you going to turn over to him?”
demanded -Miss Whitten angrily.

“1 beg your pardon, Miss Whitten,” said
the detective smoothly. “1 am a detective,
and not a lawyer. A lawyer engaged by any
person, whether right or wrong, will fight
for-that person’s case. | am a detective,
and my occupation is to learn the truth of
things. If this man killed your father, 11
know it, and he shall be punished. If he
did not kill your father, I shall not present
a false charge against him.”

The rich color mounted to her cheeks.

“Perhaps | have been unjust in my judg-
ment,” she said. “I1 know you will learn
the truth.”

“Truth or no truth,” | broke in, “you
shall have the money you charge me with
stealing. | have nothing to do with Hen-
non’s share. When | can get out of here to
attend to it, you shall have the deed to the
mine.”

I had my check-book in my pocket Re-
ferring to the stub | found, | had on de-
posit $150,020. | drew a check for the
amount and handed it tQ her.

Her fingers trembled as she took it. She
held it fluttering in her hand a moment, and
a series of varied expressions crossed her
face.

reason

”

The face of the detective, which had been
absolutely inscrutable up to that time, re-
laxed in an amused smile as he looked at
her.

At this moment the keeper came in,

“Padre Jose and Brother Michael, from
the monastery, to see you,” he said, “1°ve
brought them in.”

CHAPTER XII.

sm x IN JAIL.

Kerf, Was a situation. Of course, there
was no danger of either of my two visitors
recognizing Hennon. | knew at once that
the Brother Michael who was coming to
visit me was Hennon'

The girl rose to go. So did the detective.

But before they had time to stir the two
monks were in the room, the keeper had
gone, and the door was shut.

I got up and gave my seat to Padre Jose
and sat on the bed. Hennon, after a quick
look at the girl and detective, sat down by

my side.

“Pardon this intrusion, son of mine,”
began the jovial padre. “1 had no sus-
picion that you had Visitors. | would not

have intruded with Brother Michael. Per-
haps it would be better if we withdraw
while you finish your conversation.”

“1 should say, rather,” said Detective
Burns, “that we are the ones to go. Our
visit had come to an end, anyway, and we
will not disturb you.”

I determined suddenly that Hennon
should know who the girl was, so that he
could study her.

“There is no need to hurry,” | said.
“ Padre Jose is a good friend of mine, and
does not believe | would commit murder.”

“Murder! John Dale commit murder'
Impossible! | know he is charged with the
murder of his partner Hennon, but | cannot
believe it, | knew them both. They never
quarreled.”

“The murder of Hennon is insignificant
now.” | paid. “Have you read the Dattle-
ton Neu's? ”’

“No,” replied the padre.

“Well, this is Miss Whitten, the daugh-
ter of that man who was killed in Dattleton
a year ago. She has come on to convict
Hennon and me of murdering and Kkilling
her father.”

Hennon leaped to his feet.

“W hat!” he cried.
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“Sit down,” said Padre Jose sternly.
“Will you never learn to curb 3’our sudden
emotions? You shall do penance for this
exclamation. And so the young lady be-
lieves that you and poor Hennon did Kill
her father?”

Hennon sat down, but | saw the keen eyes
of the detective studying him.

“What else could | believe? ” asked Miss
Whitten.

Her manner was uncertain now, and her
.voice was not the cold, firm voice that she
had when she entered.

“1 had believed for a year that these two,
Dale and Hennon, were honorable men,”
she went on. “1 was perfectly satisfied
with the arrangements they made. They
sent me a remittance every month, telling
me that it was my third of the proceeds of
the mine, according to the trust reposed in
them by my father.

“But when | read of this other murder,
a most atrocious one, just as my father’s
was, and that one of the partners had killed
the other, | wondered that such a thing was
possible. | consulted with others, a lawyer
who is a friend, for one, and he said that
the proliability was that the attack ou my
father had been a put-up job, and that the
two men had arranged it in order to rob my
father of his mine.”

Hennon’s fingers were working nervous-
ly, and | saw a quick, warning glance pass
from the old padre’s eyes to his. And |
also saw that the keen eyes of the detective
caught that glance.

“l can agree with you that this news
made things look dark,” said the padre.

He spoke in a low, soothing tone, with a
peculiar but very slight accent that made his
speech seem soft and pleasing, and now he
was very earnest.

“l can see just how you, far away in
Chicago, and knowing nothing about Texas
except that it is a big State with a reputa-
tion of being pretty much all cattle and
rough men, would at once jump at a conclu-
sion like that,” he continued. “But you
must take into consideration, my dear
daughter, that there are circumstances that
do not always get into a newspaper account
of things.

“Now, let me ask you*this. If you had
never read of the arrest of Dale for the
murder of Hennon, would you have gone
on, year after yeai® believing in Dale, even
if Hennon were dead?”

“Yes, certainly.”

8 A
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“ And now, if it be proven that Hennon
had been murdered by another, and Dale is
released without even being brought to trial,
would it restore your confidence in Dale?”

She hesitated.

“1 suppose, to a certain extent, it
might,” she said. “ Of course, after study-
ing into the matter, and seeing all the little
circumstances to which | had paid no atten-
tion before, it might be that | should re-
quire some proof.”

“And | believe then, if those two men
robbed your father, it would imply that they
robbed you also.”

Again that confused flush rose in her face.

“ She did make that charge,” | said.

Hennon moved uneasily.

“1 made the statement in a milder wav
than it was printed in the paper,” said Miss
Whitten. “ Mr. Dale has resented that to
such an extent that he has given me a check
for the full amount of his deposit.”

“And did he not give you a check for
the deposit of Hennon, as Hennon’s execu-
tor?”

“Why, no. He said he had nothing to
do with Hennon’s money.”

“Did you not, as executor, have that
right?” asked the padre, turning to me.

“1 am not yet executor,” | replied. “The
will of Hennon has not been filed for pro-
bate, and cannot be until 1 am acquitted of
the charge of murdering him. No court
would make a man executor of his victim’s
will and guardian of his boy.”

“Ah, no! Certainly not.”

“ Furthermore,” | went on, “l| have a
right to do what | please with my own
money. Should | be acquitted of the charge
of murdering Hennon and became his ex-
ecutor, | should then feel._a responsibility
to the boy, and could not feel compelled to
return money that was his through no fault
of his own, even if his dead father rested
under an imputation.”

“Just so,” said the padre. “ And now,
my daughter, let me ask of you this ques-
tion: Did your father ever write to you
that he had discovered gold on the Red
Fork of the Brazos?”

“No, he never did.”

“Then you did not know, until you re-
ceived this letter ffom Dale, that your
father had discovered the mine?”

“That was my first intimation.”

“Then does it not appear that, if Dale
and Hennon did kill your father and rob
him of the mine, Dale was taking a mighty
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big chance in writing to you and giving
you one-third, when he could have re-
mained silent and robbed you of all ?”

“1—1 never thought of that. Yes, he
could have robbed me of all.”

“I1f your father had died at the hands
of ruffians, such as is claimed attacked him,
and there had been no honest men at hand
to whom he could have given his confidence,
you would not now be in a position of com-
parative wealth? Would you have the
money you have now ?”

“N—no—1 would have to work for a
living.”
“Perhaps | blunder,” said the padre.

“1 am not a lawyer, but | love to see justice
done. Then the truth of the matter is that
if Dale and Hennon had really been the
terrible fiends you have pictured them,
and had — as would be natural to mur-
derers and robbers—kept the whole thing
to themselves, you would be poor now,”
“Yes. But there is another side to that.
They may have feared an investigation.
They might have thought that by sending
me the letter they did, and one-third of the
proceeds of the mine, they would hoodwink

me and stifle all suspicion. 1 thought—I
think—I—don't—"
She looked wild and scared. Her hands

went to her head.

“She’s had too much,” said the detective.
“1’Il get her to the hotel. 1 will see you
all again.”

They left the cell. On the floor, where
it had fallen from her hand, was my check.
I picked it up and put it in my wallet.

CHAPTER XIII.
A MIDNIGHT RIDE.

“wWertnt! Things are getting warm,”
said Hennon when the door had closed
upon Miss Whitten and Detective Burns.

I could see that the meeting with the girl
and hearing her charges had considerably
upset and unnerved him. He did not look
well. His face was ghastly white, and he
did not show any of that vigor that had
made me almost envy him in camp.

“You saw only the mild part of it,” |
replied. *“When that young woman came
in here | thought she was going to eat me
up. She was very much like a young
tigress. She said she wanted to see the
man who murdered her father.”

“1 would like to see him just about
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now,” said Hennon savagely. “Why, this
little picayune business of trying to prove
my uncle gave me a bullet in the neck isnt
a patch on a green frog’s trousers to this
charge. Great Scott! We are accused of
killing Whitten, when we almost lost our
own lives trying to save his. And we are
charged with robbing this young girl when
we were as rigid as possible in seeing that
she got her share. This is the limit.”

“She dropped the check,” | remarked.
“I1*ve got it.”

“ Keep it till 1 can sign mine. We will
march up to that young captain’s office
and settle. It will go blamed hard with
Robbie. And old Uncle Caleb won’t get
anything next time he takes a shot at me.
But | don't propose to rest under the
charge of robbing a woman.”

“You are both rather hasty in the mat-
ter,” said Padre Jose. “As a matter of
fact, you have robbed no one. You have
acted like honorable men. You have saved
an inheritance for the girl which she other-'
wise would have lost. But she is excited
now, and a little injustice must be expect-
ed. And then, too, she has had bad ad-
visers.

“Even had she received from her father
a description of this spot on the Red Fork
of the Brazos, what would she have done
with it? Somebody else would have stolen
it from her and given her nothing. The
man did not give you a mine. A mine is a
place that is being worked. He gave you
a location, or the description of a location
where he had seen gold, and, acting upon
his own words, you bought it.

“Rest easy in your minds. You have
wronged nobody, and the matter will soon
end with credit to you.”

“1 don’t see any end to it at all,” | said.
“They don’t seem to be learning anything.
DaHon is all to the good as a lawyer in a
town like this, but he isnt a detective.
Hicks, as a sheriff, is all right; but he
can’t go out of his own sphere of action.”

“That fellow Burns is a detective,” ob-
served Hennon.

“You bet he is! See him look at you?
I’ll bet he thinks you are Hennon. Good-
ness knows what’ll turn up next. |I’'m ready
for anything.

“1 wish our affair was over, so we could
get at the other. Even if I am left broke
giving up the monev, I’ll find out who
killed Whitten.” ' .

“And so will 1. We’ll have nothing to
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begin on but our names, and we've got to
dear them.”

“Be calm, | tell you,” interposed the
padre. “ It will all come right.”

“1f it doesn’t come right soon, 1’1l be so
stiff 1 can't walk,” | said. “Here | am
shut in all day, when | was accustomed to
an active life in the open air. It is Killing
me. There is no mob around the jail, is
there ?”

“No, no mob; but there are deputies.
Say, how will it do to fix it up with the
keeper to let you out about midnight some
night aand we’ll take a horseback - ride ?

He kfiows you are innocent. He is on to
the game.”
“Yes, he knows all about it. | sup-

pose he would do it.”
“Yes, late at night when almost every-

body is in bed. We neednt make a big
stir about it. Just sneak out on the road
and gallop a few miles and back.”

“It would do me a lot of good,” | re-
marked.

“It would do you both a lot of good,”
said the'padre. “Leave it to me. Things
will quiet down in a few days, and | fancy
I can arrange it without anybody but the
keeper knowing it. As long as he knows
the truth he cannot object when he under-
stands that you will come back.”

They left soon after this, and | spent a
nervous and restless afternoon. And the
night that followed was worse.

The face and eyes of Miss Whitten were
constantly before me. | did not dream
about her. | saw her while | was wide-
awake.

To be accused of murder was bad
enough. But to be accused by a girl, and
such a girl, was a thousand times worse.

After that Dalton came a few times,
and Hicks put in an occasional appear-
ance; and once Murray came to see me.

All 1 knew, and all they seemed to know
was that Burns had left Dattleton. They
did not know exactly where he was going.
Miss Whitten' had accepted an invitation
from Mrs. Murray, and had left tile Gray
Wolf to become her guest.

Caleb Hennon was still in Dattleton,
clamoring for me to be brought to trial.
And Dalton had offset that by telling the
justice the truth, and whenever Dalton
moved for a postponement on the ground
that 1 was ill the motion was granted.

Then one evening, when the keeper
brought me in my supper lie said:
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“Don't go to bed to-night. It has been
arranged that you and Henngjj shall take
a ride for exercise. 1’ve got the horses,
ready, and they'll be saddled about mid-
night.”

I waited with feverish
midnight. Then the keeper came to me.

“ Everything’s ready,” he announced.
“The horses are in the yard, and Hennon

impatience for

is waiting.”

I hurried out.

“ Good thing it’s a dark night,” chuckled
Hennon as we got into the saddles.

"Fancy a prisoner for murder taking a
midnight ride with the man he killed!”

We left the jail-yard and, keeping away
from the lighted streets, were soon be-
yond the limits of the town. We did not
race our horses, but jogged along, talking.

“1 wish," said Hennon, “we could
think of something that happened that night
at the Gray Wolf that could be used as
evidence. Owens has -kept that hotel long
enough to know how to lose his memory.
I can't think of a single thing.”

“Don't you remember,” | replied,
“when one of the gang that was attacking
Whitten called out that he stacked the
cards, and somebody in the crowd around
the tables laughed and said, ‘ Imagine Mex-
ican Pete telling a man he cheated at cards,’
or something like that?”

“Why, vyes, | do remember that now,”
said Hennon, getting excited. “I1 remem-
ber now. That was before | got in the
game. I'd remember that fellow if I saw
him.”

“And if we could only get onto the feud
between Whitten and this Mexican Pete.
There must have been bad blood. Don't
you remember Whitten saying, ‘You think
you've got me this time, but I'm a good
man yet’?”

“\es,” exclaimed Hennon, getting more
excited. “1 remember that, now you men-
tion it.”

“We've got to get that Mexican Pete,
He is evidently one of the toughest of the
last tou<;h characters in Texas. | dont
know where he got his name. | dont be-
lieve he was a Mexican, for | don’t think
there was a Mexican in that crowd.”

Chatting thus on the peculiar chain of
circumstances that seemed to surround us
and hem us in, we rode on for a few miles
beyond the town; and then, dismounting,
fastened our horses and sat down to enjoy
a smoke and stretch our limbs.
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We spent probably an hour in this way,
and were just about getting ready to return
when we heal'd the pounding of horses’ feet
on the road.

“Something’s up,” said Hennon. “Per-
haps somebody has discovered that you
have escaped and this is a mob in pur-
suit.”

We drew our horses as far away from
the road as we could, and then crouched
down where we could not be seen, but
where we could see who passed.

Four flying horses, their riders lying low
on their necks, with great saddle - bags
filled out with something bulging, swept by
like a tornado.
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“What the deuce was-that?”
Hennon as we stood up again.

“What the deuce is this?” | added.

We looked around.

Another horseman was coming toward
us, but not on a gallop. He had almost
reached us, when we heard a change in his
horse's gait.

Then the horseman fell to the road with
a thud.

We ran to him.

“What is it?
demanded.

“1'm shot,” he said. “I1’'m Joe Webb.
The bank has been robbed—cleaned out—
every dollar—by Mexican Pete.”

asked

What’s the matter?” |

(To be continued.)

A Letter to Post.

BY FRANK CONDON.

The Strange Commission Entrusted a Man on His Way to Boston,
and the Stranger Happening that Interfered With Its Execution.

HEN the Indian Rubber Company
W expressed some curiosity over the
condition of an importation of motor-tiies
that had recently arrived in Boston, the
head of the tire department frowned in
disgust.

“That means,” growled Fraser, “that
I'll have to hike up there and spend a
day or two, and | am frank enough to
admit that | hate to do it.”

“You’ll enjoy it,” replied his assistant.
“Go down to Revere Beach and buy your-
self popcorn and a red cane, and if you’re

good to me I’ll tell you the names of two
places where you can buy a drink after
midnight.”

“1 won’t go if I can possibly escape it,”
Fraser announced.

He was unable to escape it, but he post-
poned his going until the last possible mo-
ment, and at eleven o’clock Thursday night
he left his cheerful home, and the Subway
conveyed him with celerity to the Grand
Central Station. He was under light
marching equipment, carrying only his
travel-stained suit-case in which he had
packed a few toilet articles, some miscel-
laneous underwear, and a magazine or two
as fillers.

He dallied in front of the terminal a

moment and looked at his watch. It was
within twenty minutes of train-time, so
he idled along slowly and thought of the
prospective trip with displeasure.

“1t seems to me,” he complained, “that
for a man who is head of a department,
Kenneth Fraser gets a whole lot of rummy
assignments. | wanted to attend that six-
round fight in the Bronx to-night. Curses
on ’em.”

He sauntered into the station and found
a surprisingly large number of people. A
political delegation from Utica was coming'
on a delayed train, and a proper reception
had been prepared for the up-Staters.
Fraser watched the budding statesmen with
interest, and his absorption was so great
that he failed to notice the flight of his
twenty minutes. When he did look at his
watch, he thrust it hastily into his pocket
and galloped down the concourse with thirty
or forty seconds left.

His train was surrounded by a roister-
ing crowd—members of the reception com-
mittee, and he fought his way to the steps
of a Pullman.

“ First coach—right behind the engine,”
said the porter, glancing at Fraser’s tickets,
and, with a growl of annoyance, the motor-
tire man ran forward.
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As lie did so a hand was laid on his
arm and he stopped.

“ Are you going to Boston?” inquired a
short, heavy-set individual.

“What’s that to you?” retorted Fraser
indignantly.

He turned and glared at the intruder.

The crowd thickened about them. Fraser
saw before him a smooth, round face from
which peered a pair of steel-blue eyes. The
interrupter of his progress was a man of
forty, powerfully built, with sparse gray
hair, and a ragged, short mustache.

“Don’t get mad, friend,” continued the
stranger. “I'm not trying to butt into your
business at all. Only if you are going to
Boston, you can help me in a matter of
life or death. You wont help me so much
as you will some other people, and it's too
long a story to tell before your train pulls
out. This is the last train to-night, and
here’s a letter that’s got to be mailed in
Boston to-morrow morning.”

“Why don’t you mail it in New York?”
replied Fraser, his curiosity at the strange
request overcoming his irritation at being
stopped.

“It can’t be done,” replied the other.
“It’s got to have the Boston postmark, and
it involves the future of an entire family.
If you wont do it for me. say so, and I'll
try to find some one else taking this train—
but there isn’t much time; there’s scarcely
a second left. | tell you, stranger, youll
come pretty near saving lives if you’ll just
drop this in a Boston mail-box in the
morning.”

The long train groaned and rumbled
from end to end. The wheels slowly
turned, and Fraser stepped forward to-
ward his Pullman. The stranger drew
from his pocket a long, wide, white en-
velope and extended it toward the traveler.

“All right,” exclaimed Fraser. “It's
a mighty funny proceeding, but | guess |
can mail a letter for you without any par-
ticular inconvenience. When 1 get back
to New York, perhaps I’ll meet you and
let you tell me the story connected with
the thing.”

“1’Il be glad to do it. My name's Toe
Can'—Cary’s saloon on Grand Street.”

Fraser took-the missive and thrust it,
with some effort, because of its bulk, into
his coat-pocket. The stranger faded out
of sight, and the night-run to Boston was
on. The express was scheduled to stop only
at Springfield before reaching the Hub.
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Fraser found his way through the long
coach. The berths were made up and he
bumped into projecting arms and knees
down the length of the car until he came
to the smoking compartment.

The porter took his grip and indicated
Lower Seven as his abode for the night.

“111 stay awake an hour or two,” he in-
formed the dusky servitor. “If you hear
me ringing the bell, don’t come to ask what
I want, but simply bring me a large drink-”

The porter grinned. Fraser stretched
his legs comfortably and unfolded an even-
ing newspaper. He was the sole occupant
of the smoking-room, and for a time he
pored over the late ball scores. Then the
paper dropped in his lap and he gave him-
self up to thinking of the man who had
stopped him and his mysterious request.

“That’s positively the oddest affair |
ever heard of,” he mused. “What differ-
ence can it make whether a letter is mailed
in Boston or New York? He said it was
a matter of life and death, and if it was,
why didn’t he hop into the train and take
it to Boston himself? Why is it a matter
of life and death ? Who is the entire family
whose future depends upon my mailing the
thing to-morrow? If it’s so beastly im-
portant, why would any one but a perfect
fool entrust the letter to a stranger?”

He puzzled over the situation, rolling it
about in his mind, but reaching no con-
clusion.

The lights of the metropolis- flitted by
the window and disappeared as the train
picked up speed. The electric engine was
superseded by the big steam mogul that
would poke her nose into Boston five hours
later.

Fraser had no desire for slumber. Once
he started to his feet, determined to un-
dress and seek his berth, but he fell back
upon the cushions.

“It’s a cinch 1 won’t sleep if | do hit
the feathers,” he muttered. “ 1 wish there
was some other night-owl up so that | could
talk. Doggone those trips and doggone
the Indian Rubber Company, and double
doggone Boston and strange idiots with
mysterious letters.”

He pulled the cause of his perturbation
from his coat and regarded the address with
speculative eye. It was directed to a wom-
an in Allegheny, Pennsylvania. The hand-
writing was small and regular. Beyond
mhe address and the six two-cent stamps
affixed, the envelope was bare.
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“ It looks as though it might be the wri-
ting of a woman,” Fraser thought, holding
the heavy envelope closer to his eyes. “ And
it isn’t even addressed in ink.”

He moistened the tip of his finger and
touched the “Pa.”.

“They surely are a strange lot of nuts,”
he continued. *“ The most important letter
in the world, evidently, and yet the ad-
dress is put on with a pencil.”

The *“Pa.” had blurred slightly under
the rub of liis finger.

Fraser turned it over and noticed its
form. The heavy, white envelope was com-
pletely filled, and the object inside was of
a smooth, hard material, slightly rounded
at the ends. It gave under his pinch, and
as he toyed with his burden, his curiosity
grew until he flung the thing from him in
disgust.

It dropped on the seat beside him, address
side up, and he glared at it as though it had
delivered a personal affront.

“1 never can sleep on these cursed trains,
anyway,” he said moodily, and, in addition
to that handicap, some fool somes along and
hands me this business to fill my noddle full
of conjectures; it’s like a picture-puzzle. |1
don’t see why | should worry about it. What
do | care about the future of some family in
Allegheny? Yet, here | am sitting up and
losing my good night’s rest, watching over
a letter as though it contained seven million
dollars.”

Fraser closed his eyes with determination
and attempted to sleep, pulling despondently
now and then at his half-lighted cigar. The
express boomed along through the night, and
the steady roar of the compound engine di-
rectly in front of his coach poured in
through the open windows and smote him
soothingly upon the ear.

“1’m goin’ to bed in a minute,” he mut-
tered.

The cigar fell from his lips, and he
touched the fleeting verge of a'doze. His
left arm lay beside him on the cushioned
seat and his fingers caressed the puzzling
white envelope. Then, without warning of
any sort, a veritable avalanche of cold wa-
ter whirled in upon Kim.

Fraser scrambled to his feet, gasping and
shivering. The water was still pouring
through the window, and with an exclama-
tion of rage he jumped into the narrow pas-
sageway beside the smoking-room. In an-
other instant the downpour ceased as ab-
ruptly as it had begun, and Fraser, shaking
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in his drenched garments, poured forth
maledictions upon the railroad company.

It is customary for express-trains to “ take
water” ou the fly. To maintain express
speed, it is undesirable to stop at water-
tanks and slowly fill the tender, so geniuses
have devised the track-tank, which is noth-
ing more intricate than a long, narrow, iron
box placed between the rails and kept full
of water. The flying locomotive passes
over this, a chute is dropped, and in a mo-

"nient or*wo the tender-tank is filled.

A train traveling at a high speed and
striking a tra'ck-tank is unconcerned about
what happens so long as the tank is filled;

, and as all track-tanks are not perfectly ar-

ranged, it is sometimes possible to create a
miniature Niagara.

It was such a cataract that descended
upon the windows of the Pullman smoker
and its irritated occupant. Being directly
behind the locomotive, Mr. Fraser received
a full and complete measure of the flyingR
moisture, and his remarks indicated that he
was fully aware of that fact.

The porter came, following his insistent
ringing, and brought the ordered drink. It
was then that Kenneth Fraser made a hor-
rible discovery.

Lying upon the floor of the smoking-room
in half an inch of water was the letter. It
had fallen from the seat, and when its bear-
er picked it up and examined it, the address
had completely disappeared.

The markings had become thoroughly
blurred and blended into one large, irregu-
lar blotch, absolutely impossible to de-
cipher. The small character of the hand-
writing had aided in this catastrophe, and,
as Fraser studied the result, the full force
of the disaster came over him. It would be
impossible to mail the letter in Boston—or
anywhere else.

He held it before him, dumbly and stu-
pidly. The porter regarded him with cu-
riosity and thrust the drink before him.

“How can | mail that letter now?” Fra-
ser asked idiotically enough.

The porter took it and examined the pur-
ple blotch.

“1 dont guess you ain’t goin’ to mail it
nowhere at all, boss,” he retorted cheerfully.
“Das a pretty bad stain; dat ain’t no ad-
dress, nohow.”

“And this cursed railroad of yours did
it,” Fraser went on wrathfully. “I1’m go-
ing to sue for this. | cant mail that letter,
and the future of a family depends upon it.”
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“What’s in yo’ letter, boss?” asked the
porter placatingly.

“1 don’t know what’s in it!” Fraser
roared. 41AIll | know is that it’s got to be
mailed in Boston.”

“Ah'm sorry it’s did, mister; yo’ better
take yo’ drink and go to bed.”

He deposited the glass and left the smo-
king-room, glancing at Fraser as though un-
decided whether the latter was intoxicated
or merely crazy.

The hours passed like snails. Wet and
uncomfortable, the irritated letter-bearer sat
in his seat and blinked at the electric lamps
above him.

What was he to do? Again and again it
occurred to him to open the envelope and at-
tempt to discover a clue to the rightful own-
ers, but he reflected that he had no right to
tamper with a letter that did not belong to
him, and his belief in the tremendous im-
portance of its contents restrained him.

The first dim light of the breaking day
crept in through the Pullman windows be-
fore he reached a decision. In vain did he
strive to recall, the name he had read earlier
in the evening, jind he profaned his in-
competent memory with harsh words.

“There’s nothing to do but to open it,”
he muttered. “The name may be inside.”

Slowly he ran a knife-blade under the
flap, and the white envelope bulged wide,
displaying a soft morocco case. Fraser .took
it in his hand and turned it over. A spring
clasp held the two sides together, and he
found three heavy initials in gold letters.
They were *F. X. P.”

He pressed the spring, and the case
opened without effort. The two sides fell
apart, and inside were a number of small
articles, including a stained silk watch-fob,
a large photograph, a bunch of keys, a
small pearl-handled knife, and a soft, rub-
ber tobacco-pouch.

To the silk fob was attached three twined
letters, which he made out as “F. X. P.,”
and the same initials were stamped into the
keys and imprinted upon the pouch.

There was not a line of writing in the
case, nor a bit of paper.

The photograph represented an elderly,
rather prepossessing man, whose eyes were
set far apart. He wore a heavy, square-
cut beard, and a pair of old-fashioned
“side-burns ” fell in a gentle curve from his
cheeks. Fraser turned the photograph over
hopefully, but there was not the scratch of
a pen on it.
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“1f some one will come along and tell
me how this bunch of junk is going to in-
sure the future welfare of an Allegheny
family, | will be much obliged,” he mut-
tered. “This discovery is worth all of a
nickel. And yet, maybe there is something
about it that | can’t see. Maybe it’s mhe
connecting link in a suit for divorce or the
breaking or non-breaking of a will in-
volving a million bones. Maybe it’s to iden-
tify the party of the first part when she
walks up to the judge and demands her
share of the ancestral estates. It might be
any one of a thousand things, but to me it
it plain junk and nothing more.”

The words of the man who had given
him the letter still rang in his ears, and try
as he might he could not shake off a sense
of responsibility and a feeling of hot rage
toward the railroad that had destroyed the
address.

It was broad daylight now, and the train
was approaching Boston. The fortunate
ones who had slept through the night were
prowling about the Pullman in various
stages of irritation and undress.

Fraser sat in his seat and glared out
moodily at the passing scenery. From time
to time he fumbled with the morocco case
and growled over his own vexation.

Why, after all, should he allow the inci-
dent to take such a strong hold of him?
Why should he begin the day miserably be-
cause he didn’t know where to mail a pho-
tograph, a bunch of keys, and some assort-
ed trifles that were obviously valueless?

Three times he raised the window under
a sudden impulse to throw the case out, but
he hesitated each time: the third time he
left the window open.

“1f 1 keep worrying about this fool
thing,” he argued, “I1’ll simply waste my
own and the company’ time. I’'m a busi-
ness man, and not a childish dabbler in
affairs of mystery, and | think 1’ just end
this little matter right here and now.”

The train was screeching under the
brakes. It scurried through a long railroad
yard and entered the dim light of the mon-
ster train-shed. Boston was at hand, and
the passengers were struggling with suit-
cases and umbrellas. Fraser laid the
troublesome morocco case on the window-
sill for an instant, and then pushed it off.

“Now | can go to work with a clear
mind,” he toldhimself with satisfaction.

The train came to a halt, and for a mo-
ment Fraser sat in his seat, expecting the
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crowded aisle to clear.
ened into five minutes,

“What’s up?” he asked of a fellow
traveler.

“Something wrong ahead,” replied the
one questioned.

Eventually, after what seemed a wait of
hours, the passengers moved slowly for-
ward, and when Fraser reached the plat-
form he found an amazing situation. In-
stead of hurrying away through the portals
of the station, the entire train-load—every
passenger frothing with indignation—was
lined up between a double row of policemen,

“Now, then, get in line, everybody!”

The moment length-

bellowed a sergeant of police. “It’ll be
over as quick as we can do it.”
Boiling with honest rage, Fraser was

pushed into the line, which passed on like
a huge snake. At the very end, nearest the
gates leading to the street, stood a cluster of
plain-clothes officers and detectives, and as
passenger after passenger sifted through and
to them, the detectives instituted a search,
hurried but effective.

The women passengers and children were
not subjected to this indignity, nor was every
man.

The searching-party paid particular at-
tention to the bags carried, and Fraser ob-
served, as he came nearer the head of the
line, that perhaps one man in every five was
forced to raise his arms, while a detective
went skilfully through his clothes. During
this procedure another minion of the law
opened his grips or suit-cases.

. “ Certainly they won’t put me through
this silly thing, whatever it is,” Fraser
opined.

The man directly before him was passed
on to freedom immediately. The officers
made no comment, asked no questions.

Fraser was stopped with a brief command:

“Hold up your arms.”

He did so mechanically, and a black-eyed
young detective “ frisked ” him with a speed
that was as amazing as it was complete. The
nimble fingers of the officer went into his
every pocket, and in the meantime his suit-
case lay gaping under the search of another.

“Pass on,” said a gray-haired member of
the outfit.

Fraser, wondering and insulted, walked
ahead a few steps and stopped. He remained
where he was until the entire train-load of
passengers had gone through the ordeal.

Then he followed one of the searchers, and
asked:
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“*Would you mind telling me what in
blazes you examined us for?”

“It’s a little Boston pastime,” replied the
other calmly. “We do this to every train
that comes from New York.”

Fraser grunted a subdued insult, and
started out of the station. It occurred to
him suddenly that he was very tired and ex-
ceedingly hungry, and without further wait
he boarded a car for his hotel.

A half-hour later he walked into the di-
ning-room of the Clinedon and ordered a
hearty breakfast. While it was being pre-
pared, he sent the waiter for morning news-
papers, and as the attendant returned and
dropped them on the table before him, Fra-
ser’s glass of water, which at the moment was
at his lips, fell to the floor with a crash.

Staring at him, in five columns of space
from the front page, was the man whose pho-
tograph he had dropped from the Pullman
window an hour before—the same elderly,
prepossessing individual, whose eyes were
set far apart, whose beard ended in the
square cut, and from whose cheeks fell the
“side-burns ”; and across the top of the
page, in monster letters, ran the caption:

MILLIONAIRE NEW YORK BACHE-
LOR MURDERED.

Fraser picked up the paper with hands
\that trembled, and sought through the mass
of type for the murdered man’s name.

It was there, plain enough—Francis
Xavier Penroth.

“That’s what the 1F. X. P.” stood for,”
Fraser muttered dazedly. *“ Great Heavens,
what did | get into, anyhow?”

He read on breathlessly. Penroth, an ec-
centric and wealthy flour manufacturer, had
been stabbed to death in his own home in
New York at noon the day before. His
servants had found him a few moments after
the crime was committed, and the subsequent
search of the police revealed that thousands
of dollars’ worth of jewels had been stolen,
bonds and stocks in unknown amounts ab-
stracted from the millionaire’s rooms, and,
as he invariably carried large sums on his
person, it was presumed that the murderer
liad made away with considerable cash
booty.

The despatches went on to tell of the work
of the police. They had found that a mo-
rocco case, in which the dead man kept his
money, was missing, and late in the day the
New York sleuths had stumbled upon a clue
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which had led them to the door of the mur-
derer, He escaped them by a hair’s breadth,
and after a devious pursuit was lost at the
Grand Central Station.

The last train for the night pulled out
before the officers could round up the
crowds in the station, and full information
was at once telegraphed the police of
Springfield and Boston and orders were
given to search every passenger on board
the train for objects that might identify
him as the criminal.

Fraser sat back in his chair, and rubbed
the cold sweat from his brow.
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“And to think,” he muttered huskily,
“that I almost brought in that cursed mo-
rocco case for the detectives to find on me;
to think that | raved at the railroad for
sousing its address with water last night!
As that murderous fiend told me when he
gave it to me, it was going ‘to involve the
future of a family! ° You bet it was, and
it missed doing it by a mighty slim squeeze,
and the name of the family is Fraser. In
the words of the wise old prophet, ‘Never
again!’”

Then the waiter came with two sizzling
eggs and a roll.
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The Thing a Man Did When He Didn’t Care W hat!Happened to Him
and Why He Had Cause to Regret It Later.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

Cowper Rousey, after four years’ absence in Australia, returns to his native land, penniless and
shabby. His Uncle Philip, a stock broker, refuses to do anything for him because Cowper had
declined to go into business and preferred to follow the career of an artist, of which he has now
made a failure. Cowper’s own friends also turn him the cold shoulder, but the worst blow of all
is when he chances to see the girl he loves, Margaret Adair, whirl by him in bridal array to a church,
which his deadly rival, Oscar Harmsworth, also enters in the garb of a bridegroom. After that Cow-
per cares not what happens to him so is in the mood to take up with the plan of a red-haired stranger
who offers him five thousand dollars to marry a girl and leave her at once after the ceremony. After

assuring himself that the girl will do her share of the bargain willingly, he accompanies the man in
an automobile blindfolded, and after over an hour’s ride, finally reaches a house where the band-

age is removed from his eyes.

CHAPTER VI
HIS VANISHING BRIDE.

OWPER ROUSEY found himself in

a dimly lighted room in which were

four persons who stood regarding him
with great interest.

Needless to say, Cowper looked at them
witli even greater interest. His gaze trav-
eled from one to the other of the little
company and his curious glances took in
every detail of their appearance.

There was a little old man who wore a
ridiculously .tight-fitting cutaway coat
which doubtless had once been black but
which had turned green with years. This
man’s nose was very red and his face was
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bloated—the unmistakable marks of one
addicted to the liquor habit.

There was a middle-aged woman whose
figure was inclined to corpulency and who
possessed coarse features and a mass of
blond hair arranged with none too much
tidiness.

In pleasant contrast to her was a young
woman dressed all in white whose face was
quite beautiful and whose figure was tall,
slender, and graceful.

This young woman was a brunette. Her
hair.was very dark and most tastefully
dressed. Her brown eyes were large and
bright. She appeared to be about twenty-
five years of age.

The fourth member of the group was the

Single copies, 10 cents.
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man who had brought Rousey there—he of
the Ted hair; big nose, beady eyes, and out-
standing ears.

Taken as a whole, it was not a company
to inspire either admiration or confidence.
Its only prepossessing member was the
young woman in white.

Cowper stared at her with particular
curiosity, for he felt sure that it was she
who was to be his bride. He refused to
permit himself to believe that the slovenly,
middle-aged woman with the untidy mass
of blond hair could be destined for that
role.

Cowper eagerly scanned the young wom-
an’s face in search of some signs that she
was being forced into this queer affair.

As he had announced to his traveling
companion, he was thoroughly determined
to back out of the deal and hand the fel-
low’ back his roll of bills if he could detect
the slightest evidence of coercion or undue
influence.

But the young woman appeared to be
happy enough. Her full red lips were part-
ed in a half smile as her big bright eyes
met his gaze unflinchingly. She seemed
to be perfectly cool and at her ease—much
cooler than most brides generally are, even
under the most conventional circumstances.

“1 can’t understand it at all,” he mused.
“Why is such a fine-looking girl mixed up
with such people as these and why is she
willing to enter into such an extraordinary
marriage? It is certainly a most marvelous
adventure. 1 wouldn’t have believed that
such a thing could happen in these mat-
ter-of-fact days.” *

Having completed his inspection of the
occupants, he turned his attention to the
room itself.

It was a large chamber and in a very
dilapidated condition. The woodwork ap-
peared to be badly in need of paint. The
plaster ceiling, which was low, was dirty
and cracked. The floor was uncarpeted
and its boards were rough and loose in
several places.

The paper on the walls was in no bet-
ter condition. An old-fashioned imitation
marble fireplace was thickly incrusted with
dirt.

A couple of chairs and a plain wooden
table were all the furniture the room con-
tained. There were no gas fixtures. Large
tallow candles, which stood in empty beer
bottles, furnished the light.

The appearance of the room amazed
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Cowper almost as much as did the strange
company assembled there.

“What a queer place in which to pull
off a wedding!” he thought.

Thus far nobody present had uttered a
word. Now the man with the shock of red
hair and the small beady eyes spoke.

“Friends,” he said, pointing to Cowper,
“here is the bridegroom. He knows the
conditions and is ready to go ahead. If
you also are ready we will summon the
minister and proceed with the wedding
ceremony without delay.”

“1 will go get the clergyman,” an-
nounced the little old man in the tight-fit-
ting coat, and he hurried out of the room.

“You said that I would be permitted to
talk with the bride,” Cowper whispered to
the red-haired man. “1 presume that is
she, over there?”

The man nodded.

“Yes, that young woman is to be your
wife. You can exchange a few words with
her now if you wish.”

Cowper stepped over to the young woman
in white.

“You are fully aware of the fact that |
am to be married to you in a few min-
utes?” he inquired in a low voice.

“Of course,” answered the girl, perfect-
ly self-possessed. “ That is why you have
been brought here.”

She smiled at him as she spoke. Cow-
per noted that her voice was refined and
musical.

“And do you mean to say that you are
entering into this thing of your own free
will?” he demanded earnestly.

“Of course | am,” was her answer.

“You are willing to marry me, although
you have never seen me before and don’t
know anything about my character or ante-
cedents?” he exclaimed, incredulously.

“Yes. | am willing to marry you with-
out knowing anything at all about you.”

“Will you tell me why?”

“No, | cannotydo that. Haven’t you
already been informed that no explanations
can be given to you?”

“Yes, | have been told that; but it is
inconceivable to me that a nice-looking
young woman like yo1 can be taking this
mad step of her own free will. If any un-
due influence has been brought to bear up-
on you, vou have onlv to sav the word and
|~

“No undue influence has been used,”
she assured him. *“1 fully realize what |
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am doing and am perfectly willing to
do if.”

“You are going into this with your eyes
wide open?”

“Do they appear to you to be closed ?”
she asked, with a laugh.

“You don’t want more time to think it
over? If you have not yet fully made up
your mind | am ready to insist upon a
postponement of this queer wedding,” he
assured her.

“No, | do not wish any postponement,”
was her answer. “My mind is fully made
up. The sooner it is over the better.”

Cowper shrugged his shoulders helpless-
ly and turned to the red-haired man.

“1 am convinced against my better judg-
ment that this young lady is not being
forced into this,” he said. “I1 am there-
fore willing to go ahead, according to our
bargain.”

“Good!” exclaimed the fellow. * Here
comes the minister now. We will proceed
with the ceremony immediately.”

The door had opened and the little old
man in the tight fitting cutaway coat en-
tered, escorting a man who was attired in
the conventional garb of a clergyman and
who carried a black, leather-covered prayer-
book in his right hand.

He was a very old man—so old that his
hair was snow white, his body was bent,
his steps were halting, and his eyesight ap-
peared to be somewhat dim.

Cowper had a shrewd suspicion that it
was essentially because of these very in-
firmities that this elderly man of the cloth
had been chosen to officiate at this cere-
mony. It was probable that these queer peo-
ple realized that a younger and more ob-
servant clergyman would have been sus-
picious of the extraordinary surroundings
and circumstances and would have refused
to have anything to do with such a strange
wedding.

This old clergyman did not seem to de-
tect anything out of the.ordinary about
mhe proceedings, for he bowed courteously
to the little group and declared with a
pleasant smile that he always considered
it a great treat to have the privilege of
joining a young couple in holy wedlock.

“ After all, there is no institution, my
friends, which is quite as splendid and as
glorious as marriage,” he said. “In these
days, it has become the fashion, | fear, to
sneer at matrimony and to exploit its
abuses; but | am old-fashioned enough to
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remain an optimist on the subject. | be-
lieve that most unions turn out happily,
especially where the couples marry young.”

The old clergyman delivered these re-
marks in a quavering voice and smiled
benignly upon the little group, apparently
under the impression that this was a most
ordinary and conventional wedding.

The red-haired man introduced Cowper
as the bridegroom and the minister shook
him enthusiastically by the hand. Then
the bride was presented and thdlbenevolent
old gentleman patted her on the shoulder
and whispered in her ear that he very much
admired the bridegroom’s good taste.

He then asked them their names and an-
nounced that he was ready to proceed with
the service.

The ceremony was brief. Cowper could
scarcely believe that he was not dreaming
when lie found himself responding to the
question. “Do you, Cowper Rousey, take
this woman, Jeannette Smith, to be your
lawfully wedded wife?”

“1 do,” he answered and could not re-
press a shudder at the uncanniness of the
proceeding.

The bride made her responses in a firm,
even tone. She was perfectly cool and col-
lected throughout the ceremony.

The red-haired man produced -a plain
gold ring from his coat-pocket and Cow-
per slipped it upon the finger of the girl.

When it became necessary for him to
kiss his bride Cowper hesitated. He knew
that such a step was customary—that it
was part of the wedding service; but he
felt instinctively that under the peculiar
circumstances it would constitute an out-
rage.

The young woman, however, appeared to
entertain no such scruples. She raised her
pretty head and puckered her lips expect-
antly. If it had been a real love-match she
could not have appeared more willing to
receive his Kkiss.

Cowper put his lips to hers obediently
and without enthusiasm, the old clergyman,
availing himself of a traditional privilege,
kissed the bride with much greater relish.

After the service was over the red-haired
man put a ten-dollar bill in an envelope
and passed it to Cowper, who handed it to
the minister as his fee.

After the customary congratulations, the
latter departed. As soon as he had gone
the red-haired man turned hurriedly to
Rousey.
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“Come,” lie said. “It is time we were
returning. | must once more place'this
bandage over your eyes.”

“Do you really mean to say that I am
never to see my bride again?” inquired the
young man incredulously.

“Certainly. Those were the terms on
which you entered into this marriage. You
must not even speak to her now. Come, let
me blindfold you.”

Cowper obediently inclined his head
while the other adjusted the bandage.
Then he was led to the automobile, which
had been waiting outside.

“Go ahead!” shouted the red-haired
man to the chauffeur. The motor thereup-
on started off at a lively pace.

Only once during the journey did Cow-
per exchange a word of conversation with
his traveling companion.

“1 thought you said that I would never
learn the maiden name of my bride,” he
remarked interrogatively.

“l did—and | spoke the truth,” was
the reply.
“But | have learned it already,” de-

clared Cowper. “You must be forgetting
that her name was divulged during the
wedding ceremony. Didnt | hear the clergy-
man address her as Jeannette Smith-?”

“Pooh! That was not her real name.
That was merely a name which she assumed
for the occasion,” replied the red-haired
man.

“Doesnt that make the marriage in-
valid ?” inquired Cowper eagerly.

“Not at all,” replied the other. “A
marriage is perfectly legal even when both
parties use assumed names.”

These were the only words that passed
between them. About an hour afterward
the automobile came to a sudden stop.
Cowper's companion told him that tliev
had come'to the end of their journey and
assisted him to alight.

As Cowper’s feet reached the ground he
heard the motor start off again.

He struggled with the bandage and tore
it from his eyes.

He discovered that he was standing on
a bridge—the same bridge on which he
had first encountered the mysterious stran-
ger with the red hair and homely counte-
nance.

The automobile had disappeared as
completely as if it had fallen into the
river, and with it had gone his queer com-
panion.
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Cowper stood there rubbing his eyes, as
though he had just awakened from a deep
sleep.

Indeed, so extraordinary had been his ex-
perience that he was half inclined to be-
lieve that he was the victim of a particu-
larly vivid dream.

He found it difficult to believe that
these things had really happened—that he
was actually the husljand of a beautiful
young woman whom he was never to see
again.

“ It must have been a dream!” he mut-
tered.

Then he put his hand in his coat poc-
ket and drew out the big roll of hills.

There was five thousand dollars in that
roll, and the money was certainly real!

CHAPTER VII.

PLENTY OF MONEY.

For some time Cowper stood regarding
the fat roll of bills in his hand with con-
flicting emotions.

It was pleasant to be the possessor of
five thousand dollars. The sum was cer-
tainly big enough to enable a fellow to
live in luxury for a good many days to
come. It might also enable him to get a
start in some good business where he could
win his way to success by hard work and
perseverance.

And yet, he asked 'himself, what did
luxury or success mean now that Margaret
Adair was forever lost to him?

He had yearned for success only as a
means toward winning the girl he loved.
Now, not only was that girl the wife of
another, but he also was a married man.
His chances of making Margaret* Adair his
wife had been rendered doublv remote by
the events of the past few hours.

Was the five thousand dollars in his
hand worth the price he had paid for it?
He asked himself the question anxiously.
Had he acted rashly in saddling him-
self with the yoke of matrimony in order
to earn a roll of bills?

After some deliberation he answered his
own questions with a laugh.

“What an unreasonable fellow | am,”
he mused. “There can’t be any doubt but
what | have acted wisely. Margaret was
lost to me, anyway. Even if | had re-
mained single | never could have had her.

“Of course there was a slight chance
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that Harmsworth would die an early death
—in which case | might have wooed and
won his widow, but Harmsworth is one of
those disgustingly healthy fellows who is
likely to live to be a hundred years old, so
that hope was a mighty slim one and not
worth banking on.

“And as far as the yoke of matrimony
is concerned, it doesn’t seem to me that
it is likely to be particularly oppressive in
my case.

“1 have made a most advantageous mar-
riage in that respect. Married men all over
the land would envy me if they knew of it.
I shall have nobody to give me a tongue
lashing if | stay out late of nights. There
will be nobody to go through my trousers-
pockets while 1 am sleeping and nobody
to fly into a passion with me for mussing
up the parlor curtains with tobacco smoke.

“This matrimony on the absent-treat-
ment plan certainly has its advantages. For
a married man | am just about as free as |
could be. | ought to consider myself a
very lucky fellow.

“This money will enable me to put up a
good front and have a fine time. That red-
headed chap was right. | must show Mar-
garet and that fellow Harmsworth that |
don’t care a fig about their marriage. |
won’t give them the satisfaction of seeing
that 1 am hard hit. I’ll make them think
I am enjoying life to the utmost.”

The very thought of enjoying life caused
him suddenly to realize that he was very
hungry.

It was a great relief to know that in
his right hand he held the means of satis-
fying his appetite with the most tempting
of viands.

'H e regarded the thick roll of bills almost
lovingly and stuffing it into his trousers
pocket set off at once in search of a good
restaurant.

He soon found an eating-place high class
enough to satisfy the most fastidious of
tastes.

Although the hour was late the place
was full of well-dressed people, who looked
at him curiously as he entered and seated
himself at one of the small tables.

He gazed rapturously at the menu and
ordered such an array of expensive dishes
that the waiter eyed him with some sus-
picion.

Cowper Rcusey, with his shabby clothes
and unshaved face, did not look like a man
who could afford to pay for the luxuries he
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had picked out. The waiter shook his
head dubiously and w.ent off in search of
the head waiter.

The latter was a man who prided himself
on his tact. When he had approached Cow-
per’s table and had sized up the shabby
looking young man seated there, he de-
cided that it was an occasion for great
diplomacy.

“1 beg monsieur’s pardon,” he said, po-
litely but firmly. “Perhaps he is not
aware that the dishes he has ordered are
very expensive—very expensive indeed,
monsieur.”

“1 don’t care about that,” replied Cow-
per. “Hurry up and bring them on. I'm
hungry. The price does not worry me.”

“Perhaps monsieur would be satisfied
with a less costly meal,” went on the head
waiter, looking at Cowper meaningly.
“Perhaps monsieur would care to order
something a little more simple, eh? A nice
dish of crackers and milk, for instance, or
a small oyster fry. | really think that mon-
sieur would be better satisfied with some-
thing like that.”

“ Confound your impertinence!” Cowper
growled. “Do you presume to tell me what
I should eat? | know what I want and |
don’t require your advice. Bring me what
I have ordered or | will have you dis-
charged.”

“1 beg monsieur’s pardon,” said the man,
undismayed by this threat. “ 1 really mean
no offense; but unless monsieur can show us
that he is able to pay for what he has or-
dered | am afraid that we cannot accom-
modate him.”

“Ah!” exclaimed Cowper, “ | understand
you now. You think that | look like a
dead beat, eh ?”

He flushed with mortification as the truth
dawned upon him. Strange to say, he had
actually forgotten, until now, how disrep-
utable was his appearance.

“Well, | suppose you are not to blame,”
he continued in a quieter tone. *“1 realize
that | look like a tramp. If I had remem-
bered that such was the case | would not
have dreamed of entering such a fashionable
restaurant. You should not always judge a
man by his appearance, though, my friend.
You are likely to err sometimes. | will
show you that I am fully able to pay for
what | have ordered. See here.”

He pulled from his pocket the roll of bills
and held it in front of the head waiter.
“There’s five thousand dollars here,” he
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said with a smile. “1 guess that will more
than pay my bill—high as your prices are.”

The head waiter’s eyes bulged as he gazed
at the money. Then he mumbled an abject
apology and hurried off to personally super-
intend the filling of Cowper’s order.

Within a short time the tempting dishes
were placed before the young man, and he
proceeded to devour them with great relish

While he was thus engaged a short, thick-
set man entered the restaurant, and stood
leaning against the cashier’s desk carelessly
surveying the diners.

The head waiter stepped over to this man
and whispered something in his ear.

As he whispered he pointed toward Cow-

per. The man appeared to become greatly
interested. He stared at Rousey long and
critically. The latter, unaware of the at-

tention he was receiving, went on eating
with the zest which only a half-starved
man can display.

When he had finished he paid the check
with one of the twenty-dollar bills of his
roll, and strolled out of the restaurant,
puffing contentedly at a fifty-cent cigar.

“There’s certainly a whole lot of en-
joyment to be got out of money,” he re-
flected, with a sigh of satisfaction. “That
meal was superb and this smoke is perfect.
Now for a Turkish bath, a shave, some
good clothes, and a decent place to sleep.”

A hand was laid on his shoulder. He
turned to find the short, thick-set man at his
heels.

“ Say,” said the latter,
you, my friend ?”

“1 don't think so,”
coldly.

“Well, I think Ive seen your face be-
fore," the man persisted. “Perhaps you
can tell me where?”

“No. | can't,” retorted Cowper shortly.

There was something about the fellow’s
tone which angered him.

“Maybe it was at the Rogues’ Gallery
at police headquarters, eh ?” suggested the
stranger.

“ Guess again,” said Cowper. “ My pho-
tograph doesn't happen to adorn that in-
teresting collection.”

“Well, maybe it ought to. | think it’s
extremely likely that it will be put there—
unless you can explain.”

“Explain what?” demanded Cowper in-
dignantly.

“Explain where you got that big roll of
bills you’re carrying in your trousers-pock-

“don’t | know

replied Cowper
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et,” said the man. “Perhaps you will be
good enough to tell me how you happen to
have possession of such a large sum of
money.”

“1711 be hanged if I will,” growled Cow-
per. “What business is it of yours? Who
are you, anyway? ”

“1’ll show you who | am,” replied the
other, pulling back his coat and revealing
a gold police-shield pinned to his vest.
“Guess you recognize that badge, eh?”

Cowper nodded.

“So you’re a policeman? A detective
from headquarters, | presume. Well, even
so, what right have you to ask me such
questions? | am a law-abiding citizen.
Do you think | stole the money?”

“Well, I dont know about that,” was
the cool reply. “ Mv candid opinion is that
you didn’t come by it honestly, young fel-
ler, but of course | aint sure. If | was
1’d march you to the station-house mighty
quick and without any words. | think you'd
better explain where you got it.”

Cowper hesitated. He knew if he told
the truth he would not be believed. Besides,
he did not feel like taking this man into his
confidence. And vyet he realized that he
must offer some explanation, otherwise the
detective was likely to place him under
arrest as a suspicious character.

“Well, the fact is,” he said hesitatingly,
“l—1 met a friend to-day who has owed
me five thousand dollars for some time. He
was feeling pretty wealthy, and so he set-
tled the debt. That’s how | happen to be
carrying so much money with me. Under-
stand ?”

“Oh, is that how it is?” exclaimed the
detective. “ That sounds plausible enough.
Why didn't you say so at first? Excuse me
for bothering you.”

The detective turned on his heel and
walked off in the other direction. Cowper
proceeded on his way, chuckling at the ease
with which he had settled the policeman’s
suspicions.

“ Our police force is getting worse every
day,” he said to himself. “Imagine a man
who calls himself a detective being satis-
fied with such a flimsy explanation as
that.”

As a matter of fact, he did the police-
man an injustice, for the latter was by no
means satisfied with Cowper’s reply.

He waited until Rousey had proceeded
several paces, and then stealthily wheeled
around and followed him.
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He took care to keep out of sight, but he
took equal care that Cowper should not get
out of his sight.

Consequently the young man proceeded
on his way in blissful ignorance of the fact
that he was being shadowed.

CHAPTER VIII.
A STAGGERING DISCOVERY.

The detective saw Cowper Rousey enter
a Turkish-bath establishment. He fol-
lowed, still taking good care not to be seen
by his prey.

The latter paid in advance for a bath
and a private bedroom out of the five thou-
sand dollars he carried, and then deposited
the rest of the roll in the little black tin re-
ceptacle for valuables which the cashier
placed at his disposal.

He hesitated for a few seconds before
doing this, not liking the idea of leaving
so much money in the office safe; but final-
ly decided that it would certainly be more
secure there than if he left it in his pocket
while taking his bath.

After Cowper had disappeared through
the door leading to the dressing-rooms the
detective approached the cashier’s desk.

“Guess I’ll take a bath and a private
room,” he said. “Did that young feller
who just went in leave any orders about be-
ing called in the morning ?”

“Yes, sergeant,” replied the cashier, who
was acquainted with the policeman. “ He
left word that he wanted to be called at nine
o’clock.”

“Well, you can call me at a quarter to
nine prompt. Don’t forget, now.”

“No, sergeant, | won’t.”

“And be sure to give me a room near to
his, so that I can hear if he goes out during
the night. Understand ?”

“Yes. Il give you room 56. That's
right alongside of his,” said the cashier.
“You’'ll be able to hear every move he
makes; the partitions are very thin.”

“That’s good.”

“Is he a crook, sergeant?” inquired the
cashier with great interest. “1 suspected
as much when he. flashed that big foil of
money on me. | thought it looked queer
that such a shabby fellow would have so
much dough. What has he done? ”

“1 dont know yet,” answered the police-
man. “1’m only shadowing him on sus-
picion. | don’t know who he is, or what
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he is, but I've got an idea that it will be
worth my while to watch him for the next
few hours and see if I can get a line as to
where he got all that money.”

“That’s right. It certainly looks mighty
queer. 11l wager that he didnt come by
all that dough honestly.”

After the subject of this discussion had
gone through the various courses of the
Turkish bath he retired to his private bed-
room and sank into a sound sleep.

The next morning he wrajs awakened at
nine o’clock by an attendant, in accordance
with his instructions.

He was shaved, shorn, and shampooed by
the barber employed-on the premises; and,
although he was forced to wear his shabby
clothes for the time being, he looked so much
improved when he stepped into the office
to claim the money he had deposited that
the cashier began to think that perhaps,
after all, he had,been hasty in judging him
to be a criminal.

Cowper visited a ready-made clothier’s in
the neighborhood and purchased a new out-
fit from head to foot.

He donned this in the store and walked
out, feeling and looking like a new man,
his step jaunty, a gold-headed walking-cane
in his hand.

When he reached the entrance of the
Clarendon Hotel, he stepped inside and ap-
proached the desk.

“ Guess |1l hire a room here for a week,”
he said. “ A nice front room, with a bath.”

The Clarendon was an expensive hotel,
hut this fact did not deter Cowper. He
realized that five thousand dollars was by
no means a fortune; but, in his present reck-
less mood, he was determined to have a
good time while the money lasted.

There was nothing about his appearance
now to excite suspicion or mistrust, and the
smiling room-clerk received him courteous-
ly. Even the fact that he had no baggage
occasioned no comment, for Cowper offered
to pay for the room in advance.

He signed the register, and proceeded to
the hotel restaurant in search of breakfast.

When he had finished that meal lie again
said to himself, with a sigh of content:
“The possession of money is certainly a fine
thing. | have had no cause, as yet, to re-
pent of the bargain | made with that red-
haired man.”

He strolled through the lobbies of the
hotel, viewing the handsome wall decora-
tions with an appreciative eye.
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A magnificent oil-painting claimed his at-
tention, and his gaze was fixed upon it as
he walked, with the result that he bumped
into a young woman who was sauntering
toward him,

“l beg Vour pardon,” he stammered.
Then their eyes met, and each .gave vent to
an exclamation of surprise.

“ Cowper Rousey!” exclaimed the young
woman in joyous astonishment.

“Margaret! ” gasped the young man.

“This—this"is so unexpected,” said the
girl; “I1—I did not dream that you were
here.”

Her manner was very confused. In the
first shock of meeting him she had forgot-
ten the circumstances under which they had
parted, and the expression of her beautiful
face had betrayed her pleasure at seeing
him again. Now she suddenly recollected
their quarrel and a rosy blush suffused her
cheeks at the humiliating thought that she
had made the first advances.

Cowper understood and gallantly endeav-
ored to put her at her ease.

“It is a great pleasure to see you, Mar-
garet,” he said. “How you have improved
in looks during the four years that | have
been away. | did not think then, that it
was possible for you to grow more beauti-
ful; but | see that | did nature a grievous
wrong.”

He spoke in a quiet, even tone. The
girl’s self - possession quickly returned to
her. She regarded him smilingly. Then
she said:

“Thanks for the compliment, Cowper.
What a very pretty speech! But then you
always did say pretty things except—ex-
cept when you were horrid.”

“1—1 was a brute and a fool ever to have
been horrid,-” he answered with emotion.

“Don’t you reproach yourself,” she re-
joined softly. “If you are alluding to that
—to our last meeting, Cowper, | am willing
to admit that it was | who was at fault.”

“No. | was to blame,” he insisted. “I
had no right to say the things to you that
I did. But then, it is all over now, of
course.”

“You are willing to let bygones be by-
gones, you mean? We are friends again,
eh, Cowper?”

“Of course—if you really wish it,” he
answered.

“Of course | wish it. | shall always
value your friendship. You have been
abroad, haven’t you, Cowper?”
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“Yes—to Australia.”

“When did you return?”

“Yesterday.”

“ And you are stopping at this hotel ?”

“Yes, for the time being. | registered
here a few minutes ago.”

“Why did you not write to me while

you were in Australia?” she asked re-
proachfully. “1 expected to hear from
you. | expected a letter from you every-

day. Why did you not send me a word?”

“1 wanted to forget you,” he answered
grimly. “I—1 tried hard to do so.”

“And did you succeed, Cowper?”

She looked at him coquettishly as she
asked the question. There was a distinct
challenge in her beautiful eyes.

The hot blood surged to his face.
eyes met hers reproachfully.

“Do you think that is a fair question,
Margaret?” he demanded sternly.

“1 don’t know,” she answered with a
laugh.  “Perhaps it isn’t; but I—I very
much want to hear your answer.”

“You have no right to hear my answer
—now,” he said. “And | .have no right
to give it to you. Surely, Margaret, you
are forgetting.”

“ Forgetting what?”

He did not answer. He. felt that she
was mocking him, and the cruelty of her
act shocked him.

“1 suppose I am presuming in calling
you 1Margaret,’” he said after a pause.
“1 have no right to do so now, of course.”,

“Why not?” she demanded. “You
have called me by my first name’ever since
we were children. Why should you not
do so now?”

“ Because circumstances alter cases,” he
retorted with a bitter laugh. *“He might
not approve of it. In fact, | feel sure that
he would not.”

“lie?" she repeated, looking at him
in astonishment. “Whom do you mean?”

“Whom should | mean?” he an-
swered, almost roughly. “Your husband,
of course.”

“ XTy husband! Cowper Rousey, what
is the matter with you? Are you crazy?
I have no husband.”

He looked at her in blank amazement.

“No husband!” he gasped. “What
are you saying, Margaret? eWhat, in the
name of Heaven, do vou mean? Is he
dead?”

“1s who dead?”

“Your husband.”

His
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“1 tell you I have no husband,” she ex-
claimed impatiently. “Are you joking
with me, Cowper, or did you really think
that I was married ?”

“Think you were married!” He
laughed bitterly.  *“ Surely it is you who
are joking. | know only too well that you
are married.”

“You know nothing of the kind,” she
cried impatiently. “1 tell you that | am
not married. Don't you dare contradict
me, Cowper Rousey!” She stamped her
little foot with indignation.

He stared at her in blank astonishment.
His face was deathly pale.

“1 don’t know what you mean by this,”
he said in a hard, metallic tone. “You
always used to be a truthful girl, Mar-

garet. You would never stoop to a lie.
Why should you do so now? | saw you go
into the church yesterday. Will you dare

to deny it?”

“Of course | wont deny it,” she an-
swered. “ Of. course | went to the church
yesterday. | went there to act as brides-
maid at the wedding of my friend, Sophie
Hunt. She was married yesterday to Peter
Stillwell, and Mr. Oscar Harmsworth was
the bridegroom’s best man. Is that what
you refer to, Cowper?”

He did not answer her. His face was
ghastly, his eyes were dilated, his hands
opened and closed convulsively. He reeled
like a drunken man.

“Cowper!” cried the girl, viewing his
condition with alarm. “What is the mat-
ter? Are you ill?”

“What have | done?” he groaned.
“ Oh, what have | done? What a blithering
idiot 1 have been! | am the most miser-
able wretch in all the world.”

“What is the matter?” pleaded the girl
fearfully. “Wont you please tell me,
Cowper, what has happened ?” .

“The very worst that could has hap-
pened to me.” he answered brokenly. “ Oh,
what a fool I have been. | have sold my
life’s happiness for a few miserable dollars.”

Before the frightened girl could repeat
her demand for an explanation of these, to
her, absolutely unintelligible sentences, a
short, thick-set man stepped up to Cowper
and laid a hand heavily on his shoulder.

“1 want you, Cowper Rousey,” he said,
“1 knowTyou now. | saw your name on
the hotel register. You are under arrest.”

“Under arrest,” gasped Margaret Adair.
“What for?”

9 A
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“For the larceny of ten thousand dol-
lars,” replied the detective. “ Come, young
fellow, it is no use making any seene. |
charge you with stealing ten thousand dol-
lars from the safe in the office of your uncle,
Philip Rousey. You’ll have to come with
me to the station-house.”

CHAPTER IX.
UP AGAINST IT.

Margaret Adair regarded the detective
with an incredulous, horrified stare.

“ Cowper Rousey a thief!” she gasped.
“I1l not believe it. It is not true! It
can’t be true! There must be some mis-
take.”

“1 guess there aint any mistake, miss,”
replied the policeman, his hand clutching
Cowper’s right sleeve. - “ Leastwise, the only
mistake was that made by this young man
in not skipping out of town while he had
the chance. He was a fool to stay here.”

“But Cowper Rousey couldn’t be a thief,”
persisted the girl loyally. “1 know him
too well to believe him capable of stealing.
What proof have you, officer, that he took
that money ?”

“Quite a lot of proof,” replied the de-
tective, with a grim laugh. “ Besides, miss,
his manner now shows his guilt plainly
enough. You don’t hear him denying it,
do you? He knows that it is no use. He
hasn’t got a word to say.”

Poor Cowper had been so much dazed by
the discovery that Margaret Adair was not
the wife of Oscar Harmsworth that he
had become oblivious to all other things
and had scarcely been aware of the fact that
the detective had placed him under arrest.

He stood there in a state of abject apathy,'
making no attempt to shake off his'captor’s
hold and evincing no more interest in the
words that passed between the girl and the
detective than if their conversation had been
conducted in a foreign language.

Margaret turned to him appealingly.

“Dont you hear what this man says,
Cowper?” she cried. “Arent you going
to tell him that it is not true? Aren’t you
going to deny that you stole 3-our uncle’s
money? Oh, surely you must have some-
thing to say! You must be able to explain
away this infamous charge. Cowper, why
dont you speak ?”

Aroused by her words, the wretched young
man suddenly awakened from his lethargy
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and made a fierce attempt to release his
coat-sleeve from the policeman’s clutch.

“Let go of me!” he panted. “How dare
you lav a hand on me? Of course I am no
thief. 1 have not stolen any money from
my uncle or from anybody else.”

“Aw! Go tell that to the marines,"
sniffed the detective scornfully. *“ Your de-
nial comes too late to make any impression
on me. Quit your struggling now and
come along quietly or I’ll change that face
of yours so that your best friend won’t be
able to recogniae it.”

As Cowper, despite this threat, continued
to struggle, the policeman, who was quite an
expert at the gentle art of jiu-jitsu, twisted
his right arm behind his back in such a
manner that the slightest move on the pris-
oner’s part caused the latter acute agony.

“Stop, man! You’ll break his arm,”
gasped Margaret fearfully. “How can you
be so brutal? Don’t offer him any resist-
ance, Cowper. Please go quietly with him
to the station-house. It’s the best way.”

“That's what | call sensible talk,” de-
clared its detective approvingly. “ It won’t
do any good to make a scene in this hotel.
| assure you, miss, that | havent any wish
to be brutal. Il this young feller will come
along nice and peaceful. I won’t hurt a hair
on his head.

“ By the way, miss, perhaps you wouldn’t
mind telling me just where you fitin. What
is this young man to you, | mean? Are
you his sweetheart?”

At this direct question Margaret blushed
vividly.

“l—1 have known Mr. Rousey ever since
he .was a little boy,” she stammered. “I1—I
know him too well and think too much of
him to believe him guilty of theft.”

Cowper shot her a grateful glance.

“1 assure you that your confidence is
not misplaced, Margaret,” he said in a low
voice. “1 am not a thief. 1 have not stolen
a single cent. But you are right. It is no
use struggling, or even arguing, with this
fellow. I’ll go with him to the station-
house and prove my innocence.”

“1’ll go along with you,” declared Mar-
garet, and although Cowper tried to dis-
suade her from this course, she insisted on
having her own way.

“Cant we take a cab?” Cowper asked
the policeman.

“Yes. | haven’t any objection if you’re
willing to pay for it. | suppose you’ll pay
the cabman with some of the money that you
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stole from your uncle. 1 don’t know as
I ought to allow you to use up part of the
evidence in that way, but I'm willing to
stretch the point for the sake of the young
lady.”

Won't you please tell us, officer, just
what this charge means?” asked Margaret,
after the trio had seated themselves in a taxi
and were being driven to the pplice station,
“Why do you accuse Mr. Rousey of steal-
ing money from his uncle? What proofs
have you?”

“1'll tell you all about it, miss,” replied
the detective confidentially. “1 hates to
see a nice young lady like you made a victim
by a young scalawag such as this fellow.
I'll show you that he aint worthy of your
faith and confidence. He’s a thief beyond
doubt and you’re foolish to stick to him.

“Last night 1 was strolling around town,
and | happened to drop into Mocardo’s
restaurant. Probably you know the place.
It’s one of the swellest eating - places in
town.

“This young man was in there.
orderin’ the most expensive dishes and eatin
his fill like a feller who hasn’t tasted real
food for a month.

“The head waiter pointed him out to me.
He wasn’t dressed up like a dude, the way
he is now. His clothing was shabby then
and his face was hairy enough to give any
barber an epileptic fit. He looked like a
tramp.

“The head waiter told me that this fel-
low, in spite of his shabby appearance, had
a roll of bills in his pocket as big as a
prize-fightfr’s fist. Of course, 1 was sus-
picious right away. | thought it looked
mighty queer that a feller of his appear-
ance should be carrying so much money.
I decided that he would bear watching.
So | shadowed him.

“1 saw him go into a swell clothier’s this
morning and exchange his rags for these
fine duds. | saw him come to this hotel and
hire a room for a week.

“Then | went to a telephone and got into
communication with headquarters. | in-
quired if any big larcenies had been re-
ported since | was there last.

“They told me, over the phone, that a
wealthy stock-broker, named Philip Rousey,

”

He was

had reported yesterday the theft of ten
thousand dollars in bills from his office
safe.

“The money had been missed shortly
after Mr. Rousey had received a visit from
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his nephew. The safe was in the broker’s
private office. It was in this office that the
interview with the nephew took place. Un-
der the circumstances it looked extremely
likely that the nephew was the thief.

“As soon as | heard this report from
headquarters | at once suspectcd that this
young man might be Mr. Rousey’s nephew.

“1 consulted the hotel register and found
that he had actually signed his right name
— “Cowper Rousey.” Then | knew right
away that he was the man | wanted and |
at once placed him under arrest. Don’t you
think now that I've got a pretty good case
against him, miss?”

“No, | dont,” replied Margaret indig-
nantly. “Do you mean to tell me that you
have dared to accuse him of stealing just
because he happened to pay a visit to his
uncle yesterday ?”

“Well, not exactly, miss. That’s only a
circumstance, of course. The strongest point
against him is the fact that he’s got nearly
five thousand dollars in his pocket at the
present minute.”

“Well, supposing he has? ” cried the girl,
her blue eyes flashing scornfully. *“What
right have you to assume that the money
in his pocket is part of the money stolen
from Mr. Philip Rousey? In my opinion
this arrest is an outrage.”

“Oh, no, it isnt,” retorted the detec-
tive with a laugh. “It’s a mighty good
arrest. If he didn't steal the money, let
him explain where he got it.”

“Of course he can explain that,” replied
the girl confidently. She turned eagerly to
the prisoner. “Tell him where you got
the money, Cowper. You can do so, of
course. | am sure that you have nothing to
conceal. Explain to this man how you hap-
pen to be carrying such a large sum in your
pocket and show him how mean and unjust
his suspicions are.”

Her words and her expectant manner in-
creased the wretchedness of the unhappy
Cowper. He felt that he could not tell her
the truth. He would rather go to prison for
life than confess to her that he had sold
himself in marriage to a woman he did not
know, for five thousand dollars.

He could well imagine the scorn with
which this glorious, high-minded girl would
receive such a confession. He realized how
she would shrink from him in horror if she
should learn what he had done.

He knew that if he had really stolen his
uncle’s money his offense would have ap-
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peared much less heinous in the eyes of a
girl of Margaret’s caliber than the manner
in which he had actually come into posses-
sion of the cash.

He would not tell her, and so he re-
mained silent. His silence caused the girl
to gaze at him wonderingly— fearfully.

“Why don't you speak?” she demand-
ed. “Aren't you going to explain where
you got that money? Surely you can ex-

plain, Cowper Rousev? Why don’t vou
tell us?”

“| earned it,” he answered, almost sul-
lenly.

“Ah! 1 knew it,” she exclaimed, darting

a triumphant glance at the detective. “He
didn't steal it. He earned it—every cent of
it And you earned it honestly, too, didn't
you, Cowper?”

“Yes.” His answer was scarcely more
than a whisper.

“Tell him how you got it, Cowper,” in-
sisted the giri. “Show him that his sus-
picions are outrageous.”

The detective chuckled and regarded his
prisoner's ashen face with a grin. He could
see how poor Cowper was suffering.

“Yes. Tell us how,” he sneered. “Let
us have that by all means, young feller. |
should very much like to hear it.”

“Well, you need not sneer,” cried Mar-
garet, looking at him withering!)?. “You
shall hear it. Tell him please, Cowper.
Tell him how you made that five thousand
dollars. Was it very hard work?”

“It was the hardest work | have ever
clone in my life,” answered Cowper earnest-
ly. “I1 wouldn’t do it over again for a hun-
dred thousand dollars.”

Margaret clapped her hands joyously at
this answer.

“There you are,” she exclaimed, turning
to the detective with scorn and triumph on
her prety face. “Now, | hope you are sat-
isfied. Surely it is no crime for a young
man to carry five thousand dollars which
he has earned by the sweat of his brow. |
hope that you will now be man enough to
admit your mistake and allow’ this gentle-
man to go free.”

“Not exactly,” retorted the policeman
with a laugh. “This young scamp tells us
now that he earned that five thousand by
hard work; but last night he told me that he
had got the money from a friend who owed
it to him. He isn't even smart enough to
stick to the same story right along. He’ll
be telling a different yarn to-morrow, to
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account for the possession of that roll. He’s
the most careless crook I’ve ever had deal-
ings with. Well, here we are at the police-
station. Let me assist you to alight, miss.”

“No, thank you,” replied Maragret
haughtily, “1 do not require any help from
you. | think you are the most hateful man
I have ever met. | did not suppose that
even a policeman could be so brutal and
unreasonable.”

Having delivered this stern rebuke, she
jumped from the cab and followed the de-
tective and his prisoner into the station-
house.

Cowper Rousey’s pedigree was taken, and
he was searched and removed to a cell in
very short order,

As-he was being led away Margaret ran
to him and tenderly squeezed his hand.

“Don't worry,” she whispered. “ Every-
thing will come out all right in the end. |
am going to do all in my power to help you.
I believe in you absolutely, dear boy.”

The term of endearment, the tender pres-
sure of her little fingers and her sympa-
thetic manner caused Cowper to wince and
filled him with despair.

One day previously these would have
made him the happiest man in all the world;
but now the knowledge that his own rash act
had rendered it impossible for him to win
the girl he loved, caused him to. wish that
he had never been born.

CHAPTER X
HARD TO BELIEVE.

T here were tears in the eyes of Margaret
Adair as Cowper Rousey was marched off
to a cell. The police official seated behind
the big desk regarded her sympathetically.

“Is that young man a relative of yours,
miss?” he inquired.

The girl shook her head.

“He is a very dear friend,” explained the
detective, with an expressive wink at the
man behind the desk.

M argaret turned upon him angrily.

“What a contemptible fellow you are!”
she exclaimed scornfully. “There is a
sneer in every word you utter. Believe me,
you will be very sorry for what you have
done before long.”

“My dear young lady,” protested the de-
tective depreciatingly. “1 assure you that
you are doing me a great injustice. | have
no personal feeling against that young man.
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It was my duty as an officer of the law to
arrest him and | had to do it. You really
shouldn’t feel bitter towards me for it. "And
as for sneering at you, | swear that | had
no such intention. If you’ll excuse me for
saying so, | think you are a very fine young
lady and that young feller is mighty lucky
to have such a friend to stand by him in
his hour of trouble.”

“You had no right to arrest him,” de-
clared the girl severely. “Your doing so
was an outrage. He didn’t steal the money.
Oh, it is terrible to think of his being
locked up here in a dirtv, horrid prison
cell.”

“Well, I must admit that the cells here
ain’t any too pleasant,” said the detective;
“but then, he won’t be kept here long, miss.
I’'m going to take him to court soon.”

“To court,” exclaimed Margaret eagerly.
“Is he to be tried so quickly?”

“Oh, no! He won’t be tried. He’ll
merely be taken to a magistrate’s court for a
preliminary hearing and then remanded.
His real trial won’t take place for several
weeks to come.”

“ And will he have to stay in prison in
the meantime?” asked Margaret, with a
shudder.

“Not necessarily. If you can find some-
body to go on his bond the magistrate will
let him out on bail.”

Margaret's eyes sparkled with new hope.

“ Of course I must get bail for him,” she
said. “He isnt going to stay in a horrid
prison cell for more than a few hours if |
can help it. How much will the bail be?”

“Well, that’s entirely up to the magis-
trate. He can make the bond any figure
he wants to.” The detective turned to the
man behind the desk. “What do you think
the bail is likely to be in this case, Bill?”
he inquired.

“ 1 should say about twenty thousand dol-
lars,” was the reply.

Margaret gasped. “Twenty thousand
dollars! Mercy! Where am | going to get
such a lot of money?”

“You don’t have to put up the cash,
miss,” the man behind the desk explained.
“ Real estate will do just as well. Get some-
body with property to go on your young
man’s bond.”

The policeman’s reference to Cowper
Rousey as her “young man,” might have
summoned a flash of resentment to Marga-
ret’s expressive eyes, or at least a wave of
color to her cheeks under other circum-
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stances; but now she was so much worried
that the fellow's insinuating phrase passed
unheeded.

Her mind was filled with but one idea.
She must find somebody immediately who
would consent to offer the necessary bail.

Being positive of Cowper Rousey’s inno-
cence, she was quite confident that he would
be acquitted when his case finally came to
trial. She was not at all uneasy as to the
outcome; but the thought of his having to
languish in a prison cell for several weeks
awaiting trial unless she could procure a
bondsman, distressed her so much that she
found it difficult to keep the tears from her
eyes as she walked out of the police station.

It is by no means easy to find a friend
who is willing to risk twenty thousand dol-
lars as a guarantee that a young man
charged with a felony will show up in court
on the day his case is called.

Margaret discovered this when she ap-
pealed to several of her friends who, she
knew, were in a position to go on Cowper
Rousey’s bond if they had so desired.

In each case she met with a polite refusal.
Some of those who declined to come to the
young man's assistance frankly explained
that they were afraid the prisoner would
take advantage of his temporary freedom
and leave the country before the day of his
trial; in which event, of course, the bond
would be forfeited.

In vain Margaret tried to argue with them
that Cowper Rousey was absolutely innocent
of the crime with which he was charged and,
therefore, had no reason to run away. They
shook their heads knowingly and declared
that the proposition was too risky.

Margaret's heart-was as heavy as lead as
she walked along the street trying to think
of somebc.!y who would do her this favor.

A tall, slender, somewhat flashily-dressed
youth came sauntering toward her, lan-
guidly swinging a gold-headed cane.

At sight of her the young man doffed his
hat and his face displayed a more animated
expression than its owner seemed capable of.

It was Reggie Dingwall. Margaret knew
him well. Under ordinary circumstances
she would have regretted this encounter ex-
ceedingly, for Reggie's languid manner
and insufferable airs always “got on her
nerves”; but now she returned his greeting
effusively.  She realized that this young
man could help her if he wished; for his
father owned considerable property. It was
a case of “any port in a storm.”
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“How do you do, Mr. Dingwall,” she
exclaimed with a bright smile. “This is
really a most fortunate meeting. | was just
thinking about you. You are the very per-
son | wanted to see.”

“Is that really so, Miss Adair?” sim-
pered the youth. “In that case it must
have been your good fairy who suggested
to me that | take advantage of this fine
weather to take a little stroll along this
thoroughfare. Beautiful day, isn't it?”

“Yes, lovely. The fact is, Mr. Ding-
wall, 1 am in trouble, and | thought per-
haps you might be able to help, me.”

“ Beauty in distress always appeals to
me,” remarked the young man. “1 am
sure, Miss Adair, that | shall be very glad

to give you any assistance | can. What is
the matter ?”
“You know Cowper Rousey, do you

not?”
“Oh yes—of course | know him.”
“Well, it is for him that |I want your
help. You know that we were practically
brought up together as children and that he
is just like a brother to me. You can im-

agine, therefore, how unhappy it makes
me to see him in trouble.”
“Is he is trouble?” inquired Reggie,

with languid interest.

“Yes—in very great trouble.
is he—he has been arrested.”

“ Arrested, eh? By Jove, that’s too bad.
Nothing serious, |1 hope, Miss Adair?”

“Yes, it is very serious,” she answered
with a sigh. “They are horrid enough to
accuse him of having stolen ten thousand
dollars from his uncle.”

Reggie expressed his surprise by a low
whistle.

The fact

“Ten thousand dollars, eh?” he ex-
claimed. *“Dear me, | should say that was
serious.  So poor Cowper Rousey has turned

out to be a thief?”

Margaret glared at him indignantly.

“ Of course he hasn’t turned out to be a
thief! ” she said. “ They are making a ter-
rible mistake. Certainly he is innocent. |
am surprised at you, Mr. Dingwall.”

“Well, if he is innocent, why have they
arrested him?”- demanded the young man.
“1 don't like to knock anybody, Miss Adair,
but generally there is fire where there is
smoke, you know.”

“How ridiculously you argue,” exclaimed
the girl impatiently. “Poor Cowper is by
no means the first man who has been accused
unjustly. Just because he happened to have
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five thousand dollars in his pocket this morn-
ing, they insist that he must be the person
who robbed his uncle’s safe yesterday. Isn't
it perfectly absurd?”

“Do you mean to say that they actually
found the money in his pocket?” he said.
“They caught him with the goods, as the
saying is, eh, Miss Adair?”

Margaret stamped her little foot angrily
upon the sidewalk.

“How very stupid you can be some-
times!” she exclaimed. “Of course they
did not find the money in his pocket. They
found five thousand dollars there; but it
was not the stolen money. It was money
which Cowper had earned by hard work.”

At this the languid youth burst into
laughter.

“1 beg your pardon, Miss Adair,” he
simpered, “ but it is you who are stupid, not
I. How very simple your sex is, to be sure!
Do you mean to say that you actually be-
lieve that Cowper Rousey earned that
money ?”

“Of course | do,” replied the girl indig-
nantly. “And I think you are acting like
a horrid boor, Mr. Dingwall. | didn’t be-
lieve that you could be so ungentlemanly.
I thought that perhaps you might be willing
to help me; but since you choose to be so
very rude and intolerable, | don’t think I
will detain you any longer.”

“Excuse me, Miss Adair,” said the youth
contritely.  “1 didn’t mean to hurt your
feelings by laughing at you, really I didn',
and | apologize most profoundly for calling
you stupid. Don’t go away angry with me,
please don’t. | swear that I meant no of-
fense to you, and | would very much like to
help you if | can.”

“Well, then, don’t let me hear you say
another word reflecting on poor Cowper,”
rejoined the girl relentingly. “ You used to
"e his friend, Mr. Dingwall, and ycu ought
to believe in him. | am positive that he is
innocent.”

“Well, Cowper Rousey is a lucky man to
have your faith,” said Reggie. “But you
are making a mistake, my dear Miss Adair,
really you are. | don't like to knock poor
Rousey or to shatter your confidence in him;
but | happen to know that he didn’t get that
money by hard work. If they found five
thousand dollars on him, he must have stolen
it.”

Margaret’s face had turned deathly pale.
She regarded the youth with horrified

amazement.
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“You say that you know that he didn’t
earn that money by working for it!” she
gasped. “What do you mean?”

“Well, you see, Miss Adair,” went on
Reggie cheerfully, “it was this way. | met
Cowper Rousey in the street yesterday. He
was shabbily dressed and very much down
and out—so much so, that when he hailed
me | didn’t recognize him, and took him for
a confounded street beggar. Yes, upon my
honor, I did, Miss Adair, and | was going
to have him arrested for annoying me.

“ After | had recognized him he braced
me for a loan, and when | refused because
—er—because | didn’t happen to have any
money with me, you know, he asked me to
vouch for him at my tailor’s, so that he
could get some decent clothes on credit.

“Now, it stands to reason, Miss Adair,
that he couldn’t have had the five thousand
dollars in his pocket then, and it is ridicu-
lous to suppose that he could have earned
such a big sum over night.”

“That is very strange,” she said. “Are
you sure that you are telling me the truth ?”

“Ton my honor, Miss Adair. | wouldnt
lie to you, you know. It happened just as
I have told you. Rousey looked so awfully
seedy that it really doesn’t surprise me to
hear that he has turned thief. The poor
fellow really looked desperate enough for
anything, you know.”

Margaret was silent for a moment. She
was striving desperately to reconcile what
Reggie had just told her with Cowper Rou-
sey’s assertion that he had earned that five
thousand dollars honestly.

She found it a difficult task. Her sense
of logic told her that if Cowper really had
been seedy and penniless the preceding day,
it certainly looked as if he must have stolen
that money. It was difficult to imagine any
kind of honest work that could have brought
him such a large sum within a few hours.
And yet she could not bring herself to be-
lieve that Cowper Rousey was a thief.

At length she turned to Reggie Dingwall
with fine scorn and indignation in her
glance.

“1 don’t believe it,” she said. “1 don't
believe a word of what you have told me.
I don’t believe that Cowper asked you to
loan him money yesterday. | think you
have invented that story to suit some par-
ticular purpose of your own, and | despise
you for it.”

Having delivered herself of these scathing
words, she walked away in high disdain.
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“What an extraordinary girl!” gasped
the astonished Reggie, looking after her as
she disappeared up the street. “ She can
be a regular fire-head when she wants to.
| pity the poor chap who gets her for a
wife. And | used to think she was such a
nice, quiet, gentle sort of a creature, too.”

CHAPTER XL
A PAINFUL PROPOSAL.

M argaret’s eyes were so blinded with
tears that she could scarcely see where she
was walking. -

What young Dingwall had told her had
made her very miserable. Despite the ap-
parent positiveness of her parting words to
him, she was, in reality, by no means so
certain that he had not told her the truth.

She realized that his statement coincided
to an alarming degree with what she had
already learned from the detective.

The latter had stated that he, also, had
seen Cowper Rousey in rags on the preceding
day. It was very hard to understand why
a young man should choose to go around in
such shabby attire if he were worth five
thousand dollars.

Then, toor a sentence which had escaped
from Cowper’s own lips during their con-
versation that day in the corridor of the
Clarendon recurred to her now with a fear-
ful significance.

“Oh, what a fool | have been! | have
sold my life’s happiness for a few miser-
able dollars!” Cowper had cried just be-
fore the detective had appeared and placed
him under arrest.

What, she asked herself, could Covper
have meant by those strange words? They
certainly sounded like the cry of a remorse-
ful man. Cowper, “for a few miserable-
dollars, had evidently committed some act
which he now bitterly regretted. What
could that act be if not the larceny of the
money from his uncle’s safe?

Although she was angry with herself for
doubting him, she could not dispel the fear
which now gripped at her heart as these
thoughts presented themselves.

Suddenly it occurred to her that it would
be a good plan to proceed immediately to
the office of Philip Rousey, her guardian.

There she could learn the details of the
robbery, and by so doing might perhaps be
able to convince herself of Cowper’s inno-
cence.
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Perhaps, also, she might be able to per-
suade Cowper’s uncle to refrain from press-
ing the charge against the unfortunate young
man, or, at least, to consent to go on
Cowper's bond.

She did not have much hope of prevail-
ing on her guardian to drop the complaint;
for she knew that Philip Rousey was the
kind of man who would not hesitate to
send to prison his own flesh and blood if he .
believed that the latter had done him a
wrong; but she thought that she might be
able to persuade him to release his nephew
from confinement until the day of his trial,
in view of the fact that the young man’s
guilt had not yet been provedT
. Philip Rousey received her cordially, for
he was very fond of his dead partner’s
daughter; but when she broached the sub-
ject which had brought her to him his man-
ner instantly became quite violent.

“Not a word about that fellow!” he
shouted. “Not a single word. Don’t you
even mention his name to me again, Mar-
garet; and dont you ever again think of
him, either. | want you to promise me
to forget that such a person ever lived.”

“But why should | do that?” protested
the girl.  “1 think a whole lot of Cowper.
I am really very fond of him, and—hasn’t
it always been your wish that I should marry
him? ”

The color rose to her cheeks as she asked
the question, but she met her guardian’s
glance bravely.

Philip Rousey scowled.

“That was in the past—in the days when
I believed that he was a promising young
man who would make you a good husband,”
he said. “ It was the dearest wish of my
heart, then, to see the pair of you united.
But now | would sooner .see you dead than
married to him. He is not fit to shine your
shoes for you. He is a thief and a scamp,
and | am through with him entirely.”

“But really you are very unjust to him,
dear guardian,” protested the girl. “I am
sure that he did not steal your money.
Vou are judging him before he has been
tried, and surely that is not fair.”

“ Nonsense! ” exclaimed Philip Rousey
indignantly.  *“ It is no use talking in that
strain, my dear girl. There isn’t any doubt
at all but that he is the thief who stole my
money.

“The detective who arrested him told me
over the telephone that the scoundrel had
nearly five thousand dollars in his pocket .
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when he was searched in the station-house.
When the scamp visited me in this office
yesterday he didn’t have a single cent, and
he was as ragged as a tramp. Where could
he have got all that money within a few
hours, unless he stole it from that safe?”

Margaret winced at the question—that
disturbing, logic-laden question which was
continually bobbing up to force her to
doubt when she so much wanted to believe.

“He—nhe says that he earned the money
honestly, by hard work,” she faltered. *“ He
told me that it was the hardest work he had
ever done in his life, and that he wouldn’t
do it over again for a hundred thousand
dollars.”

“Pshaw! That’s too ridiculous to be
worthy of consideration. Surely you are
too sensible a girl, my dear, to believe such
a statement. What kind of honest work
could a fellow like him do to earn all that
money in less than a day?

“1 tell you he is a thief. He stole the
money from that safe over there in the cor-
ner. Through carelessness on my part,- the
door of the safe was not locked while he
was here talking to me. He must have
noticed that such was the case, and availed
himself of the opportunity.”

“Did you leave him in here alone for
any length of time?” asked Margaret with
a sigh.

“No. That’s the queerest part of it,”
replied Cowpers uncle. “1 didnt leave
him for a single instant. 1 was in here
from the time he entered until the time he
left.”

“Ah!” exclaimed the girl, her heart beat-
ing joyously at these words. “Now | am
absolutely positive of his innocence. You
didn’t leave this room while he was here,
and yet you accuse him of stealing money
from that safe. For shame, guardian! How
can you be so unjust?”

“Pooh! Don’t talk foolishly, my dear.
The detectives who were here to investi-
gate assure me that it was not at all impos-
sible for him to have taken the money, even
though | was in the room. They are ex-
perienced in such matters.

“You see, he was standing very near the
safe during our interview, and there were
times- when | was not watching him par-
ticularly close. The police think that he
could have pulled the door of the safe
slightly ajar, and inserted his hand and
pulled out the roll of bills without my
noticing what he was doing.

THE ARGOSY.

“He must have done it very stealthily, of
course. | give him credit for being a very
skilful thief. | am convinced, however, that
he is a thief—that he stole that money.”

“And are you really going to press the
charge against him?” inquired Margaret

anxiously.
“Certainly. | am determined to send him
to prison. He has disgraced my name by

becoming a thief, and he shall suffer the
penalty which the law provides.”

“Won’t you drop this charge as a great
favor to me, dear guardian? ” asked the girl
pleadingly.

“No, I won't. Not for you, or for any-
body else, either,” snapped the old man.
“Not even his own father, if he were alive,
could persuade me not to press that charge.”

After some pleading, Margaret gave up
the task. Then she tried to persuade him to
go on his nephew’ bond; but Philip Rousey
was equally firm in his refusal to do this.

“Let him stay in a cell,” he growled.
“It's the best place for him. He’ll have to
occupy a cell, anyway, when the jury finds
him guilty, so he might as well get used to
his surroundings in the meantime.

“ And, besides, if | were foolish.enough
to go on his bond, he’d probably skip out
of the country, and 1’d lose my property in

the bargain. Let him stay where he is, my
girl. Take my advice, and don’t worry about
him.”

Margaret did not follow this counsel,
however. She left her guardian’s office in
an exceedingly worried frame of mind.

She still refused to believe that Cowper
Rousey was guilty, despite the evidence
against him, and she was still determined to
procure his temporary release from prison,
despite the difficulties she had encountered
in her search for a bondsman.

There was one person to whom she had
not yet appealed, although she was certain
that he was able to help her if he desired
to do so. That person was Oscar Harms-
worth.

She had thought of him several times
during her hunt for some friend who would
come to the rescue of Rousey; but each time
the law clerk’s name had arisen in her mind
she had dismissed it peremptorily.

She was well aware of the fact that
Harmsworth was in love with her; for on
more than one occasion he had tried to
persuade her to marry him, and had ap-
peared to be greatly depressed by her refusal.

Intuitively she realized that he must be
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bitterly jealous of Cowper Rousey, and her
sense of fairness, as well as a very natural
delicacy, caused her to shrink from appeal-
ing to him to help his rival.

But now, in her despair, she decided that
she would do so. She would ask Harms-
worth to come to the assistance of Cowper
Rousey for her sake. Perhaps, if she put
the matter to him in that way, he would not
refuse.

Having decided upon this course, she hur-
ried to the law-offices of Sampson & Bowers,
where Harmsworth was employed as man-
aging clerk.

As' she entered, Harmsworth, handsome,
debonair, faultlessly attired, looking, in fact,
as if he had just stepped out of a tailor’s
fashion-plate, rushed forward to receive her.

“Why, Miss Adair!” he cried joyfully.
“This is indeed a pleasant surprise! What
good fortune brings you here ?”

“No good fortune at all,” sighed Mar-
garet. “1 am here on a very painful er-
rand. | have come to ask you to help me.”

“Help you, Miss Adair—to be sure |
will. | shall be delighted to do anything |
can for you. Great Scott! How sad and
worried you look! What on earth has hap-
pened? Come over here and sit down and
tell me all about it.”

Margaret sank into the proffered arm-
chair and broached the subject hesitatingly.

“ A—a friend of mine is in great trouble,”
she faltered. * He is—he has been arrested
as a thief and is now locked up in a cell.”

“Dear me!” exclaimed the law clerk
sympathetically. “That is too bad. We
must do what we can to get him out of his
predicament. | suppose it is my legal serv-
ices that you require?”

“Not only your legal services,” replied
the girl.  “ Of course, poor Cowper will re-
quire a good lawyer to defend him when his
case comes to trial; but what I am looking
for now is somebody who will go on his bond
and get him out of that horrid cell.”

As she said the words “poor Cowper”
the expression on Hamisworth’s features un-
derwent a lightning change. The sympa-
thetic smile disappeared. His face grew
stern.

“ Cowper,” he said.
presume you mean?
trouble, Miss Adair?”

She nodded.

“Yes, it is Cowper Rousey. They have
arrested him on a charge of stealing ten
thousand dollars from his uncle’s safe. Of

“ Cowper Rousey, |
Is it he who is in
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course, he is absolutely innocent.
would not steal.”

“And you have come to me for help.
You want me to assist him?” said Harms-
worth grimly.

“Yes. | felt sure that you would know
of somebody who woul'd be able to give bail
for him. | have been«to everybody else |
could think of, and have been unable to find
any one who would do nie this great favor.”

He laughed softly.

“That isn’t a very gracious speech, Miss
Adair,” he said reproachfully. * It is scarce-
ly flattering to a fellow to tell him that
you have only asked him to help you be-
cause you could find nobody else.”

“It is the truth,” she answered simply.
“1 shouldn’t have come to you at all if |
could have avoided doing so. | don’t wish
to say anything ungracious, Mr. Harms-
wortlfc, but—the fact is | happen to be aware
that you and Cowper are not the best of
friends, and under the circumstances it is
painful for me to have to appeal to you to do
him a favor.”

Harmsworth did not make any reply for
a few seconds. He was doing some rapid
thinking.

Suddenly the expression of his face soft-
ened. The sympathetic smile which had
vanished at the girl’s first mention of Cow-
per Rousey's name now made its appearance
again.

“1 don't want you to feel that way about
it, Miss Adair,” he said gently. “It hurts
me to think that it should be painful to you
to ask anything of me.

“It is true that Cowper Rousey and I
have not been the best of friends. | don’t
mind confessing that | have always been
bitterly jealous of him-—I guess you know
why. On his part, he has always disliked
me, and has never hesitated to evince his
dislike. Why he should entertain that feel-
ing toward me | cannot understand; for
Heaven knows he has no reason to be jealous
of me.

“But the fact that we dislike each other
has nothing whatever to do with the present
situation. | shall be glad to give him all
the help I can. | shall do all in my power
to get him out of his trouble. 1 am very-
glad that you have come to me, my dear
Miss Adair.”

This frank and generous speech surprised
Margaret exceedingly.  She had never really
liked Oscar Harmsworth until this minute.
She had always suspected that there was a

Cowper
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mean streak in the man’s nature. Now she
felt that she had done him a great injustice.
She turned to him with a smile kinder than
any she had ever previously bestowed upon
him.

“Oh, how very good of you!” she cried
appreciatively. “You are perfectly splen-
did, Mr. Harmsworth. How can | ever
thank you enough ?”

“1 don’t want you to thank me at all,”
he answered. “To be able to serve you,
my dear Miss Adair, is the greatest pleasure
I can ever know. Even the knowledge that,
in this case, by extricating my successful
rival from his predicament | shall 'le clear-
ing him in your eyes, and thereby detracting
from my own chances, cannot rob me of the
pleasure and pride | feel at being able to do
something for you.”

“| assure you that | appreciate this more
than | can tell you,” said Margaret softly.
“1 shall never forget it. And you really
mean to obtain a bondsman for poor
Cowper? ”

There was so much eagerness in her tone
that Harmsworth could not repress a sigh.

“How terribly anxious you are, Miss
Adair,” he said with a pathetic smile.
“ Cowper Rousey is indeed a lucky fellow.
I can't tell you how much | envy him. Yes,
I expect to be able to procure a bondsman
for him without much difficulty. | know-
several men who own valuable property. |
will call one of them on the telephone now,
and ask him to oblige me.”

He went into the telephone-booth, and
after a few minutes’ conversation on the
wire returned to Margaret.

“It is all right,” he said. “That part
of the business is settled. Mr. Charles
Wertheimer, a wealthy brewer, who is under
obligations to me, has consented to go on
Rousey’s bond. He will be here in a few
minutes, and will bring the deeds of his
property with him. As soon as he arrives
we will go right to court and have the pris-
oner released.”

“That is indeed good news!” cried Mar-
garet joyfully. “You have certainly made
me a very happy girl, Mr. Harmsworth. |
was terribly grieved at the thought of poor
Cowper having to stay in prison.”

“Of course, you understand that this will
be only a temporary release for, him, don’t
you, Miss Adair?” asked the lawyer. “ He
is simply being let out on bail. If the jury
finds him guilty he will have to go back to
prison again. You realize that, of course?”
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“Oh, yes. | understand that,” answered
the girl. “But then | feel confident that
the jury will not find him guilty. They are
bound to acquit him.”

“1 hope so,” said Harmsworth gravely.
“ Although | have good cause to be jealous
of Rousey, | should not like to see him con-
victed of a felony. 1 am not mean enough
to wish that. If 1| thought that he was
really guilty I might feel different about it,
but I feel as positive as you do that he-is
innocent. Cowper Rousey is not the sort of
fellow who would become a thief.”

At this unexpected tribute the
sprang to Margaret’s eyes.

“How noble of you to say that!” she ex-
claimed. “Your magnanimity is sublime,
Mr. Harmsworth. | can’t tell you how
much | admire you for it. Of all the men
I have appealed to to-day, you are the only
one who has expressed a belief in Cowper’s
innocence. | am afraid | have never really
appreciated you until now.”

“Tush, Miss Adair! | am really not
deserving of such extravagant praise,” re-
torted Harmsworth modestly. “You make
me feel quite embarrassed by talking in that
strain. There is no particular merit in
speaking the truth, and a gentleman must
give even his hated rival his due. | am
only saying what | believe to be true. Al-
though Cowper Rousey and | are not good
friends, | cannot say that | believe him to
be a thief when | realize, in my heart, that
he is the very soul of honor.”

Margaret now thought Oscar Harmsworth
the finest fellow she had ever met—with one
single exception. She bitterly regretted the
cold attitude she had assumed toward him
in the past, and inwardly resolved that in
future she would class him among her dear-
est friends.

Mr. Charles Wertheimer arrived soon af-
terward, and Harmsworth summoned a cab
and, accompanied by Margaret and the
bondsman, hurried to the magistrate’s court.

Cowper Rousey was just being arraigned
when the trio entered.

The prisoner looked very dejected and
liliserabk as he stood in front of the judge’s
desk, the detective who had arrested him at
his side and his uncle, Philip Rousey, near
by.

ml am positive that he took my money,
judge,” Cowper’s uncle was saying. “And
although he is my own flesh and blood, | am
determined to teach him a lesson by prose-
cuting this case.”

tears
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“Very, well,” replied the magistrate. “1
will hold the prisoner in twenty thousand
dollars bail. Have you a bondsman, young
man ?”

“No,” answered the prisoner in a dull,
indifferent tone.

“Well, you had better try to procure
one,” the magistrate advised him. “If you
don’t, you will have to stay in confinement
until your case comes to trial, and that may
not be for months.”

Harmsworth, thoroughly versed in the
procedure of the court, was about to address
the magistrate when Margaret rushed to-
ward the rail which separated her from the

prisoner, crying excitedly: “lve got a
bondsman! Here he is! You won’t have to
stay in a horrid cell, Cowper! We’re going

to get you out right now.”

At this breach of decorum the magistrate
banged the desk with his gavel and frowned
upon the impetuous young woman, greatly
to her surprise.

“Order in the court!”
sternly.

“Order in the court!™” cried several court
officers very fiercely.

“1 hope that your honor will pardon this
young lady,” said Harmsworth, addressing
the magistrate with a deprecating smile.
“She is not familiar with the etiquette of
the court, and, consequently, did not realize
that she was slightly out of order jus.t now.”

“That’s all right, Mr. Harmsworth,” re-
plied the magistrate, nodding pleasantly to
the law clerk, with whom he was well ac-
quainted. “Are you personally interested
in this case ?”

“Yes, your honor.

he commanded

I have been retained
by this young lady. | would like to offer
bail, if your honor pleases. Mr. Wertheimer
here is prepared to furnish real estate worth
half a million dollars.”

“Very good,” said the court. “ Mr. Wer-
theimer’s bond will be accepted. The clerk
will fill out the necessary form right away.
By the way, Mr. Harmsworth, who is this
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young lady, and what is her interest in this

case? Is she related to the prisoner?”
“No, she is not,” broke in old Philip

Rousey before Harmsworth could answer the

question. * She is not related to 'this young
scamp, your honor. He is absolutely noth-
ing to her. She is a very foolish girl to

haye disgraced herself by coming here and
mixing up in his affairs. | advised her to
have nothing more to do with him; but it
seems that she has not seen fit to listen to
me.”

He scowled and shook his head reproach-
fully at Margaret.

The latter met his gaze unflinchingly.

“1 couldn’t follow your advice, *guard-
ian,” she said. “1 couldnt see poor Cow-
per in this terrible plight without doing my
best to help him. And you are not telling
the truth when you say that he is nothing
to me. On the contrary, he is everything
to me—1 am going to be his wife.

“Yes,” she went on in a loud, clear voice,
“1 am not ashamed to announce it publicly
in this place. | believe in Cowper Rousey.
I know that he is innocent, and, whatever
the outcome of this cruel charge against him
may be—1 am going to marry him.”

“|f she does,” said Cowper to himself,
with a groan, “1’ll be committing bigamy.
Oh, what an unfortunate chap | am! What
glorious happiness | have lost by my rash
step!”

Everybody in the court-room was staring
at him, expecting, doubtless, to see his face
light up with joy and gratitude at the brave
words Margaret had spoken.

But his features remained pallid and
drawn. Not a vestige of a smile came to
his lips. His aspect was so mournful and
forlorn that Margaret flushed with mortifi-
cation.

“Dear me!” exclaimed the magistrate, re-
garding Cowper in great surprise. “For a
fellow who has just received the promise of
such a charming bride, you don’t look very
cheerful, young man.”

(To be continued.)

LIFE.

It might have been better, it might have been worse,
But is what it is, and it’s no good to grumble

And envy the getter, or fear a reverse,
But enjoy what we have, be it never so humble.

Anonymous.
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BY

IDA JACKSON BURGESS.

The Fact that This Tale Has a Moral Will Be Self-
Evident to Those Who Read It, So Why Rub It In?

HAT a telephone can occasionally,

through some mysterious complication
of its inner mechanism, give a fair imitation
of a phonograph is a fact that has doubtless
been noticed by every one who has had an
intimate acquaintance with that sometimes
exasperating but most indispensable -ad-
junct to modern life. Such a phenomenon
had, that hot afternoon, a'fforded Alice
Welton some faint amusement, since it had
made her an enforced listener to the dia-
logue which ensued whenever Delia, the
loquacious genius of the kitchen, engaged
a distant friend in conversation.

Now, as Mrs. Welton trailed her lacy
skirts across the floor in response to its shrill
ring, her husband, luxuriating in the coat-
less comfort of home after a broiling day
down-town, distinctly heard Marion Adams
urging Alice to come over for a game of
bridge.

“It will do Tom good,” he heard her
say. “He’ll forget how hot it is if he should
happen to win the rubber.”

“ Bridge be blasted,” growled Tom,

Alice put her hand over the mouthpiece
and turned her head.

“Sh-s-s!” she said warningly, *she'll
hear you. This telephone acts so queerlv.
What shall | say?”

“ Any old thing so we won't have to go,”
returned her husband sulkily. “Tell her
I’'m sick — no, not that, for she and that
mother of hers would be over with hot-\" ater
bags and good advice. Tell her I'm out of
town.”

Alice made a grimace, but obeyed.

“1’'m so sorry, dear,” she cooed sweetly,
“but Tom is out of the city. He was called
away on business quite suddenly. He ex-
pects to get in to-night. The poor dear!
Think of being shut up in those stuffy cars
such a night as this.”

Alice turned her head to make a little
mouth at her husband.

“Whew!” he exclaimed admiringly,
“w'here did you learn to do it so well ?”

“That’s all the more reason why you
should come over here instead of moping by
yourself,” he heard Marion say in reply.
“1’m sorry Tom is away, but yve’ll ask Dr.
Richardson to come in, and Larry will
come right over for you.”

Tom scowled Dr. Richardson was his pet
aversion. Alice looked at him inquiringly.

“Tell her you’re waiting here for a mes-
sage from me and cant leave,” he sug-
gested.

“That's easily arranged,” returned Mar-
ion when Alice had repeated her husband’s
words, “we'll ask Central to have the call
sent to you here at our number. No, not a
word! Il attend to it myself and Larry
is coming right over. Aren’t you, dear?”

This evidently to her own husband.
“Now, I'll ring off and call up Dr. Rich-
ardson, Good-by.”

Alice hung up the receiver and faced her
husband wrath fully.

“ See what a mess you’ve made of things
by lying." she said.

Tom chuckled.

“We’ll pass over your reflections on my
truthfulness. 1’'m really shocked to find
you so glib at it yourself.”

“But what are you going to do about it? ”
his wife wanted to know.

“That’s easy. When Larry Adams sliows
up to get you, I’ll skip into the kitchen and
stay there until you go. Then after I've
had a cool drink and a rest, I'll telephone
you that I’ve just got in and 1’1l come over
for vou. There’s the bell and here’s to
luck,"™

Airily wafting a kiss to his wife, Mr.
Thomas Welton fled to the rear of the apart-
ment. Alice, furtively patting her shining
brown puffs with that instinctive gesture of
the pretty woman, opened the door, not only
to Mr. Lawrence Adams, but to Mrs.
Wetherbee, that gentleman’s distinguished
looking, but really most subdued, mother-
in-law.

“Mrs. Wetherbee is going to whit here for
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that message from Tom,” he explained.
“Marion found out that you can’t get long-
distance messages forwarded without going
through a lot of red tape and she thought it
would be easier and much more satisfactory
for you for her mother to come over. She’ll
telephone you just as soon as Tom rings
up, so it will be all right.”

“But | could not dream of putting you
to so much trouble,” protested Alice to Mrs.
Wetherbee.

“1t is no trouble at all, dear child,” said
that lady, who had been too long under her
daughter’s domination to make any objec-
tions even if she had wished to. “You
and Larry must hurry right along so that
Marion won’t be kept waiting. | shall make
myself quite comfortable here with your
books and magazines, and as soon as | get
that message from Tom | will call you up.”

“Then 1’1l get my hat. It’s very good
of you,” and Alice went to her room.

From there she sped noiselessly down the
narrow hall of the apartment to the kitchen,
where her husband, seated on a wooden
chair with his feet on the edge of the sink,
looked up inquiringly.

“Don’t delay on my account,” said he
with mock politeness. “ 1 can fancy a more
desirable place in which to spend a hot
night than this kitchen.”

Alice giggled maliciously.

“You’ll probably have to spend it here,”
she said. “Mrs. Wetherbee is in there wait-
ing for that message from you, and she is
going to stay there until it comes.”

“The deuce she is!” said Tom.

“Sh-s-s!  Don’t let them hear you. |
must go now’. | hope you won’t be too un-
comfortable, but you’ll have to keep quiet or
she’ll hear you. You won’t be able to get
that drink you spoke of, for you can’t risk
cracking ice, and you couldn’t turn on the
water without making a noise, anyway. Oh,
Tom Welton, why will you lie so?” and
Mrs. Welton, with her most virtuous ex-
pression, implanted a chaste kiss on her
husband’s brow.

“ Oh, the deuce!” he muttered.

Presently the closing of a door announced
the departure of his wife and Larry. He
could hear Mrs. Wetherbee moving about
the little living room, evidently in search of
something to read. The click of an electric
light button indicated that her quest had
been rewarded. Then deep silence brooded
over the apartment,

Mr. Welton stared moodily at the bare
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painted walls of the kitchen, counted the
aluminum saucepans hanging in a row
back of the gas-stove and read the advertise-
ments on the gaudy calendar that the gro-
cer’s boy had presented to Delia at New
Year’s. It displayed a cheerful April coun-
tenance', but though it annoyed his business-
like spirit, Tom did not dare to tear off the
slips necessary to bring it up to date.

The hard w>ooden chair was fast becom-
ing an instrument of torture. He grew in-
tolerably thirsty, and his very position in
front of the sink served to remind him of
how much he wanted a drink of water.
Then he had a bright idea and tiptoed over
to the back door, hoping to escape that
way; but it was locked, and Delia had
taken the only key with her.

He edged softly back to his seat and re-
sumed his silent communion with the water
faucet. Then he heard a noise in the living
room.

Evidently Mrs. Wetherbee was wearying
of her own cooler comfort. He heard her
coming down the hall. There was only
one other door out of the kitchen. It led
into the servant’s bedroom and Tom opened
it just as Mrs. Wetherbee came in.

Apparently that good lady was also
thirsty. Tom heard her turn on the water
faucet and then to his eager ears came the
cooling sound as the water gushed out and
splashed against the porcelain.

As it flowed she moved about searching
for a glass. Tom moistened his parched
lips and remembered Tantalus.

Suddenly a horrible thought came to him.
Suppose Mrs. Wetherbee, feeling safe from
detection, should take this opportunity for
inspecting such parts of the flat as were not
usually accessible to the Weltons’ guests.
Suppose she should find him in the maid’s
room! Instantly he dropped to his knees
and crawled under the bed.

Mrs. Wetherbee, being a faithful follower
of the dietary school which commends delib-
erate mastication, conscientiously sipped
her glass of water. Between sips she also
inspected the row of saucepans, walked
over to the gas-stove to make sure that the
Weltons’ cook kept it as immaculate as
Marion’s, felt of the top of the table from
a similar motive—in fact, did all of those
things which a refined but somewhat curious
elderly person may do when alone without
feeling that she is transgressing the laws
of good breeding.

Meanwhile the master of the apartment
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lay sweltering underv his servant’s bed,
which, being of the ordinary white iron
variety, afforded slight space for his athletic
frame. The conviction was being borne in
upon him that while Delia might be a fair
cook there were places where her broom did
not penetrate, for the perspiration that ran
in rivulets from his face was thick with
dust.

At length, when suffocation seemed in-
evitable, he heard Mrs. Wetherbee put
down her glass and go back to the front of
the apartment. He was just emerging from
under the bed when Delia opened the back
door and came straight to her room.

At the threshold she stopped, just for
one instant, transfixed with horror. In the
dim light she failed to recognize the head
and shoulders fantastically draped with the
fringe of the bedspread as those belonging
to her employer, and, with a wild scream,
she dropped her parcels and rushed down
the hall.

“Help! Police! May the saints pre-
serve us! Murder! Thieves! Ow-w-w-w!”
Her exclamations trailed off into an hys-
terical shriek.

Coatless, with disheveled hair, bits of
lint clinging to his clothing, his face scarlet
from heat and streaked with dust, Tom
Welton rushed to the back door and down
the long flight of stairs that connected the
second-story apartment with the ground.
As he sped he could hear Mrs. Wetherbee’s
screams, mingled with those of Delia, and
he could conjecture the fear that had the
two women in its grasp.

At the basement door he stopped to brush
the dust from his trousers and to smooth
his hair as well as he could. He could
not remember ever having been so warm
before, and for a few moments the physical
discomforts of the situation absorbed him
completely.

rie sat down on the stone steps, grateful
for their coolness. He would have lighted
a cigarette, but he had left his case behind.
Nothing of what might be happening over-
head reached him in liis lonely position,
but presently the wild clamor of a gong
brought him to his feet.

“By Jove! They’ve sent for the police,”
he exclaimed. «

It occurred to him that it would never
do for him to be found by an officer on the
rear steps of an apartment house without
coat or' hat and with every indication of a
hurried departure. Even with his identity
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safely established the necessary explana-
tions might be embarrassing.

He crept away around the corner to a
little barber-shop which he occasionally
patronized. From there he telephoned to
his house. Alice answered it, and Tom
surmised that Mrs. Wetherbee had sum-
moned to her aid not only the police, but
the occupants of her own home.

“Oh, it’s you, Tom. Wherever did you
g—" Then, remembering the phonographic
tricks of the telephone, Alice stopped, pray-
ing that Tom would remember also.

He did not.

“1’'m over here at the barber-shop. Is
the coast—” He was going to ask if the
coast was clear that he might venture home,
when Alice interrupted him. “You’re just
in? At the station?” She strove to make
it appear that she was repeating Tom’s
words after him. “Please come home at
once. There’s such a dreadful thing hap-
pened. Delia found a man under her bed,
and she’s packing her trunk, and she’s such
a good girl. And Marion and Mary are
here, and two policemen, and Mrs. Wether-
bee, and—Tom Welton, you’re laughing.”

But he was not. He, too, had remem-
bered the queer tricks of their telephone,
and just in time. How was he now, with-
out taking every one else who might be in
the room with his wife into his confidence,
to explain to her that he was at the barber-
shop around the corner without hat or coat?
How was he to present himself in that
condition when he was supposed by the
Adamses and Airs. Wetherbee to have just
that moment arrived in town? How was
he to get his hat and coat without first going
after them or asking Alice to send them
to him, and how was he to tell her this with-
out the others hearing?

He mopped his moist brow and. spoke as
he imagined a man should speak to his
wife when she tells him of the presence
of thieves in his house, but he suspected
that his words lacked sincerity. Telling
her he would be at home presently, he hung

up the receiver and stared moodily into
the barber’s face.
His hand sought his pocket, but his

fingers touched coin too inadequate for the
occasion.

“ See here,” he said, “you’ve shaved me
occasionally and cut my hair, but that’s all
you know about me, and | suppose it is
not enough to vouch for my honesty and
sanity. But here’s my watch. If you’ll



MIND OVER MATTER.

lend me your coat and hat you can keep it
until | return them, which won’t be long.”

Luckily the barber was a stolid soul
who was not inclined to speculate on the
vagaries of his patrons, and Mr. Welton
will never know just what he thought as he
handed over a flannel coat somewhat the
worse for wear, and a bicycle-cap.

“It’s all 1 have here, sir, but you’re wel-
come to them. 1’1l ride home bareheaded
and in my shirt-sleeves.”

Mr. Welton was six feet one and pro-
portionately broad. The barber was a little
man whose occupation had not developed
his chest. The coat stopped live inches
above Tom’s w'rists and drew his shoul-
der-blades together, while in front it dis-
played a wide expanse of crumpled negligee
shirt. Also it was of a cheerful plaid that,
under other conditions, would have caused
Mr. Welton to shudder. The cap perched
at a jaunty angle at the extreme top of his
head.

“They don’t look just right, sir,” said
the barber critically.

“They’ll have to do,” answered Mr. Wel-
ton grimly, and strode out.

At the entrance to his apartment lie
stepped into a blaze of light. Every elec-
tric-bulb was burning. Every closet-door
stood open. From the rear came the hys-
terical cries of Delia, asserting her inten-
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tion to live no longer in a place where
burglars could hide themselves under the
beds of honest working-girls.

Mrs. Wetherbee was pale but self-con-
trolled. Marion and Larry looked inter-
ested, but Alice was plainly puzzled. The
policemen had gone, following the trail
of the intruder down the back stairs.

Tom hastily removed his cap. He would
have taken off his coat, but in the pres-
ence of his guests he dared not. He saw
Larry look at it with an appraising eye.

“New cut, eh?” he queried presently,
with a cheerful grin.

“Where in the world did you get it?”
demanded Alice.

“ Some one exchanged coats with me in
the smoking-room of the Pullman. Nice
fit, isnt it?” and Mr. Welton turned slowly
about.

In doing so he looked straight into the
eyes of Mr. Lawrence Adams, and that
gentleman rose to the occasion. If there
were things that plainly could not be ex-
plained now there was promise of a good
story in that wink, and Larry straightway
set about getting his wife and mother-in-
law out of the way. As the door closed
upon them, Tom turned the key and leaned
wearily against the panels.

“For the love of Heaven,”
“get me a drink of water.”

he said,
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A Story of Strange Goings-On in a Country Town Wherein the Hero Does
Not Appear for the Space of. Several Chapters.

CHAPTER XV.
A FRIEND TO THE RESCUE.

HEN Benner looked up it was in
time to see the flash of a pair of
steel handcuffs.
“ Sorry, Benner,” said the chief,
I’ll have to slip these on you.”
Benner shuddered.
“l won’t run away,” he said proudly.
The captor and the captured started for
the street, where a great crowd was wait-
ing to see the cashier who had once stood
so high, but had fallen so low.

“but

* Btgan September Asaoar.

Swazey was so upset by the happenings
of the past few hours that all business was
neglected. No one thought to stand guard
over his office or store, and had any light-
fingered gentry chanced to drop down on
the little New Hampshire village that day
they would have been well - rewarded for
their trip.

One person was missing, a young wom-
an. All the citizens of Swazey were as
much interested in her almost as they were
in the suspected cashier. .

“Oh, | feel so sorry for Miss Mary
Benton!” said one woman to another.

Single eopitt, 10 unit.
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“It will be an awful shock to her, poor
thing! ”

“Such a sweet girl, too,” replied the
second woman, “and she set a powerful
store by young Benner. The sun rose and
set in him. She never did run with any
other fellow after he began to court her.”

“She certainly did stick to him,” said
the first speaker.

“Yes. They were always together. On
Sundays at church, Thursday evenings at
prayer meeting, and many a time | have
'seen them sneaking a stroll just after
banking hours, when old man Benton was
out of town.”

“Too bad about old man Benton not
liking Benner,” said some one else.

“Too bad!” remarked a listener. *“It
seems that the old man knew what he was
about, after all. Just look how that fel-
low Benner has turned out now! | am
sure | wouldn’t want a daughter of mine
to be engaged to a burglar.”

“ She was really engaged to him, then?”
asked_ one curious person.

“Indeed she was,” said the Widow
. Brown, who now proceeded to take a hand
" in the conversation.

The widow had been pretty quiet after
the discovery of Professor Gray’s unwor-
thiness.  She fainted several times upon
learning the startling news, and refused to
believe it at first.

“You cant tell me nothing more about
men,” she said now. “ After what | know
about the professor, who was such a gen-
tleman, there’s no trustin’ any of em. So
poor Mary has had a narrow escape. She
was lucky. But | know it’s hard to get
over.”

“1 hear old man Benton was dead set
against his girl marrying Benner,” re-
marked Seth Holcomb. “What did he
have against him?”

“He didn’t have anything against him,”
said the Widow Brown. “It wasnt Ben-
ner any more than any other man. Ben-
ton wanted his daughter to be an old maid,
and she was just as determined to marry
Benner. When the old man heard about
the engagement— that is when Benner
asked him for Mary’ hand in marriage—
he put his foot down and said his girl was
too young to marry anybody. e« He ordered
Mary to break off the engagement then
and there.”

“So they were not engaged, after all?”
asked Holcomb.
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“Well, I don’t mind telling you new,”
replied the Widow Brown. “They pre-
tended not to be; but they were, all the
same, for Mary told me so herself. She
had to keep it secret from the old man.”

“Well, well!” exclaimed the group of
listeners.

“Sh!” cautioned some one,
comes now. She’s been crying.
can see that.”

A pretty young girl came quickly down
the street. Her brown eyes looked heavy
and swollen, and her dark hair had not
been any too carefully arranged.

“0Oh,” she exclaimed, as she caught
sight of the Widow Brown, “I have"just
heard the terrible news. | slept late this
morning, and mother wouldn’t wake me.
She hated to tell me.”

“Too bad, Mary; too bad,” said sev-
eral.

The girl tossed her head in the air.

“I1t will all come out right,” she af-
firmed. “He is not guilty.”

With these words, she hurried on down
the street in the direction of the bank.

“Of course, she will believe he is inno-
cent,” remarked several. “ She’s the kind
of girl who would stick to a fellow, no
matter what he did, provided she loved
him.”

In the meantime Mary reached the bank,
and ran quickly up the steps.

The chief of police was just starting
down the hall with his prisoner.

“Oh, Albert!” exclaimed Mary, burst-
ing into tears, as she threw her arms about
Benner’s neck. “This is terrible! But
why are you accused of this crime? |
have just heard that you were arrested, or
I would have been here before. I—I—"

“here she
Anybody

she hesitated and blushed—*“1 have just
got up,” she explained.
“Mary,” said Benner, “I1 am innocent

of this charge.”

“1 know that,” she rejoined, throwing
her arms around him again. “You don’t
have to tell me that.”

She turned impulsively to the chief of
police.
“Will you grant me a favor?” she

asked.

“If it is'in my power,” he replied, for
he felt sorry for the young woman, and
liked her well enough to stretch his official
authority as far as possible.

“Oh, it’s a simple matter,” said Mary.
“All | ask is that you will not take Mr.
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Benner to”—she hesitated— “to that aw-
ful place?” she added at last with a sob.

“But, Miss Benton, |ve delayed long
enough as it is,” said the chief.

“Please do this for me?” begged the
girl.  “1 will appreciate your kindness
more than | can ever tell you.”

The chief began to weaken.

“l know you will grant my request
when | inform you that | have something
of importance to say to the president of
the' bank,” continued Mary. *“ It may help
Mr. Benner. | have a theory about this
affair which may be important.”

“Mary,” implored Benner, “please do
not mix in this. | could not bear to have
your name brought into it in -any way.”

“Now, Albert,” replied Miss Benton,
“surely there’s no harm in giving the presi-
dent a few ideas which will assist him in
running down the proper criminal.”

But Benner refused to be convinced.

“Wont you go home?” he asked.

“No, Albert, 1 won't,” replied the girl
emphatically. “1 feel that I am on the
right track. No one has ever thought of
the explanation which | can offer the pres-
ident. It is most important. | must speak
to him.”

“0Oh, do nothing
Benner, casting an

rash!” exclaimed
imploring glance in
the direction of the girl he loved. *“1 am
unable to protect you now’, but | insist
that you have absolutely nothing to do with
this matter.”

“There, Albert, dont worry about me,”
she answered. “ 1 can take care of myself;
and | think l«can help you, too.”

The president entered the room at this
moment.

“What has caused the delay?” he
asked. “1 thought you were well on your
way by this time, chief.”

“1 am the cause of it, sir,” bravely re-
plied Mary, going up to the president.
“May | take up a few minutes of your
time before Mr. Benner is—is taken away,”
she finished with a choked voice,

“Why,” began the president, hesitating
as he wondered at the reason for her re-
quest;' “ 1 shall be pleased to grant you the
desired time. Step into my room. You
are interested in Benner, | believe.”

“Indeed, indeed, I am,” replied Marv.
“He is innocent. | know it, and everybody
else will know it before | get through. |
mean to devote my time' and energy to
proving his innocence.”

10 A

“You are a brave little woman,” said
the president. “You have lots of pluck.
I would like to help you if | can, but
Benner is in bad. Everything points di-
rectly to his guilt.”

“1 love him,” said the girl, “and* | be-
lieve in him.”

“Many a woman has been mistaken in
a man, and yet believed in him just the
same" answered the president.

“It isnt that,” persisted Mary. “I
know he didn’t do it.”

“You were engaged to him once, weren't
you ?” asked the president.

“1 was, ana stilt am,” was the reply.
“ My father objected, but wF icept on being
-.ngaged just the same.”

tsl see. Now what can | do for you?”

“Tell me why you seem so certain that
Albert committed the robbery?”

“ Because everything under the sun tells
emphatically that he did. Most conclu-
sive of all is the p/oved point regarding
his actions between t9ovelve and two o’clock
last night. If he were able to establish an
alibi, it might be different.”

“Oh!” exclaimed Mary.
twelve and two.”

“Yes. The fact that he left his lodg-
ings with a traveling bag and returned
about two with the same bag spotted and
muddy—"

“But,” protested the young woman, *“it
seems to me that that proves nothing. How
did you find out that he wasn’t home be-
tween twelve and two?”

The president looked at her in surprise.

“Why!” he exclaimed, “you express no
astonishment at learning about this mat-
ter. It was amazing to me. Only this
morning—to further point the finger of

“ Between

conviction at him—1 received a note from
him stating that he was leaving unexpect-
edly, and—"

At this moment the telephone bell rang.

“ Excuse me,” said the president.

Then he began talking to some unknown
person.

“ Come right over,” he directed.

Miss Benton stood for a moment look-
ing out of the window. Suddenly her
glance fell on a man who was leaving the
house opposite.

“Who is that?” she asked.

The president looked out of the window.

“That is the man to whom | was just
speaking over the phone,” he said. “He
is the inventor of our safe. He is com-
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ing over to see me. Now,” he continued,
“you were about to say—"”

“l .have a great many things to say,”
she replied. “1 have some information
which I think will astonish you and shed
a new .light on this intricate mystery.”

“Indeed,” remarked the president.
“What do you know about it?”

“1 know more than you would think,”
declared the young woman. “I1 have a
woman’s wit and can reason things out, be-
sides | have a statement to make of my own
accord.”

“1 am ready to hear if,” said the presi-
dent.

“Then,” said Miss Benton, pointing to
the door, “you will find that the next man
mnwho enters that door is the guilty one.”

CHAPTER XVI.
A NEW TURN IX AFFAIRS.

The president gazed hard at Mary Ben-
ton as if fearful that she had taken leave
of her senses.

She, apparently, did not notice his pe-
culiar look, but still sat facing the door.

“You will see,” she added, “tha; I am
right.”

The next instant the door of the office
opened and the man who had crossed the
street a moment before and whom the presi-
dent had described as the inventor of the
safe, entered the room.

“Good morning, Mr. President,” he
said. “This is a horrible tragedy.”

“Yes, and you know all about it,” ex-
claimed Miss Benton rising and pointing
an accusing finger at the inventor.

“l—Il—don’t know'what you mean,”
stammered the man.

“Miss Benton,” said the president who
began to feel sure that the fate of the
young woman’s fiance had seriously af-
fected her brain, “this is the inventor of
our safe. You are mistaken.”

“Oh, no, I'm not mistaken.
actly what | said, and | repeat it.
is the guilty man, Mrf President.”

There was an awkward silence for a mo-
ment or two. Finally the inventor himself
spoke.

“Why do you accuse me of this?” he
asked.

“ For several reasons,” replied the young
woman. “In the first place, a safe of this
kind—and | know it well because Mr.

I know ex-
This
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Benner has told me of all its superior points
to other safes—could not have been invent-'
ed by an ordinary person.”

“Indeed!” exclaimed the president,
“Mr Groves, here, is far from being an
ordinary person, but | fail to see the con-
nection.”

“1 mean,” continued Mary, “that to be
able to invent a burglar-proof safe, such
a safe must be invented by one who knows
all the tricks of, burglars.”

“Oh!” exclaimed the president with a
deprecating gesture.

““Mr. Groves,” as you call him,” con-
tinued Miss Benton, “is well versed in such
affairs.”

She gazed steadily at the man before her.

Much to the surprise of the president,
Groves seemed to quail before her look.
When she spoke again he started as if in
fear.

“He was able to invent this safe,” she
went on, “for the simple reason that he is
a burglar himself.”

“My dear young lady!” exclaimed the
president, horror-stricken at her words.

“Oh, I wont say anything | am not sure
of,” continued the girl. “1 know that this
man is a burglar. Deny it if you can.”

She faced Groves accusingly.

“l—I—" he began, but could get no
further.

“You see!” triumphantly exclaimed the
young woman. “ Guilt is written all over
his face.”

Groves at last found his voice. »

“1 am not a burglar,” he declared rais-
ing his eyes and looking his accuser full in
the face. — -

“Perhaps not now,” replied Miss Ben-
ton, “but you were five years ago.”

Groves did not reply.

“My dear young lady,” said the presi-
dent soothingly, “why do you make such
a damaging statement?”

“ Because | know, Mr. President,” she
replied. “One day | visited a prison in
New York together with some charitably
inclined ladies. This man Was one of
several they took an interest in. He made
such an impression on my mind thc.t |
have never forgotten his face. | thought
it a pity that one who looked so good
should be so bad. He was completing a
sentence for safe robbing then.”

Groves hung his head for a moment, then
raised it again.

“1 will explain—" he began.
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“One moment, please,” interposed Miss
Benton, “let me finish. Certainly since he
is at present at liberty, he has reformed—
temporarily at least. But once a burglar,
often a burglar. | remember the day at
the prison, the warden told us that very
things He said that once the fever got into
a man’s blood -for breaking safes it was
almost impossible to completely cure it.
That must hav® been this man’s case. |

would know him in ten thousand. Wasn't
your name Buck Nelson? Oh, you see
what a good memory | have!”

The fellow did not reply. He seemed

too utterly stunned by the girl’s accusation.

“Now,” continued Miss Benton, “know-
ing every turn of the safe, what more natural
for a former burglar than to succumb to
temptation when the chance presented it-
self?”

The president stared at the speaker in
open-eyed astonishment.

“ Surely, Miss Benton,'! he said, “there
is some mistake.” Then, to the ihventor, he
added: “NlIr. Groves, deny this accusation
at once, and let us have an end of the disa-
greeable matter. How absurd a fancy! |
would suggest, Miss Benton, that you go
home and rest. | am sure you are quite un-
strung by recent events.”

“1’'m nothing of the sort,” declared the
young woman.

Mr. Groves sat silently by. . He did not
attempt to defend himself.

“Come, Mr. Groves,” went on the presi-
dent, “pull yourself together; don’t let the
imagination of a foolish, love-sick young
woman worry you. | know what you are,
and what you have done for us in perfecting
this wonderful bank.”

“*This wonderful bank,”” repeated Miss
Benton. “That’s just it. If this bank
were an ordinary" one, the whole robbery
might not seem wonderful. But it isnt.
It’s a burglar’s bftnk, I tell you, and only a
burglar would know how to get into it!”

“She’s clever, all right,” said Groves at
last, gazing with admiration at the girl.

“Oh, no,” she replied, “not exactly
clever. Only, | can put things together and
get results. | don't mean to say,” she con-
tinued, “that you alone were responsible
for the robbery. There were two other men
connected with the affair — both of them
found dead. | do say, however, that you
were the accomplice of those men, or at least
of one of them, and that you should be ac-
cused of the crime, and not Mr. Benner.”
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The president was so astounded at the
audacity of the girl that he was no longer
able to.protest against her arguments.

“Professor Gray was mixed up in the
crime,” she went on. “He paid the forfeit

with his life. The question is, what part
did he play? He was a medium, not a
burglar. No one, by any chance, could ever

mistake him for a burglar.”

“Why not?” asked Groves.
caught with the goods.”

“Yes; but'he must have been persuaded
into it. He was too great a coward to risk
his life unless he was sure of aid from trust-
worthy sources. He was made to under-
stand that he would lie well protected l)e-
fore he agreed to go into the thing. Mrs.
Brown told me that the burglar who was
found inside the safe spent the whole after-
noon in company with the professor at the
Brown cottage. They were supposed to be
talking about his dead wife, but Nick heard
them planning a trip. That unknown
caller was responsible for the professor’s
part in the affair.”

Suddenly Miss Benton gave an exclama-
tion of triumph.

“1 have it!” she cried. “The burglar
had an idea, perhaps, that the professor
could call on the spirits, to help them.”

The president looked at Groves doubt-
fully.

“l am sure of it,” continued the girl.
“That was the professor’s business. Bur-
glary was the other man’s. The burglar
persuaded "the professor to help him through
the aid of spirits. Believe me, if the truth
ever 'becomes known, it will be found that
the medium played quite a part.”

“ Do you believe that the safe,was opened
and closed ,by spirits called down by the
professor?” asked Groves.

“1 believe nothing of the sort,” answered

“He was

Miss Benton. “ 1 believe that it was opened
and shut by yourself, and no one else. Only
human power could budge that door. It is

perfectly true that Mr. Benner knew the
combination; but what use would it be to
him when he wasn’t within a dozen blocks
of the bank at the time the robbery was com-
mitted ?”

She’ looked about her triumphantly.

“Mr. Benner was not at home between
twelve o’clock and two,” said the president.
“ A most suspicious fact. He will not give
an explanation of his whereabouts at that
hour, so there is no other conclusion to be
drawn except that he is guilty. His mud-
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stained satchel, his extraordinary letter to
me, are proof positive of his complicity in
the crime,”

“But if he could prove an alibi?” sug-
.gested Miss Benton.

“But he cant.”

“You mean he won’t,” replied the young
woman. “He refuses because of his love
for me.”

“1 don’t understand—" began the presi-
dent.

“If he refuses to tell where he was last
night between twelve and two, | will explain
for him,” declared Miss Benton.

“Youl” exclaimed both men in amaze-
ment.

“It is the simplest thing'in the world,
once you know the reason,” said the girl.
“|l—I1—" She hesitated, and blushed fu-
riously. “Really, it is a delicate thing to
speak of, since it turned out so badly; but
I will save Albert. Father will be very
angry when he hears; but last night we had
planned to elope.”

“To elope!” exclaimed both Groves and
the president.

“Yes. We have been secretly engaged
for some time, because father forbade me to
marry just now. Albert and | got tired of
waiting. You see, father had no real ob-
jections to him. He just didn’t want me to
leave home. Albert and | arranged that he
was to call for me about twelve, and wait un-
til the coast was clear. Then we intended
to take the two o’clock train.”

“Really!” exclaimed the president, too
astonished for further- expression.

“Yes. But everything seemed to go
wrong. Father received a telegram calling
him to the city, and up to the last moment
he was undecided whether or not he would
go or stay home. Then, it poured rain, and
everything seemed against us. Of course,
it wouldn’t have done for Albert and me
to take the same train with father; so we
didn’t know what to do until, at the last
moment, father decided he would go. That
broke up all our plans. Now, you under-
stand, don’t you? That explains his letter,
-too.”

The story had the ring of sincerity in it.

“ Albert stayed in the summer-house just
below my window from before twelve until
after two. | know, because | was talking
to him off and on all the time. You see, |
had to let him know how things were going
inside. The poor fellow went home very
wet and unhappy. No wonder his traveling
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bag was muddy and spotted. It stood in
the rain long enough. Now, have | proved
an alibi for him? ”

“Yes, you have,” said the president.

“1 hesitated to tell about the elopement
before—” began Miss Benton.

“And | understand now why he would
not explain,” said the president. “ But how
are we going to clear up this other mys-
tery? ”

“1 don't know,” replied' Miss Benton,
“ but since Albert knew nothing of the crime,
I am sure this man does. There can be no
one else. | don't know what happened to
prevent him from carrying out his plans at
the bank, but he’s the guilty one, believe
me.”

At this point Groves rose from his chair
and nervously paced the floor.

“Mr. President,” he said, “the young
lady is right. | admit that | do know more
than | have told in regard to the crime. If
you will send for the chief of police 1 will
make a clean breast of everything.”

CHAPTER XVII.
GENERAL EXPLANATION'S.

The bank president lost no time in com-
plying with the inventor’s request.

The chief of police entered the room
shortly afterward.

“1 brought my prisoner along,” he ex-
plained, “for | can’t afford to let him out
of my sight for a minute.”

He motioned Benner to a seat, and Mary
lost no time in going up to him.

“Have courage,” she whispered. “ Every-
thing is coming out right. It won’t be long
now before you will be free.”

But her fiance merely shook his head.
After the extraordinary web of evidence
which had been spun around him since the
discovery of the crime, there seemed little to
hope for unless he could establish an alibi.

And he had at once dismissed the thought
of explaining his whereabouts of the evening
before on account of the annoyance it would
bring to Mary. He hoped that some other
way would be found out of the difficulty,
but none had presented itself.

Neither the cashier nor the chief of police
suspected the latest developments in the
case.

“ Anything new ?” asked the chief, as he
looked from one to the other members of
the little party.



MIND OVER MATTER.

“Yes. Something very unexpected,” re-
plied the president briefly. “The inventor
of our safe and this young lady can perhaps
explain matters better than | can. | must
confess it's an amazingly tangled affair at

/present.”

“You sent for me—" began the chief.

“He did so because | requested it,” re-
plied the inventor, stepping forward.

“This young lady, Miss Benton,” said
the president, “has accused this gentleman
of being an accomplice in the crime — of
burglary and—of murder as well.”

“1 do accuse him!” .cried Miss Benton
unflinchingly, as all eyes were tumed'ln her
direction. “This man five years ago was
serving a sentence for burglary in a prison
min Sing Sing." | recognized him at once.
His name—"

“Was Buck Nelson,” interrupted the in-
ventor calmly.

“Buck Nelson! ” exclaimed the chief, go-
ing over to the inventor and staring hard at
him.

“That’s me!” declarfed the man.
rather, that was me.”

“Well, of all the—" exclaimed the chief,
speechless with amazement. “ Buck Nelson,
the man who was sentenced to the chair for
that crime in Connecticut?”

“You’ve got it! | see you know some-
thing about me!” And the inventor seemed
rather pleased that the police chief had such
an excellent memory. “That would have
been rather a clever affair if it hadn’t been
for the blundering of my pard at the last
moment.”

“Buck Nelson! Well, 1 can’t get over
it!” repeated the chief.

“You see—"e confesses,” remarked Miss
Benton to the president.

“Buck Nelson was one of my names,” ob-
served the accused man with a smile.

“Let me see,” began the chief. “That
wasn’t the one you were using at the time
of the little visit you paid that bank in
Connecticut?”

“Or,

“Oh, no! | was known as Stubby Mar-
tin then.”
“That’s it. Stubby Martin. Well, Stub-

by, 1 thought they had you for fair that
time, although you were counted as one of
the cleverest in the business. Fve forgotten
how you got away. How was it?”

“That’s just what I am about to tell
you,” replied Nelson.

“Before we go any further,” interposed
the chief, realizing that, in his interest over
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the man’s identity, he had strayed from the
main issue. “What have you to do with
this little affair of last night?”

“ A great deal,” declared Nelson, without
a tremor in his voice.

“Ah!” exclaimed Miss Benton, with a
sigh of relief. “ He’s going to confess.”

“First,” went on the chief, “let me ask
you, are you guilty of this crime?”

“l am and | am not,” replied the in-
ventor. “ 1 meant at first to keep quiet for
the present and say nothing about my share
in the evening’s work. | was dazed. Then
| determined to own up. This young lady
was too much for me.”

Mary glanced triumphantly around the
room.

“ So you intended to let an innocent man
suffer!” she exclaimed indignantly.

“No, miss,” replied Nelson; “only for a
little while.”

“Then you acknowledge that you do
know all about the crime?” demanded the
young woman.

“Yes.”

“And you also know that Mr. Benner is
innocent? ”

“He is,” replied Nelson. “He knew
nothing about the matter.”

"W hat?” exclaimed the chief.

“Oh, yes,” said the president. “1 was

confident of that before Mr.—Mr. Nelson’s
statement. This' young woman here has
provided a conclusive alibi. She satisfac-
torily explained Mr. Benner’s absence from
his lodgings.”

Mary blushed.

“Why did you do that?” asked Albert,
reproachfully.

“1 may say that the explanation left no
room for doubt,” said the president, and he
repeated Mary’s story of the elopement.

“In that case,” said the chief, “ 1 may as
well relieve you of these bracelets, Mr.
Benner.”

“Oh, Albert! ” exclaimed Mary. “ You’re
free! ”

She threw her arms around his neck re-
gardless of the presence of the others.

“Now, Buck,” went on the chief, “shall
I transfer these ornaments to your wrists?”

He held out the handcuffs.

“Not until you have heard my story,” re-
plied Nelson, with a shudder.

“To go back to Connecticut. As you
know, | was sentenced to die because of the
murder of the cashier in the bank up there.
I didn’t kill the man. | had nothing to do
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with it. My pard, Bill Blake, was the
guilty one. He pulled off the whole thing.

When the detectives got on his track, he, to
save himself, told them that | was the one.
There were a number of clues, all pointing
to me. The circumstantial evidence was too
strong against me, and he had taken good
care that he got out safe. Then he skipped
the East and went West. Just before what
I supposed would be my last day on earth
arrived, some lucky evidence turned up that
cleared me.”

The man shivered at the recollection,

“It was a narrow escape, | can tell you,
and it taught me a lesson. It made a new
man of me. | never knew how awful the
thought of a horrible death was before it
stared me in the face.”

Drops of perspiration stood out on his
face as he spoke.

“That was enough! | turned square,
never to be a crook again as long as | lived,
so help me God.”

“ And you kept your oath until this little
chance of last night offered a temptation
too great to resist,” observed the chief.

“No, no! You are all wrong. When |
got out into the air again from prison | de-
termined to earn an honest living, if it was
only a meager one. But the question was,
what could | do? | had been a burglar
most of my life. Before that | had worked
in a factory where they made safes.

“ Studying safes so long made a thief of
me. | wasn’t always bad. So it was nat-
ural that when | was set free | should think
of safes again.

“1 got a notion that | could make a safe
with a lock which would be really burglar-
proof. | knew others had tried and failed,
but they didn’t know as much about safes
and locks as | did. So | picked up odd
jobs here and there, working all the time on
my invention. At last | was successful,
and | got a big firm interested in it.”

“Yes, but what has all this got to do with
the crime of last night? ” asked the chief.

“ A great deal. You see, in order to in-
stall this new safe of mine in Swazey, | was
obliged to come here myself. | was just
about to leave again, when, yesterday after-
noon, | caught sight of a man going down
the street, whose figure seemed very familiar.
It didn’t take me long to recognize my old
pard, Bill Blake—the man who sent me to
prison, and who thought me dead some
months ago, or he would never have dared
return East.”
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“Then, he didnt see you?”

“No. | wondered what he was doing in
Swaze-y, and decided to keep my eye on him.
He went to the Widow Brown’s. | won-
dered why he should go there. Then |
heard him talking to the medium, Professor
Gray. At once | concluded that the pro-
fessor was one of my old profession. But
I was mistaken. | made it my business to
learn their plans.”

“Well, what | want to know,” interposed,
the chief, “is, what part did the professor
play in the trouble?”

“The plot was,” explained Nelson,
“that the professor was to use his powers
as a medium in entering the safe. He
agreed to 'dematerialize * the lock—and
open the thing by a sort of hypnotic power.”

“Well, of all things!” exclaimed the
president.

“Yes; only one thing was needed—the
spirit of a dead burglar who was thorough-
ly at home in breaking banks, and who
would furnish what the medium called his
Icontrol,” and so enable them to enter the
safe. And who do you suppose Blake sug-
gested as the spirit control ?”

No one could suggest a reply.

“Why,myself, returned Nelson. “ Blake
thought me dead for some time, so he said
he might as well make use of me.”

“1 never heard of such a scheme,” re-
marked the chief.

“As soon as | thought | had learned
enough,” continued Nelson, “ 1 made up my
mind what to do. | knew they intended to
rob the safe at midnight; so | went to the
bank, and was able to fix the time-lock for
that hour, on account of my relations with
the bank. | watched and waited until the
pair of them set out on their journey. |
followed at a safe distance. They never
suspected a thing.”

“What beats me is, how did you get in
the bank?” interjected the chief.

“Oh, that was simple enough,” replied
Nelson. “The professor took the Brown
cat along. The cat meowed. The night
watchman opened the window to see what
the noise was. The professor hypnotized
him—easy enough, for he is a simple fel-
low—and then ordered him to open the
door. He also commanded that he close
it again in two hours’ time. That would
allow them to obtain the plunder, get away,
and leave no trace.

“They were having a great time of it.
Everything seemed dead easy. My old pard,



ON THE. BRINK OF DESTRUCTION,

however, began to get nervous when he
thought of seeing my spirit there, in the
dead of night, in a bank. He didn’t like
the idea at all.

“Then they heard a noise, and flashed
the dark-lantern directly on me. Blake went
all to pieces. When lie saw what he thought
was my spirit, he thought the professor had
played a trick- o him, and he pulled his
gun, and killed the medium, who was trying
to slip out with a bag of gold.

- “Then Blake rushed into the safe_to get
more money. In his excitement he lost his
balance, and accidentally closed the door
of the safe on himself before | could pre-
vent it. Then all was silent.”

Every one drew a deep sigh at the con-
clusion of Nelson’s story. It was an ama-
zing recital of events, but there was no doubt
of the truth of it.

“But how did the safe open at its usual
time this morning?” inquired the president.

“Easy enough,” replied Nelson. *“ Be-
fore | left the bank | set the time-lock for
nine o’clock. That, gentlemen and Miss
Benton, is all 1 know. | was so panic-
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stricken after the whole thing was over that
I did not know what to do. | hoped that
matters would adjust themselves without an
explanation on my part. Naturally you can
understand that | feared my miserable past
would be brought up if I came forward and
told what | knew. But | had no intention
of letting an innocent man suffer any
longer.”

“Well, what’s to be done?” asked the
chief.

“ Do you intend to expose me now,” asked
Nelson, “just when | am beginning life all
over again and am determined to be an
honest man ?”

Mary Benton rushed forward to the chief.
¢ “No, no,” she begged; “ don’t injure him.
He doesnt deserve it. No one here suspects
who he is. | shall never tell.”

It was agreed that Nelson’s past should
remain unknown.

A few weeks later, when old man Ben-
ton decided that there might as well be a
marriage or there would be another attempt
at an elopement, Nelson was one of the in-
vited guests.

THE END.

On the Brink of Destruction.

BY JOHN WILSTACH.

How a Night Stroller Rescued a Fellow-Man at a Pier-End, Listened to a Tale
of Crime, Put in Some Days of Anxiety, and Then Had the Surprise of His Life.

FOR years | had been on the verge of

prosperity without ever attaining it.
Now, since an obliging uncle had died, leav-
ing me a handsome income, without the
slightest advice as to how | should spend the
money, | started to enjoy a period of unin-
terrupted leisure.

Being idle is an- art, but | prided myself
that 1 di< nothing gracefully. My business
acquaintances said my performance was dis-
graceful, but I did not care.

I whiled away the days acquiring fantas-
tic accomplishments, and allowing myself to
be led into a number of queer scrapes by my
venturesome nature.

So it must not be a matter of surprise that,
on a certain night in June, I was lounging
near wharves along South Street, smoking a
villainous pipe, and keeping a lookout for
the unusual.

A spell of silence hung over the East
River, cast by a dark, lonely sky, bereft of
the moon and her train of twinkling stars.
The lights on the sluggishly moving boats
were shrouded in mist: the gloom was sul-
len and depressing.

| stood for a while wrapped up in my
own thoughts, when | noticed a man who
lounged perhaps half a dozen paces from
me, looking down at the flowing depths with
a fascinated gaze.

Suddenly he glanced around with a start-
led air. | prided myself on the fact that he
didn’t notice me. though | wasn’t sure; my
interest was aroused in what he might do
next, his manner was so secret and mys-
terious.

Nervously he took several envelopes from
his pocket and tore them into bits. Then he
took off his coat and threw it to the ground;
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then it seemed an expression of intense suf-
fering flitted like a cloud over his face.

Perhaps | should have minded my own
business—though | was not aware of having
any occupation other than that of a spec-
tator—but as | divined the fellow’s object,
I quickly approached, and caught him by
the arm.

He turned on me with a snarl.

“You’re a fly cop, | suppose,” he growled,
“but you’ve got no call to pull me in this
time.”

“I'm not a plain-clothes man,” said I,
“yet neither am | in the mood to see you
cash in your chips while I'm looking on.”

I moved to"such a position on the pier that
he couldn’t reach the water without passing
close to me.

“You've let yourself in for some trouble,
then, for | have determined to make an end.
I am tired of my wretched existence, and
it’ll take more than you to make me drag
out another night of torture.”

He eyed me curiously for a few moments,
noting, no doubt, my indecision, and hoping
to take advantage of it.

“Well,” he said finally, “and what are
you going to do?”

That was a question | was asking myself.
We were alone on the pier, and there was
not much chance of the intrusion of a noc-
turnal prowler. To be sure, I might engage
in a struggle with this would-be suicide,
but he looked as if he might give a good
account of himself—and | was not in train-
ing for a fight.

As | came to the decision that force was
out of the question, | was seized with what
might be called a brilliant idea.

“Will you listen to me for a moment?”

“Sure, boss, anything you like,” he
grunted shortly.

“Well, if your life is as bad a mess as
you hint, what do you say to giving me an
hour of your time, and telling me your
story? Perhaps 1’1l agree to your making a
fade-away finish ?”

“All right, what’s the odds? |
mind rehearsing my woes.”

“Then, what do you say to our adjourn-
ing to some near-by tavern?”

He nodded an affirmative response.

Shortly | was letting him guide me away
from the river, until I found myself seated
at a table in the back room of a tawdry
cafe, ordering from a waiter who looked like
a bouncer in disguise.

My new acquaintance soon leaned over
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the table in a confidential way, and, eying
me closely to see that | was giving proper
heed to his words, began his remarkable con-
fession.

“Two years ago | was a prosperous busi-
ness man—I’m aware that | don’t look as if
I ever filled the picture—the partner of a
man who had made quite a hit in his line.
We were getting along well together, when
he decided that he wished to strike out for
himself, and brought the connection be-
tween us to an end.

“ Suddenly he became my rival, instead
of coworker, and | found that the business
of my concern fell off considerably. My
former partner had a wonderful head for de-
tails, and, disdaining the aid of important
helpers, attended to most of the work him-
self.

“Finally several deals that | undertook
failed to go through, and for me the season
proved a disastrous one. He was ahead of
me in every move | made. With all my
resources exhausted, | had to swallow the
bitter pill of defeat.

“One night | determined to take a des-
perate chance, which might, if successful,
be the means of staving off bankruptcy.

“1 called upon my former partner late
one evening, and persuaded him to take a
walk with me. | need not repeat our con-
versation — but will only tell you that we
strolled to the river-front, where the lights
are as few and scattered as the police. On
the pretext of showing him a boat of mine,
anchored near the shore, |1 got him to a de-
serted pier. | had long known that he
couldn’t swim a stroke. When, with a
wresting twist of the arms, | flung him head
first into the river, | knew that by the time |
brought rescuers to the spot the strong tide
would have carried him down-stream, and
his cries would be lost until the depths
claimed him for their own.”

I dropped my pipe as, in a whispered
voice, the fellow reached this point in his
story, and the tobacco scattered over the ta-
ble and floor.

“ Everything turned out as | expected,”
he continued. “ After | threw him into the
river | ran wildly from the spot, calling for
help. By the time | had found a couple of
night watchmen it was too late for anything
to be done in the way of rescue.

“1 was never suspected of the crime. We
had been chums for years, and our business
break had not, on the surface, raised any
hard feelings. When the body was found,
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| appeared before a coroner’ jury, and sat-
isfactorily explained everything.

“ After he was out of the way | expected
that my business would pick up, but things
went from bad to worse. | lost first in one
venture, then in another, and after the smash
came—well, | took to drink, in a vain at-
tempt to drown my troubles and forget the
horrible stain on my conscience.

“In a short time | had lost all my friends
and become a physical as well as a mental
wreck. Misfortune claimed me for her own,
and | became a derelict, wandering in the
lower streets of New York, at the mercy of
chance, never laying my head twice in the
same place. | have no money, home, or fu-
ture. It is better that | call an end to my
empty days, and be at rest.

“There is no use in trying to persuade me
to try to live a better life—or to confess my
crime. All my better instincts have been
blotted out, and the one brave act left me is
to take the plunge to oblivion.”

We rose and left the inn, and as we stood
in the doorway | turned away from him
with a shudder.

We had parted without another word, and
like one in a trance | saw that he was headed
toward the river.

I made no effort to follow him. | was
stunned, dumfounded by the ghastly con-
fession | had just heard from him.

I made my way homeward, trying vainly
to fling off the gloom that encompassed me.
I spent a sleepless night, and next morning
rose early and had the morning papers
brought me.

Perhaps they would contain some infor-
mation concerning the suicide of the man |
had met the previous evening.

I searched every page, but found not a
single item about the finding of a body in
the river.

Several days passed, and though I
bought every edition of both morning and
afternoon papers, | found no lines to tell
me that an unknown had leaped to his
death in the depths.

In the course of a few days | had some-
what quieted my mind on the subject. It
was possible, | told myself, that the man
was mad or drugged when | had come upon
him, and in a state of delirium when he had
related his strange tale. Or else his nerve
had failed him at the last moment.

Meanwhile, there was no use of my fur-
ther troubling myself. That, at least, "vas
very plain.
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On the Monday evening of the following
week there was a new play billed at one of
the theaters on Broadway. It was called
“The Suicide.”

In the frame of mind | had been in it
was natural that | had some curiosity to
see it.

So | purchased a seat several days in ad-
vance, and when the time came for the
curtain to rise at the opening | was on hand
to make one of a representative New York
audience.

My interest was not keenly aroused be-
fore the middle of the third act, as the
story until then had been quite a conven-
tional one.

In this third act a man whose business
had been ruined, through the efforts of a
former partner, enters late at night the home
of a former employee, confesses to him that
he had murdered the partner by flinging him
in the river, and adds that he might as well
commit suicide himself.

Then, what was my surprise to hear,
through the lips of this character on the
stage, nearly the identical story that had
been told me the previous week in that dive
near South Street by a down-and-out tramp
of the streets!

What could be the meaning of it all? |
could easily have taken the words out of
the man’s mouth, for they w*ere branded
into my memory.

After the close of the act, when the sup-
posed murderer, who has determined to kill
himself, receives news that his victim had
been rescued by a sailor, I was wild with
excitement.

I rose from my seat, eager to have a word
with the manager, with whom 1 was slight-
ly acquainted. Then | heard repeated cries
of “ Author,” and the latter came before the
curtain to speak a few words of acknowl-
edgment of the enthusiasm with which his
play had been received.

I gave one look at him, then fell back in
my seat, stunned beyond the power of ex-
pression.

The man who had strolled out before the
fpotlights was the very one whom | met on
the South Street wharf, and whose horrible
story had been the means of giving me so
many troubled hours.

Of course, his appearance had undergone
a decided transformation in every particu-
lar, but he was the same man — | could
have sworn to it before a court of justice.

Without waiting for the applause to die
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down, | rushed up the aisle back to the
lobby and in a hoarse voice demanded to
see Mr. Newton, the manager.

When the latter appeared, calm and self-
possessed, though elated by the success of
his production, | had hardly the heart to
shatter his peace of mind.

But without hesitation | drew him
an alcove.

“Do you know,” | said slowly, “that the
author of this play is a self-confessed mur-
derer, who has used the material of his crime
in the third act?”

The manager did not seem to understand
me.

“You mean that
stuff?” he exclaimed.

“1t is original enough,” | replied, “ for it
is taken from the closed chapters of that
man’s life. The dramatist is unveiling his
terrible past before an audience unconscious
of the real truth.”

| stopped for a moment to let this sink in.

“Only last week | met him down near
the river on the brink of taking his own
life.

“ After | had stopped him he told me the
story | have just seen enacted on the stage
and said that it was his own experience.”

Suddenly, to my surprise, Mr. Newton
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burst into a loud laugh and thumped me on
the back.

“What’ the matter?” | cried.
think 1 have gone mad ?”

“No, my boy, you’re in your right mind.
The fact is that you have been the victim
of a hoax.”

“1 don't understand,” | stammered.

“Well, it's like this,” he explained.
“When the rehearsals for this play started
I was sure that the big speech in the third
act, which you have just heard delivered
with such dramatic effect, was artificial, and
would never strike home. The author of
the play disagreed with me, and to prove
that the lines were realistic he agreed to try
them on some person who would have no
reason to doubt that he was being told the
truth. So—"

“So—" | exclaimed, “he rigged himself
up as a tramp, and when | happened along
in the location he had chosen, he picked me
for his audience of one.”

“Yes,” replied Mr. Newton. “And, as
you swallowed the story whole, | gave in
to leaving it as he'd written it, with the
present pleasant result. By the way, wouldn’t
you like to go behind and meet the author
again? ”

Needless to say, | went.

“Do you

The Worst Is Yet To Come.*

BY GERALD N.

COE,

Author of “ The Clown’s Mate.”

This Summer’s Tale of the Comedy Happenings in a Unique Boarding-House
Is Streaked with the Possibilities of Tragedy.

CHAPTER XIX.
ON THE TRAIL.

BREAKFAST was a haphazard meal
that morning. The boarders were too
excited to eat, and Hartley had to spend
his time talking to them and assuring each
one separately that his pet possession
would be returned without delay.

He had no clue to the thief. The thing
had occurred so suddenly that Hartley was
at a loss to figure out how the thing could
have happened.

Surely Dunham’s play and the barber’s
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flute could be of no possible use to an or-
dinary thief. The motorcycle could be
sold, but what could be done with Dr.
Honeycomb's crime detector?

It might be that the thief had taken that
along to make sure that he would not be
found. But that did not seem plausible,
as no one would know what the clumsy-
looking machine was to be used for.

In order to make quite sure that the
things had been stolen. Hartley advised
each of his boarders to hunt carefully
through his belongings.

As long as the stolen articles possessed

Single copies, 10 cents.
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little value, Hartley was inclined to think
that one of his boarders might be guilty.
The theft of Honeycomb’s Crime Detect-
or made it look as though some one on.the
inside had perpetrated the crime.

It might have been done for a practical
joke. Hartley saw no joke in the affair,
but it occurred to him that one of his
boarders might be possessed of a perverted
sense of humor. That was hardly likely,
however, as they were none of them given
to fun.

The thing seemed inexplicable. He
could hardly think that one of the board-
ers had done it, because each one had lost
something.

In talking it over with his wife after
breakfast, Hartley suggested this to her,
while the boarders were ransacking the
house and grounds in an endeavor to find
their lost articles.

“That couldn’t be possible,” his wife
replied, when he suggested that one of the
boarders might have stolen the articles.
“Miss Perkins is the only one who did
not really lose anything and even she re-
ports an attempt at the kidnaping of Rob
Roy.”

“It’s beyond me,” sighed Hartley.

“Maybe that tramp you talked with in
the woods—the one who scared the cook—
was responsible for it?” suggested Mrs.
Hartley in an illuminating flash.

“No,” Hartley rejoined. “He’s not in
that line of business. Besides, he’s left
these parts.”

“ Could it be the escaped lunatic, then ?”
queried Mrs. Hartley, snatching at straws
in her endeavor to help untangle the mys-
tery.

“Impossible. No trace has been found
of him and he is probably hundreds of
miles from here now.”

“Well, | give it up; unless it was this
new boarder Dunham. You know all about
him, the tramp told you something. Did
that have anything to do with lhe fact
that he might have stolen these things?”

“No, Dunham wouldn’t do it. Besides,
he was one of the sufferers, too. He lost
his precious play. He’s not the kind of a
fellow who would steal.”

“Of course not,” agreed Mrs. Hartley,
“but one can’t keep from thinking up all
sorts of possibilities when a thing like this
occurs.”

They talked over each boarder separate-
ly, but came to no conclusion. Hartley
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finally rose and went up-stairs to Dr. Hon-
eycomb’s room.

“Have you found your crime detector,
doc?” he asked.

“Great Heavens! No! It has been
stolen, and 1l hold you responsible for it,
Mr. Hartley.”

“You’re sure you haven't misplaced it?”

“Of course not,” the other fairly bel-
lowed. “It isn’t likely that such a big
apparatus could be lost. It hasn’t been
out of the room since | came here and it
surely isn’t here now.” He swept his arm
around the disordered place, and it was
clear to Hartley that the thing had dis-
appeared.

He racked his brains for some suggestion
which would make the doctor’s loss less
keen.

“1 tell you, doc,” he said in a low, confi-
dential tone, “if we could recover this
great invention of yours it would mean
the greatest advertisement of the age.”

“How? What do you mean?”

“Why, if we can locate the machine we
will round up all the possible suspects and
try it on them. Then we will he able to
ascertain just which person is guilty, and
we will have him arrested, show the ma-
chine to the police, and tell them how you
caught the thieves by it. The papers will
have a big story and you will come into
the fame you deserve.”

The inventor’s eyes glowed as this idea
was unfolded to him.

“Great! Great!” he cried. “Let’s do
it at once. It is just the right kind of ad-
vertising. An actual test! Nothing could

be more valuable to me.”

“Yes, it’s a good idea,” answered Hart-
ley, his enthusiasm wearing off the least
bit as the doctor urged the necessity for an
immediate trial of the thing.

“Well, then, let’s do it at once,” went on
the inventor. *“Let’s try it out and become
famous.”

“It’s a good idea, doc,” Hartley replied,
“but in our eagerness and enthusiasm we
mustn’t forget that the machine hasn’t been
found as yet.”

“Oh—17d forgotten that,” the inventor
collapsed and looked up at Hartley with a
pained expression.

“But of course we will find it,” Hartley
hastened to assure him.

“We must. We must. Will you help?”

“Of course,” agreed Hartley, “I1 will
do all I can. 1 am deeply chagrined that
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this should have occurred in my house and
am naturally anxious to do everything pos-
sible to set matters right.”

“And get the fame and advertising |
need for my crime detector,” added the
inventor.

“ Exactly.”

Hartley feared that the machine would
never be found and did not want to get
in too deep, so he excused himself from the
inventor, telling him to extend his search
out-of-doors, and hurried in to see the lit-
tle barber.

Poor Barone was rocking back and forth
in agony, moaning for his stolen flute with
the mouth organ attachment.

Hartley debated well before he interrupt-
ed the dirge Barone was singing to himself.

“You haven’t found your flute yet?”
Hartley inquired in the most sympathetic
tone he could summon.

‘I “No0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0— " cried Barone,
jumping to his feet as though he were at-
tached to a strong spring.

“Have you looked thoroughly?”

“1 have, looked everywhere, It is gone.
I will hold you responsible. On account
of you | have lost my job, | have been

locked up in the insane asylum, and now
I have lost my flute. Oh, I will make you
pay dearly for this.” The fellow’s little
black eyes were flashing with fury and
Hartley realized that it would require a
great deal of tact to handle this fire-brand.

“It will all be well. It will all be
well,” he hastened to tell the barber, spread-
ing out his arms with a motion like that
of throwing oil on troubled waters.

“When will all be well? When will
my flute be returned? | cannot make an-
other like it. There is not another like it
in all this world. | say, when? When?”

“As soon as we find Dr. Honeycomb’s
crime detector,” replied Hartley.

“Yes,” sneered the other,
will that be?”

“Whenever you people get together and
concentrate your search on one article and
make that the crime detector.”

“ Exactly,” agreed Barone.
good idea.”

“Then go and help Dr. Honeycomb find
his crime detector. That is the quickest
way for you to.recover your flute.”

“1 believe you are right,” replied the
barber, his anger changing to enthusiasm
over the new idea.

“Then hurry up,” cried Hartley.

“but when

“That is a

“Dr.
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Honeycomb is starting out on his search
now.”

The barber rushed off at once to join the
inventor and Hartley went on to young
Dunham’s room.

He found the playwright mourning for
his lost MS. and managed to rouse him the
same as he had the barber, and finally got
him out of the house, bound on a quest of
the crime detector.

Miss Perkins rushed up and wanted to
know what was going on and where all
the boarders were bound. Hartley told her
and she joined the pilgrimage.

When all had left and organized the
search for Honeycomb’s Crime Detector,
Hartley dropped weakly on a couch in the
hall and endeavored to collect his thoughts.

Before he managed to get them .in order,
however, Polly Washburn dashed in through
the front door and shouted at him:

“Has anybody found'anything yet?”

“No,” answered Hartley wearily.

“Where are they all?”

“ Gone to search for Honeycomb’s Crime
Detector,” explained Hartley. “ If we man-
age to find that the rest of the goods will be
returned when we prove with the invention
who stole them. It’s very simple.”

“Did everybody go?” asked Polly, with
a blush which informed Hartley she wished
to know particularly if Mr. Dunham were
with the searching-party.

“Yes, everybody. Even Mr.
and Miss Perkins,” he replied.

She turned abruptly and raced off in the
direction Hartley indicated, to join the'
party.

Hartley dropped back to rest by the par-
lor window, where his wife shortly joined
him.

They held an anxious conversation, to
which Aunt Gertie lent her presence.

It was a crisis for the “ Do-as-you-please
House,” and those most interested sat by the
parlor window, exchanging theories and
waiting in breathless suspense for the return
of the searching-party.

As they sat there Hartley suddenly looked
out of the window and turned pale. His
hand on the sill trembled, and he stared 1
through the pane at a horse and buggy
which had suddenly stopped in fr&nt of the
house.

A man had leaped out quickly, and
Hartley immediately recognized him as the
pale-faced attendant from Dr. Cummings’s
asylum.

Dunham
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It looked like more trouble, and he
dodged back from the window abruptly,
whispering to his wife and Aunt Gertie the
cause of his alarm.

Hartley watched through an edge of the
curtain, and was surprised to find that the
pale-faced attendant merely stepped to a tree
in front of the house and proceeded to tack
up a red sign.

Hartley was greatly puzzled by the action,
and vastly surprised when the fellow, hav-
ing finished his task, leaped back into'his
buggy and drove with great rapidity down
the road.

“What can it be?” queried Hartley in
alarm.

“Go and see,” his wife suggested.

With anxious eyes and nervous haste,
Hartley rushed from the house and planted
himself before the red sign the asylum at-
tendant had tacked up.

CHAPTER XX.
WHAT THE SEARCHERS BROUGHT BACK.

The sign Hartley gazed at with amaze-
ment read:

500 DOLLARS REWARD

$500 will be paid for the “return of a vio-
lent lunatic, dead or alive, who escaped from
Dr. Cummings’s Insane Asylum on June 26.

Description: Height, 6 feet 1 inch. Reti
hair. Blue eyes. Prominent nose. Scar on
lip. Wore gray asylum costume when he
disappeared.

The public is warned. The escaped luna-
tic is dangerous and may resist capture with
firearms.

(Signed)” Dr. Cummings.

Hartley looked about fearfully. It would
never do to leave that sign where the
boarders could see it.

The buggy with the attendant in it had
disappeared, and there was no one in sight,
so Hartley reached up and quickly jerked
the sign from the tree. Then he carried it
into the house, tore it up carefully, after
showing it to his wife, and threw it into the
fire in the kitchen.

Having done that, he returned to the front
parlor, and sat anxiously awaiting the re-
turn of the searching-party.

“ Aren’t you afraid you’ll get into trouble
for tearing down that sign, Harvey? ” asked
his wife, the least bit anxiously.

At that minute the same buggy stopped
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in front of the house and the pale-faced at-
tendant’s face peered out. Hartley dodged
back from the window and watched through
the edge of the curtain as the fellow jumped
from the carriage, inspected the spot from
which the poster had been torn, turned to
the house, shook his fist at it, jumped into
his buggy again, and drove off quickly in
the direction of the asylum.

Hartley was almost as pale as the attend-
ant when he looked up into his wife’s anx-
ious face.

“Now you are in trouble!” cried Mrs.
Hartley.

“Looks that way, doesn't it?”

“You had no right to tear down that
sign.” .

“He .had no right to tack it on a tree in
front of my house! ” objected Hartley.

“Dr. Cummings will be sure to make
trouble.”

“Let him. 1 don’t see what he can do.
I am in the right in this matter!” cried
Hartley.

“ But public signs, particularly warnings,
cannot be torn down ruthlessly in such a
manner. The' State will back up Dr. Cum-'
mings. The public must be warned of any-
thing so important as a lunatic who has
escaped.-”

“But he escaped over a week ago.”

“That’s no excuse,” his wife replied.
“You see if you dont get into all sorts of
trouble over it.”

“1t would certainly be just my luck,” re-
plied Hartley glumly.

“1 don’t see what possessed you to tear
it down.”

“It’s bad enough to have the boarders
worrying about the things that have been
stolen without having to be in perpetual fear
of an escaped lunatic. The man is far away
by now, and there is no use warning them
about him now that the scare is all over. |
don’t want to run the risk. One piece of
hard luck at a time.”

“But you’ve been getting your bad luck
in bunches.”

“Luck can’t always be against me,”.mut-
tered Hartley.

“Well, it’s established a pretty good long-
distance record already,” rejoined his wife.

Hartley turned and looked out of the win-
dow in a vacant gaze as his mind revolved
around the many troubles which had been
thrust upon him.

Suddenly he stiffened up and stared down
the road.
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“What is it?” cried his better-half. “Is
Dr. Cummings sending somebody from the
asylum to settle with you for tearing down
that sign ?”

“No,” answered Hartley; “he’ll probably
telephone.”

“What is it, then? ”

Hartley had jumped to his feet and was
peering through the pane. His wife stood
beside him, and tried to find out what he
was gazing at so intently.

“Can’t you see?” he queried.

“No. What is it?”

“It’s the searching-partv
think.”

“But what are they carrying?”

“ 1 was wondering about that myself.”

“Can 'it be the inventor’s crime de-
tector ?”

“1 hope so,” answered Hartley.

“ But it looks too large for that.”

“ Maybe it’s Polly’s motorcycle ?”

“No,” objected Mrs. Hardey. “If it
were that, they’d be wheeling it along.”

At that moment the little party was hid-
den by a group of trees.

“Well, we’ll know in a minute, anyway,”
sighed Hartley.

“1 do hope it’s the inventor’s machine,
and that it’s in good shape.” '

“That’s too much good luck to happen
to us all at once,” replied Hartley.

At that moment two of the figures broke
from behind the trees. They were near
enough now so that Hartley could see what
their burden was.

“Great Heavens!” he cried to his wife.
“Where on earth did they get that?”

Mrs. Hartley was as excited as he.

“Who is it?” she cried.

“Dunham and Honeycomb are doing the
carrying. There come the barber and Miss
Washburn and Miss Perkins,” exclaimed
Hartley, pressing his nose against the cool
pane like a curious small boy. “What can
it all be about? ”

“ But who is the man they are carrying? ”
was Mrs. Hartley’s question.

For the burden between Dunham and Dr.
Honeycomb was a struggling human being.

returning, |

“It can’t be the barber?” cried Mrs.
Hartley.
“No.  Silly!” her husband replied.

“ See, he’s walking behind with the ladies.”
Unable to restrain his curiosity, Hartley
dashed out of the door hatless, and his wife
followed.
“What on earth have you got there?”
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queried Hartley, as he met the party on the
front' lawn and saw that their human bur-
den was a young man, long and angular,
with red hair and wide-open blue eyes,.

His hands and legs were bound, and he
looked like a living skeleton.

“We found him!-” cried Dr. Honeycomb
triumphandy.

“But who—" Hartley was just about to
repeat his question, when in a flash he re-
membered the sign posted by the asylum
attendant.

He turned to his wife. Her eyes told him
that the same suggestion had entered her
mind. She, too, had remembered the de-
scription on the placard.

“Can it be?” she whispered to her hus-
band in an agitated tone.

At that moment the prisoner struggled
and made a frantic effort to bite Dunham’s
wrist.

Dunham dropped his side of the burden
and turned to Hartlev with a frightened
yell.

“That’s what he’s been trying to do ever
since we started carrying him,” he declared.
“He’ certainly a very vicious fellow. |
found him in—"

Dr. Honeycomb cut Dunham off with an
imperious gesture.

“7 found him.in—"

But the barber leaped to the front at that
moment and cried in an angry.tone:

“1 found this man in—"

Polly Washburn, at his side, now broke
out, her eyes flashing fire at the barber:

“You did no such thing. We found him,
Mr. Hartley, in a deserted barn on a vacant
farm about a mile from here. It was pretty
well hidden. It was my suggestion that we
search the barn to see if the thief had con-
cealed Dr. Honevcomb’s crime detector
there.”

“1 see,” answered Hardey vaguely as
his wife looked at him with horror in her
eyes and whispered:

“Can it be the escaped lunatic at last?”

“He answers the description perfectly,”
Hartley whispered back.

“We thought there was something wrong
with the fellow,” Dunham went on, “so
we brought him home. He had a lot of
chicken-bones around him, and he tackled
the barber when he first saw us entering
the barn.”

Hartley thought of the five hundred dol-
lars’ reward for the escaped lunatic, and
considered the catch lucky. On examining
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the fellow’s face he saw the scar referred
to in the advertisement, and was perfectly
sure that the man was the escaped lunatic.

Giving orders to have him carried into
the house, Hartley joined his wife, and
said in a low tone:

“It’s the lunatic, all right. What’ll we
do about the five hundred dollars’ reward? ”

She did not reply immediately, and
Hartley continued:

“ Of course, they haven’t any idea who

it is. | suppose | could keep the reward
myself.”

“But you didnt catch him,” his wife
objected.

“But 1’1l return him, and that’s how the
advertisement read,” he replied.

“1 think you’d better wait till Dr. Cum-
mings pays the reward. We can decide
better when we have that in our hands,
dont you think?”

“Yes. There’s no hurry.”

By this time they had reached the stairs,
and when they crossed the threshold be-
hind the searching party Aunt Gertie
rushed up with the news that Hartley was
wanted on the telephone.

“It’s that Dr. Cummings again,” she
explained.

Hartley smiled to himself as he gave
orders for Dunham and Dr. Honeycomb to
watch the escaped lunatic until he re-
turned. Then he went to the phone and
replied to the doctor’s call.

“Why did you tear down my advertise-
ment for the escaped lunatic?” demanded
Dr. Cummings in a belligerent tone.

Hartley had the answer ready:

“Because your lunatic is caught. He
was captured just now in a vacant barn,
surrounded by chicken-bones. He’s been
living there ever since he disappeared.”

“You mean youve got him safe over
there?” cried the head of the insane asy-
lum excitedly.

“Yes, and Il deliver him when you
send the five hundred dollars’ reward.”

“1’lIl be right over,” answered Dr. Cum-
mings, and Hartley heard the click as he
slammed up the receiver.

CHAPTER XXI.
MANY THINGS HAPPEN.

An hour later the boarders had finished
their lunch and started out again in a body
to search for the crime detector. The suc-

IS YET TO COME.

159

cess of their morning’s venture made them
optimistic, as Hartley had told them that
he imagined the man they had caught was
an escaped convict, or something on that
order, and that he might be able to secure
a reward in exchange for their trouble.

Hartley was glad that they were out of
the house when a carriage from the insane
asylum drove up and Dr. Cummings
stepped out.

Hartley took him at once to the little
closet on the first floor where he had con-
fined the captured man. Dr. Cummings
recognized him instantly.

“It’s the fellow we’re looking for!” he

exclaimed. “You’re sure you haven’t had
him here all the time?”

“Why, of course, doctor,” declared
Hartley. “Some of my boarders found

him in a deserted barn this morning. 1l
have them take you there and show you
his lair if you w'ish.”

“That won’t be necessary,” replied the
doctor, convinced of Hartley’s sincerity.
“1'm glad enough to get him back under
any circumstances.”

“And the five hundred dollars?” Hart-
ley asked quickly.

“That is yours for delivering him over
to me,” was the prompt reply, as the doctor
took out a check made out in Hartley’
name.

Hartley thanked the doctor and helped
place the lunatic in the asylum carriage.

“1°d still like to get hold of that man
Dunham,” said the doctor in parting.

“But that’s impossible. You remember
what | told you about him?”

“Yes. Of course, | suppose he isnt in-
sane; but | hate to have a man escape me
before | have made a complete examina-
tion.”

“You’d get yourself into a lot of unnec-
essary trouble if you took Dunham away
again. Remember what the man said to
me in the woods, the fellow who was look-
ing for Dunham and scared my cook. It’s
best to leave well enough alone.”

“ 1 suppose you're right.”

Mrs. Hartley overheard this conversa-
tion, and as soon as the carriage had
driven away she turned to her husband.

“Harvey,” she said, “1 wish you would
tell me all that tramp person said to you
about Mr. Dunham."

“1 will in good time, Helen,” he re-
plied. “For the present it’s safer that |
alone should know it.”
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Then they fell to discussing their luck
in having received the five hundred dol-
lars’ reward,

“It’s great!” cried the enthusiastic little
wife,

“It will probably come in handy in
settling with the boarders. If they make
any more trouble about' the stolen articles,
I will simply flash the money oil them and
offer them a hundred or so apiece to settle
everything.”

“ Of course, it is theirs by rights.”

“But we have a little interest in it,” he
told her. “We delivered the man over and
collected the reward. We ought to share
in the prize-money.”

“Of course,” Mrs. Hartley agreed.
Then she switched suddenly to the ques-
tion: “Do you think we’ll ever discover
who stole all the pet possessions of the
boarders ?”

“1 hope so.”

Something in his tone caused her to ask
quickly:

“Do you suspect anybody ?”

“Well, not exactly. But I'm going to
keep my eyes on this man Dunham. He
may be to blame.”

“But you said he was rich.
tive would he have in stealing
things ?”

“That's just the point,” smiled Hart-
ley. “The articles aren't wortl/ so much
themselves, with the exception of Polly’s
motorcycle. It’s only that which 'makes
me think somebody might have stolen them
from some eccentric notion or other.”

“But Dunham seems to be fascinated
by Polly. He wouldn’t be apt to steal any-
thing from her.”

What mo-
these

“No. It certainly seems that he
wouldn’t. Maybe I'm mistaken,” admit-
ted Hartley, “It might be Dr. Honey-
comb?”

“But there’s a lack of motive there.”

“Oh, well. The thing will have to

work itself out,” he decided abruptly. “t
hope the.searching party will find some-
thing.”

But the afternoon's search did not prove
as profitable as the morning’s hunt. Noth-
ing was discovered, and the little party
returned home quite disappointed.

Hartley did his best to cheer them up,
and Mrs. Hartley suggested that he di-
vide the prize-money among them; but
Hartley preferred to keep the money for
a crisis. He was on uncertain ground, and
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his footing was not sure. The five-hun-
dred dollars, which his boarders did not
know was due them, was a weapon—and a
powerful one. He decided to hold it in
reserve.

That night Miss Perkins came to Mrs.
Hartley with a little gossipy story about
Miss Washburn and Mr. Dunham.

“She doesn’t act like a girl who had
lost her dearest possession on earth. She
doesn't seem to think of her motorcycle
when that Mr. Dunham’s around. You
wouldn’t know she had lost anything by
the way she smiles at him.”

“No,” Mrs. Hartley rejoined, “they do
seem to be rather fond of each other.”

“The} certainly are,” went on Miss
Perkins, with a wise shake of her head.
“Do you know, | just overheard something
out on the porch.”

“What was it?”

“1 heard them talking together and ma-
king plans for eloping.”

This was like a bomb exploded at Mrs.
Hartley's feet.

“Eloping!” she cried.

“Yes. They are making all the plans.”

“What did you hear?”

Mrs. Hartley was now on the qui vive.
It was only a little after eight in the eve-
ning, and she hoped that if there was any
such plot brewing, she and Hartley would
have a chance to block it in order to keep
these two boarders in their establishment.

“They said they were going to elope at
dawn to-morrow,” went on Miss Perkins
in a flush of excitement. “1 was sitting
at the end of the porch, behind the vine.
It was dark, and they didn’t notice me.”

“ At dawn to-morrow?” repeated Mrs,-
Hartley.

“Yes, and she’s found her motorcycle,
because he said he’d have it brought
around to the back of the house and they
could have that to elope o011.”

“ Good gracious! This is interesting,”
cried Mrs. Hartley. *“You are sure you
arc* correct?”

“Every word of it is true,” insisted the
other.

“Where are Dunham and Miss Wash-
burn now?” asked Mrs. Hartley in breath-
less suspense. —

“They've gone for a little walk to talk
over the plans,” was the reply.

"Maybe they've eloped already!” Mrs.
Hartley exclaimed. She sprang up and s
rushed off to hunt up her husband, whom
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she found in an earnest conversation with
old Dr. Honeycomb.

She managed to get him away from the
inventor for a few minutes without arous-
ing suspicion.

Hartley was amazed by her story.

“You say he agreed to have the motor-
cycle at the rear of the house at four o’clock
in the morning?” he asked when she fin-
ished.

“That’s what Miss Perkins says.”

“Then they must know where the other
stolen articles are?” he went on rapidly.

“ It looks that way.”

“Well, this puts a new light on affairs.
I was just talking with Dr. Honeycomb,
and he says that Dunham tried to keep
them away from a certain place all after-
noon.”

“What was the place?”

“The corn-crib, out back of our barn.”

“It’s never used any more, is it?” his
wife cried.

“No.”

“ And you think that Dunham has stolen
the things and hidden them there?”

“It looks that way; now that we know
he has knowledge of the whereabouts of
Miss Washburn’s motorcycle, and the fact
that he tried to keep them all away from
there this afternoon, certainly seems sus-
picious.”

“Let’s go and search the corn-crib at
once.” Mrs. Hartley was restless with de-
sire for action.

“That would be foolish.
more by waiting.”

“But we don’t want Mr. Dunham to
slip off with these things under our very
noses.”

“1 don’t think he'd do that,” said Hart-
ley. “Dunham has plenty of money, and
if he has stolen those things it has only
been for a joke on the people who were so
fond of them.”

“1 don't see any joke in it.”

“Neither do I, But it’s possible he does,”
replied Hartley, tugging at his coat and
clapping his hat on his head as he started
for the door.

“Where are you going at this hour, Har-
vey? ” queried his wife.

“1’'m going over to town and telephone,”
he answered.

“But can’t you telephone from here?”

“No, somebody would overhear me. |
cant run any risk. Things are coming to
a head.”

11 A
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“But who on earth are you going to tele-
phone to at this hour of the night!”

“It isn't nine o’clock yet,” he replied.

“But that's no answer to my question.
Who are you going to call up so secretly ?”

He leaned over with a smile, and whis-
pered in a mysterious tone:

“I’'m going to call up the tramp who
scared Jane—the fellow | talked with over
in the woods.”

“But what good will that do?
connection has he with all this? ”

“You'll see,” he replied briefly, hurrying
out and closing the door behind him with an
energetic jerk.

W hat

CHAPTER XXII.
THE CRIME DETECTOR DECIDES.

At twelve o'clock that night Hartley
heard a scratch on the back door. It was
repeated three times, and at the end of the
signal he opened the door slightly, turned
on a tiny electric lamp, and extended a wel-
coming hand to the trampish-looking man
who had frightened Jane.

At one o’clock a soft patter of sock-incased
feet descended the back stairs, and Dr. Hon-
eycomb slipped into the kitchen beside the
trampish man and Hartley. Barone fol-
lowed the inventor, and greetings were ex-
changed.

“ Everything ready?” asked Dr.
eycomb in a husky voice.

“Have you got guns ?” queried the barber
in .an excited tone.

“No need of those,”
“1t’1l be perfectly safe.
going with us.”

Mrs. Hartley appeared, clad in a tight-
fitting black gown of a serviceable nature,
and with her was Miss Perkins, her eyes
very large and luminous, and Rob Roy
under her arm. The parrot wore a muz-
zle that Dr. Honeycomb had invented to
keep him quiet, and Miss Perkins had al-
lowed him to put it on; for there must be no
slips that night.

Hartley was worried over the size of the
party. But it was necessary to let them all
in on the excitement, in order to keep Dun-
ham and Miss Washburn from suspecting.
Miss Perkins had.spread the story, and
there was much fear that the whole thing
would get out, and the elopement would be
postponed unless all of the innocent boarders
were allowed to participate in the plot.

Hon-

smiled Hartley."
Mrs. Hartley is
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“1t reminds me of going out to look for
the escaped rhinoceros,” smiled Mrs. Hart-
ley to her husband as they all lined up like
children on Hallowe'en, waiting for Hart-
ley to give the signal and open the door.

At two o’clock all was in readiness, and
Hartley slowly and noiselessly opened the
door. It was a jet-black night, and the
timid boarders felt their way through the
darkness, holding to each other for fear of
getting lost.

The tramplike man and Hartley escorted
the two ladies, and Barone brought up the
rear with Dr. Honeycomb.

The little party stole softly through the
graj>s until they reached the barn, some dis-
tance away. Then Hartley got his bearings,
and led the way to the corn-crib.

He felt of the door cautiously, and found
that it was held shut by a log tipped up
against it. There was no lock on the door,
and he had not examined it since receiving
Dr. Honeycomb’s report concerning the sus-
picious circumstance of Dunham having
consistently avoided the corn-crib.

With great care they placed the party
around the shed, about twenty feet away
from it. Three groups were formed. Mrs.
Hartley and Miss Perkins were placed to-
gether near Hartley and the tramplike man,
and Barone was with Dr. Honeycomb, far-
ther off.

Then the wait began. It was hard at
first. Everybody found great difficulty in
holding his or her breath and keeping per-
fectly quiet. But in time the thing grew
easier.

To be sure, each person grew stiff from
waiting in the one position, but the muscles
became trained to that attitude, and they
managed to resist fatigue by conjuring up
the excitement to come.

Three o’clock passed, and there was not
the slightest murmur from any of the wait-
ing party. The weather was fine, and the
only trouble came from the dew on the grass;
but that was hardly noticed.

All strained forward and instinctively
faced toward the Do-as-you-please House
as the darkness began to grow even greater.
It was the darkness before dawn, and while
they could see nothing, not even the corn-
crib, all faced the house and tuned their ears
to catch the slightest step that might come
from that direction.

It was almost dawn; fifteen minutes only
remained. In that interval of time it would
be necessary for Dunham to go to the corn-
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crib and extract the motorcycle he. had hid-
den there, take it to the back porch, and wait
for Polly.

Suddenly there came the slight sound of
an approaching step. It was heard by all
of the anxious little party. They pressed
together closer in their places and waited
anxiously.

The step was slowly approaching the corn-
crib. Every muscle in the waiting party was
taut. Every eye was fixed toward the sound,
though nothing could be seen in the impene-
trable darkness.

There came a slight scratch at the corn-
crib door. The tramplike man gave Hartley
a poke as a signal, and they moved toward
the crib in well-measured silence, having
worn felt slippers for the occasion.

The log of wood against the door was
heard to drop on the ground, and there was
the creak of a hinge.

It was clearly time to act.
the signal as one man.

Flash!

Hartley's finger had pressed the button
to his electric night-stick, and a circle of
bright light was thrown on the head and
shoulders of a man standing against the
door.

“ Get him!” cried Hartley, and Dr. Hon-
eycomb and Barone pounced toward the
figure.

But at that moment the man turned, and
surveyed the little party with a toothless
grin.

It 'was a strange face to every person there.

Hartley fell back in surprise, and the
tramplike man stared at the face brought
out by the flashlight as though it were a
ghost. Dr. Honeycomb and Barone, alarmed
by the unexpected happening, stood frozen
to their places.

The stranger blinked at the light, and
reached into his breast-pocket, bringing out
a little white note.

“Is Mr. Hartley here?” he asked in a
ringing tone.

“Yes—I'm Hartley,” came the reply, as
Hartley tried to wet the dryness in his
throat.

“Mr. Dunham hired me to come here and
deliver this note to you, providin you was
here,” was the stranger’s next remark.

Hartley’s trembling hand reached out and
seized the note. He started to turn the elec-
tric stick on the paper, when his tramplike
companion told him to keep the light trained
on the stranger, and he himself supplied a

All awaited
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new light by which Hartley read the follow-
ing communication:

Dear Mr. Hartley:

This is to inform you that Miss Washburn
and | are married by this time. We made re-
marks to put Miss Perkins on the scent and
off it at the same time.

From the strange air around the boarding-
house we realized we were successful. This
afternon | knew you were suspicious of me,
so | steered clear of the corn-crib to make
Doc. Honeycomb think I'd stolen the things
and hidden them there.

| did steal the things.
outcropping of my kleptomania. | told Polly
about it and she forgave me. | have
promised to take a treatment for kleptomania
and | am going back to live with the old man,
give up writing plays, and be good.

The man who hands you this letter knows
nothing at all about the whole thing. | picked
him up this evening and gave him ten dol-
lars for the job.

Each article | stole has been returned to its
original place with a little present from me
to make amends for the trouble | caused.
You will find, everything O. K.

If that detective who looks like a tramp
and inquires about me from cooks at back
doors is around when this is read, kindly tell
him to go back to my father who hires him,
and report that he won't be needed any
longer, as I’'m married and reformed.

Good luck to all of you.

P. T. DuxHAIr.

It was the final

Hartley read the letter aloud. Every-
body was stunned. But the man who took
the news hardest was the tramplike fellow,
who, Hartley explained to his wife, was the
same man he had .talked with in the woods.

He was a detective hired by Dunham’s
father, a famous millionaire, to find his son,
who had run away from home, and who had
always been eccentric. It was the power of
the older Dunham which ifiade both Dr.
Cummings and Hartley fearful of having
the fellow in their keeping.

Hartley had kept the information from
his wife that their new boarder was the son
of the rich Dunham, for fear that she would
worry about it and insist that he be given
up. Hartley had managed to get rid of the
detective by assuring him that Dunham was
not there.

But when the news of the elopement came
to him he immediately went out and tele-
phoned to the address the detective had given
him.

Naturally each boarder now made a rush
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for the house. Dawn was breaking as they
entered their rooms. True to his word, Dun-
ham had returned the barber’s flute, the in-
ventor’s machine, and in his own room was
found the play that he had pretended to steal
from himself. On it was a note presenting
it to Hartley, and between the leaves was a
fiftv-dollar bill.

A fifty-dollar bill was also discovered
tucked in the barber’s flute; and another
fifty in the inventor's crime detector.

It was a very happy little party at the
Do-as-you-please House that morning. The
detective rushed back to break the good
news to Dunham’s father that his son had
married and reformed, and Hartley, in a
long speech of interest to his three remain-
ing boarders, Miss Perkins, Barone, and
Dr. Honeycomb, told them of the five hun-
dred dollars reward.

He divided the check into five parts—
one hundred for each of the three boarders;
the two hundred remaining was for his wife
and himself, in lieu of the disappearance of
Miss Washburn and Dunham.

All were enthusiastic. The barber start-
ed an orchestra with his savings and the
easily earned one hundred and fifty dollars.
The inventor and Miss Perkins pooled theirs
and got married; while Hartley and his
wife saved their share toward paying off a
few old bills and living while Hartley hunt-
ed for a new job.

A few days later the boarders returned
to their own homes, and the “ Do-as-you-
please ” sign was taken down, the cook dis-
charged and the house finally closed to all
guests.

Then Hartley looked for a new job. It
would be impossible to try and run a mild
insane asylum in opposition to Dr. Cum-
mings; so he searched for different work.

A few days after the boarding-house was
closed he received a happy letter from the
eccentric old millionaire Dunham. It read
in part that he was pleased that his son had
been cured of kleptomania and happily
married while in Hartley’s charge. He
asked Hartley to call personally and rcccive
his thanks.

The thanks proved exceedingly substan-
tial. Hartley was placed in an agreeable
position at five thousand dollars a year, and
old man Dunham bought the Do-as-you-
please House for a summer home, at a fig-
ure far higher than any one else would have
paid for the legacy left to Mrs. Hartley by
her uncle.
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“It wasnt so bad, after all,” smiled
Hartley, when the deal was completed.
“Qut of failure comes success. But |

would like to get even with that Dr. Cum-
mings for butting in and spoiling business.”

“It was a fortunate thing he did,” re-
plied Mrs. Hartley. “Look what good luck
the trouble eventually brought you!”
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“l know it. But | would have liked to
get something out of that Dr. Cummings.”

“You did/’ smiled Mrs. Hartley. “The
five hundred dollars reward. 1’1l bet it hurt
him to pay that. It evened up for the
trouble he caused the barber and Dunham.”

“To be sure. 1'd forgotten about that,”
smiled Hartley.

THE END.

Two Telephone Calls’ Worth.

BY GEORGE MARIANO.

A Dash for a Steamship Pier That Was
Checked by a Trivial Matter of Forty Cents.

I F ever a letter looked good to a man, the

note from Ned Thorne which reached
Bert Hopper by the eight o'clock delivery
did.

Bert was in a hole. This has no refer-
ence to Elizabeth, the town in which he
lived. It refers simply and solely to Bert
Hopper’s financial condition.

The postman’s whistle had stopped him
in the act of throwing up his last dime to
decide whether to part with his one real as-
set, four thousand shares of U. & P. stock,
quoted on that day and date at precisely
fifty cents per share. He had paused to sec
what the mail might bring. The mail
brought the above-mentioned epistle from
Ned Thome.

The letter read:

Dear Bert:

If you can meet me at the Hoboken pier
of the Hamburg-American Line to-morrow
morning before the Pennsylvania sails at ten
o’clock, 1 would like to let you have that long
due five hundred. Have struck luck at last
—but will tell you about it in the morning.

Yours the same as ever,
Ned Thorxe.

Four months previous to the date of the
letter, Bert Hopper had been manager of
the Elizabeth branch of E. Halsted & Co.,
members of the New York Stock Exchange,
brokers of stocks and bonds. Precisely three
months and twenty-seven days before the re-
ceipt of that letter, E. Halsted & Co. had
gone into the hands of a receiver. Since
that time the Elizabeth branch had been
wearing a “To Let” sign in its window.

Bert Hopper had not been wearing any
sign. But he had gone about letting every-
body know that he was to let until he was
beginning to realize that a few more weeks
would make him look like an “Employ-
ment Wanted” advertisement. And his
landlady was threatening to put another sign
up in the window of his room every time
she saw him first.

Not that he was entirely without assets.
There was this debt that Ned Thome owed
him.

He had loaned Ned the five hundred
when that foolish young man had *“gone
broke ” in the office which Bert managed.
The next day Ned had lost it, and there
had been about the same prospect of real-
izing on the debt as there usually is of the
sun’s rising in the west.

Beside that, there was the U. & P. stock.
It was the one venture Hopper himself had
ever made in the market. He had bought it
outright with the only money he had ever
inherited. At that time it had been selling
at two and a half.

It had occurred to his mind that the tiny
bit of track laid across a piece of swamp
in northern New York State would be of
great advantage to some one who might be
seeking to merge the two big roads whose
nearness made it almost worthless. It might
become the key, and, as such, of high worth
to the interests that should desire to unlock
the situation.

But nobody had as yet seemed to desire
the key. It had never been a very active
stock after its first four months of exist-
ence. Of late there had been occasional



TWO TELEPHONE CALLS® WORTH,

sales of a hundred shares at steadily declin-
ing prices,

Bert had held on to his four thousand
shares. He could not quite make up his
jnind to part with the only chance of for-
tune he had ever owned. Many a privation
he had endured rather than sell out for two
thousand what had cost him ten.

This morning he had reached his limit;
also, the conclusion that something must be
done.

This state of mind was not induced by
the landlady’s assurance that she could not
wait longer than evening for her pay. He
had grown accustomed to that announce-
ment, so that it hardly troubled him more
than the Jersey mosquitoes in whose society
he had been born and reared.

His determination to sacrifice his U. &
P. stock had not been instigated by the
threatened suit of his tailor for the price'
of an overcoat he had bought the day before
the Halsted failure. He had become hard-
ened to that threat, too.

Even the fact that his last dime had no
mate was not the cause of his intention to
act this very day. He still had a silver-
cased watch, which ought to bring a couple
of dollars at a pawn-shop, and that would
last him a day or two at the rate he was
now spending money.

No, the thing which had aroused him to
activity was the sight of a certain motor-car
which had raced past the window of his
boarding-place the previous afternoon.

In the motor-car had sat Mr. Stephen
Garth and Mrs. Morton Haverford—and—
Miss Ethel Haverford. There had also been
a chauffeur on the front seat, but he didn’t
count.

For that matter, Mrs. Morton Haverford
did not count, either. Furthermore, Mr.
Stephen Garth would not have counted if he
had motored clear around the world without
stopping, if Miss Ethel Haverford had not
been in his gas-wagon.

Which brings us to the point, namely:
that Miss Ethel Haverford counted a whole
lot. Before Bert Hopper's affairs had got
into their present sorry condition, she had
been able to count on about three afternoons
and four evenings per week in his society.

Since the crash in Hopper’s finances, she
had counted principally in his dreams, wa-
king and sleeping. No matter how you try
to manage it, paying due attention to a
young lady is bound to cost money.

Of late Bert had kept away from the
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Haverford home. His pride had been too
great to permit him the pleasure of offering
court to a girl of wealth until he had at
least a decent position with which to back
up his claims on her regard.

But seeing her in Stephen Garth’s auto-
mobile had put a different face on things.
Altogether too young to regard himself as a
down-and-outer, absolutely confident that a
turn in the tide of his affairs must come
soon, he now resolved to hold his position
in Miss Ethel’s affections by using the mon-
ey he could realize on those ’stocks at the
sacrifice of the future fortune they might
win him.

Now | guess we can go on with the do-
ings of Mr. Bert Hopper immediately after
the receipt of the letter from Ned Thorne.

The first thing he did was a Highland
fling, which lasted thirty seconds, or until
his soft-slippered toe came into contact with
the corner of his trunk.

Then lie shouted for the landlady, and
told that haughty dame that he would be
able to render her what he was owing and
pay some in advance that very evening. In
the face of her doubts he thrust the note
from Thorne.

Then he got into the one decent business
suit he had left, clattered joyously down the
stairs'and into the street. He had put one-
half of his money into the box on the plat-
form of a street-car before it dawned upon
him that he had not a ticket to Jersey City.

He was disconcerted for only a pioment.
He knew where a little pawn - shop stood
just around the corner from the railroad sta-
tion. The silver watch would have to re-
pose there for a day.

“How much will you let“me have on
this?” he asked of the pawnbroker, as he
hurried into the shop, having discovered
that he had only four minutes before train-
time.

The pawnbroker examined the watch
carefully, opening the case and studying the
works for neatly a whole minute before he
offered—

“ Seventy-five cents.”

“What!Seventy-five cents for that
watch!”  Bert expressed his amazement
without thinking that seventy-five cents was
rather more than he actually needed.

“Well,” the proprietor of the hock-shop
grunted reflectively, “ I make it eighty-five.”

Bv this time it had come to Bert’s mind
that he required only the price of a ticket
to New York, and that the less he received
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over that the less interest he would have to
pay the next day.

“That will do,” he snapped out.

He had barely time to pocket his receipt
and the three silver coins and run for the
Pennsylvania Station. The train was roll-
ing in as he reached the ticket-office.

“ Excursion to New York," lie shouted at
the agent, flinging down the half dollar he
had just realized on his timepiece.

“Right,” nodded the agent, as he shoved
the oblong piece of cardboard under the bars
of his window.

Bert caught the train as it started to move.

“How long,” he asked of the conductor,
*“ does it take to reach Hoboken on the Sub-
way ?”

“ About six minutes, allowing for waits,”
the conductor informed him.

“Rats!” Hopper grunted.
made it with the next train.”

He soon got over his chagrin at the wasted
haste. An inspiration had come to him. A?
soon as he reached the Jersey City Station
he ran for the telephone-booth.

“432—X—Elizabeth,” he said to the
operator without consulting a directory.

“432—X—Elizabeth,” she repeated im-
mediately; then, a moment later, repeated it
again, adding: “Number 4.”

Bert entered booth No. 4 and jerked the
receiver from the hook.

, “ This is Bert,” he announced upon hear-
ing the voice at the other end of the wire.

“Oh, how are you? It’s a long time
since |’Ve seen anything of you,” the voice
came back.

“1ve been—er—awfully busy of late,”
Bert stammered, the unexpected need of an
excuse bothering him much more at a tele-
phone than it would have done had he met
his sweetheart face to face.

“So you didn't find any difficulty secur-
ing another place after the failure of Hal-
sted & Co. | was sure you wouldn’t,” she
replied. “But what in the world are you
at that you can never get to see us any
more ?”

The young man hesitated for a reply
before it came to him.

“Why, I'm in Jersey City now—at the
railroad station,” he stated. “ Of course
I don’t have much time now. |’m in hopes
I can get next another broker position soon.
It’s been pretty hard not to see you—er—
any of my friends any more.

“How are you?” he finished, eager to
change the subject.

“1 could have
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“Oh, mama and | are quite well. How
are you?”
“ Feeling fine,” he laughed. “ And, say

— I ve got this afternoon off. Couldn’t you
and your mother come in and meet me here
about—why, come on that twelve-fifteen—
Pennsylvania—and we’ll take lunch some-
where and go see a show—anything you
like. How about it? ”

The message was the concrete form of
the inspiration which had stopped his
worry over having hurried for a train too
early. The answer brought delight to his
ears.

“Oh—1'e been dying to see 1 The Man
in the Moon.” 1l ask mama—I’m pretty
sure she’ll come. Just hold the wire—and
there was something else she wanted to
speak to you about. Let me see. What
was it?

“It was something about some stocks.
Dear me—1 can never think of anything
when 1’'m talking in a phone; can you?”

“Well, it depends,” he answered, re-
calling the lameness of his last excuse.

“Isn’t it funny? | cant think of that
matter for the life of me. Well, just hold
the wire, and I'll call mama here to talk
for herself,” spoke the voice to which Bert
Hopper would gladly have listened for the
rest of his days.

He held the wire.

He had often sat with his elbow crooked
up to keep a receiver at his ear while some
one got somebody else to speak to him;
so he was quite calm in the knowledge that
seeming hours were only half minutes.

By and by, as he sat thus, he reached his
free hand into his watch pocket, wonder-
ing a little if he were not going to have to
hurry to meet Ned Thorne after all.  Then
he laughed at himself as he felt the empty
pocket.

“It isn’t as long as that,” he muttered.
“1’ve half an hour yet at least. The tube-
trains make it in six minutes. It’s not
over five or ten minutes from the tube
station to the pier.”

Just then Miss Haverford’s voice sounded
in the telephone.

“Here comes mama. |'m awfully sorry
to keep you waiting so long. She was away
up in the attic, and | had to hunt the whole
house over for her. But—we will be on
hand all right—or on the twelve-fifteen
train.”

“Fine—I1'm awfully glad—never mind
about the wait,” Bert responded cheerfully.
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But, at that instant, a thought which
was anything but cheerful flashed into his
brain. He felt almost sure that he was
already rather beyond the end of the five
minutes which, he well knew, costs twenty
cents when one is using a pay-statiori tele-
phone from Jersey City to Elizabeth. He
was almost equally certain that forty cents
was the full extent of his cash capital.

As he responded to Mrs. Haverford’s
“Hallo,” he dug down into the little side-
pocket of his coat.

“ Ethel told me you were on the wire/’
said Ethel’s mother, while Bert Hopper
examined a quarter and a dime.

“Yes—here | am,” he faltered, search-
ing through his trousers pockets for more
coin, wondering if it could be possible that
he had not even enough to pay for two calls,
wondering still more how he could manage
to settle for them and get up to the Hoboken
pier of the Hamburg-American Line be-
fore ten o’clock.

Surely he had had -four coins when he
bought his railroad ticket. He could not
reach the bottom of his left pocket with his
right hand. He shifted the receiver to his
right ear, breaking into the words Mrs.
Haverford was speaking.

“l didn't quite catch that," he stam-
mered, shoving his left hand into the as yet
unexplored depths of the one pocket.

“You have been trying to see me for
two or three days? Yes?” he answered,
fishing up another coin.

Mrs. Haverford was saying something
about a broker. He didn't kilow what it
was. The thing that he did know was that
the coin he had just found was a nickel.

“1—1 beg your pardon—there’s a lot of
—noise here,” he gasped.

The noise was the pounding of the blood
in his ears.

A nickel, with a quarter and a dime to
back it up—forty cents—twice twenty is
fort)—two telephone calls at twenty cents
is forty cents—and they charge five cents
to ride on the tube-trains from Jersey City
to Hoboken—and. if ho hadn't already run
into the second call, he must be at the end
of the first—and he couldn't shut Mrs.
Haverford off—and he couldnt tell her that
she must have the calls charged to her ac-
count—and he couldnt walk to the Ham-
burg-American pier in twenty-five minutes
—and he had asked them to join him at
twelve-forty-eight, to go to lunch and the
theater—and—
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“Your brokers suggest what?” he man-
aged to speak into the phone.

“That | buy U. & P.—five or ten thou-
sand shares—| said. Did you get that?”
Mrs. Haverford was fairly screaming into
her end of the line.

“Oh, Union Pacific?” he answered,
trying his best to get his mind away from
that forty problem.

“No,” was the plainly impatient re-
sponse. “Not—Union—Pacific—but—U.
— & — P. — Uptown and Pikeville. |
thought you might know a little about it,
but I guess you dont. Anyhow, | can’t

seem to ipake you hear now. 1’1l see you
this afternoon— 1 guess_that will be plenty
of time. Good-by. Thank you for inviting
Ethel and me. Good-by.”

If he had.heard the little click three
minutes earlier it would have been sweet
music to his ears. Now he tried to call her
back.

“What's that? — Mrs. Haverford —
W hat’s that about U. & P.? Mrs. Haver-
ford—Hallo— Mrs. Haverford—Mrs. Hav-
erford.”

He shoved the receiver back on to its
hook and began to work it up and down to
request the number again. Then he stopped
and let it hang. He had already used up
all the calls his money would pay for.

And he must get up to the Hamburg-
American pier in Hoboken. Before he
stepped out of the booth he searched once
more through his pockets. He found the
three coins—the .nickel, the dime, and the
quarter. He cast over the account of his
morning’s expenditures. Forty cents was
all he could possibly have left.

Again he sought his watch in vain. Then
his eye fell upon a clock at the end of the
long waiting-room. It said twenty-two
minutes of ten.

An} man who has stayed long in the
Wall Street game has learned to think and
act quickly. Bert Hopper decided that he
must try to get past the telephone operator
without paying at all. He could come back
and pay her after seeing iSTed Thorne.

He darted out of the booth, stuck his
hand into his vest pocket and took it out
as if he held a watch, glanced into its empty
palm, muttered an exclamation, and started
to run past the girl with the black steel
band over her head.

“Hold on there,” he heard her cry, but
he did not hold on.

“Hold on there,” a gray-uniformed
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policeman commanded, confronting him—
and Bert held on.

“You forgot to pay,” the telephone-girl
called, while he tried to act surprised at
being halted.

“By Georgel!”
did.”

He fished out the quarter and almost flung
it toward her, as though his seconds were
worth dollars.

“Keep the change,” he shouted mag-
nanimously, again starting away at a run.

“Wait a minute,” called the girl again.

“Wait a minute,” ordered the special
policeman.

“What’s the matter now?” Bert growled
with a great show of disgust.

“You used"up two calls,” the girl coolly
informed him.

he exclaimed. “So |

It was not much information. He could
have told her as much himself. But—
“Two calls?” he cried indignantly.

“How do you make that out?”

“You were talking nine minutes and a
half—it’s twenty cents for each five min-
utes or part thereof.”

Bert looked again at the clock. It was
twenty-one minutes of ten. All of his as-
sumed indignation collapsed. He looked at
the girl. It was a humiliating thing to do,
but he was desperate and—

“ Excuse me,” he said in tones of earnest
appeal. “But if you’ll let me keep back
five cents of this for a couple of hours— 1 *ve
got to catch a man at the Hamburg-Ameri-
can pier before the steamer sails at ten—
to collect some money from him. And forty
cents was every bit I had in my clothes—I
changed them just before coming out, and
didn’t think to put any money in them.”

A sardonic grin spread itself over the
plain features of the telephone-girl.

“ Say, bo,” she directed, “go try that on
some one else. If you hadn’t tried to get
by me' without paying at all, I might be-
lieve you. But you’re just a cheap skin,
that’s what you are. And you’ll pay me
before you get out of here or leave in com-
pany with a cop.”

Bert Hopper paid his last fifteen cents.

He turned away with a flushed face and
started down the long concourse toward the
exit for the Jersey City street. Half way
down he looked back at the huge clock.
Then he shook his head and sank upon a
bench.

He knew he could not walk the two or
three miles to Hoboken’s piers in the time
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that was left. He knew enough about
ocean steamers to feel sure there was no
hope of one of them starting late.

It was no use. He could not get his
five hundred dollars. It must go with Ned
Thorne — whose gambling  propensities
would get away with it inside a week from
the time he reached England.

Five hundred gone. At the time Bert
had lent it to Ned it had seemed of no
great importance. Now it looked a for-
tune to him. It might have carried him
through until he could find another posi-
tion, might have enabled him to hold his
place with Ethel Haverford—and it was
gone.

A great anger swept over him, and he
ground his teeth and shook his fists and
whispered very unkind remarks about the
world in general and telephone companies
in particular. A porter began to eye him
sharply, and he got up to walk away. An-
other man was bawling that the train for
Elizabeth and Perth Amboy was about to
start.

Bert still had his return ticket. Why,
he chided himself, had he not offered it as
security to the telephone operator? It was
too late now. He might as well go on
home.

And then Ethel Haverford and her
mother would come in on the twelve-fifteen
train, expecting to meet him here. He had
promised to take them to lunch and the
theater. Making the promise had cost him
five hundred dollars. Without the five
hundred dollars he could not keep it.

Yes, he could. He must. He could not
give up Ethel forever. There was his U.
& P. stock, last quoted at fifty cents per
share, now probably down to forty and
ready to drop still lower the moment any
one offered any for sale.

Mrs. Haverford’s brokers had advised
her to buy the stock. He knew that her
brokers always gave her the best informa-
tion they had.

If it was time to buy U. & P., it was the
worst possible time to sell it. That infernal
conversation over the phone must have cost
him several possible thousands.

Well, there was nothing else to do. While
lie was about it, he might as well sell it
all. He would then have enough to keep
him for a time. Maybe, before it was gone,
he would get another position like his old
one.

He would start with nothing, just as he
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had begun eight years ago when he left
high school. Perhaps, when he had grown
gray, forty years or so older, he would have
reached the position where he could ask
a girl like Ethel to marry him.

He still had the coupon for the down-
town tube which had been attached to his
railroad ticket. It would take him across
the river. Then he would go up in the
Terminal Building to Jimmy Brett's office
and see what Jimmy could do with the U.
& P. shares. And there would be plenty
of them, nice and cheap, for Mrs. Haver-
ford to buy.

Five minutes later he was walking out
of the elevator on the seventeenth floor of
the huge building. As he paced the hall
toward Jimmy Brett’s little office of Ham-
merman & Son, his head hung, his eyes
stuck to the floor, his heart was yet fur-
ther down.

He was throwing away a future fortune
for a few immediate dollars wherewith to
entertain a girl who had just unwittingly
cost him five hundred. She was unques-
tionably worth it—but he hated to pay the
price.

“Hallo,
cheerfully.

It still

Bertie,” Jimmy greeted him
w'anted a few moments to time
for the opening of the exchange. There
was no crowd yet in the office.’ Jimmy's
helper was sorting the numbers for the
board.

“Jimmy, | want you to turn a few
shares of U. & P. into a very few dollars
for me.” Bert got the unpleasant words
out immediately.

“Guess | can do that all right,” Jimmy
announced with the same cheerful smile.
“How many you got?”

“Four thousand—I
Bert began dolefully.

“Four thousand!” echoed Brett in a
yell. “Four thousand shares of U. & P.?
Do you mean to say that you've got in for
four thousand of them?”

“1 bought the darned stuff two years
ago,” assented Bert. “|1 thought the Van
Plank or the Hannigan interests might
want it some day. But I'm—"

“My Lord! | wish | could ever think
something like that. How in the world
did you dope it out?” still shouted the ex-
cited Brett.

Bert Hopper began to realize that Jim-
my Brett was wrought up.

“What’s the matter with you, anyhow?”

might as well—"
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Jimmy looked at him critically.

“Well,” he exclaimed, *“you’re a cool
one. Why, if | had all that 1’d be bump-
ing my head qgainst the ceiling.”

“What are you talking about? Come
out of it. | said U. & P., not U. P. This
isn’t any railroad magnates’ deal. It’s a

little piker losing something like eight or
nine thousand dollars in order to get the
cash to live on,” Bert growled.

Jimmy looked at him still more criti-
cally.

“Say,” he finally inquired quietly, “are
you crazy or just ignorant, orare you
doped? Do you know at all what you’re
talking about?”

“1’m talking about four thousand shares
of U. & P. stock | want you to sell for
me as quick as you can and give me a lit-
tle money.”

“So | understand. Do you understand
that U. & P. stock was being bid last night
at seventy dollars a share, and not a share
could be got at the price. Do you know
that your little four thousand shares would
mean control to either Van Plank or Han-
nigan, and that either of them would give
vou over a half a million for them. Where

are they? Let me show you what | can
do with them?”

Bert listened to this without turning
a hair. The fact was that hedid not
believe it until it was all spoken and

he began to realize that Jimmy was not

grinning but simply staring asif .at a'
mint of gold.
“1 have it at home in Elizabeth,” he

said, still doubting. “But | just heard
it was time to buy U. & P.”
“It was time to buy—up to yesterday

morning. Now it’s time to sell quick,”
snapped Jimmy eagerly. “Shall | go
ahead?”

“Sure,” assented Bert, just beginning to
realize that something half-way good might
be going to happen. “ Do your worst.”

For answer Jimmy took down the tele-
phone receiver and asked for a number.

“ Rothstein ?” he said a moment later.
“This is Hammerman & Sons. | have
four thousand shares U. & P. What will
you give for them?”

Bert could not, of course, hear the reply.
What he next heard was Jimmy’s cool:

“Not enough.”

“Not enough,” repeated the young bro-
ker again, and a third time he spoke the
words.
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“Best you can do, eh? Well, I*11 just
try Bartow’s,” he finally announced.

Bert cpuld hear the rattle of the disk as
the reply came back.

“ Taken—Good-by,” was Jimmy’s brief
response to whatever was said.

“ Bertie, you just run along home and
get those stock certificates over here before
two o’clock,” Brett said with a smile to
Hopper.

Bert hesitated a. moment.

“Youll have to lend me car-fare—could
you spare me ten till 1 get back?” he fal-
tered. “I’ve got some ladies to meet at
a quarter of one.”

“1 hate to lend money to a millionaire,”
laughed Jimmy. *“ But, seeing it’s you, why
| guess—"”

“How much did you get for me?” asked
Bert as he pocketed the bill Brett offered.

“Eleven hundred thousand,” calmly
stated the manager of the office. “1 would
have held out for more, only | was afraid
those two would get together somehow if
I did. 1’ve just spoiled a nice combination
which would have been pulled off in half
an hour. The two old foxes had arranged
a meeting, and if you hadn’t showed up
With that stock just when you did, they’d
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have dumped U. & P. on the scrap heap.
Now Van Plank can beat Hannigan, and
the combine wont come off.”

“ Great Heavens!” exclaimed Bert Hop-
per. “If I hadn’t been stuck by those two
telephone charges this morning 1d have
got just five hundred dollars. Now—Id
like to do some more telephoning.”

But he didn't stop to do it. He hustled
as fast as he could to Elizabeth, and back
again with those stock certificates, He just
managed to reach the Jersey City Station
in time to meet Mrs. Haverford and her
daughter—she is now Mrs. Hopper, by the
way.

It was on the return trip to New York
that he read a special delivery letter which
had been left at the boarding-house during
his morning absence. It was from Ned
Thorne.

Dear Bert:

Don't try to meet me on the Hoboken pier.
I'm awfully sorry to ask you to wait longer
for that five hundred. But | thought it
would be a good plan to sell U. S P. short
while the price was up. Now | can't take
the trip to Europe—nor pay you.

Yours—as big a fool as ever,
Ned Thorne.

FARCE-ADVENTURE STORY No. 4
A NIGHT OF RIDDLES

BY R.

K. THOMPSON.

What Happened Between Ten-Thirty and Two to the Man Who
Eagerly Snapped Up a Suddenly Vacated Room in a Crowded Hotel.

I WANT to know what you'd have done?

Here it was, raining cats and dogs, the
worst sort of a night to find yourself a
stranger in town, and half past ten when |
turned in at the hospitably lighted doorway
of the first hotel on the way from the rail-
road station.

I sloshed up to the desk with the water
in my rubbers squirting a shower-bath up
my ankles at every step, and this is the
ereception | got from the clerk:

“ Sorry, sir, but there’s not a room in the
house!”

Luck, I made a mental note, parted com-
pany with me when | was a child of seven.
But | set my two heavy bags down on the
tiling of the floor and tried the power of
persuasion.

“Couldn’t you tuck me away, old man,
somewhere, anywhere, till morning? I'm a
Mason, a brother Elk. All | want’s a bed.

Couldn’t you—"
The clerk shook his head.
“Impossible.  Quite impossible. We’re

crammed to capacity here to-night. There’s
not a room to be had for love or money. If
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you doubt that we’re full up, you have only
to look around you to satisfy yourself that
I'm telling you the truth.”

I looked around me.

The lobby was crowded with people sit-
ting, standing, or loitering about. Through
their ranks bell-hops hopped. At one side
two elevators rose and descended busily.
The switchboard central had all she could
do to plug in the connections for the house
phones fast enough.

I was satisfied.

“Well”—1 stooped and lifted my bags
by their wet handles—“ then, | suppose I’ll
have to toddle along somewhere else.”

I turned away.

But just at that moment an undersized
man with gray side-whiskers, a suit-case in
one hand and a dry umbrella in the other,
bustled up and threw down his key.

“1’m getting out of here right now!” he
told the clerk.

Here was my chance.

In two bounds and a shower of rain-
drops | was flattened up against the desk
again.

“Then 1 get this gentleman's room!”

The clerk paid no attention.

“Why, what’s the matter, Mr. Brinker-

hoff ?” he asked anxiously of the other
man. “Aren’t you satisfied—"”

“Yes, | am. |I'm satisfied, all right,”
began the latter.

“ Say, look here!” 1 butted in a second
time. “If this party’s giving up his room,

what’s the reason | can't have it?”

This time the clerk jerked his head around
impatiently.

“Oh, go ahead up, if you want to!” he
flung at me offhand. “Front!” he called
mechanically, more out of force of habit
than anything else, turning back once more
to the departing guest.

Now, what would you have done? Dug
the pen through the paper in your eagerness
to get your name down on the register quick ?
If you had been as | was—ignorant that a
million cold cash should not have tempted
me to take that stranger’s room if | valued
my future peace of mind — you probably
would have snatched the key, turned your
grips over to the waiting bell-boy, and fol-
lowed the latter up to *“348.”

That was what | did.

As | pushed my way through the packed
lobby, rode up in a well - filled car, and
walked along the third floor corridor lined
with lighted and occupied rooms, all the way
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to my own door | noticed the time was just
10.45 p.m .

Ten minutes or so later 1 was in bed and
fast asleep.

It was one o’clock when | woke with a
thumping, jumping headache, | went to
the telephone to order a pitcher of ice-water.
There was no answer. All my “ Hallo-ing ”
into the instrument failed to provoke a sound
through the receiver which | held glued to
my ear.

Finally I gave up, took my splitting head
in my hands, and walked the floor. The
pain grew worse. A piece of ice for my
racking brow, or a headache-powder from
a drug-store across the street, | must have.
But how could I get one or both of those
things, shut off here in a room with a tele-
phone that was out of order?

Obviously, 1 would have to run the errand
for myself. There was nothing else to do.
So | climbed into my clothes and stepped
out of the room at quarter past one—into a
pitch-dark hall.

Economizing lights at this hour in the
morning! What kind of a cheap-John
joint was | in, anyway? The idea of a
hotel leaving its corridors as black as ink
for a man to risk breaking his neck by
tripping over a pair of shoes—or bark his
shin by running against a fool of a potted
palm—and lose his reason trying to find
the elevators—where in Sam Hill was—

I bumped into the grille-work doors.

I rang the bell and waited for the
sounds that should have followed—the clat-
ter of the door closing down-stairs, the whir
of the motor, and the rattle of a car coming
up for me.

Instead, | heard—nothing.

The bell wasn’t out of order. As | rang
it again, and yet a third time, | distinctly
heard it peal out two flights below at each
pressure on the button. Still dead silence
followed.

If it hadn’t been for the humane thought
that it wouldn’t be right to make a disturb-
ance and wake the other guests sleeping in
the rooms all around me, | would have
shouted down the shaft to know what was
the matter.

“1’1l go down,” | told myself, with diffi-
culty holding my temper in check— *“1’ll
walk down and find out why |’'m getting
this kind of treatment.”

Groping for the stairs, | began the de-
scent. The second-floor hall was dark, too.
And all the lights were out in the office.
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“Gone to bed!” | muttered in disgust,
as | looked about me in the gray gloom that
filtered through the street-door and saw that
the clerk at the desk, the switchboard oper-
ator beyond, the bell-boys and elevator-run-
ners were all absent. “ The whole kit and
boodle of 'era gone off duty at this hour.
I must say | like the way this hotel is run
—not! ”

No wonder my ring for the elevator
hadn’t been answered. And the deserted
office explained why | had been unable to
get a sound out of the telephone in my room.

But now that | was down here, 1°d go out
and hunt up that drug-store, although I
could hear the rain still swishing over the
sidewalks, and | knew | was going to get
soaked again.

Before the street-door |
door was locked and bolted!

I turned and shouted for somebody to
come at once and let me out. There was
no response to my call.

There must be a watchman around some-
where, though.  Surely the clerk and the
rest would not have left their posts without
putting some one in charge of the place?

Feeling my way along the wall with one
hand, | encountered the electric light switch,
and turned a button. A single bulb flashed
out high overhead, and by the dim light I
peered here, there, everywhere, and saw no
one.

As | stood looking around the shadowy
space before the vacant desk, | began to
have a queer feeling—as though something
was going to happen. | don’t know why,
but I felt a prickling at my scalp.

By an effort | threw' the feeling off.

The clerk must be asleep in some room
up-stairs. | walked across the lobby, the
sound of my footsteps ringing loud and
hollow. | ,meant to wake that clerk and
have him come down and open tiie front
door for me.

Before the first door | came to as |
reached the second floor | tapped gently
at first, then louder and louder, and finally
as hard as | could pound. No answer. |
took hold of the knob, meaning to rattle it.
Tfye thing swung inward, | stepped across
the threshold, and found the room—empty.

Backing out, I went to the next door.
That opened easily at my touch, and |
stepped into another empty room. It was
the same with the next, the third, and the
fourth door that | tried. They all swung
open, revealing each room unoccupied.

paused. The
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How was this? If the house was full
to capacity, why were those four rooms
empty? In about the same time that it
takes to tell it, 1 had gone from end to
end of that corridor, opening doors on both
sides, and looking into rooms that were as
vacant as empty barns.

Was it possible that all the second-floor
guests had departed in the middle of the
night?

I ran up-stairs to the third floor. Here
my investigations disclosed the same state
of affairs—not a soul in a single room.
More, not a stick of baggage, barring my
own two satchels in “348,” was left in any
of the apartments.

Dashing to the fourth and last story, |
rushed into room after room. All vacant.
And then it burst upon me that from cellar
to garret the hotel was deserted!

Springing out of the last room on the
top floor, | stood looking wildly up and
down the dark hall.

“Hallo! Hallo!” | cried.

The echo of my own voice, in mockery,
ricochetted from room to room around me,
thrown back in diminishing tone from the
floor below, the one underneath that, and
the empty office far down-stairs.

I was alone. Alone, at half-past one in
the morning, in a hotel that had been emp-
tied, in less than three hours, of every
guest but me.

Where had they all gone?

- More to the point, why?

That was it. Why should a hotelful of
people pack up their belongings and, taking
the entire working force of the establish-
ment with them, depart from the place with
the silence and stealth of a band of Arabs?

In no empty room had | seen anything
to suggest that its occupant had left in a
panic of flight. Instead there were signs
of a most orderly departure on every hand.

Each piece of furniture in every room
had been left in its place. Bureau-drawers
were neatly closed. Not a room looked as
though it had ever been tenanted. In fact,
all the bed-; were made up.

It was as though | had dreamed that |
came into the place at half past ten and
found it crowded to the doors.

And yet | tell you | had not dreamed |
entered out of the storm to find myself in
a lighted and thronged hotel, pushing my
way through a jammed lobby, and going to
bed past room after room that'was un-
mistakably occupied.
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Three hours before this had actually
happened.

And now—I found myself that hotel's
solitary tenant. In the wholesale evacua-
tion | had been left behind. Forgotten, |
knew.

I remembered how indifferent had been
the clerk’s manner when he told me | could
take that stranger's room. It had slipped
his memory that there was a man in room
348 when the others had left.

What had driven them out? There had
been no fire. | would certainly have heard
the uproar attendant upon that, and, be-
sides, in a fire do the menaced occupants
of a building stop to put their rooms in
immaculate order, and make their beds be-
fore they leave?

But if you think that all the rest of my
recital is going to be engaged with clearing
it up, you are mistaken. | have something
more to tell you than the reason why that
hotel emptied itself of people between
10.45 and 1 A. M.

Another mystery, though | did not know
it at the time, was about to follow close
upon the heels of this one. So close, in fact,
that it took- my breath.

As | stood there in the dark, nerves on
edge, confronting the fact that | was
locked in in a hotel where the strangest,
most uncanny situation on record had come
to pass, | had only oreT thought.

To get out of the place and put as many
city blocks between me and it as breath and
legs would carry me.

My headache, which had started me to
prowling through the empty building at the
dead of night, was forgotten now. My
brain was unusually clear. And a theory
had occurred to me to account for the de-
parture of all my fellow guests'

Suppose that the presence of somebody
with an infectious sickness had been dis-
covered in the house? A lodger might have
been stricken with scarlet fever, smallpox,
cholera, and everybody else in the building
in danger of contagion. A general alarm
might then have been sent out.

That was certainly plausible. 1t would
explain the simultaneous leaving of all the
guests and employes. And it would ex-
plain, too, why the place had been left in
such order as made it look as though it
had never been tenanted.
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Anybody known to have been in the
same building with a person who had a
catching disease would be hunted down by
the Board of Health and put to no end of
inconvenience. To save the guests this
sort of trouble, after they had gone the place
might have been fixed up in a way that
left no trace behind of their having been
there.

By a bit of carelessness, I, and | alone,
had been left behind in a house where might
lurk the germ—

I caught hold of the banister beside me
on the stairs which | had started to descend.
A gasp of awed horror at my plight was
wrung from my throat.

Locked in this hotel 1 was being sub-
jected every minute to the danger of some
terrible disease. Perhaps | had already
been here long enough to become inoculated
with it—

My headache!

Very likely I was down with typhoid,
diphtheria, even now! Maybe | had begun
to show the first symptom when | w'aked
up with that pain at my temples. IFas |
sick?

I never felt worse in my life than right
at that moment. My headache had swooped
down upon me again with redoubled force.
A million sparks danced before my eyes;
my mouth was dr}- and hot—1 felt that |
was a fit candidate for a hospital if ever a
man was.

I must get out of here at once!

With a broken moan, | plunged head-
long down the stairway and found myself
fighting at the fastenings of the front door
in the next minute. The door was locked
from the outside.

I was indeed a prisoner. But there must
be a side-door. | ran and found it. This
side - entrance, too, was securely fastened
from without.

The cellar!

Perhaps | could find a way out through
the basement. Hunting for the door that
led below, | stumbled on it and hastened
down into the subterranean depths whose
darkness, even greater than that | had just
left, rose up and seemed to smite me Ki
the face.

Going blindly forward along the cement
floor, past coal-bins, wine-cellars, and the
like, | strove to steer a course that might,
by dumb luck, bring me up against a door
that | could open and get through—to
freedom.
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Suddenly my foot encountered something.
That something was soft, slightly yielding
to the touch of my shoe, and it stirred a
trifle as my foot pressed against it.

A body!

The blood in my veins turned to ice;
stood there, frozen. Then | groped with
trembling fingers for a match. As |
searched my pockets the thought came to
me—

Was | going to come upon the first of
all the bodies of the guests who had left
their rooms up-stairs?

Striking the light, | held it out at arm’s
length and stooped to examine the form at
my feet. It revealed itself as a man, cud-
dled in whose arms was a long-necked bot-
tle that had presumably been filched from
the wine-bin nearest at hand.

In the parlance of the day, the stranger
was “ spiflicated.”

Before the match went out and burned
my fingers, | had noted a gas-jet on the
wall, which another match lighted. | peered
around me and could see nobody else in
the cellar. So | turned my attention to the
man lying on the floor.

“Hanh!” he snorted, waking up as |
bent and shook him.

“What are you doing here?” | threw at
him eagerly, *“You aren’t—are you a guest
in this hotel ?”

The jagged party sat up.

“ “Lone the warrior stood in grandeur deep,
Upon his brow a frown ’gan slow to creep.’

.Lord Byron,” he said gravely. “Am | a—
a guest of the house, you ask? | am.”

“Then why did you come down here?"
I cried. “And where are all the rest of
the folks who left their rooms some time
before or after midnight with all their be-
longings? Tell me quick!”

He winked at me.

“The rest—the rest—

<1 would that mine answer, good sir, could confess
The truth that | know by a simple said “ yes,"1

Alfred Tennyson. Where are all the other
guests? That’s what you want to know ?”

In impatience, | stepped nearer.

“1 do!” | snapped. *“ Can you tell me
where they've gone?.”

“ Oh, yes,” he said indifferently.

| gasped.

“Where are they ?” | fairly whispered in
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the knowdedge that | stood on the brink of
discovering the real truth of this mystery.
“ Quick, tell m?—I’m the man who’s been
left behind in 348!~

The fellow's eyes on my face widened.

“Who—who’d you say you were?” he
asked.

“The man in room 348,” | answered.
“Will you tell me at once, and put me out
iof this suspense, where every living soul
but you and me has gone— ”

He scrambled to his feet, still clutching
the bottle in his arms.

“It’s all right new!” he said. His tone
was soothing, the reassuring one that a per-
son uses in talking to a child. *“It’s all
right. Don’t you be worried. It’s all right,”
and he seemed to be groping in his mind
for something to do or say that would com-
pletely calm me.

His face lighted up as he decided to try
more poetry.

* 1Never, never dear and dearest,
Shall you lose your best and nearest;
Angels watch, and watching keep
Dangers many—many—’

William Wadsworth Longfellow,” he fin-
ished uncertainly. “ Everything’s all right

now,-” he added, smiling inanely. “The
mfuests, you know, have gone out.”
“1 know that!” | blurted. “What I

want to know is where, and why, they've
gone ?”

“ lust to have a good time.”

“What the— ”

“Thev've all gone to the theater.”

y eyes bulged.

“ All—all of them together?” | gasped.

“Yes, sir, all in a little party. Great
hotel, this. 'Family atmosphere, and all
that, you know. Never do anything with-
out the others here, you see. One goes to
the theater—all go. Family— "

What kind of a wishy-washy lie was this?

“Look here. It’s almost two o’clock,” |
said sternly. “These people aren’t at the
theater at this hour, certainly. Where are
tlu-v?”

“Huh ?"”

“1 said where are they?”

“Oh! Getting a little bite of supper after
the play, of course.”

“ All of them together? ” ,

“Yep. Great little family feeling— ”

“They certainly haven’t got the clerk, the
telephone operator, the bell-boys, chamber-
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maids, cooks and all with them at the
theater and restaurant? ”

“Sure, sure. EquaFty rules at this hotel,
you know. One man’s as good as another.

As Shakespeare says:

‘Every little body is a brother underneath;
Every little brother is a body—' "

“That will be about all!” | broke in.
“1 know you’re lying to me, you inebriated
idiot, and— ”

What else | was going to say | never fin-
ished.

Before | could stop him, before | rightly
understood what was under way, the man
before me leaped suddenly sideways, took
a bound around my left, and the next min-
ute had run out of the cellar, up the base-
ment stairs, and was out of my sight in a
twinkling.

| stood looking in the direction he had
gone, my mouth hanging open.

Here was that second mystery | spoke of.
This man | had found lying around on the
cellar floor in a condition of driveling im-
becility knew the reason for the departure
of the guests and employees of that hotel in
the middle of the night.

I was sure of it. And | was equally posi-
tive of another thing.

He had tried to keep the truth from me.

Why?

| started toward the cellar stairs, meaning
to pursue the fellow, catch him if | could,
and wring the answer from him.

Little did I know (as the novel-writers
say) that, when | got up-stairs again, |
was going to come face to face with still
another mystery—as though | hadn’t had
enough of them so far!

And this third enigma in a night of rid-
dles was the most strange and baffling of
any that | had confronted so far.

When | came up through the basement
door and stood again in the lobby 0N the
ground floor, | found that the one electric
bulb which | had turned on was turned out.

That must have been done by the soused
individual who had run away from me,
found that he was locked in the hotel with
me past getting out, and had put the place
in as much darkness as possible so that
I couldn’t find him where he had most likely
hidden himself.
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But | thought | heard his footsteps on a
floor above.

My sole desire being to get hold of him
and settle once for all the strange disap-
pearance of everybody else. | gave chase
up the stairway.

Snapping on the lights as | went, so that
there would be as few dark comers as pos-
sible into which my quarry could hide, |
investigated the second floor. It took me
ten minutes and more to, go into every room,
look in all the closets and under the beds,
to satisfy myself that the fellow wasnt
there.

Then | spent an equal time on each of
the two floors above. The man wasn’t to
be found. He must be down-stairs then. |
had come away from the dark ground-floor
too quickly; it was there he must have con-
cealed himself.

Stealthily | crept down to the office again.
As | reached the lobby | heard the voice
of the fellow for whom | was searching.
I had him!

But where was he? He was talking—in
behind the desk at the telephone switch-
board, | suddenly realized.

I made one dash for the spot. Evidently
he heard me coming. Hi." voice ceased;
there was the rattle of dropped plugs; he
turned on the stool before the instrument
and faced me.

By the light of another bulb which |
turned on at the end of the desk, | made out
a silly smile on his countenance.

“Well?” | panted. “What did you run
away for?”

“Exercise,” he told me. “My circula-
tion’s awful poor. My doctor tells me to
take a short, brisk run every twenty minutes.
Time was up when you were talking to me
down-stairs. | had to— "

“1 dont think you're potted as much as
downright nutty! ” | exploded.

“Nutty?” he repeated. “Nutty—oh,

““Twelve chestnut burrs, gold-brown burrs,
Were hanging on the tree-top, where—a"

“Stop itl.” | barked. “You’ll have me
crazy in another ten minutes if you don’t cut
those jingles of yours. Now, you know
where everybody who was in this house has
gone, don’t you?™ 1 cried, taking a quick
step toward him

He slid off the stool.

“Now—now!” he

stuttered.  “Now
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they’re all right. You’ll see. Don't you be
uneasy—Hi

He paused for breath.

Looking at him, reading the unmistakable
eagerness shown in his face and speech not
to have me think what a brainless fish
would have thought—that there was any-
thing unusual in this whole unearthly
situation—1 felt again that prickling at my
-scalp and the sensation of being up against
something weird, creepy.

Why was this fellow trying to conceal the
real reason for the hotel’s desertion? He
evidently had something to do with it. If
not, he undoubtedly knew something
about it.

Just then he took another bound past me.

But I was on my guard. He wasn't
going to get away from me again.

Jumping after him, | wrapped my arms
around his waist. He struggled in vain to
free himself. As we fought across the tiles
of the lobby, there came an interruption.

It was an insistent banging at the street-
door.

“Lernme go!” The fellow panted.
“They're here—they want to get in. [I'll
have to open the door on this side—”

I dropped my hands, stepped back, and
stared, breathless, at him. In a twinkling
he had crossed to the door from which the
pounding came. He slid back the bolt.
There was the rattle of a key from the out-
side. And then—

Then there marched back into the hotel
the first of the returning guests!

Two men, escorting a woman, all of them
with their suit-cases, hand-bags, and satch-
els, crossed the threshold of the door, walked
toward the desk, and the woman sat down in
an upholstered chair under the shade of a
potted palm.

I recognized them as a trio of guests I
remembered distinctly to have seen sitting
and standing about the lobby when | first
came into the place that evening.

They had come back, with their bag and
baggage, and at a quarter-past two in the
morning. | looked at them, speechless.

Their eves showed traces of sleepiness.
On their faces was a look of disgust and
the expression of doing something unpleas-
ant much against their wills. If ever three
people looked sore—and sore is the only
word that describes it—those three looked
it then.

My attention, however, was speedily dis-
tracted from them.
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Through the street door that was now
open another group of guests entered. Four
men, sleepy, disgusted, sore, carrying with
them their bags. All of them the four peo-
ple whom | had seen in the lobby when |
came into the place at half-past ten.

More and more folks now arrived, all
loaded with their baggage, all sleepy, un-
happy looking.

Was it possible that they had actually
been off on a theater party? They didn't
look like a gathering returning from an
evening spent in any pursuit of pleasure.

Besides that, they wouldnt have gone to
a show burdened with their clothes and
suit-cases. And—

Would they have left for the theater at
the time most performances are over, get-
ting out of their beds to do it, to say nothing
of making up those beds before they left?

Either 1 was going stark, staring crazy
and seeing all these things in a delirium,
or—

Here came two bell-boys. They were fol-
lowed by a couple of men, who went over
to the elevators and sat down on the leather-
covered bench in front of the cars.

And now appeared the clerk.

He bustled in at the door, looking sharp-
ly around him on all sides, went to the desk,
vaulted over it, and then turned to face the
gathering in the now crowded lobby.

“What's the meaning of all this?” the
clerk demanded. *“ What have you all come
back here for at this hour of the night—
morning, rather? And why was | sent
for?”

Could | believe my ears?

The people around me surged forward
angrily, noisily. They lifted up their voices,
masculine and feminine, in a babel of sound.
I couldn’t make head of tail of what it was
they were all shouting at once. Then—

“1 sent for all of you!” It was the voice
of the intoxicated man. | looked around for
him, but he was hidden out of sight in the
crowd. _The clerk’s voice rose alone on the

sudden hush that followed.
“1s that you, Drake?’ he called.

“Yes, it’s me, Mr. Hopper.”

“You say you telephoned all of these
people and me to come back to the hotel at
once, bringing baggage with us, and to act
as though we had only left the place for a
little while—"

“Sh-h!” warned the voice of the souse.
“Not so loud, or you’ll give the whole thing
away. He's here!”
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“He? Who're you talking about?” cried
the clerk.

The voice of the other rose in a stage
whisper.

“The man in 348.”

That meant me.

“The man in 348!” exclaimed the clerk.
“Why, BrinkerhofFs left. There’s nobody
there—good Lord!” he broke off. “That
fellow 1 let up when Brinkerhoff got out—"

He stopped and looked around the lobby.
His eyes failed to encounter mine.

“Drake!” he called to the unseen fellow
in the crowd. “ Speak up, my man. Talk
right out as though you had nothing to con-
ceal. Tell me just what has happened since
we left this place. Did you do as | told
you—act as watchman while we've all been
away ?”

“l—1 did, Mr. Hopper,” replied the
other. “ Around twelve o’clock | thought
— 1 thought | heard a noise down in the
cellar. So I went down. | was going to
protect things, you see. But there was no-
body there.

“Well, —I came across a bottle of ‘S9
while | was nosing around. I—1 thought
there wouldn't be any harm in sampling it.
And | did. 1—1 sampled quite a lot of it
—the whole bottle, if | must come out with
it. And then | fell asleep.

“1 was waked up, only an hour ago, by
a stranger. But he said he was the man in
348. 1 didn't know what Brinkerhoff looked
like. But | knew he’d been stopping in that
room these last two days. This must be
him, | thought.

“And at once it came over me that a
dreadful mistake had been made. This man
Brinkerhoff, that we’ve been trying to sell
this hotel to for two days, hadn’t tumbled
that we people who were crowding the
house were only stockholders in the hotel,
trying to make the place look as though it
was doing a rushing business. You told
me he had got on to the whole thing to-
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night, given up his room, and gone, Mr.
Hopper. But here was the man himself—
he said he came from Brinkerhoff’s room—
and | knew he hadn’t left at all.

“He wanted to know where all we—we
guests had gone to. | was in a hole. He
mustn't discover that we’d been tricking
him. It was up to me to save the day.
But how?

“Then | thought of telephoning you all
to come back. 1 told him some little stories
that 1 made up on the spur of the moment,
and finally I broke away from him. Run-
ning up-stairs, | telephoned to all of you to
come back—"”

The clerk broke in.

“ Oh, you fool!” he wailed. “You poor,
poor rummy. Brinkerhoff did leave. He
was on to our game. You've made a mis-
take, thought you were alone in the hotel
with the wrong man. And you've roused
forty of us up out of beds at our own homes
at this hour—made us come here to try to
rope Brinkerhoff in on the dying hope that
he had comc back—eh, let me get my
hands on you!” he ended, leaping back
over the desk again.

But he was too late. The inebriated Mr.
Drake, realizing what he had done, had
taken to his heels and escaped by the front
door.

Were you ever in the midst of a mob
baying for the life-blood of the man or
men who had brought that aforesaid blood-
thirsty mgb out of bed at two o’clock on a
stormy morning?

If you have ever been, you’ll understand
the process of thought by which | arrived at
the conclusion that / would be blamed as
much as anybody else.

And you won’t blame me, I’'m sure, fora
doing what | did under the circumstances.-
That was to make a center rush through the
lobby, out at the door, and up the street in
the flying footsteps of the escaping Drake.

What else would you have done?

THE SNOW.

Behotd how God with pitying eye looks down
On forest bare and meadow sere and brown;

And over hill and valley, ridge and rent,

Alike o’er grace and o’er disfigurement,

Spreads the broad mantle of the patient snow.
So we, who seek His guidance from below,

May learn true charity knows peak nor plain,
And naught so mean that it must ask in vain.

12 A

Edwin L. Sabin.



The Hawkinsambulator.

BY EDGAR FRANKLIN.

The Amateur Inventor’s Wheels of Wo in a
Try-Out Upon Men of Wealth and Station.

“T T certainly is a shame—the way the old

A things have to go!” Hawkins sat
back and stared dreamily at my library
ceiling.

“You bet it is! 7 | replied hotly.

I assumed that he was speaking of the
half-inch hole he had just dug in my de-
cidedly valuable old library table with his
screw-driver thumb-nail. The ostensible
purpose had been to determine whether the
finish was a real French finish or merely
prepared wax rubbed; and Hawkins seemed
satisfied.

“And if you'll kindly send a first-class
cabinet-maker to have that miniature well
refilled as well as may be,” | was adding
warmly.

Hawkins stared at me for a moment; then
his benevolent gaze returned to the ceiling.

“1 wasn’t talking about your table,
Griggs,” he said with some annoyance. “|
was thinking of the old houses—the old
mansions that have disappeared, one by one,
around New York.”

I think 1 must have been estimating how
many pounds of colored putty would be
needed to fill that hole, and whether var-
nish would complete the job, or whether a
steam-roller would have to be called in, or—

“ The—old—mansions, Griggs!” banged
into my ears.

“Well, what in blazes about them ?”

“1 say, it’s too bad to see them disappear,
to make way for flats and suburban boomers
and all that sort of thing, isn’t it?”

“ Since you make me realize it that way,
Hawkins,” | said acidly, “1 may as well
admit that it’s a matter | shall not forget
to my dying day. The pathos, the heart-
rending misery of seeing those hallowed
old—"”

“The Covrington place is going next!”
the inventor asserted mournfully.

“Is it?” | said with some interest.

For | recalled that splendid old mansion
quite clearly. It stands, you know, away
up at Two Hundred and something Street.
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It has been the home of the Covringtons
for a century and a half, and the Covring-
tons, if not spectacularly wealthy', are at
least exclusive to the verge of isolation.

To be sure, since old Mr. Covert Covring-
ton gave the place to his son James as a
wedding present—and himself spent a mil-
l,on or so on a new home on the Sound—
there have been rumors that the old man-
sion was dropping to pieces; but | have long
cherished a desire to look through the ancient
house and its treasures.

At which point jn my meditations Haw-
kins sighed:

“Yep. Going to pull it down next year
and put up an apartment hotel. Jim told
me yesterday.”

“Jim who? ”

“Jim -Covrington, of course,” said the in-
ventor airily.

“Do you kno'tc him?” | inquired.

“Know—Jim ?” Hawkins demanded su-
perciliously and amazedly. “Do I—" He
sat back again. “Yes, | know Jim Cov-
rington, Griggs! I'm going to take a run
up there to-morrow morninsr.”

“Aht”

“Take you along and show you through
the house,” Hawkins condescended. *“ They
won’t object to a friend of mine trotting
through the old place! ”

And 1—I1 think | thanked Hawkins with
real humility.

He called for me next morning.

I was ready and anxious to go, too. |
had hustled through breakfast, which was a
sacrifice, for on Sundays | breakfast about
noon. | believe | thanked Hawkins again
as we made for the car, and Hawkins pooh-
poohed me haughtily.

But once settled down, with the Covring-
ton mansion at the other end of our ride, a
change seemed to come over Hawkins. He
shifted occasionally; he bit off a finger-nail
that really did not seem in need of biting,
and when the conductor came along for our
fares, he started violently.



THE HAWKINSAMBULATOR.

“1 suppose you’ve known Jim for a long
time?” | hazarded, after a protracted period
of silence.

“Eh? Jim!” Hawkins stared at me.

“Your old friend. Jim Covrington."

“ See here, Griggs,” said Hawkins sternly.
“ You haven't much sense, you know. When
we get up there and | introduce you, you
needmt begin calling Mr. Covrington ‘Jim '
at once. Just remember that he's a mighty
exclusive and wealthy person, and he doesn't
take much to strangers.”

I said nothing.

“Yes, he's— he's devilish exclusive!”
Hawkins pursued uneasily. “Why, if I
meet him when a stranger's with me he's
very rarely as—er—sociable as when we're
alone. So—so don’t try any “Jim’ on
him!” the inventor concluded sharply.

“1 will call him Rudolph or Augustus”
I murmured.

Hawkins apparently did not hear. In-
stead, he glanced out of the window and
frowned impressively at the sunlit, Irrtf
spring landscape in Harlem; and somehow
the idea struck me that, last evening. Haw-
kins had possibly exaggerated the merest
trifle his intimacy with Mr. Covrington.

Hawkins does get these little fits of infla-
tion—and | deduced with some accuracy
that if Covrington wished to attract the
gifted inventor’s attention, he would hardly
call “ Bertie!”

“Is this just a social call?” 1 inquired,
after another endless period of stillness.

“ Oh—1 run up occasionally,” said Haw-

kins lucidly. “Keep quiet, Griggs, will
you. | have an idea."
I kept quiet. Indeed, | kept quiet until

we were among shanties, rather cheap-look-
ing flat-houses, and many open fields and
trees—and at last Hawkins rose with a
brisk:

“ Four blocks' walk from here, Griggs 1"

We swung off and hurried along a path
that would some day be a sidewalk. And
at the beginning of the last block the stately
old Covrington mansion loomed up. and |
regarded it with something like awe.

I could imagine our being escorted into a
huge, dim drawing-room by some white-
haired servitor of the Covrington;. | could
see pre-Revolutionary furniture all about,
and old, old family portraits of warriors—
and some newer ones, for the Covringtons
have been prominent in four wars! | could
see—

Well, about that time | could see that we
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were not headed for the main entrance at
all, but that Hawkins was leading a humble
way to the drive, at the far side! At the
end of that drive, | remembere'd, were the
big. white-painted stables.

“ Are we going to call on the horses first?”
| asked rather crisply.

Hawkins turned and transfixed me.

“ Say, Griggs! From now on you give
your perfect imitation of a deaf arid dumb
min, until you’re told to speak! Under-
stand ?”

“| understand, but—"

“There aren’t any ‘buts ’ about this un-
derstanding,” Hawkins laid dow”"i flatly' bs
he turned back. “You keep the cover on
your little box of flippant comments till |
tell you to take it offl

I suppose anyone who had not known
Hawkins for years would either have turned
on his heel and departed, or impressed his
clenched fist upon Hawkins’s nose, accord-

ing to his inclination and breeding. As for
me, | trudged on silently behind.
I had not been mistaken. We were in-

deed going directly to the stables, and Haw-
kins's eye was carefully avoiding the house
proper. And when we got to the big open
door of the stable a young groom was stand-
ing there, polishing harness with his hands
and directing a hostile stare at Hawkins
with his eyes.

“Look here, you !” he said distinctly, this
evidently being the proper form of address
to a friend of the family. “You!”

“Well ?” said Hawkins icily.

“You’ll have to get that thing right out o’
here quick! Gaston was tellin” me last
night you orter put it in the garage. He
says if anything’d happened in here, the boss
wouldn't 'a’ got no insurance—and it’d ’a’
been up to mel”

' “That— is— sufficient!” said the in-
ventor. "

“It may be sufficient for you, but it ain’t
for me!” announced the groom, with no
suspicion of murmuring it under his breath,
as he rolled a little victoria to one side.
“There she is. Get her out, mister. And
this is the last time | ever take a chance on
losin' my place with a family like this!”

I have an idea of what Hawkins would
have said. It was in his face—but it was
far from being the sort of thing that goes
into print. However, he entered the great
stable and tramped heavily to a far corner;
and |, trembling, frozen, looked after him.

Was such a thing an earthly possibility?
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Had Hawkins managed to plant an inven-
tion even here?

The doubt was settled
seconds.

Hawkins did not appear in person; but
out of the gloom rolled the weirdest object
that ever bore wheels!

Close your eyes and imagine a huge Sara-
toga trunk of the old type, knocked some-
what into the shape of a perambulator. Or,
again—imagine the sort of baby-carriage
you might meet >in your travels through a
lobster nightmare; a baby-carriage with
front wheels a little smaller than rear
wheels, and all wheels fitted with four-inch
automobile tires. Then fancy that the whole
thing is painted scarlet, with ornate ver-
milion-leather upholsterings—and you will
come close to the picture | viewed in that
stable doorway.

And then Hawkins appeared, rolling the
nameless horror into the open by means of
an ordinary baby-carriage handle.

As he turned it in coming toward me, |
saw a rather comfortable-looking little
leather seat behind, with one or two shining
levers beside it, and—

“ That is perfection! ” Hawkins informed
me calmly, albeit his face turned a brilliant
purple as the groom smiled audibly.

“That’s what it is, old man!” | agreed
heartily. “ So, now, good-by, and—"

Hawkins’s fingers gripped straight into
my arm!

“You’ll stay now until Mr. Covrington
gives me permission to kick that lout off
the premises forever—and that’ll be in about
two minutes!” he hissed, although he con-
trived a quiet, dignified smile to go with it.
“ And it is simply the Hawkinsambulator |
spoke about,” he concluded more loudly.

I wet my lips. For a hopeless moment |
thought I might break for the stable and
ask the groom to hide me somewhere under
the feed—but Hawkins held me a little more
tightly' and continued:

“The Hawkinsambulator, as you see, is
merely the twenty-first century baby-carriage
—a perambulator, power-driven! The nurse
sits here, in perfect comfort and security.
She controls everything by one lever—-here.
And although a girl of only ordinary intel-
ligence could take the motor to pieces and
rebuild it in ten minutes, she has nothing
whatever to do with the machinery! ”

He paused for breath.

“In a way, it is a solution of the whole
child problem,” he pursued modestly. “No

in about three
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tired, impatient nurse-girl to vent her weari-
ness on the child, thus ruining its delicate
nervous system for life—for the nurse is
given no chance for physical exertion. No
danger of toppling over—the Hawkinsam-
bulator is steadier than an automobile. No
violent jars to wrench the child’s spine—
springs and tires, Griggs! No wild race
home, if rain comes on; the speed is merely
increased a trifle—and baby is home without
adrop!”

He smiled benignly at me. The groom,
behind him, had lighted a cigarette and was
sitting in the stable doorway. The groom
had pointed one forefinger to his temple,
and was revolving the finger, while he looked
significantly at the coachman.

“ And when the newspapers noise the fact
about that Covrington's youngest is travel-
ing the streets with his French maid in a
purple Hawkinsambulator with a gold mono-
gram, there is going to be a boom in Haw-
kinsambulators among the rich that—well!”
Hawkins broke off with a broad smile.
“Old man Covrington himself is interested

in it as an investment. The maid may
take the baby up to his place on the Sound
this morning.”

“What?” | gasped.. “Put a—a live

child in that?”

“ Possibly they will Kkill the child, if you
suggest it,” Hawkins said as he trundled
his baby-elephant perambulator toward the
house.

Either we had been watched from here,
or we were expected at precisely that second;
for as we came alongside the side veranda
with the monstrosity, a wide-eyed girl ap-
peared. And- | say wide-eyed advisedly,
for as that nurse looked at the Hawkins-
ambulator, her eyes literally bulged from
their sockets and a steady stream of rich fur
robes dribbled from the pile in her arms.

She was followed by an older woman,
severe and very plainly dressed.  She looked
at the Hawkinsambulator as if daring it to
do something, and | was afraid it would
take the challenge, until she shot out:

“Is that the patent baby-carriage?
Mrs. Boggs, the housekeeper.”

Hawkins removed his hat with a sweep.

“That is indeed the patent baby-carriage,
Mrs. Boggs,” he said. “Is the little sweet-
heart ready ?”

“No!” replied the lady. “And she
won’t be, if | have anything to say about it! ”

She gave a last glance at the machine and
walked into the house. The girl stared on;

I’'m
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and Hawkins, when breath returned, looked
at her savagely.

“Well, you came to prepare the carriage,
didn’t you?”

“ A—baby-carriage, m’sieur,_but- W the
girl faltered.

“Prepare it!” roared the inventor.

Slowly, fascinatedly that stricken maiden
gathered her cargo of soft furs asnd came
down the steps. Slowly—standing at arm’s
length—she 'arranged the strange vehicle,
until probably five or six hundred dollars
worth of beautiful robes were in place.

“ Come nearer, my good girl,” said Haw-
kins patronizingly. “It won’t bite you,
you know. Just hop'up here. Here’s where
you are to sit.*~X

“l—there?” the girl
terror.

“ Certainly. Come along.”

Hawkins extended an encouraging hand
—and the girl's lithe limbs had taken her
to the veranda and she was safe behind the
railing, chattering.

And just here a deep voice, approaching
from within, called to some one:

“It's only that inventor fellow, Hawley,
with the automatic baby-carriage.”

Hawkins started, frowning. From the
house came a tall, black-mustached, aristo-
cratic man, dressed for motoring, and with
a little annoyance in his smile.

“Good morning, Mr. Covrington!” said
the inventor obsequiously.

“ Good morning, Mr. Hawkshaw!” said
the other rather mockingly.

“Hawkins!” corrected the inventor.

“Hawkins, | mean,” said .Covrington.
“Well, where’s the great contrivance, eh?
They told me somebody’d brought up some-
thing last night and left in the stable, but—"

His eyes, for the first time, fell full upon
the Hawkinsambulator.

Mr. Covrington started violently; his jaw
dropped for an instant and his eyes opened.

“Is that it,” Harkins?” he gasped.

“My name—" said the inventor to his
old friend.

“Is that thing actually intended for a
baby-carriage? ” the aristocrat gurgled.

And at that point speech failed Mr. Cov-
rington. His mouth opened wide; one long
whoop of thunderstruck mirth escaped him!
Then Mr. Covrington began to shake and—
yes, to emit yell after yell of Simoir pure,
care-free laughter!

He braced himself for a moment against a
column and shrieked; he reeled backward

’

cried in sheer

and leaned against his substantial mansion’
and hugged his sides and rocked, until per-
spiration poured down his red countenance
and he seemed likely to explode!

“When that ass is done bellowing—"
Hawkins began.

“Why don't you get clear while he is
bellowing?” | suggested.

“Because | came here to show him—"
Hawkins was grinding out between his teeth
—when Covrington slowed down at last.

By a sort of diminuendo series of gasps
he returned to a condition where speech was
possible; and then he drew his final gulp
and leaned on the porch rail and stared
down at Hawkins with watery eyes.

“Haskins!” choked Mr. Covrington. “Is
that— that really what you were talking
about all the way up on the ‘L’ after
Benson introduced me to you?”

“This, sir, is—” the inventor began
throatily, but with something of the Daniel
Webster air left.

“But | supposed it was some new Kkind
of baby-carriage when 1 told you you could
try it out up here in the loneliness,” Cov-
rington choked merrily.

* It seemed to me that possibly Hawkins
might have exaggerated his intimacy with
the Covrington family the night before. Such
things had happened in the past; but in
this case it seemed that Hawkins was making
a particularly choice idiot of me as well,
and | was searching for an easy means of
escape when:

» “This is not only some kind of baby-
carriage, Mr. Covrington. It is the Kind
of baby-carriage—the perambulator which
solves all problems of—”

“Give it one in geometry,
Covrington suggested happily.

“My name is Hawkins!” the inventor
rapped out. “1 am pleased to amuse you.
When you have seen what .the Hawkins-
ambulator does—”

He grabbed the crank at the side and
threw it over—and a series of ear-splitting
reports burst forth and gave the quiet Sab-
bath morning more than a passing resem-
blance to the Battle of Gettysburg!

The maid screamed and held her ears,
black eyes glaring with terror from her
white face. Even Covrington backed away
hurriedly—and the noise stopped in a sec-
ond, and Hawkins was standing erect, rather
pale but smiling.

“1 forgot that the muffler was cut out,”
he said hoarsely. “You observe that there

Hankins!”
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isnt a sound now and the motor is running
perfectly.”

“But they wouldn’t allow that blamed
thing to run on a sidewalk—it's an automo-
bile,you chump! ” said Covrington. “ You've
got a motor in it that—"

“Letme give you a little demonstration! "
Hawkins veiled at him wildlv.

He did.'

He climbed into the rear seat of the affair
and went to work.  Slowly, delicately, with-
out anxiety, exertion, or sound, he backed
away from the veranda and almost to the
stables. He came down again at the same
perfect, noiseless glide.

He paused for a second—he turned the
thing in a circle thrice; he stopped and
backed it around an even smaller circle; he
stopped again and began to turn right-
angled comers without a tilt—and at last
he stopped short and bowed.

“Why—good enough control, | guess,”
Covrington said with a hint of a yawn.
“1t’s—I1’m not interested in it, Hawes. It
—oh, it wouldn’t carry any weight or—"

“ Sit down in this, Griggs!” commanded
Hawkins.

“What?”

“Mr. Griggs, who weighs nearly two hun-
dred pounds, will jump in and sit down,”
Hawkins explained with a light in his eye
that dragged me nearer.

Plainly, it was get in or be run down and
macerated.

I got in—rather, | tried to. Getting into
an oversized baby-carriage is a trick | had
never tried before. | recall sprawling across
the fiendish thing at the first trial. At the
second effort, | slipped and went down on
my knees with a thud that jarred every
tooth; and Covrington was shaking again.

At the third attempt, | jammed one foot
into the rugs, hauled myself after, and
settled with a crash which | sincerely hoped
would end the Hawkinsambulator then and
there.

It did nothing of the sort. On the con-
trary, the wretched thing received me grate-
fully! It bounced and squeaked a little,
but it was perfectly plain, that an extra
ton of scrap iron would have to be dumped
in on top of me to make any impression on
the structure.

Precisely how 1 felt just then, with Cov-
rington and the maid on the veranda and
three women—identity never established—
looking down from three open windows up-
stairs, is not to be recorded.
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Suffice it that | had very little time to
worry about minor matters; the Hawkins-
ambulator was in motion. Very slowly it
took me down the path; very slowly it backed
to the starting point; and Hawkins re-
marked :

“Now, if you'll bring the little dear; and
you, miss, will sit here, 1—"

“Mats, non! Xon!” the girl screamed
suddenly, and ran nearer to Covrington and
poured a torrent of French at him.

He waved her away and spoke to Haw-
kins:

“If you imagine that a child of mine is
ever going to get into that affair, or thai
Il tell this girl to—" He broke off with

a laugh. “Take it up and show it to my
father, Atkins. He seemed interested, you
know. |I’'m not! And—"

Hawkins held up a stern hand with a
haughty gesture.

And the gesture did it—somehow.

There was a roar underneath me! The
Hawkinsambulator backed straight away
and hit the stone wall at the other side of
the drive. | heard a yell from Hawkins.

Personally, at the crash, I merely slid
down to the bottom of my spine, and my
legs went into the air—and a new roar came
from Covrington!

And it was cut very short, because the
affair shot straight at him, and crashed,
head-on, into the verandal!

Mr. Covrington ducked very nimbly in-
deed. The unhappy French maid emitted
one long, piercing scream, thrust out r.er
arms, and dropped back resoundingly, flat
on the veranda floor! | believe she fainted.

But I was not considering her much at
the time. | was trying to scream at Haw-
kins and tell him to stop the thing, while my
feet fluttered in the air, and sables and
marters and other natural history specimens
were climbing down my throat.

It was, to put it mildly, a difficult trick
to turn; but after a second or two, success
began to come my way. | writhed out and
hitched to a semiupright position, and
kicked the furs down in a pile at my feet
and—

The Hawkinsambulator was bouncing
straight up and down on the drive like a
great rubber ball! Covrington was drag-
ging the maid away, and Hawkins was
cursing like a madman.

And then we started on a straight course!

With a speed that was never under forty
miles an hour, we whizzed down the drive!
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The end, of course, would come when we
mhit the gigantic oak across the street, and |
dragged out a little prayer and began to
mutter it!

And the end did not come at all, for
with a jerk that all but hurled me over the
stone fence, we whizzed around the corner
and up the sidewalk 1

Yes, we took to that sidewalk like a bullet
coming out of a gun! We were going north
—and Heaven alone knew where else! We
were coming to a curb now, and we struck
the middle of the street and bounced straight
over to the walk again!

By this time | was getting a slight grip on
the situation. My hat was gone, to be sure,
and | seemed to he bruised all over, and
my open coat was allowing a stream of polar
breeze to caress my never-too-strong chest;
but I saw my part clearly—settle down
and hang on like grim death until the crash
came!

And | managed to do it—even as a lone
pedestrian saw us and screamed, and tried
to climb a tiny sapling that broke under
his weight and landed him in the gutter!

I slid down into the reclining posture of
the seat and braced my feet. | let my head
back slowly until it touched a cushion—
and there was Hawkins glaring down at me
and not six inches above!

I shrank from that face. | conceived a
notion that he was going to bite me, or press
the button that exploded the gasoline tank,
or something similar. Instead, though, he
seemed to be speaking, for | caught:

“Getup! Getup!”
“What? ” | screamed.
“Get up! Stand up, Griggs! Your

whole weight is on—P

There | laughed wildly—and Hawkins
popped out of sight again and, | presume,
sat erect at his throttle.

In a way, | found mad amusement in that
command "to “stand up.” If a trainman,
well experienced in walking the tops of
freight-cars, could have been boiled down
with a tight-rope expert, a thoroughly ex-
perienced acrobat, and a bare-back rider,
the combination might possibly have “stood
up” in the Hawkinsambulator.

As for me, as another *“loop-the-gap”
bounce told of perhaps the tenth crossing, |
merely smiled insanely and looked ahead.

And there, legs spread and club raised,
was a policeman standing squarely in the
middle of the sidewalk!

I have often wondered what happened to
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that brave officer. There was nothing about
it in the papers. | know that he stuck to
his post to the last fraction of a second—I
know that a roaring something in blue struck
the driveway—and that was all, save the
heavy night-stick he left in my lap as a
memento!

I gripped it and caressed it with my free
hand. 1 wondered if | could reach back
and fracture Hawkins's skull with it. It
was a chance in a million, but it was worth it.

If the Hawkinsambulator merely blew up
or overturned, | had'still a hope of life; if
Hawkins guided the thing into a concrete
cottage or a stone church, | had none at all.
Therefore, | slipped my hand through the
leather and wound my fingers around the
club and—

“Hang on!” Hawkins screamed into my
face.

I obeyed! The club flew from my wrist,
and | gripped the sides and shut my eyes
tight.

And the crash came! For an instant the
Hawkinsambulator shuddered and crackled
and seemed about to drop in bits; then,
with a roar of pure malice from under me,
we whizzed ahead again—we left ground
altogether—we struck it again with a force
that would have wrecked a locomotive. There
was a violent twist—and we shot on, this
time, apparently, on a road that knew no
crossings.

I opened my eyes.

Hawkins was looking down again, and |
shrieked:

“What was it?”

“ Drawbridge gate!” roared the inventor.

“Did we smash it? ”

“The — bridge— was— opening! ” Haw-
kins bawled down at me. “We—just—
cleared —the—gap!” He choked against
the wind. "Get up! Get up, Griggs!”

He disappeared again, and—well, 1 hon-
estly did try to get up! With a brace on
the sides, | lifted myself a little and looked
around.

The move seemed to have no effect on the
Hawkinsambulator, but it had a marked
effect on me!

We had left behind everything connected
with the city! We were on a country road
now, and here and there to the right | caught
file sparkle of the Sound in the sunshine!

And we were bounding and banging, too,
for the road was none too good! We shot
up to an automoltile; positively, 1 do not
know whether we bounced past it or over
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it! | remember that a hardened, weather-
browned chauffeur shouted at us and twisted
his wheel, as if a train was bearing down
upon him!

We passed on merrily, and a buggy came
into sight, jogging along quietly in our own
direction. In not more than two seconds |
saw the horse stand respectfully on his hind
legs; | thought I saw the buggy fly back-
ward into my cyclonic prison—and then |
knew that we had merely clipped off one
wheel, and that the gentleman who had
started to topple on me was just about
touching ground, half a mile back.

And it was almost immediately after that
that | saw the big iron gates.

Doubtless, the road turned sharply at
those gates. | didn’t notice that. But the
gates absorbed me fully. They were large,
and built of heavy bars; they were just ajar,
and they led into somebody’s large private
estate; they were the sort of gates that a
true Hawkinsambulator would naturally
tackle when out on a ramble of this kind.

And—we were through them!

Yes, they whanged back with one awful
clanging and rattling, and we were burning
up somebody’s beautifully shaded, billiard-
table driveway!

We managed a turn, and | caught a
glimpse of a huge house somewhere in the
trees. Somewhere, too, there was a hint of
a long, shaded drive, inclining down to a
splendid dock, where a trim steam-yacht
was moored and little motor-boats bobbed
prettily on the sunny Sound.

There were perfect lawns and a heavy
iron flower-urn, here and there. In the dis-
tance flitted the picture of a tall, stately old
gentleman in frock coat and silk hat, tap-
ping his cane airily as he took a placid Sab-
bath morning walk through his beautiful
domain. He seemed familiar, too, in an
odd way, and—

Did you ever turn a double somersault
without knowing that you were due for such
a performance?

It is really a remarkable sensation, when
one is absorbed in trees and flowers and such
things.

I turned one just as the old man located
himself definitely in the path ahead. Then
a tremendous urn of flowers rushed at me—
and just to spite it, as it were, | turned a
double somersault over it and landed on the
lawn beyond—on my feet!

For about ten seconds | was reasonably
certain that we had reached a new planet.
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Then | perceived that the Hawkinsambula-
tor was standing with its nose rubbing peace-
fully about the urn; and that Hawkins, in
his seat, was mopping his brow and gasping.

Further, 1 saw the old gentleman hurry-
ing toward us, smiling brightly and with
evident recognition of Hawkins. He was a
splendid - looking chap, too, dignified and
elevated as mortal may be, perfectly clothed
and with bristling little white mustache;
and as he came within a dozen feet he cried:

“Why, it is Mr. Hopkins! How do you
do, sir; how do you do?”

He shook Hawkins’s hand with vague
warmth. Hawkins was gaping amazedly at
him, and he was trying to place Hawkins;
and he did so, just as | noted his own pow-
erful resemblance to young Mr. Covrington
in the mansion farther south.

“ And so this is the newest thing in baby-

carriages — quite so! You seem rather
breathless, Mr. Hopkins?”
“My name is Hawkins,” the inventor

contrived, as speech finally came to him.
“Yes, we traveled—rather swiftly, Mr. Cov-
rington. |—er—wanted to show you the
thing, too, you know!”

“But, my dear sir, youre too kind,”
stated that misguided gendeman. “Why,
you've come twenty-two miles from the city
in that thing! Tut, tut!”

“l1 am always glad,”
faintly.

Then he pulled himself together, and the
old enthusiasm glittered in his eye; and |
am bound to say that | admired his nerve,
whether it hails from a weakened brain or
whatever.

“Your — er — son examined it a little
while ago. Il just show you, now. Well
see if it’s not the ideal perambulator for
your little granddaughter!” Hawkins
chuckled.

And may | be hanged if he didn’t ac-
tually back the thing away from the urn,
as slowly and carefully as could have been
desired! To be sure, the Hawkinsambu-
lator scratched and creaked a little some-
where in its interior; but, to all intents, it
was in nearly as good condition as when we
started.

Old Mr. Covrington leaned gracefully on
his cane and smiled approval, as Hawkins
turned little circles jerkily and backed up
and down. The Hawkinsambulator was not
quite behaving, and | thought—

“Mr. Covrington!” | cried gently.
you’ll step a little to one side—"”

Hawkins began

@ If
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Hawkins heard it and glared at ire; and
the Hawkinsambulator heard it, too!

This | can swear to, because not one sec-
ond elapsed before it shot straight at that
handsome, erect old man!

It went at the job with a distinct pur-
pose, too. It rammed Mr. Covrington the
elder amidships—it tossed him lightly into
the air—and it landed him in my own place
in the Hawkinsambulator before he could
even grab his hat!

That article flew one way—the cane flew
the other—and | regarded neither. For the
instant, it seemed that my sole mission on
earth was to save poor old Covrington from
violent death. | dashed at the Hawkinsam-
bulator, with the idea of dragging him free.

The Hawkinsambulator was not there!

Nay, it had passed far beyond my reach
even then, with Mr. Covrington’s spatted
feet kicking in the air, and Hawkins bend-
ing into a knot and pulling at something,
the while he screamed meaningless things.

Palpably, the Hawkinsambulator was be-
yond his control once more—and this time
it had taken everything into its own hands!

It turned at right angles and banged out
a tongue of fire behind. It darted across
the lawn to the inclined drive | had no-
ticed. It described one long, awful curve
and turned into the drive to the wharf, go-
ing, I will swear, sixty miles an hour!

And then—why, it all seemed to happen
in the winking of an eye!

The drive was passed. The pier rumbled
for a second or two as the Hawkinsambu-
lator shot down its length; and then—out,
out, out over the water whirled the fiendish
affair! And out and out and out, until |
began to believe it would reach the Long Is-
land shore—and then, with a tremendous
upheaval of white foam and a frenzied cho-
rus of shouts—the Haw'kinsambulator van-
ished in the bright waters.

It was all over!

I remember crying out wildly as | went
pell-mell for the dock. | remember a big
racing-car shooting past me, and stopping
at the very edge of the water.

I remember that Covrington junior leaped
out of the machine and, hurling away his
duster and cap, dived headlong into the
Sound; and then | gripped the side of the
quivering car, and the chauffeur gripped
me, and things turned black for a little.

When ray eyes opened the chauffeur was
at the edge of the wharf, lugging up the
elder Mr. Covrington as his son hoisted him
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with one arm and clutched a pile with the
other. And when that old man finally stood
erect on the pier, and his son clambered after
him, between them they said things which,
aristocrat or no aristocrat, | cannot recall
without blushing.

| looked around fdr Hawkins.

He was alive! He was treading water,
out about fifty feet from the dock and com-
ing no closer, and his face much resembled
that of a dog from whom the lethal flatiron
has come untied.

“1’Il— be right in!” he called tenta-
tively.

“You try to land, and Il kill you!” the
younger Covrington bawled at him. And
he added: “ Gaston! Go to the stables and
have them bring down the wolf-hounds! If
that man tries to come ashore, set them on
him! ”

“But I've got to land!” the
wailed splashily.

“You won’t land on these grounds!”
And 1’1l be blessed if Covrington didn't
turn on me with a glare of the fiend himself!

“You — cheap — crooks!” he screamed
wildly, for he was apparently lost to any as-

inventor

tonishment at finding us here. “You came
up for more loot! ”

He struck at me. | ducked, and he
missed me.

“ Crooks!” | gasped.

“ Crooks!” he shrieked. “A man con-

cocting a game like that to steal a few hun-
dred dollars’ worth of furs!”

| gasped aloud. He struck at me again.
| ducked, and he missed me.

“And now you’ll take yours while your
choice friend drowns!” he bellowed.

He struck at me once more. | ducked
once more, and he missed me. It was the
only real thing | ever learned in my three
months’ course in boxing, and it served me
well.

But | could not keep on ducking forever.
I might have slipped or miscalculated or
something. A brilliant tactical move oc-
curred to me.

Covrington was soaked through, and
couldn’t run. | had suffered nothing worse
than a few fractured ribs, and could.
Therefore, disregarding Hawkins, | turned
and dashed toward the distant gates, and
no one followed; and as | went | heard old
Mr. Covrington roaring:

“My grounds extend a quarter of a mile
away, you criminal! And—1 hope you
drown before you can make a landing.”
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Yes, | managed to get Hawkins ashore,
more dead than alive, on a deserted beach
farther down. The first thing he breathed
was:

“You ass! Couldn’t you understand that
that wasn’t built for a beer-truck?”

I merely gulped.

“With a horse like you in it, you bent
that little, light gear-ca™e until the gears
engaged at the third sfreed—and | put the
throttle out of harm’s way underneath
and—"

He fainted there.

Two men came along, and 1 left them
working water out of him while I went to
telephone for an ambulance. When the tele-
phoning had been finished, what was left of
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me climbed on a suburban train bound for
New York.

Hawkins, incidentally, returned at mid-
night, dry, and in a taxicab; and his wife,
who had been fully informed by myself,
greeted him with—but never mind how she
greeted him.

There were two happy results, however,
which | must mention.

One was that the Covrington abhorrence
of notoriety let Hawkins off by paying for
what he had ruined.

The other was—and is—that, even to this
day, | can generally bring Hawkins under
my control by quietly mentioning “Jim?”
and “Jim’s mansion.”

And that, indeed, is much!

The Count Against Him.

BY BURKE

JENKINS.

The Caldron of Mischance into Which a Luncheon
Festivity Plunged a Prospective Bridegroom.

DON'T believe that | ever saw the fu-

ture in a more rosy light than at the
very moment | sat down to lunch that day
at M&rtinelli's.  And | still believe that
I had a perfect right to be mighty welt
pleased with myself.

I had accomplished what | had set out
from Germany to do, and more. So that
I think it was but natural for me to ex-
pand a bit when | thus found myself once
more in company with three of my old, duel-
scarred fellow students of my university
days who had recently come to America
on a visit.

Nobody could have foretold the outcome;
that I know, so | attach no blame to my-
self.

One by one the tables were vacated as
we sat there cheerily recalling old times,
until the place seemed all but deserted.
Having things to ourselves thus, we joked
and chaffed each other merrily.

“ So you have, what you call it—*‘ made
good.” Otto?” cried Karl. “You must
have lost no time; for you have been over
here scarcely two years.”

“1 have been very lucky,” | admitted;
“though | have done some mighty hard
work, too. And, fellows. 1°d as well let
you in on the entire lot of my good for-

tune, the sum of which has been reached
this very twenty-four hours, eh ?”

“ Absolutely!” they answered, “let’s
have it all.”
“ P2asy told,” | offered. “To begin with,

then, the directors of the bank have just
advanced me to the position of cashier. |
received the announcement this morning.”

The boys drank “ prosit ™ to this.

“You know the bachelor quarters to
which vour letter was forwarded?”

“Ayel”

“Well, I'm about to buy a lot more
furniture and 1've rented a nice little flat
up on Riverside-Drive. Fact is, that when
I leave you chaps I’'m going to take the
final step of signing the lease.”

It was Karl, | believe, who was first to
catch the inference.

“Which means a far more
final step, eh, Otto?”

“Yes,” | admitted, “the cat might as
well be out; for I'm as happy as a clam
since last night. | got her father’s consent
then—rather a reluctant one it’s true, but
still enough.”

“So youve decided to be numbered
among the ones who have fallen victims to
American beauty?”

“On the contrary, she’s the sweetest kind

important
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of a little German girl; though | must say
her father is the crustiest old cuss I’ve ever
struck. Why, darn me, if he didn’t ques-
tion me from the cradle to the grave. Thank
the Lord | didn’t have anything to con-
ceal and he finally was won over.”

“Nothing to conceal, eh? How about
that five year term of yours, Otto? Did
you tell him about Diedelhof Prison?”

It was Karl again who here burst out
into a hilarious laugh and blurted out the
old joke that used to pass current during
our college days.

“Oh, | guess that wont go against me
over here in the land of the free!” | cried
and we all laughed heartily. Then |
glanced at my watch only to find that it
had stopped.

Craning my neck about the room in
search of a wall clock, | caught, out of the
tail of my eye, the figure of a man leaving.
He was the last but ourselves to quit the

place.

Then | spied the clock and jumped to
my feet.

“Well, fellows, I've got to leave you
for the rest of to-dav. But call me up and
we’ll make it a show for to-morrow
night.”

Whereupon we sang out good-bys and |
left Martinelli’s. | was booked for some-
thing | little realized, but it began soon

enough.
1.

I returned immediately to the bank
where | was employed. | noticed that the
president had already returned from his
own lunch and was seated at his desk be-
hind the glass partition of his private
office.

He nodded cordially as | entered, and
beckoned for me to come in to him.

“1 want to congratulate you, Mr. Hoest,”
said he warmly. “1 was only too glad to
give my hearti-est approval to your pro-
motion.”

“I’'m open to still another congratula-
tion, sir,” said |, and then | told him of
my approaching marriage.

“ Better and better!” he cried cheerily.
“That’ll hold you down snugly to work.
I’'m delighted. Nothing better in the world
for the right man than the right woman!”

“ She certainly is the right woman,” |
enthused; “which reminds me, sir, that, if
it could be arranged, | should like to attend
to a couple of matters this afternoon.”
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“Yes?”

“Fact is, sir,” | stumbled on confused-
ly, “there are the matters of a ring to be
bought and a lease to be signed.”

He laughed good-humoredly.

“Well, I should say!” he agreed, “take
the rest of the afternoon.”

“0Oh, | wont need that much time,”
said |, “there are a few matters that |
must catch up in my books before | enter
on my new duties. 171l only be gone the
matter of an hour or so.”

“ Suit yourself entirely,” he replied and
once more shook me vigorously by the hand.

I drew out a couple of hundred dollars
from my own account which | had run-
ning in the bank, nodded a cheery thanks
to the paying teller, my confrere, and left
the building.

I caught a car that took me near Tif-
fany’s where | bought the engagement ring,
using as a guide to size a little plain silver
ring Gretchen had given me for the pur-
pose.

Then | struck out for Coon & Swanson’s,
the real-estate firm of whom | was rent-
ing the Riverside apartment.

As | entered the office 1 noticed that
Mr. Swanson, the junior partner, looked
up with a violent start.

“Well,” | began lightly, “now for for-
malities, Mr. Swanson. |’ve come to sign
the lease and pay my first month’s rent.”

He rose and, ignoring my outstretched
hand, replied: *“We have decided not to
rent the apartment to you.”

“You have decided not to—what? ” The
thing had been so badly said that I couldn’t
adapt myself to the meaning. | blurted
out repeated mystification.

Then | recovered myself and caught up
my dropped dignity.

“1 should like to know the meaning of
this, sir!” | exclaimed. “1 have an idea
my references were of the best!”

He looked at me meaningly and replied
in a voice that was equal parts scorn and
disgust:

“l guess you know best, Mr. Hoest,
where the trouble lies.”

“Where the trouble lies?” | cried,
“Look here, Mr. Swanson, | demand an
explanation.”

But just at this moment a lady came
into the office to make some inquiry;
whereupon the man Swanson turned his
back upon me in the rudest effrontery and
entered into conversation with her. | saw
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there was nothing more to be got from him.

I strode from the place, well knowing
that if | stayed another minute |1 would do
the man physical violence.

Once outside though, I began to cool off
as | thought the thing over. Aha, | had
it. Coon & Swanson had repented of the
terms | had managed to talk them over to
and were going to rent the place to some
sucker who would pay more; that was it.

“Well, there are plenty of other apart-
ments in the city, | guess,” | murmured to
myself as | started back to my desk at the
bank.

And by-Jhe time | reached the door, I
had won back my good humor with thoughts
of Gretchen whose ring in its box bulged
mmy vest pocket.

But the very second | entered the vesti-
bule of the bank fr was in some subtle
fashion conscious of a certain chill that
came over me.

Watkins, the paying teller, looked at me
from his grating in a startled sort of way
and the next instant | heard my name
called sharplv:

“Mr Hoest!”

I whirled and confronted the president
from whom | had parted so genially not
an hour since. His face now was ice.

He had, at least consideration enough
to take me once more into his private of-
fice.

“1 guess this is not quite such a sur-
prise as your face lets on, Mr. Hoest,” he
began deliberately. “It only remains for
me to tell you that your connection with
this institution ceases at this moment.”

I was absolutely too stunned to voice the
slightest word. But | must have looked
my protest, though he gave it scant shrift.

“ Good afternoon!” said he decidedly.

| staggered from the place in the most
complete daze of my life, and it was bare
instinct alone that guided me over to a
near-by park. | must think this thing
out.

1.

On the park bench that | had managed
to reach in some bewildered fashion |
strove to get a thread of idea as to the
meaning of this thing that had overtaken
me.
What was against me? But | couldn’t
piece anything together. My brain was
absolutely numb. | reached for my hand-
kerchief to mop my forehead and my wrist
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brushed by the bulge that spoke of Gretch-
en’s ring.

“Ah,” 1 muttered, “she will help me,
and God knows, | need counsel.”

Herr Klein, Gretcheivs_father, had a
solid, brown stone house on the corner of
Madison Avenue and one of the thirties.
I would make my way there immediately.

A Lexington Avenue car took me within
a block which | walked. | came within
sight of the house before which, | noticed,
there stood a waiting motor-car to which
was strapped a trunk.

As | neared the house there rounded the
corner from Madison Avenue the slouching
figure of a man of uncouth mien; but I
would never have paid any attention to
him in my own worried distraction had
things not framed themselves into hurried
events from that very instant.

The door of the dwelling opened and
Gretchen and her rather started down the
stoop toward the waiting motor.

Half way down, the dear girl spied me
and strove to reach me, but Herr Klein
wrenched her to him.

On the moment the slouching man called
me by name:

“Otto Hoest!”

But the cry was scarcely out of his
mouth when a policeman swung around the
corner and collared him in that effective
way they have.

For some seconds we held our positions.
It was a surprise for all.

It was Herr Klein that spoke first.

“ Stop a moment officer,” he said, “just
a word.”

Then he turned to Gretchen.

“You see | am right, daughter! You
heard that scoundrel there speak to him
familiarly? Do you believe me now?
Nothing could have been more fortunate in
occurrence. What was the man doing,
officer? ”

“ Second-story work; we’ve been looking
for him two weeks.”

Then it was | caught control of my voice
at the same time that | managed to bring
back to clarity who and what the arrested
man was. It had been some time since |
had seen him.

“What in the name of the world does
it all mean!” | cried passionately. “I
seem to have stepped into a very caldron
of mischance.”

“You know well enough
means!” answered Herr Klein

what it
in wrath.
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“And | thank God some providence sent
me to Martinelli’s to lunch to-day to be
the means of saving my daughter.”

“ Saving your daughter? What in Heav-
en are you talking about, sir?”

“W hat!” he cried, “you have the nerve
to brazen it out? Didn’t | learn there—
where you and your boon companions
talked out so freely—what you have man-
aged to keep hidden so well and so long?

“And now, now—at ihis most oppor-
tune moment—this thief accosts you famili-
arly. It is the clinching point.”

I lowered my tone.

“What did you find out at the lunch at
Martinelli’s,” 1 asked quietly.

He fairly bubbled over with righteous
rage:

“1 found out that you have been living
the life of a lie. | found out that you are
an ex-convict, | heard you admit, with a
laugh on your lips, that you had been in
a penitentiary in Germany for five years.
And now | find that another thief knows
you familiarly. Now, do you see? Now
do you understand how | have saved my
daughter? How, more, | have saved my
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own reputation by withdrawing my recom-
mendation of you from both the real-estate
men and the bank. And now | am taking
her where she can forget.”

“You certainly lost no time,” said 1.

“No, that | didn’t!” he snapped.

“You see, | did spend five years in a
penitentiary. You are right there. And
more, | do now recognize this fellow as
one of the prisoners in the institution at
the time—"

“Aha, so you admit that he’s a fellow
prisoner! ”

“No, that old college joke we recalled
to-day and laughed so heartily over, has
gone far enough. You see, sir, | certainly

was in a German penitentiary for five
years; but it happened when | was very
young.”

“Very young, eh? No excuse.”

“And,” | continued, regardless of his
interruption, “it further happened that my
father, old Simon Hoest, was long the
superintendent of prisons at Diedelhof—a
very honorable post, by the way. You
see, mother and | lived with him in the
prison for a while.”

THE COME-ON.

BY LILLIAN BENNET-THOMPSON.

A Loud Knock, Two Softer Ones, a Rat-Tat-Tat on the Panels,
the Pool-Room Door Opens and the Victim Is Led to Sacrifice.

IMMIE DICKSON strolled slowly down

Broadway, his hands in his pockets, his

hat tilted a little back, and stopped for a

moment to look at the bulletins displayed
on the board of the Sphere.

He was a youngish chap, tall and broad-
shouldered, with smooth dark hair and big,
honest brown eyes. His clothes, though well
made and of good material, seemed somehow
different from those of the other men with
whom he touched elbows in the crowd.

There was nothing definite, nothing ob-
trusively unlike; but some subtle distinction
set them apart. A close observer would have
said that here was a young man from the
suburbs; and the healthy, wholesome color
that glowed on Dickson’s cheeks might have
been a factor in leading to this conclusion.
He looked like a man who has spent much
of his life in the open air.

He stood for a few minutes, dividing his
attention between the crowd and the bulletin
boards, his feet wide apart, looking frankly
interested and entertained.

The mighty tide of humanity that ebbs
and flows along the city’s Great White Way
is always full of possibilities—full of nov-
elty to one unfamiliar with the metropolis.

A youth came out upon the narrow plat-
form below the bulletin-boards and posted
some news items. Dickson watched him as
he pasted up the long white slips.

“ See that fellow right there—the one in
the gray suit and the felt hat?” exclaimed
a low voice iir his ear.

He turned toward the speaker, and be-
held a somewhat undersized young man,
flashily dressed, with sandy hajr and pale
blue eyes. In his brilliant tie a diamond
winked, and on the little finger of his right
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hand was its fellow, set in an elaborate ring.

“Were you speaking to me?” asked
Dickson.

“Yes,” said the other. “D‘e see that
chap right in front of you — the one just
taking out the little red note-book?”

“Yes, | see him,” said Dickson, his eyes
following in the direction in which the other
pointed. “What about him ?”

“He’s Hopkins, Mike Dolan’s betting
commissioner. Gee! | wisht | knew what
he was betting on"”

“Mike Dolan? Who's he?”

“You mean to say you don't know who
Mike Dolan is? Gee! You must be new
in the city. He’s one of the big political
bugs, and a great racing man. They say he
won ten thousand yesterday on the fourth
race.”

“Race?” said Dickson blankly. *“ Oh,
you mean he’s out in California.”

The other laughed.

“No, | don't,” said he. *“But, gee!

Wouldn’t | like to know what his commis-
sioner's betting on to-day! Say, ask him,
will you? There's a good fellow.”

“1 don’t know him,” he said.

“ Oh, what difference does that make?”
urged the sandy-haired young man. “May-
be he’ll tell you. He can’t do more than
refuse, anyway. Go ahead.”

“1 tell you, I dont know him,” protested
Dickson. “ 1 couldn’t ask a stranger a ques-
tion like that.”

At this moment the man in the light suit
turned.

“1 beg your pardon,” he said, speaking in
a quiet, pleasant voice, and addressing him-
self to Dickson, “have you a pencil?”

“1’'m sorry—" Dickson was beginning;
but the sandv-haired young man thrust one
into his hand, whispering excitedly:

“Here—give him this, and ask him what
horse lie’s betting on.”

Dickson mechanically passed the pencil to
the man who had asked for it, while the
youth at his side continued to urge him to
“ask him what he’s betting on.”

“ Ask him yourself, if you want to know,”
said Dickson impatiently.  “It’s none of
my business. | don’t care.”

The betting commissioner looked round
with a smile as he returned the pencil.

“1’ve just had a pleasant surprise,” he
said. “1 thought | was seventy-five dollars
out, but, since Ive figured up my bets, |
find I'm a hundred dollars to the good.
Much obliged for the pencil, sir.”

“It belongs to this gentleman,” Dickson
said, indicating the man who had accosted
him.

“You're perfectly welcome to it,” said
“this gentleman,” hastily pushing his way

forward.  “Perfectly welcome |’'m sure,
Mr. Hopkins.”

The man in the light suit looked sur-
prised.

“Why, how did you know my name?”
he said.

“I've heard it,” said the other with a

grin.  “I've seen you before. You’re Mike
Dolan’s commissioner. Whatd you win on
—the ponies?”

Hopkins nodded.

“Sure,” said he. *1’ve got a pretty good
thing on the fourth race, too, | believe, and
I ought to win quite a bunch of monev,
Mr— ”

He paused expectantly.

“Hervey—Walt Hervey,” said the sandy-
haired man promptly.

Then he nudged Dickson again.

“ Ask him what the good thing is,” he
whispered hoarsely.

But Dickson shook his head.

“Why don’t you ask him ?” he said : and
then, in the next breath, he added:

“What horse have you picked ?”

“ MacGregor," replied Hopkins obliging-
ly. “It'll be a walkover for him, and the
odds are ten to one.”

Hervey breathed a long sigh.

“Gee! 1 wish | had some money up on
him,” he said.

“1 wouldn’t mind a chance to win a little
myself,” said Dickson, looking enviously at
Hopkins. “ But California’s quite a walk,”
he added.

“Don’t have to go as far as that,” re-
joined Hervey. “1 know a place—"

He checked himself suddenly.

“Not a—a—poolroom?” asked Dickson
in an awed tone. “Why, | thought they had
been all closed up.”

Hervey shook his head emphatically.

“Not all. This one ain’t,” he said; “but
it’s run strictly on the q.t. | believe Il
just drop round and put on a tenner for
luck. Want to come?”

Dickson hesitated.

“1'd like to,” he said, “ but—"

“Oh, don’t come on my account,” Hervey
said sarcastically. “1 know the way alone.
I just thought 1’d wise you up, seeing you
didn't know where to place your bet.”

“I1f you don’t mind, Mr. Hervey, I'll
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walk along with you,” remarked Hopkins,
putting his note-book back into his pocket.
“1’ve got all Mr. Dolan’s bets on, but Mac-
Gregor looks so good to me that | think 1’1l
take a chance on my own.”

“Glad to have you,” answered Hervey.
obviously proud gf being seen in the com-
pany of the great plunger’s betting commis-

sioner. “You aint coming?” he said to
Dickson.

“Well—yes, 1 willl” Dickson suddenly
decided; and Hervey led the way down

Broadway for a couple of blocks and turned
into a side street, not far from the Square.

“This is a dead secret,” Hervey told
Dickson, as they walked along. “The po-
lice has closed up most of the good places,
and it’s a hard job to get your money down.
But I come here sometimes when |*ve got a
tip. Here we are.”

He paused in front of a house that dif-
fered outwardly from none of its neighbors,
went up the front steps, and rang the bell.
A colored man opened the door, and Her-
vey leaned forward and whispered some-
thing in his ear. Then, Hervey still lead-
ing the way, they went on up-stairs to a room
on the third floor at the back.

A loud knock, two softer ones, a rat-tat-tat
on the panels, and the door swung open, re-
vealing a small, square room, in which a
young man, in his shirt-sleeves, with a tele-
phone-receiver strapped to his head, sat be-
hind a grated window and wrote down va-
rious figures on a racing-sheet in front of
him.

There were two or three other men
lounging round the room, one of whom
nodded to Hopkins, and, calling him by
name, asked if the report that Mike Dolan
had won ten thousand dollars on the fourth
race the day before was true.

Hopkins smiled and confirmed the report,
but made no effort to continue the conver-
sation.

There were a couple of cane-bottom chairs
and a telegraph instrument in the room,
which was otherwise bare of furniture. A
large blackboard at one side bore the name.'
of the horses which had won the races, the
returns of which were already in.

The telegraph wire went no farther than
the staple which held it to the wall; the tele-
phone instrument was but a blind; the re-
turns of the races chalked up on the black-
board had been copied from 'the bulletin-
board at the Square, and the men in the
room were simply there to give the impres-
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sion that the place was a genuine pool-room,
doing a regular business.

In reality, the whole thing was nothing
but a cleverly devised stage-setting, that the
unsuspecting victim brought in by the two
men stationed in the Square for the purpose
might bet on a horse which had no chance
to win, but which he had been assured
would be an easy victor.

The details of the race originated in the
fertile brain of the young man behind the
grating, but the actual result was telephoned
over to him by a confederate, in order that
the “come-on” might have no ground for
complaint when he read the returns for him-
self.

Hervey stepped to the grating and shoved
a bill underneath.

“On MacGregor, fourth race, to win,”
said he.

“Two hundred to twenty, on McGregor,
to win,” the young man said.

“1 think 1’ll just take a little of that
myself,” observed Hopkins stepping for-
ward. “It's too good a chance to miss, and
I can use the money.”

He pushed a little roll toward the shirt-
sleeved youth, who droned out:

“Five hundred to fifty, MacGregor, to
win.”

Dickson stood uncertainly, fingering the
roll of bills in his pocket. If he risked the
hundred dollars he carried and won, he
would have eleven hundred dollars. If he
lost—but Hopkins had said it was a sure
thing, and he and Hervey had both bet.

How could Dickson be expected to know
that both of these affable gentlemen had de-
cided on him as an “easy mark,” and that
the money which they ha-d bet. on the horse
would be handed back to them again?

“ Better hurry up, if you want to get
down on this,” advised Hervey. *“ After
the start, he won’t take any bets.”

Still Dickson hesitated; and then, pull-
ing out the money from his pocket, he
stepped quickly forward and said in a low
voice:

“On MacGregor, to win.”

The telegraph began to click.

“Thousand to one hundred, MacGregor
to win,” repeated the shirt-sleeved one.
“All bets closed. They’re off!”

There was a pause, broken only by the
tapping of the instrument and shuffling
of feet on the bare floor, as the men strag-
gled forward.

“At the quarter,

MacGregor leading,
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Brookline second, Tymtm and Buster com-
ing up,” resumed the operator. “ Tymon
coming strong, Brookline creeping .up ou
MacGregor. Coming down the stretch, Ty-
mon leading, Brookline falls back. Gold-
en Girl coming up. MacGregor leading.”

“ Come on, you MacGregor!” cried Her-
vey excitedly.

Dickson said nothing, only leaned for-
ward with wide eyes, listening intently to
every word that fell from the operator's
lips.

“Tymon falling back— Buster down!—
.MacGregor going strong— Golden Girl
wins by a nose! "

A curse burst from Hervey's lips, and
there were exclamations from one or two
of the men. Someone had bet on Golden
Girl and was jubilant in consequence.

Dickson said nothing. He merely shoved
his hands deeper into his pockets and thrust
his chin a little forward. Hopkins came
to his side and clapped him on the shoul-
der.

“Hard luck, old man,” said he sympa-
thetically. “1'm down-right sorry | let you
in for this,-but you can see it wasn't my
fault.”

“I'm not blaming you,” muttered Dick-
son, his eyes on the floor.

“That’s the right spirit,” exclaimed Hop-
kins. “You’re a good sport. Oh. stow
it!” he added, turning to Hervey, who was
loudly bemoaning his ill-fortune.

“That’s all very well for you to say,”
snarled Hervey. *“It was my last twenty.”

“Well, I lost more than you did,” Hop-
kins said. “And this chap lost more than
both of us put together. But he isn't
making a howl.”
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“No,” said Dickson, rousing himself,
“ | want to be a good loser. |°ve got enough
left to buy, if you gentlemen want to walk
down to the comer with me.”

Hervey looked doubtfully at Hopkins,
who nodded shortly.

“That’s the stuff!” exclaimed the latter,
clapping Dickson on the back again.
“You're a gilt-edged sport!”

They went down-stairs together, and the
colored man let them out. There was a
saloon at the corner of the street, and to-
ward it they bent their steps. Just outside
the swinging doors stood a patrolman. He
looked at Dickson and Dickson looked at
him.

“All ready,

“All ready,

“Then go
“There’s half
The chap put
drawer.”

He gently insinuated one hand through
the Timi of each of his amazed compan-
ions, as a second patrolman stepped into
view from around the corner.

“Have you got the place surrounded?”
inquired Dickson.

“Yes, sir,” said the newcomer.

“Third floor, remember, at the back,”
went on Dickson. Then he led his late
advisers along, past the inviting portals.

“ Come on, boys,” said he genially, “the
captain wants to see you.”

Pat?” asked Dickson.

sir,” was the reply.

ahead,” said Dickson.
a dozen of’em upthere.

the marked money in the

Jimmy Dickson, the cleverest detective
on the Central Office force, strolled leisure-
ly up Broadway, in the direction of the
nearest patrol-box, a prisoner on each side
of him.

THE PASSING OF A MIRAGE.

As some lone traveler in desert ways

Thrills at the sight of palms—how green, how fairl—
So I, when deep into your eyes | looked,

Thrilled at the love-light softly gleSming there!

And as he, springing to the promised shade,
F-inds in a moment that it fades aw:av,
So have | found the light all false, untrue,
That glimmered in your eyes and made my day.

‘Twas but the picture of some happier spot
That mirrored on the burning desert shone;
"Twas the reflection of my own heart’s fire

Deceived me.

Tears have quenched the flame.

'Tis gone!
May Stayton.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

Hereafter Xew-Skin will be sold
in a new package which has many
features that will make it

more attractive than ever.

SiD/itiirv (i/ass Pod.
Xu more stiff or lost
brushes. Attached to
every cork is a round-end
sanitarv glass rod. Asep-
tic, cleanly.ready for use.

Afuniimrm Scrczc Lap.
frach bottle is tightly
staled' with a silver-fin-
ished aluminum cap.
This prevents evapora-
tion and leakage. Bottle
can be carried in the vest
pocket or purse.

PS'S: Packed in Class. The
new package is the most
sanitary made. Xo metal

‘Ul corre COMES in contact with the

Praster

liquid or wound, as with
«EWSKINCOj
metal tubes.

Xi'w (aiion. Instead
of the outside tin box, we
will use a folding carton,

GLASS
BOTTLE

which is easier to open, lighter,

and more convenient in every way.
Remember, Xew-Skin

was the original liquid

court plaster. It has been ,LtMNM

before the public for a " kewcep

long period of years, and has

always snven satisfaction.

For all kinds of cuts, scrapes,

scratches, and burns, it is anti-
septic and healing. For chapped
lips, chapped hands, chilblains,

corns, etc., it is unsurpassed, form-
ing a tough flexible water-proof
him or "new
skin ” which pro-
tects the damag-

ed part against
NEW PACKAt

irritation, dirt
and infection.
id, 25 and 50
cents per pack-
age at all drug- iy
g | StS WATERPROOF
Liquid Court
“ Pawl it ivith Plaster
.Yid+- Skin and 0N
loro/'t it ! ARG ASERTI

BLiPNS.SLfSTERS ETC.

NEWSKIN COMPANY

DEP'T §,

BROOKLYN, NEW YORK CITY

NEW CARTON
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Wasted Time
Turned to Account

Hanging out with the boys on the corner may be harmless enough ; there may not
be much amiss in being a “ good sport;” but this sort of thing will not make your pay
envelope any fatter, nor will it boost your position. It’s so easy putting in all your spare

time enjoying yOUTSelf—but every moment so spent will exact a bitter reckoning later on
—when it’s all too late.

Make a change NOW —just as thousands of men, just like yourself, have already
done. Devote some of your wasted time to qualifying yourself for a better position and
salary. Don’t forget that hours wasted on the corner or in the poolroom are worth thou-
sands of dollars to you if properly applied.

There is an easy way for you, by which you can succeed as well as others.Haveyou
enough ambition to find out about it ?

First of all,read how some of these men have ‘““made good "’ in sparetime through the
help of the International Correspondence Schools. These men were just like you—they
liked a good time—they were poorly paid—some of them hadn't much schooling beyond
the ability to read and write—some lived thousands of miles away. Butthe I. C. S.
went to them and trained them in their own homes and spare time. They “ won out”
just as YOU CAN.

John E. Quigley moved up from section hand to trainman ; Frank H. Foote
from lineman to superintendent; Charles A. Harmon from night engineer to
chief engineer; Victor Haney from bookkeeper to civil engineer ; O. H. W agstafl
from night overseer to superintendent at two and a half times his former
salary. And so on—ever the story of up, up, up—from “ good time ” days

to good salary and good position days,which, after all, bring the
greatest happiness. You can be helped in just the same way. If

you wish,we will give you the addresses of these men and a
fm/mion«H te M1 notl oclr fnam t

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Ahgosy.
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Will Fit You
For a Big Position

Simply forget who you are, what you do, where you live, what schooling you have
had, how little you get on pa}- day, or what your age. Just mark the attached coupon
opposite the occupation in which you would like to succeed. Then the I. C. S. will re-
move all obstacles by telling you of the very way by which you can become an expert
without leaving home or your present position. Marking and mailing the coupon costs
you only a postage stamp, and places you under no obligation. Thel. C. S. method is the
one by which you can succeed and this is your opportunity to learn how you can succeed.

Do it now. Don't putit off. ‘‘Some
other time ”” never comes. Get that lead
pencil out of your pocket, mark the coupon
and mail it now. You’re facing a mighty o )
serious life-problem ifyou only knew it. Are I '”ter”%tg?(“al5%”"%%’@2%?8%vspcﬂf)o's‘
ijOU going to master it, or let it master you ? : Please explain, without further obligation on my part,

| how I can qualify for the position, trade or profession

o f hich 1 h ked .
You can succeed. You can join the thou- before whic ave marked x

sands of successful I. C. S. students who at
the rate of 300 a month VOLUNTARILY
report advancement in salary and position,
due wholly to I. C. S. help. 316 heard
from during September. You can get out
of therut. You canwin aplace in the world.
.Areyou really ambitious enough to find out?

Then do it NOW—MARK AND MAIL
THE COUPON.

Automobile Running
Hine Superintendent
Mine Foreman
Plumbing, Steam Fitting
Concrete Construction
Civil Engineer
Textile Manufacturing
Stationary Engineer
Telephone Expert
M eehan. Engineer
Mechanical Draftsman
Electrical Engineer
Elcc. Lighting Supt.
Electric W lreman

City

Civil Service

Architect Spanish
Cliem 1st J French
Lungiiages— German
Banking (Italian

Building Contractor
Architectural Draftsman
Industrial Designing
Commercial Illustrating
W indow Trimmin
Show Card W riting
Advertising Sian
Stenographer
Bookkeeper

Stat*

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Ahgost.
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S a Christmas Gift for men the Gillette Safety Razor
has unique advantages.

In more than Thirty Thousand stores you will find
it afeature of the Holiday display, and there is wusually a
throng of women around the Gillette counter.

It isthe one gift selection in which no mistake can
be made. No matter what a man’s age, habits or peculiari-
ties, he is sure to be interested in a Gillette. If he already
owns one he is glad to have another one.

GILLETTE SALES COMPANY, 26W. Second Street, Boston

New York, Times Building Chicago, Stock Exchange Building Gillette Safety Razor. Ltd.. London
Eastern Office, Shanghai, China Canadian Office, 63 St. Alexander Street, Montreal

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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The Gillette is always acceptable, always practical; it is

something that is used every day and it lasts a lifetime.
Another thing—in buying a Gillette you can make your expenditure fit your
purse. The case may be of Metal, Morocco Grain Leather, Real Seal or English

Pigskin ; the Razor silver or gold plated.
You can buy a Standard set at fj, a Pocket Edition at $5 to $6. Combination

and Travelers’ sets at $6 to $50.
There are now two sizes of blade packets, 12 double-edged blades, $1.00;

6 double-edged blades, 50c.
Write, and we will send you an illustrated pamphlet.

GILLETTE SALES COMPANY, 26W. Second Street, Boston
Factories: Boston, Montreal, Leicester, Berlin, Paris

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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NABISCO

SUGAR WAFERS

In ten cent tins
Also in twenty-five cent tins.

Try CHOCOLATE TOKENS—the enticing good,
ness of Nabisco enclosed in a shell of rich chocolate.

NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Abgost.
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Two Classes

of

Fair Women

Some are fair because they
happen so.

Others attain the clear, rosy
complexion, smooth velvety
skin, bright eyes, easy, graceful
poise, as a result of carefully
selected food and drink that
properly nourishes the body,

knowing that a fair complexion is the outward token of
health within.

A beautiful woman seldom remains beautiful if she con-
tinues to drink coffee which is often the cause of various
aches and ills.

Health is a Divine Gift—always ready for us, and pro-
duces more pleasure than any other one thing.

When well-made

POSTUM

is used in place of coffee, relief from aches and ills set up by
coffee is to be expected and Nature can then restore the rosy
bloom of health.

Postum contains the pure, wholesome elements of the field
grain, which build and strengthen the nerves and vital organs.

Every woman should read the little book, in packages
of Postum for “The Road to Wellville,” is a good road to
healthful beauty.

“There's a Reason”

Postum Cereal Company, Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich., U. S. A.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Aroosy.
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THE BEST ICE AND ROLLER SKATES

THE SAMUEL WINSLOW SKATE MFG. CO., Worcester, Mass., U. S. A.

NEW YORK LONDON PARIS
84 Chambers Street 8 Long Lane, E. C. 64, Avenne de la Grande Armee

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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A sure Way for OPPORTUNITY COUPON

you to make
more money

American School of Correspondence, Chicago

Please send me your bulletin and advise me how
I can qualify forthe position marked "X”

...... Book-keeper ... Draftsman

...... Stenographer ...Architect
Accountant ... Civil Engineer
Cost Accountant ... Automobile Eng*n*r
Systematizer ... Electrical Engineer
Cert’Pd PublicAc’n't ... Sanitary Engineer
Auditor .. Mechanical Eng’n'r
Business Manager ... Steam Engineer
Commercial Law ... Fire Ins. Engineer

Reclamation Eng’n'r ... College Preparatory

OCCUPATION..
Argosy, 12-°10

V7'0U can get paid
better for knowing
things than for merely

doing things. Knowl-

edge is power. There never
was a time when it was as

easy to get well paid for know-
ing things as it is right now;
butyou must know at least one
thing well; thoroughly.

As soon as you show increased
knowledge, positions will seek you;
you won’t need to look for a better
job; it will find you. We are prov-
ing this every day with hundreds of

pupils.

Study at night or during spare hours and
cash the knowledge gained. It’s easily

done; it’s the way all successful men have
done. Know something and get paid for
knowing it.

Sign and send us the above coupon and let us show
you how we will help you to make more money.

American School of Correspondence

CHICAGO, ILL., U. S. A.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.
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Round Shoulders Make Weaklings

and Prevent Proper Breathing

Nulife

Straightens Round Shoulders Instantly

and Compels Deep Breathing

You can’t buy a new body, but you can
have by wearing Nulife. -

improve the one you
Prof. Charles Munter

Nulife makes every organ of the body do its work properly. For perfect

health this is necessary. Nulifeexpands the chest from two

to six inches, straightens round

shoulders instantly, reduces the abdomen to symmetrical proportions and compels you to
walk, stand and sit correctly all the time. You owe it to yourself to consider these facts.

The %reatest vitality com es from the greatest
expands the lungs to their fullest capacity and holds them

chest expansion. Nulife
open to receive all the air that

continued deep breathing draws into them. You may realize the importance of deep

breathing, but without Nulife you forget to breathe deeply when your mind becomes

absorbed in other matters. With Nulife you will unconscwusl‘y reathe deeply and
N

regularly all the time; that is the secret of the great success o

watchman over your breathing organs.

You must use all of your lungs all the time if
you wear Nulife, causing acontinuous internal massage
with nature’s tonic,fresh air. This is a positive preventive
of all throat, lung, nasal and many other internal disorders
arising from improper breathing.

Prof. Charles Munter’s

Nulife

For Man, Woman and Child
Trade (PATENTED) Mark

Nulife has displaced all other antiquated and useless
braces and is the only scientific body support which rests
the back and relieves fatigue.

Nulife is not made of steel, buckles and rubber—
it is a light-weight, washable garment, so simple that
any child can put it on. That buoyant spirit, so
necessary to success in any calling, always comes after
wearing Nulife. It holds the spine and head erect, induc-
ing regular blood circulation and filling the brain cells
with pure blood at every heart beat.

For growing boys and girls Nulife is invaluable. It holds them erect and gives
every organ an opportunity to work. They grow into vigorous adults, able to resist the
germs of disease. Many children are born frail, delicate and deformed, and with the
least assistance during their childhood, become strong and healthy afterward. These
children in their youth may have no visible deformity, but are continually ailing from
some unknown cause. By Nulife all this is eradicated and prevented.—It compels the
deepest breathing, the real vital force of life. Deformities and diseases disappear.

Women’s physical beauty is impossible without physical perfection of form.
With Nulife they get that grace, symmetry and poise which no steels can give, allowing
the body to be flexible and comfortable and not restrained in the vise of metal supports,
which most corsets contain. It is worn with or without a corset.

This Guarantee Goes With Every Nulife

lguarantee that Nulife will straighten round
shoulders, ex&)and your chest two to six inches, increase
your height and compel free, regular, deep breathing as
Nature wants you to do. The price of Nulife isnow S3.00.

ulife. It acts like a

Go to your furnisher, druggist

or department store, and if they cannot supply the genuine Nu life, send direct to us and
it will be sent prepaid to your address, and | know you will be well pleased and recom-

mend Nulife to your friends after you receive and wear it.

To order correctly give Chest

Measure (close up under arm pits and completely around the body), with your Height,

Weight and Waist Measure, and state whether for male or

female.

serd iy '™ Illustrated Book FREE

Iwill send you free the Nulife booklet which tells you all about Nulife. what
it has done for others and will do for you. This booklet is filled with illustrations and
reading matter that clearly describe the efficiency and benefits of this wonderful garment.
You ought to know these facts whether you ever expect to purchase Nulife or not. Send

your name and address, plainly written, to
life B

Prof. Ghas. Munter, is-15w 34t &t (oes

il
ar

fine) New York

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

A LIVING FROM POULTRY

$1,500.00 from 60 Hens in Ten Months on a City
Lot 40 Feet Square

rTtO the average poultry-
* man that would seem
impossible, and when we tell
you that we have actually
done a $1500 poultry bus-
iness with 60 hens on a
corner in the city garden 40
feet wide by 40 feet long,
we are simply stating facts.
It would not be possible to
get such returns by any one
of the systems of poultry
keeping recommended and
practiced by the American
people, still it can be ac-
complished by the

PHILO
SYSTEM

THE PHILO SYSTEM IS UNLIKE ALL OTHER WAVS OF KEEPING
POULTRY

an«<. in many respects just the reverse, accomplishing tilings fn poultry work

that have always been considered impossible, au<l getting unheard-of results
that are hard to believe without seeing

THE NEW SYSTEM COVERS ALL BRANCHES OF THE WORK
NECESSARY FOR SUCCESS
from selecting the breeders to marketing the product. Ittells how to geteggs
that will hatch, how to hatch nearly every egg and how to raise nearly all the
chicks hatched. It given complete p ans in detail how to make everything
necessary to run the business and at leg* than half the cost required to handle
tMe poultry busiucs* in any <ther manner

TWO-POUND BROILERS IN EIGHT WEEKS
are raised in a space ofless than a square foot to the broiler, and the broilers
are of the very best quality, bringing here 3 cents a pound above tlie highest
market price.

OUR SIX-MONTH-OLD PULLETS ARE LAYING AT THE RATE OF
24 EGGS EACH PER MONTH

In a space of two square feet for each bird. No green cut bone of any descrip-

tion is fed aird t .e food used is inexpensive as compared with foo-l others

are using.

Our new book, THE IMIILO SYSTEM OF POULTRY KEEPING, gives full
particulars regard ng these wonderful dis<nverie*. with simple, easy-to-
understand directions that are right to the point, and i5 ]J>ages of i.lustra-
tions showing all branches of the work fr«.m start to finish. «

DONT LET THE CHICKS DIE IN THE SHELL
One of the secrets of success is to save all the chicken* that are fully de-
veloped at hatching time, whether they can crack the s ell or not. It is a
simple trirk. and believed to be th** secret of the am-lent Egyptians and
Chinese which enabled them to sell the chicks at 10 cents a dozen

CHICKEN FEED AT FIFTEEN CENTS A BUSHEL
Our book tells how to make the best green food with but little trouble and
have a good supply any day In the jear, winter or summer. It is Just as

Photograph Showing a Portion of the Philo National Poultry Institute Poultry Plant, Where There
Are Now Over 5,000 Pedigree White Orpingtons on Less Than a Half Acre of Land.

Note the condition ot Ihfse three months old pullets
generations have never been allowed to run outside the coops

These pullets and their ancestors for seteu

impossible to fret a large egg yield without green food as It la to keep a cow
without hay or fodder.

OUR NEW BROODER SAVES 2 CENTS ON EACH CHICKEN
No lamp required. No danger of chilling, over-heating or burning up the
chh-kens as with brooders tisin® lamps or any kind ot fire. They also keep the
lice off the chicken* automatically or kill any that may be on them when
placed fn the brooder. Our book gives full plans and the right to make aud
use them. One can easily be made in an hour at a cost of 25 to 50 cents.

TESTIMONIALS
My Dkar Mb. Phii.o Valley Palls, N. Y., Oct. 1,1910
After another year’s work with your System of Poultry Keeping (making
three 'ears in all) I am thoroughly convinced of its practicability. | raised
all my chicks In your Brooder-Coops containing your Fireless Brooders, aud
kept them there until they were nearly matured, decreasing the number in
each coop, however, as they grew in size. Those who have visited my plant
have been unanimous in their praise of my birds raised by this System.
Sincerely yours, (Bev.) E. B. Templer.
Mb. E. R. Phito, Elmira, N. Y. Elmira, N. Y., Oct. 20, 1909.
Dear Sir :—No doubt you will be interested to learn of our success in keep-
ing poultry by the Philo System. Our first year’s work is now nearly com-
pleted. It has given us an income of over $500.00 from six pedk-ree hens and
one cockerel. Had we understood the work as well as we now do after a
year's experience, we could easily have made over $1000.00 from the six hens
In addition to the profits from the sale of pedigree chicks we have cleared
over $960.00, running our Hatchery plant, consisting of 56 Cycle Hatchers. We
are pleased with the results, and expect to do better the coming year. W ith
best wishes, we are Very truly yours, (Mrs.) C. P. Goodrich.
Mb. E. R. Phito, Elmira, N. Y. South Britain, Conn., April 19, 1909.
Dear Sir:—I have followed your System as close as | could ; the result is a
complete success If there can be any improvement on nature, your brooder
is it. The first experience | had with your System was last December. |
batched 17 chicks under two hens, put them as soon as hatched in one of
your brooders out of doors, and at the age of three months | sold them at S5c.
a pound. They then averaged 2% Ibs. each, and the man | sold them to said
they were the finest he ever saw, and he wants all | can spare this season.
Yours truly, A. E. Nelson.

SPECIAL OFFER

Send $1.00 for one
year’ subscription to
the Poultry Review, a
monthly magazine de-
voted to progressive
methods of poultry
keeping, andwe willin-
clude, without charge,
a copy of the latest
revised edition of the
Philo System Book.

E. R. PHILO, Publisher

2598 Lake St., Elmira, N.Y.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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S C | Q Cear Profit In Fifty-One Days
9 1 0 From an Investment of $150

The above sum is the result from operating one American
Box Ball Alley. Two others cleared over $2,000 first year.
Four others over $1,200 in two months. Four others took

;in $3,200 in nine months.

[Co in This Business Yourself

You can start with $50. Nearly 7,000 alleys have been
sold to date. More popular today than ever. These alleys
pay from $30 to $75 each per week in any town. No
gambling device, but the best thing on earth for clean amuse-
ment and physical exercise. Patronized by the best people,
who form clubs and bring their friends.

Women as well as men become enthusiastic patrons of
your box ball alleys. The game has all the fascination of
bowling without being so fatiguing.

No special floor is required, you have no operating ex-
penses. The balls return by a simple gravity device and the
players set up the pins bv a lever, so you need no pinboys.
Alleys can be taken down, set up or moved quickly.

We sell only one customer in towns of moderate size.
Write today for booklet and easy payment plan.

American Box Ball Co., 1542 Van Boren Street, Indianapolis, Ind.

\With

SepadCinfner

These pure, sweet and
gentie emollients not only
preserve, purify and beauti-
fy the skin, scalp, hair and

hands but tend to prevent

clogging of the. pores, the . i !D'%Eg
common cause of pimples,

blackheads, redness, rough- W&j/ n

If you are deaf or hard of hearing, do not fail

ness and Other unslghtly to send your name and address to-day and get
- . 1 our Electrophone on thirty days’ home trial.
and ann0y|ng Condltlons- 1t i9truly a wonderful Instrument, perfected to such

Sold throughout the world. Depots: London, 27 a degree that the deafest person can hear the faintest
Charterhouse Sq.; Paris 10. Rue de la Chaussee sound and enjoy all the pleasuresof church, theatre, public
d’Antin: Australia. R. Towns Co.. Sydney: India. speaking or ordinary conversation. Over 10,000 in use.
B. K. Paul, Calcutta: China. Hone Kong Drug Co.; Enthubsliastiﬁ testimonials frokm responaible people. Adlm?lst

o ! . . ; N invisible when in use. Makes you hear and' gradually
JLatF[Jié.nCa’\;;leafly:v?/-n Lett?;:'; Joskl,_l\) Psgfteéf[r)ll?l?'e T.%nhneomn,. _ restores your hearing. If you are deafor hard of hearing,
Corp.. Sole Prons.. 133 Columbus Ave., Boston. i besureand write at once.

a”-32-paee Cutlcura Book, post-free, a nulde to ! STOLZ ELECTROPHONE CO,.
xhe Best Care and Treatment of Skin and Scalp. |’\8’\’\’\Stewar|\/| 3u|(idm g’\J’\StateSt’\hmago,

In “irsdaitlg any al*rtivainmt on this ;e it is disimbH ¢ you mention THe Ancosy.
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SPIRAL STROPPER %
The Shaving Outfit of the World

stands in a class by itself, at the very pinnacle of ' M

safety razor invention. 1
‘I never knew before the luxury of a perfect shave,
is the message coming daily, from hundreds who use

the Leslie Safety Razor.
We have demonstrated to thousands the [ &G0
this superb shaving outfit—the acme of shaving comfort.
No one would question the practical value of
a safety razor if he knew the blades could be ¢
kept sharp. It is the missing edge that i
makes pessimists. Dull blades thrown away
by the dozen tend to discouragement. H
The Leslie Shaving Outfit supplies what no »
other razor does—a perfect, rapid, automatic M
means of stropping the blade, creating and preserv-
ing the keenest possible edge, conquering the toughest and most obstinate beard, i

The Public Has Been Waiting for a Real Safety Razor m

one having a perfect blade which can be kept in condition, and here it is
The Leslie Holder with its smooth, straight guard without teeth, so arranged
that you can adjust a blade in a twinkling, has called forth expressions of

delight from thousands who have used it.
The Leslie Blades are made from the most
costly imported razor steel, and in connection
with our improved secret processes of manu-
la facture embody results far superior in shaving
jo, quality and durability to any razor bladf
#e. hitherto produced.

Six blades are intended to last for years with proper
treatment, and they will do it—the Spiral Stropper
takes care of that.
Get converted. Ask your dealer to show you
the Leslie to-day. Take it home and try itall
you like for 30 days Take it back if it doesn’t
suit. If your dealer doesn’t carry it, or will
not permit this trial, write us.
Send for handsome booklet and testimonials.

The initial cost cf Leslie Manufacturing Co o

the Leslie Shaving . Boston, U. S, A.
Ooutfit Holder, ‘mtP-;

6 Blades and

Spiral Stropper—

is $5.00.

The Spiral Stropper

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.
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' et’s make the Christmas Candy
_J at home. Use Karo Syrup and follow the €68y,

Karo recipes—Fondant Creams, Chocolates, Glace Nuts and

Fruits, Fudges, Taffies, “ Divinities,” etc.

The NEW KarO (Extra Quality)
is exactly the same candy syrup that
the finest confectioners use. Clear as
strained honey —delicate in flavor.
Look for the red label.

KarO (Golden Brown) is fine for
Taffies and Fudges—blue label.

Send your name on a post.card today
for the Karo Cook Book—%.

CORN PRODUCTS REFINING CO.
Dept. D NEW YORK P. 0. Box 161

fE-SLED THAT STEERS’ i

Every Boy and Girl
W ants a FLEXIBLE FLYER!

The ideal Christmas gift. Nothing will make
f 11 f the children happier. The Flexible Flyer is the
safest, speediest and most economical sled made. Steers'
by the mere pressure of hand or foot on the steering-bar,’
past all other sleds and around every obstacle. No dragging
the feet. The FLEXIBLE FLYER saves its cost in boots
and shoes alone the first season. Prevents wet feet, colds, doc-
tors’ bills. Light, easy to pull up hill, yet so strong and sci-
entifically constructed it outlasts three ordinary sleds.

Years ago we patented the principle of the famous FLEXIBLE FLYER steering-bar
and now every one recognizes the superiority of “the sled that steers™.

~Our patented grooved runners prevent ‘*skidding’’ and
are far superior to flat or rounded runners used
on other sleds. The Flexible Flyer has many
other exclusive advantages. Ask your dealerto
show them to you. Insist on the Flexible
Flyer and look for the trade-mark.
Card«board model free

Letussend it. Also booklet, beautifully illustrated
in colors showing coasting scenes, etc. A pos-
tal will bring both. WRITE TODAY! Do
A it now before you forget it. rfjlISTB
S L Allen 4 Co., Box 1102 R Phila., Pa.

Wins Every Race!

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Ahgost.
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ERE'S the place where $ <] rt A A A _
two egg-raisers make X M AVV/V/ ClI V C ui

~4 glimpse of the three great laying houses, with 4*500 pullets always at work

EADER, if you want to know how two city people, in poor health
R and without experience, have in a few years built up an egg
business that clears over $12,000 a year, subscribe now for the

FARM JOURNAL

and get with it the CORNING EGG-BOOK, which tells all the secrets
of their success, and describes all their methods. (See offer below.)

Talk about “ best-selling novels” ! Why, nearly 100,000 copies of
this book sold in less than six months'! You see, these men discarded old methods, ana in spite
of many failures, stuck at it until they learned the secret of making hens LAY THE MOST
EGGS IN WINTER. That discovery marked a new era in poultry raising, and others are eagerly
studying their methods.

Their success opens up to thousands a new money-making business of unlimited possibilities.
W ith this book for a guide, men or women living in or near cities can raise eggs the year round,
and sell them at high prices, or eat them and save the high prices. The demand for fresh eggs,
especially in winter, is never satisfied. Learn how to supply rich customers regularly, and they
will take all you can raise, at high prices. Egg-raising is much simpler than poultry raising.
The hard work of Killing, dressing, and marketing fowls is left out. The rest can be done by
men in poor health, women, school-boys, girls, and others not qualified for regular business.

The publishers of the Farm Journal saw the immense value of a book that should describe
the proved and tested nethodsof the Comings. So, after careful investigation, they decided to
publish the CORNING EGG-BOOK, and offer it to all subscribers to the Farm Journal, to make
the paper better known to all people, in city or country, who are interested ingivwing things.

The FARM JOURNAL is made for every one, in town or country, who
grows poultry, eggs, fruit, vegetables, milk, butter, honey, étc., as well as grain and cattle. It
has the largest circulation of any farm paper in the world—o0Ver 750,000. It has
departments devoted to housekeeping, dressmaking, recipes, and bright, fresh reading for bovs
and girls. It is brief, crisp, condensed and PRACTICAL. No long-winded essays. “ Cream,
not skim-milk,” is its motto. It is now running a series called “ Back to ihe Soil,” true stories of city people who
have changed to country life, intensely interesting. It never prints a medical or trashy advertisement, and its
columns are an absolutely reliable guide in buying. Most of its subscribers pay five toten years ahead. It
is a special favorite with women. Every one who has a garden, yard, flower-bed, or even a kitchen, ought to
have this bright, cheery, useful home paper. Those who exist in city flats ought by all means to get it, for it
brings a whiff of outdoor life into their prisons, and may help them to break out and escape to the country.

CPECIAL OFFER: We will send, Cut out and send this Coupon
postpaid, the Farm Journal for FOUR FULL
YEARS, and the Corning Egg-Book,

both for $1.00

Farm Journal, 138Clifton St., Philadelphia

and the Corning Egg-Book, to

cash, money order, check, or stamps, Book and Name
paper may go to different addresses, if desired.
P. O
FARM JOURNAL, 138 Clifton St., Philadelphia
.D Slate

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Abgosy
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Enclosed find $1.00. Send the Farm Journal
for four years, beginning with the December issue,
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Ostermoor a Co.1 Mayvillb, N.Y.. July 5. 1910.

In 1878—thirty-two years ago—I purchased Ostermoor
Cushions for the pews of the M. E. Church. They are as good
today as the day they came and have kept their shape perfectly.

The Ostermoor Mattress | purchased at the same time for my-
self, has been in constant use these thirty-two years and has never
needed any repairs, is exceedingly comfonable, and stands
up good and square. It is in all respects as
good asnew. Yours respectfully

A H. Godard

'T'THERE is a vast difference between a
stuffed imitation and a genuine

Ostermoor. That difference is just the

difference between proof and claim.

Ostermoor proves by publishing exactly what
is said of it by people who have used it from
twenty-five to fifty years. If any other mattress
maker can show similar letters, why doesn’t he
do it—and sto~ the “ just as good as Ostermoor”
talk?

Meanwhile, buy Ostermoor on proof and be safe.

144-Page Book and Samples Free. Write.

There are Ostermoor dealers in most places. W rite
us, and we’ll give name of yours. We send mattresses
by express, prepaid, same day your check is received,
where we have no dealer, or ‘he has none in stock.
30 days’ free trial—money back if you want it.

OSTERMOOR & CO., 110 Elizabeth St., New York
Canadian Ap&q : Alaska Feather &Doan o, Ltd., Montreal.

MATTRESSES OCBT
Express Prepaid
Best blue and white
ticking
4'6"wide 45IpsS15.
Intwo! S50cextra
Dust proof,
satin finish ticking,
11.50 more.
Mercerized
French Art Twills,
$3.00 more.

In answering any advertisement on this page it

for Whooping Cough,
Croup, Asthma,
Sore Throat, Coughs,
Bronchitis, Colds,
“Used whileyou sleep.” Diphtheria, Catarrh.

A simple, safe and effective treatment avoiding

drag{/s. .
aporized Cresolene stops the paroxysms of
Whooping Cough and relieves Croup at once.
It is a_boon to sufferers from Asthma. . .
The air rendered strongly antiseptic, inspired with
every breath, makes breatning easy, soothes the sore
throat and stops the®cough, assuring restful nights.
Cresolene relieves’the bronchial complications of
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the
treatment of Diphtheria. o
Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 30 years of
successful use. Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet.

For Sale by AIll Druggists

Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the
irritated throat,composed of slippery elm bark, licorice,
sugar and Cresolene. They cant harm you. Ofyour
druggist or from us, 10c in stamps.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 62 Cortlandt St.,New York
or Leeming-Miles Building, Montreal, Canada

Successful

Farming

Among people who can afford luxuries there is
great demand for a regular supply of fresh eggs.
The few growers who can furnish them regularly,
winter and summer alike, get very high prices.

The Corning Egg-Book

entitled, “ $6.41 per Hen per Year” tells how two
men, in poor health, starting four years ago with only
thirty hens, made from their little egg-farm a clear
profit of over $12,000 last year. It tells all about
their experience, their failures, their methods; and
how others, men or women with good sense, care and
faithful work, can make money in the same way.
Not a detail left out. Eleventh edition now ready,
revised and up-to-date.

The Corning Egg-Book is sold in combination with
the Farm Journal, Philadelphia, Pa., and we have
made arrangements to make this

fpeciai O Mol * ERISHIMEI MANRSLIEnS"
the Coming Egg-Book and the Farm Journal for two
vears, and American Poultry Advocate two years—all
for $1.00 if order is sent at once to

American Poultry Advocate
18 Hodgkins Block Syracuse/N. Y.

is desirable that you mention The Abgost.
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|Kit

on credit
ForChristmas Presents—Make Your Selections Now

Write For Our Handsome Christmas Catalog [illedwith beautiful photographic illustrations

on s, solid gold Jewelry,
Silverware and Novelties for Christmas presents. Select any article you would like to own or present to a loved org_e; it will b_eygent
on approval to_your home, place of business or express office, without any obligation whatever on your part. | satisfactory in every
way, pay one-fifth down and keep it, balance in eight eaual monthly amounts. “If not satisfactory “return it. We gsy all charges and
take all risks. Every h_onestsperson’s credjt is good Wltg yis. Diamonds increase M value 15to 20% each year. iamond is the ideal
gift for a loved ong; it lasts forever, and every dwmwmemymw@@ard&md gnddgpod {udgmeélt*. Our r;glrlces are 10 to
S e 45 per eent tower n those ok the ordirary—edsh retail “Jjeiveler,” and our terms are easiest.

FULL JBAELED WAL THAM

in FHne 20-Year ColdHfilled Case.  Guaranteed to keep Accurate Tine
SENT ON FREE TRIAL, ALL CHARGES PREPAID.

You do notpay one penny until you have seen and

examined this High-Grade, Full Jeweled Waltham

Watch, with Patent Hairspring, in any style plain oi*
engraved Case, rightin your own hands.

No. 102—Men’s Round
Belcher Ring?. Fine bril-

liant white Diamond...... $38

GREATEST BARGAIN orrerep

EVER $7.60 Dowd. $3.80 a Month.

$1 a MONTH.

We trust every honest person. ]
away you live, or how small your salary or income we
a high-grade adjusted Waltham

will “trust you for

Watch, in

_}'nd I
he “Loftis System

THE OLD RELIABLE ORIGINAL DIAMOND
AND WATCH CREDIT HOUSE

92 to 98 STATE STREET, CHICAGCO, ILL
Pittsburg, Pa., and St. Louis, Mo.

Dept, P 63
Branch Stores:

F RONTIERSMEN are strong for Savage
Sporting Rifles. Just go out West and
ask the real sportsmen—men who scour

the mountains for deer, goats and grizzlies.

They know. Ask the season hunter who has
lived in foreign big game lands.

They preach what they know is best. They
tell you a 303 or 30:30 Savage Feather-
weight, with its smashing expanding bullet,
brings down the biggest game. That you
can rely on its quick handling and accuracy
when facing danger.* That its 6} Ibs. is
easy to carry.

INTERCHANGEABLE BARRELS IS

In answering any advertisement on this page

s gold case, warranted for 25 years andv\;]uar-

anteed to pass any Railroad inspection. free

Diamond Catalog tells all about our Eas
”—and how we send Wal

it

Nonatter how fal No.1221—1 adies Lof-

tis “Perfection” Ring.
Fine brilliant w hite
Diamond

$50

Ourb|% atch

ayment Plan $10 Down, $5 a Month.
am. Elgin and )
Illinois Watches, 18, 16, 12, and O” sizes, 19,21,

and 23 Jewel, anywhere without security or one
cent deposit. Badrgains in ladies’and men’s solid
%\cl)ld and gold-filled Watches for Christmas gifts.
e give better values and easierterms than any”
house in America. Write for our new, hand-
somely illustrated booklet,“ Historic Diamonds.**

They’ll tell you to stop the argument and
bring along the Savage ifyou want the game
and real pleasure of getting it.

Send for the new Savage catalogue.
Shows the latest, quickest handling, high-
power rifles in the world—Savage Feather-
weight, takedown, 6% Ibs., at $25.00. Its
303 or 30:30 barrel is interchangeable with
25:35 barrel.

If you’ll go to your dealer and examine a
Savage Rifle you will understand why fron-
tiersmen are strong for Savage. Savage
Arms Co., 8612 Savage Avenue, Utica, N. Y.

EXCLUSIVE SAVAGE FEATURE

is desirable that you mention The Aegost.
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Start the Christmas Stockings
With This Welcome Gift

A gift that is both delicious and
healthful—that pleases the “sweet tooth,”
and is fine for teeth, appetite and digestion.
Drop in a box of each the very first
thing, and share the delight of the folks
as they find them.
They’re great to settle that big Christmas dinner.

C OLG AN'S

Chewing Gum

MINT CHIPS VIOLET CHIPS

Flavored like the good Like the perfume
old-fashioned pepper- wafted from sweet
mint stick candy. violet meadows.

Snuggled away in each round metal box are ten of the
sweetest, most toothsome, thin chips, with such irresistible
flavors as you’ve never tasted before.

Don’t for a minute confound Colgan’s Mint Chips and

Violet Chips with any other chewing gum! And don’t for a
minute accept any substitutes that may be offered you!
You can buy these dainties almost everywhere. If

they're not sold near you, send us 10 cents in

stamps for a full size box of each, and you’ll

thoroughly enjoy their exquisite goodness.

COLGAN GUM CO., Inc.
Louisville, Ky.

Thp Sweetest Music
mrasf# in the World

% Free Trial

Entirely atour risk—youcan
try for yourself the most de-
lightful, most entertaining
self-playing instrument in the world—right
in your own home—no deposit required.
The famous

Il/Sira M usic Box We will send for your

plays any number of selections—popular
songs, old-time melodies and hymns—in
tones that are marvellously sweet and mel-
low. New music whenever you wish, simply
by putting on different “records.”

Youwill love “MiraMusic” because of the
wonderful richness ofits tones, the brilliancy
and variety of its musical expression. Its
sweetmellowness and peculiarly sympathetic
quality give Mira Music a charm that will
affordyougenuine enjoyment year afteryear.

W rite for Free Catalog

illustrating: and descrlblnfg the Mira and giving: full
details of our Free Trial Offerand Easy PaymentPlan.

No matter where you live we want to send
you one of these wonderful instruments on approval

mercial white, perfect diamond.
in any style 14 karat solid gold
mounting, express éjrepaid, for
, $30—%5 down and $3 per month;
ora Karatdiamond oflike qual-
Utyfor$60; $10 down and $5 per
IImonth.

Ifyou are interested inareliable
lwatch,we offeragentleman’sO.F.
>12, 16, or 18 size, or lady’s 6 size,
'plain or engraved, 20-year guar-

anteed gold filled case, fittedwith

genuine Elgln or Waltham move-

ment at $12.50; $3 down, $1.50
With hunting case $16 75.

W rite to-day for free catalog So ‘*Remltflrst
payment witli order or Have goods sent C.

—no depositrequired. _If you do notcare to keep it,
after actual trial, send it back at our expense. You
risk nothing:. Write lor the Free Catalog to-day.

Herbert LJose;j’rECo

Diamond Importers—W atcli Jobbers
2 17-2 19 (U24)State Street, Chicago

=2

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.
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THE WORLDS RIGHT ARM

An experience of over three-quarters
of a century in designing, making and test-
ing Revolvers is YOUR gain when you buy
a COLT.

The COLT is known and wused in every
country on the Globe because experience has
proved it to be the Strongest, Safest and most Reli- Vi
able revolver made.

COLT REVOLVERS and AUTOMATIC PISTOLS
are made in all desirable calibres, weights and sizes
the greatest variety with the most modern improvements,

Catalog No.15 mailed free on request. It will guide you in the
selection of THE RIGHT ARM foryour use.

COLT'S PATENT FIRE ARMS MFG. CO. HARTFORD, CONN.

Grandmother Used

Kingsford’s Com Starch. She made good
things to eat with it. For over 60 years
Kingsford’s has been celebrated for its ex-
treme delicacy and purity. It takes weeks of

old-fashioned care to produce

OSWEGO

CORNSTARCH

—uwhile ordinary corn starch can be made
in a few days. Yet you are asked
as much for these low-grade corn
starches as for Kingsford’s.
It will pay you in every way to insist
upon Kingsford’s Corn Starch.

The Cook Book *D” tells 4What a Cook Ought
to Know About Corn Starch/* i68 of the best recipes
you ever tried. It’s free—Just send your name on a
post card.

T. KINGSFORD & SON
OSWEGO, N. Y.
National Starch Company, Successors

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.



Such is the fame of Blue-jay Corn Plasters that more
than 10,000 are sold every day.

THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

Beautiful, sparkling Diamonds make ideal Xmas gifts! Nothing yon could
possibly select could surpass them in intrinsic value. Why not seftle the Gift
guestl_on by writing for the Beautiful Basch Book tilled with Choice Diamonds

elections at money-savmg prices! Only $97.50 per carat for genuine perfect
cut diamonds, guaranteed by the firm of L. Basch' & Co., known for 31 years as
the Great Diamond House of Values.

mt n r /m ® A With every purchase you get an iron*
/ Kascn YUBHMIUTICC find gignedttr, DR i&ICer e
Fnuarantee states that the diamond xou buy is a ?enuine, erfect cut stone of

e exactweight, color, size and qu Inty represented. Also we allow full pur-
chase price at any time in exchange for any diamond or other article in our
catalog, and we also agree to pay you back 90# of the price in cash within one
Year from date. If, on examining'the goods, you are not thoroughly convinced
hat they are at least 25# cheaper than you can buy elsewhere, the price will
be refunded you at once. Shipments sent C. O. D. with privilege of inspection
if desired. s to our responsibility, consult Dun’s or Bradstreet’s.

FHow the Basch Plan Worksg "¢ ! you euaranteed. gen-

ilege of selecting your own choice of mounting in rings, lockets, pins, etc.,
from our handsome and complete illustrated” catalog. You can pick out a
certain design ring, for example, with a one carat stone. The price will bo
$97.50 plus th'e cost of mounting. Same style design set with larger or smaller
stone will cost you more or less, based on caratweight, etc. Prices of both
diamonds and mountings in all styles are plainly marked in catalog.

Write for Basch Catalog D

monds,” showing hundreds of wonderful bargains, fully explains just how

yo . . ; R
inal importers. It also explains the new Basch plan of selling genuine, per-
fect cut diamonds at $97,60 per carat under our special guarantee plan.

Basch & Co., 272 State Street, Chicago, 111

Corns Gone In

48 Hours

No spreading liquid to cause soreness. No untidy

That is, by forty-five salve.

times, the largest sale in the world.

The reason is the effect of Blue-jay. A downy felt
ring instantly stops all the chafing and pain. At the
same time a wonderful medication begins disengaging
the corn.

In 48 hours you merely lift the corn out.

Unfailing. Painless. Perfectly safe.

Neat, simple, convenient—nothing else like it. It has
done this for millions. It will do it for you.

Get a package today of a druggist.

Prove, if you wish, before you buy, all that we
claim for Blue-jay. Just ask us and we’ll send a
sample—free.

Blue-jay Corn Plasters

Also Blue-jay
Bunion Plasters

15c and 25c¢
per Package

Bauer & Black, Chicago and New Y ork—Makers of Surgical Dressings, Etc.

In answering any advertisement on this page

it

is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.
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THE
SMOOTHEST TOBACCO

Christmas, and then the question, what
to give lather—what a man really
likes? A pound oi Velvet is sure to
please him. Its the kind of tobacco
that makes a man feel good. Velvet
is Burley tobacco. Not the ordinary
tobacco but the choicest leaves of the
plant cultivated, cured and mellowed
right. It smokes cool — it smokes
smooth and it tastes fine. Nor does
it burn the tongue. It's in a special,
handy tin, with a humidor top—an
ornament to any smoking table. He'll
be pleased— more than that—enthusi-
astic. Get a can today—now. Its a
ripping good surprise.

Spaulding & Merrick
Chicago, 11
In handsome pound and
half-pound packages with

humidor tops. Also in
Pockct size cans

10 cents
At any dealers

In answering any advertisement on this page it

XVVCij muai lcdu n jic ivuuiu piugicaa
—the biggest men in the field can’t go around tell-
ing what they know—but they can write it. And you
can read it—in our New Cyclopedia of Engineering
—the most valuable set of books on this subject
ever offered to Engineers. This Cyclopedia has
just been revised—this issue came from the press
only a few days ago.

As you will see from the synopsis below, these books
cover every subject you are likely to meet in practical
engineerin%, They are interestingly written by well-
known authorities’ and are not only valuable for study-
ing, but also as permanent reference books.

The seven books contain 3.200 pages, size 7x10 inches,
and over 2,500 illustrations, full paie plates, diagrams,
etc. The regular price of these books Is $36.00, but as a
special introductory offer we have put the price at $18.80.

$2.00 Down $2.00 a Month

This price and these terms make it easy for any engineer to
secure the valuable set of books. Read the brief description
below and.see what you will get when you mail the coupon.

Our Protective Guarantee

Send for the Cyclopedia of Engineering, examine it carefully
and if, at the end of five days, you see that you need it, send us
your first 52.00 and $2.00 each month "thereafter until the
total, $18.80, has been paid. If the books are not satisfactory,
—don’i send us a cent—we will pay all charges. Use this coupon.

-READ THIS SYNOPSIS -

Construction of Boilers — Boiler Accessories — Fuel Economizers —
Mechanical Stokers — Steam Pumps — Steam Engines — Indicators —
Valve Gears—Steam Turbines—(Jus and Oil Engines—Fuels—Automo-
biles—Carbureters—Locomotive Boilers and Engines—The Air lirake
—Single-Phase Electric Bailway—Elevators—Marine Boilers—Marine
Engines—Heating and Ventilating—Compressed Ait— Transmission—
Absorption and Compression Befrigeration — Ammonia Machines —
Direct Current Dynamos and Motors—Management of Dynamos and
Motors—Electric Wiring—Electric Lighting, etc.

For a short time we will include, as a monthly sugplement, for
one year, the TECHNICAL WORLD MAGAZINE. This
is a regular $1.50 monthly, full of Twentieth Century Scientific
facts, written in popular form. Also contains the latest discus-
sion on timely topics in invention, discovery, industry, etc.

FREE EXAMINATION COUPON

American School of Correspondence
CHICAGO. V.S. A.

Please send set Cyclopedia of Engineering for 5 days’free examination.
Also Techrical World for 1 year. | will send $2.00 within 5 days and
$2.00 a month until | have paid $18.80; or notify you to send for the
books. Title not to pass until fully paid. Argosy, 12-'10

ADDRESS

OCCUPATION

is desirable that you mention The Abgost.
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STYLE
ECONOMY
FIT
COMFORT

ECLIPSE S
ALL OTHERS

The ordinary linen collar is quite overshadowed, for utility, by the |

Litholin Waterproofed Linen Collar—the reasons are plain.
laundering,—you just wipe it, white as new, with a damp cloth.

It doesnt need
It has the

correct, dull linen finish, and does not wilt nor fray. Made in all styles,—

the kind you have always worn, or any other.
With Litholin you are neat all the time, and save

year,—the cost $1.00.

Four collars will last a

daily. All *“turn-downs ” have a slip-easy space for the tie.

COLLARS 25 CENTS

CUFFS 50 CENTS

Avoid imitations and substitutes

I f not at your dealer's send, giving styles, size, how many, with remit-

tance, and we will mail postpaid.

THE FIBERLOID COMPANY,

This Suit, Tallored $
to Your Measure

Express Prepaid

Other suits and ovei'.oats in a wide
selection of exclusive weaves and latest
New York styles, $12.50 to $30,00.
| am a custom tailor—a maker
of guaranteed clothes to special
order. | will make a stylish
6uit or overcoat to your
measure—w Ithtrue qualit
tailored into every stitc
and seam—and charge you
lessthan you have to pay for
clumsy-looking, ready-made
garments.

| Take All Risk

| save you_the dealers’ big

profits and give you the kina

of clothes turned out by the

high-priced tailors of the big
cities.

for my handsome

styles and cloth

ire Kourself by my

ome system,

and material you

send me your order,

make up the cloth&es exactly

your measure—and ship them

Ss preﬁand, You examine

to see that they fit perfectly

and come up to my claims in every particu-

lar. I1fyoudon’t find everything entirely satisfactory, send

back the clothesand 1’ll return “every penny of your money.

That’s my guarantee. And my Bankers. The Wisconsin
National Bank of Milwaukee, (Resources, Twenty Million
Dollars) will tell you that I always keep my word.—KING

My Style Book is FREE. Send for it today.

King Tailoring Company

203 West Water St., Milwaukee, Wis.

In answering any advertisement on this page it

Styles Booklet free on request.
7 Waverly Place, New York

FOR HIM
and for HER
JUBILKKNIT
MOTOR
WRAP or
j REEFER.

Pearl, white or
black. Each in
a handsome
holiday box—
in $3.50, $5
& $6 qualities.

Knit on our own
looms of purest

Or, if you prefer, sive him a SOLIDS!1K four-in-hand or bat-tie.
SOLIDSILK rep or barathea, fifty plain shades. Foar-in-hainl» 5«c and
$1. Bat ties,. ,>()c. Also newest combinations of beautiful fao<-y stripes
and figures—all weaves. By mall from us if you can't find them at your
home store. Look for the SOLIDSILK label.

Ask us for free color card showing our fifty
plain shades of SOLIDSILK reps and baratheas.

LOUIS AUERBACH

842-846 Broadway

New York City SAMALK®  SCARVES

is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.
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OVER FIFTY YEARS A LEADER

Pure Australian lambs wool, also fine merinos. Made in five grades heavy weights and five
grades light weights. Natural grays and Camel Hair effects. Price 60$ under imported
goods of equal quality. $1.00, $1.25, $1.75, $2.00, $2.50 per garment. Our trade marks mean
perfection in every detail. For Sale by Leading Dealers Everywhere. Write for Booklet.

GLASTONBURY KNITTING COMPANY, Glastonbury, Conn.

Department H b IS Mills at Glastonbury and Manchester, Conn.

BARNEY
oston _ wtt
Skates for Christmas

B. &B. Skates are leading the processionjustas they have been
every winter for forty-flve years. Designed by authorities on
skating, made by master workmen, sold with a guarantee
that means something—you will make no mistake in buying
BARNEY & BERRY SKATES

We make skates for boys and girls, men and women All
grades at all prices, either Ice or Holler. This time have a pair
of the kind B. AB. make. For sale by deAlera everywhere

Asli I's for 211 HINVFISIFiXI I*-1'1 loir

Boston Garters are made

of beft materials in a clean

factory, by well-paid help.
Every pair warranted —
penalty, a new pair or your
money back.

Sample Pair,Cotton,25c.,Silk,50¢c.
M ailed on Ueceipt of Price.

George FR9ST Co.makers
BOSTON, MASS., USA.
"N SeethatBoston Garter

is stamped on the cla asp.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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—I—HE gift that is most appreciated by men is

something serviceable that adds to their per-
G\E HM A sonal comfort. Most men consider it a luxury to
have a pair of “ Shirley President” Suspenders for

each pair of trousers.
PNR G: W hen you select “ Shirley Presidents ” you know
you are giving “ him ” the best in suspenders—the
most comfortable kind because of the Sliding Cord

—the kind “lie” would choose were he buying
them himself.

The beautiful holiday box furnishes an attractive, presentation
package that gives a Christmas touch to the gift.

Price 50 cents from your dealer or from the factory to any

address.

Ifsyou wish to give a more expensive pair, send $1.00 to us
for Silk “ Shirley Presidents.” ~ Silk elastic webbing and full
Gilt Finished metal mountings.

Signed Guarantee On Every Pair
S U S P E N D E R S _Bl&y to-day and get part of your Christinas shopping off your
ind.

If you would like three beautiful Art Panels, size 10x14
inches (no advertising) for framing, send 25 cents for the

THE C. A. EDGARTON MANUFACTURING CO.

1708 Main Street Shirley, Mass.

3

it noiow - NO - HONING—NO GRINDING

GROUND

$2.50

CARBO MAGNETIC
STROP DE LUXE

50 The CARBO

MAGNETIC RAZOR

IS ALWAYS READY TO

DO ITS WORK with that consistent

aencate stroke characteristic only of the

'ARBO MAGNETIC. Askyour own dealer

nrst. ir ne has not Carbo Magnetic Razors we will send orife

to you, delivery charges prepaid, on receipt of price. Enjoy REAL SHAVING,

smoothest you have EVER EXPERIENCED. Use the razor every day for

THIRTY DAYS; then if it does not bear out every claim we make, return it
and YOUR MONEY WILL BE REFUNDED.

W rite foe Booklet, "H ints on Shaving”

GRIFFON CUTLERY WORKS 4“ rkay

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Abgost.
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$5.00 will buy a gift that’s

Premoette fitted zvith
Meniscus Lens

and Premoette
Automatic Shutter,
55.00.

Same camera for

2 \Kx 4 Vi pictures,
56.00.

sure to please anyone

P r e m o e t t e

A dainty little daylight loading camera—the
smallest and lightest obtainable for pictures of
practical size.

The simplest of cameras to operate, it will make
photography a pleasure for a boy or girl, a man
or woman of any age. And it will be a lasting
reminder of the donor for years to come.

The Premoette makes excellent pictures—equal
in quality to those made by the largest cameras.

Get our catalogue. It describes50 differentstyles and sizes of Premos
at prices from $2.00 to $200.00. It explains the wonderful Premo Film
Pack system of daylight loading films, used in the above camera, and
the Premo Film Pack Developing Tank. Free atthe dealer’, or a postal
request will bring it to your door by return mail.

IMPORTANT —In writing, please be sure to specify PREMO
Catalogue.

ROCHESTER OPTICAL DIVISION
EASTMAN KODAK CO. ROCHESTER, N. Y.

H ALF the money spent forWinter
Underwear would be saved—if
everybody bought Lambsdown.

And everybody would be twice as warm and comfortable.

Fleece Lined Underwear

is a warm and luxurious protection to
the body. Your physician will tell you that its heavy,
fleece-lining wards off colds and promotes good health.

You only need feel and examine a Lambsdown
garment to recognize its great durability—to know that it will

give two seasons’ service.

MADE FOR MEN AND BOYS
Lambsdown is one of the oldest of the famous Bodygard Un-
derwears. It far outvalues its low price. At your dealer’s,
in separate and Union garments at 50c., 75c., and up.
Write for Bodygard Underwear Book No. 37.
UTICA KNITTING CO., UTICA, N. Y.

Makers of Bodygard underwear—including Vellastic, Twolayr, and
Springtex. Bodygard in underwear assures perfect satisfaction and

greatest value

The Bodygard Shield is your safeguard. Look for it

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.
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Time in its flight falls lightly on
theface that isdaily cleansed with

DAGGETT &RAMSDELLS
Perfect Cold Cream

This has become the STANDARD of
the world. Refined women in every
country depend upon it as the ONE
indispensable toilet requisite. They
have reason to believe in it, for they

f.gAMORMC have used it constantly for 20 years.
They know that it improves their per-
sonal appearance. They have used it
as a cleanser, as a complexion beauti-
fter, asa soothing healing emollient for
all skin troubles and for massage. We
guarantee that it will not make hair
grow. It is “The kind that keeps”
in any climate under any conditions.
Tubes 10c, 25¢, and 50c.; Jars 357, 50c,
85c and $1.50, everywhere.
TRVAXj TUBE,and care-of-the-skin book,
! entitled, “ Beware the Finger of Time,”
M AILED FUEK.
Address Dept. G

Daggett & Ramsdell
D. k R.Hilw, NEW

m aasm

SECTION.

BURROWES BILLIARD
AND POOL TABLES

$I* DOWN

Puts into your home any Table worth from $6 to
$15. $2 a month pays balance. Higher priced
Tables on correspondingly easy terms.

We supply all cues, balls, etc., free.

BECOME AN EXPERT AT HOME

3"PH RROWES HOME BILLIARD AND POOL
TABLE is a scientifically built Combination Table,
adapted for the most expert play. It may be set on

our dining-room or library table, or mounted on

egs or stand. When notin use it may be set aside
out of the way.

IVO REJ) TAPK—On receipt of first i
we will’ship ruble. Piny on it ane week.
satisfactory return it. and we will refund m
« rite to-day for catalogue.

E T Burons G 23 Sing St Rrtlad. Méire

t

Has been so successful it is widely imitated, but

has never been equalled.
yonrown gas plant which o
lights. Pure white light, 10

Enables you to own

gerates any number of

to 1000candle power.

Casts no shadow. Odorless, greaeeless, smoke-

less. Absolutely safe.

Cheaper than any other

form of lighting.” Best for Homes, Stores, Hotels,
Churches, etc. Over 200styles. Every lamp war-
ranted. Agents wanted everywhere. Write for

catalog, now.

THE BEST LIGHT CO.
231 E. 5th St., Canton, O.

¢« $159 Dining Suite in Quartered White Oak
$70- Buys This

Lowest cash store prices as follows:

No. 429 ISnfTet with Itprrled French IMate Jllrror, 1?242.00
So. 42S <hina Cabinet....

No. 345 la-in. Pedestal Table, with 3 leaves. top
and jiedestal lock included .47.00
No. 100 tarver’s Chai 5.50

Five No. 100 I)Iner»,

ealer’s price, . . .
Comr-Paekt ™ price, 70.50

Two Xmas Books Mailed Free

Send for our big catalog and new supplement, full of
Christmas suggestions, showing over 200 splendid
pieces of Mission and Bungalow furniture, any oue sold
alone at half store price. W rite today lo

COME-PACKT FURNITURE CO.
1234 Edwin Street, Ann Arbor, Mich.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The

Abgosy.
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4083 *50.

4081
*16.

2640
*2.50

2184

£&f*45.

The Best of Xmas Gifts—A DIAMOND

Is there any gift for man or woman so accept-
able, so much to be desired, or so perman-
ently valuable as a really line diamond ?
If you wish to. confer upon anyone this most beautiful
of Christmas gifts or to have for your own use the very
finest grade of Blue White stone in any setting you
wish, our system of selling you

At Lowest Importers’ Prices
Brings our goods within reach of all.
We are one of the largest diamond dealers in the
world. We importour stones inthe * rough ” and finish
them here. We buy for spot cash in enormous quantities.
Instead of counting on a few sales at big prices, we figure
on a mass of sales at small profits. ~That’s why we can
sell you diamonds 20% lower than any other dealers.
We famish diamonds on credit to any
reputable man or woman on these terms :
20°/o with order and 10¢c per month.
You have the privilege of exchanging your purchase at
its full value. All transactions strictly confidential.
Any article here* illustrated or in our catalog No 10
sent express prepaid for your examination, returnable at

our expense if not perfectly satisfactory.
Send at once for our beautiful 65-page

2198 Christmas catalog No 10

It free. Select your
diamond before Christmas and get it ONn credit.

Special Holiday Discount of 10;r on all Cash Purchases.

J. M. LYON & CO.

71-73 Nassau Street

SOME CHRISTMAS ( SIENIAC HECRCL. NOATES
SUGGESTIONS  ( Pratical, Qnplete, Durade, Hamress

New York City

mpVERY boyinthe country can easily own a railroad.

Costs little and pays big dividends in fun. our
Models of Locomotives, Trains, Trolley Cars, Dyna-
mos, Lamps, etc. are practicable and durable in-
ventions. Equipped with dry batteries, no acids or
liquids used, perfectly safe and harmless. Electrical
toys instruct as well as amuse.

Catalog B, fully illustrated, quoting low prices—SENT FREE.

O1CARLISLE & HNCH a:

215 E, Clifton Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio
Largest Manufacturers Electrical Noveltiesin the World.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

$5oo,ooo

Get$12001

Next Month
$500,000 to change hands

One cent starts you

Any honest industrious
woman can enter

Hurry! Hurry ! Hurry!
Thousands of dollars already
distributed—

Coing on Daily.
10 people receive over $40,000.00

One penny started each. They tell you how
to get rich yourself.

$2212 in 2 weeks, went to Korstad (afarmer).

81200 one month $//00 another, to Stoneman
(an artist).

$13,245 IN 110 DAYS

Credited to Zimmerman (afarmer).
**5000 in 30 days to Wilson (a banker).
$1685 in 73 days, received by Rasp (an agent).
8*00 in 11 days and $4,000 to date received by
Oviatt (a minister).
82800 to Rogers (asurveyor).
86800 to Juell (aclerk).
82200 to Hoard (a doctor).
85000 to Hart (afarmer).

These are just a few—hundreds are sharing simi-
lar prosperity. Reads like fiction, yet it’s gospel
truth. Proven by sworn statements—
investigation—any proofyou want.

DON'T ENVY THESE PEOPLE-
JOIN HANDS -
WIN A FORTUNE

Let us give you the same
ng farm, town, and
onderful Bath

man or

Listen!

W INNERS

ma 1L

Do as they are doing.
high grade opportunity, supplyi
city homes with Allen*** W
Apparatus.

Somethin* new, different, »rand.

Wonderful but true—srive* every home a
hatli room for only 86.50: excels others
costing $200. Think ot it! So energizes water—
one gallon ample ; cleanses almost automatically;
110 plum bing—no w ater w ork*—self heat-
ing. Could anything be more popular? Agents, it’s
simply irresistible. Used by S. Govern*
ment. Beem writes: “ | averaged

$164.25 weekly for 3 months.” r.,.a«mr

Wilson sold 102 in 14 ria.vs ; Hart16in 3 hours;
Langley 8115 wortlk the first day; Reese solicited
60 people —sold 55. No wonder Cashman says
“ Men who couldn’t sell your goods couldn’t sell bread
in a famine,” and Lodewick, “ Lucky I answered ad;
it’s great; money eoniing fast: 17 orders
today.*9

Dr. D. Hoard

$500,000.00 StatRk

season. 75#

profit for you. Experience unneces-

sary. FREE SAMPLE AND CRED-

IT TOACTIVE AGENTS. Be first—get

exclusive rights—own a rip roaring business.
Make $8000 this year

Spare time means $15

daily. One cent

starts you—a mere
postal containing just
your name and address

RN —tliat's all. Get
8cction:il our amazing offer —
View it’s free.

The Allen Mfg. Co., 2075 Alien Bidg, Toledo, O.

In answering any advertisement on this page

Brass-Craft
Outfit FREE

Every one will be doing Brass-
Craft this season—it’s the bestand
most popular New Art Work of
recent years. All articles (except
fehades) are wood beautifully cov-
ered with brass, stamped with
design ready for the artist. Satis-
faction guaranteed.

We Give Away a Complete Outfit

consisting of Tool for Stipplin%Y polished maple combined
Mallet and Modeling Tool, Package Coloring Powder,
Steel Wool and Polishing Plush, and also complete
materials for handsome Brass-Craft Calendar worth $1.00
when decorated (see illustration), includes Brass Hanger,
Round Head Tacks, Calendar Pad and full directions. All
sent Free and prepaid to any one sending us 25 cents to pay
cost of packing, shipping, etc. Write today.

Ask for FREE Catalog S 10

Illustrates hundreds of new Brass-Craft articles suitable
for home Decoration, Gifts, etc. Shows how a little invest-
ment in materials and time can produce liberal returns in
both pleasure and profit.

THAYER & CHANDLER

737-739 Jackson Blvd. Chicago

AGENTS—$1.33 Per Hur

Caomer made it, SO <san you. Swain says, “Best
thing | everstruck.” Easy money maker. Hu};_h
School boy sold 36 boxes in"2 days—profit
912.60. Agentsgetbhigrepeatorders—build up
steady business Everybody wears hosiery
Guaranteed for 4 months against holes in heels and
toes. Send right back to us il not perfectly satisfac-
tory. J. R. Valentine sold 600 pairs In SO hours
—you can do as well—yes—I>etter. Worn goods
replaced free—no experience needed—we teach
you everything Hero's your one big chance—

don’t lose it—write today. Free samples.
CO., !»«!» Wayne St., DAYTON, OHIO

MOVING Pl 5TURE MACHINES

MAKE BIC MONEY

Almost no limit to the profits show-
ing in churches, school houses,
lodge halls, theatres, etc., or OEer-
ating FIVE' CENT THEATRES.
We'show you how to conduct the
business, “furnish complete outfits.
We rent films and slides. W ritetoday.
Catalogue free.

CHICAGO PROJECTING CO., 225 Dearborn St., Dept. 180, Chicago.

it is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.
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eThis5-Piece Mission Set &.s

These  are
splendid ex-
amples _of
our rare
diamond val-
ues. No. la

$100; No.

at$75; No.
3at$60. All
on our Easy
term plan.

This set con-
sists of Rock-
er, Arm
Chair, Li-
brary Table,
Foot Stool
and Book
Rack, com-
plete for only

$ 14£°

REH
Six Great Buy-On-Gredit Catalogs

Our Great Catalog: A—Fnrnltnr® and lionhpfurnishing*—Positively saves you money, shows you exactreproductions of
Carpets, Rugs. Portieres, Oilcloth and Linoleums in theiractual colors, also illustrates and describes Furniture, Curtains,
Crockery, Silverware, Baby Carriages, W ashing Machines, Sewing Machines, Office Desks
Catalog; B—Gives complete descriptions and illustrations of the World’s Best Stoves and Ranges.

Catalog; C—Illlustrates, describes and gives lowest prices on llusical Instruments, including

Pianos and Organs
Catalog: D—Great Watch and Jewelry guide; illustrates,describesand tellshow to save money
Clothing: for Men—Ask for Style Book No. 48—ittellsall about the lateststyles, prices, etc.

Clothing; for Women and Children—Complete book of latest styles and lowest prices;

ask for No. 24

One or all of these eleg;ant money saving; books are yours simply for

asking;—say which you want.

This g;reat mail order credit institution

Is the original concern to ship goods any place in America—and allow the use

of the g;oods while paying: for them.

Thousands of satisfied customers, and

a successful record of over 25 years—write now, this very minute, for our catalogs

1-4833—This elegant Reversible Brus>
sels Rug:, extra heavy, no seams, colors
green «md tan. Extra big value, latest pat-
tern and colors. Size, 9x12 feet

cash, One Dollar monthly pay-
ments. Total price......$

STRAUS &'sC

1070 35th Street S

TO BUY DIAMONDS

I1t’s simply MARVELOUS how easg we make it
for you to own a genuine diamond. Don’t be satis-
fied' with anything but the best pure white stone.
Buy a diamond that will increase in value and a
stone that you can be proud to wear. We offer such
a gem at the wholesale jobber’s price on the easiest
terms ever made by a "high-class diamond house.
Renich Diamonds are the _ver{_fmestgrade, cut by
lapidaries famous for their skill; sparkling, flash-
ing gems of the first water.

We givo you eight
LOWGSt Terms mont%s to é)ay for your
diamond, payable on terms of 20 per ‘cent down
when the diamond is delivered to you and 10 per
cent per month until paid. Thus a $50 diamond
ring will cost you 8§10 down and $5 per month. We
can sell you a diamond 15 to 20 per cent cheaper
than you can obtain it from your local dealer. Let
us prove to you before you spend a penny
how we make it possible to ‘enjoy the very choicest
genuine diamond ring, stud, earrings and watches"*
and all other grades of fine jewelry at rock bot- *

tom wholesalé figures on your own terms. ¥
Free Book g, (sl il <

even tninic oi ouy{)inga diamond orany * ~ <«
pleceofljewelr_y e sure and getour T
wholesale prices and our “easy

terms. Mail the coupon Nowl ////

W. £. Renich ]/
Company . s

126 State StreetA A Ry /
Dept. 1069 v

In answering any advertisement on this page it

1-1180—This Handsome Rock-
er, American quarter sawed oak fin-
ish, nicely carved, upholstered with
genuine chase leather, spring con-
struction. $1.00 cash, 50 Cents
monthly payments. Total

price.

HRAM, Inc

CHICAGO. ILL.

Greatest Typewriter
Offer Ever Made

Deposit 54_PrlCe | t
FeeTnal EaxsyTerms

You can get a standard visible
Typewriter on trial without obli-
gation. A personally written
proposition and interesting booklet
about typewriters will be sent on
receipt of name and address. Don’t
overlook this!

Typewriters
Distributing Syndicate
871 Masonic Temple, Chicago

is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.
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Startling, but True!

New Method of Cleaning Clothes.
Wash in 30to 50 Minutes.

Cleans

INV ENTION

No more Wash Day

Family

Woman’'s Hardest Work

Made Easy. No Rubbing. NoMotors. NoChemicals.

Not a Washing Machine

DOES

IN ONE OPERATION THE WORK OF WASH

BOARD, WASHING MACHINE and WASH BOILER.
S6 to $15 a Day to Agents—Free Sample.

U, *\\'Q.l OJm n,lI DIFFERENT. EASY—Pat on ani/ stove,
Ovv TiUfY Ollil [Jlv add water, tnen soap, then clothes—
move knob occasionally. In 5 to 8 minutes first batch clean—next

batch same way, same water—ln 30 to 50 minutes famil
labor, no |néury lo clothe**. Cleans noolcns.
et*, or colored clothes, as well as white goods,
clothes. Saves time. fuel, labor.
EASY in 30
before look entire day. All metal,
in weight. i
woman can use it.

Saves money.
strong, durable,

Saves washday drudgery.
Users Praise tlic 66Easy Way.%
J. McGee, Tenn.,
with Easy Way—another in 45 minutes.” Mrs.
*'| washed bedding, heavy quilts, curtains, etc.,
Mitchell, 0., writes Done a big washing in 45 minutes—sold
A. D. Poppleton, N.Y..— Gives perfect satisfaction.
overalls and fine clothes. Greatest thing on earth.”

TWO WEEKS WASHINC

Clothes cleaned without rubbing.” J. H. Barrett, Ark,,
Ways says:—"* You have the grandest invention | ever heard
Ga., says:—* Find check for 12 Easy W'ays. Greatest invention

forever abolishing miserable washday. Sells Itself.”
%ys pro
“Made 7 calls, sold 5 one
writes:—* Sold 4 this morning. Never yet turned down.” A. G.
Mont., ordered samFIe then
one shlpment GO0 Easy Ways to Russian agent
Verrett, La., sold 8in one day—(profit $24.00).
CAMDI E TfI
F R E E and appomtagents
family wants one.
Price only S$6.00 ready for use. Sent anywhere.
I'OI'll MONEY REFUNDED IF NOT SATISFACTORY. S(sendd
en
HARRISON MANUFACTURING CO,,
Earn while you learn
We furnish Students good paying positions for Prac-
goods because they actually earn $100 per month
Before qualifying for our Diploma. Hundreds of good
We give you a Business Training thatpays
The Practical School of Salesmanship, Dept. 22

Mrs. J. Brown sold 10 in 3
ay (profit $15: 00)
ceived Easy Way yesterday; sold 4 today—not out for orders.”
orders 75 more, saysEverybody wants one, best business
VH IfIlKET
away costly wash machines to use it. nly 2 sales a
osition, etc. COSTS NOTHING TO INVESTIGATE.
Earn $1000 to $5000 year
tical Training while studying.  Our Graduates can sell
positions now open. Be a high salaried man.
Sew Haven, Conn. Address nearestoffice Cleveland, Ohio

FREE

wash clean.
lannel*, blank-
finest laces, curtains,

io 50 minute* cleans washing;

1dozen, then 100—(profit 0ver$30000%3
0

| ever had,”

Easy Way new article, not worked to death.
People glad to see it demonstrated; buy W|th0ut being asked and throw
day means 836.00

Not sold in stores.

No
bed
which

sanitary, light
Easily used, cleaned, handled —always ready. Child or weakly

writes:—* One young lady cleaned day’s washing in one hour
T. Bullen, Canada, writes :—
without rubbing.”

Lauretta
three already.”

Washed bed quilts, greasy
F. E. Post, Pa., writes:—

IN 45 MINUTES.
after grderm\%% E

asy
yers,
to Womanhood

fit $30.00). K. J. Blevins, 0., writes:—
R. H. Latlmore

Pa.,
Wltt Pa..—* Re-
M'rs. Gerrish_,
Just marie
ucher, Mass.,
A. S.

AIICIITC WE WANT MANAGERS, AGENT

S, me
home or traveling, all of parttime, to show "take orders
Best seller out. Every

a week

Egfp*ORDER ONE FOR YOUR OWN USE.
for Free Sample offer* special agents’ pro
name and address anyway for full description. Write today.

1502 Harrison Building, Cincinnati, O.

SEE THEM BEFORE PAYING!

These Gems are chemical white sapphires.

Can’t be told from diamonds except by an

expert. Stand acid and fire diamond tests.

'So hard they can’t be filed and will cut glass. Bril-

liancy guaranteed25years. All mounted inl4Ksolid

gold diamond mountings. Will send you any style ring, pin

or stud on approval—all charges prepaid—no money in advance.
C7* Write for Free illustrated booklet, special prices and rinp measure.

WHITE VALLEY GEM CO.. 702 Sab Bid*, bdianapoKs. Ind

SIX SHOTS IN
ATALOGUE FOUR seconds $ 1 8
Perfect hammerless non-clogging action.
24 to 32 inch Genuine Imported DA-
MASCUS Barrel. Full length top rib gives instantaneous sight. Hinged breech block, all
working parts covered up; snow and dirt cannot get in. Solid steel wall always between shell 'and
shoote/. Taken down in ten seconds without tools. Black walnut stock, fine finish. Bore, gauge and drop of
stock optional. No extra char e for any feature named. Sent with privilege of examination if desired. Don't
buy until_you have read our FREE OK describing thispumn gun and our superb line of singles and doubles. Ask for
it today. THE UNION ARMS CO., 423 Auburndale. Toledo. P.. U. S.

In answering any advertisement on this page it

is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.
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325,000 Escape
Curse of Deafness

Little Invisible Sound Trans-
mitter Does Wonders
for the Deaf

Nearly halfa million victims of Deafness have escaped
from the Prison of Silence.

How did they do it ?

Bv the use of a marvelous little Sound Transmitter,
macle of Vibratory Rubber.

Nobody but a deaf man would have had the infinite
patience and doggdad determination to study and experi-
ment for years—to»perfect the tiny Transmitter. That
deaf man was Geo. H. Wilson.

Today, he can hear as well as anyone and is almost
idolized by the thousands who owe to his
genius their escape from deafness. Even
after Mr. Wilson had mastered the laws
of sound transmission, the prob-
lem was far from solved. He
must make the Transmitter out
of something exceedingly soft
and light, yet possessing great
vibratory power. The use of
metal was impossible in so deli-
cate a device. Ordinary rubber
did not possess the
necessary vibratory
qualities. Mr. Wilson
began experiments
witn rubber and final-

Idy succeeded in pro-

ucing what is known

as Vibratory Rubber.

This made it pos-
sible to perfect the
Sound Transmitter
which is commonly known as the
Wilson Ear Drum.

Do not confuse this device with
the speaking tubes or ear trum-
pets, or the complicated and ex-
pensive portable telephones which make
the wearer look conspicuous and feel
ridiculous. The Wilson Sound Trans-
mitter or ear drum is so small that it
rests completely out of sight in the ear holes.

So soft and comfortable that the wearer forgets all
about it. So magical in its results that it makes the
deaf hear distinctly, and |nstantl¥ So many deaf
people have written to Mr. Wilson for information in
regard to the Sound Transmitter that he has written a
little book about it. And just to make the story com-
plete, he has put in several hundred letters from people
of every station in life who are using his Sound Trans-
mitters.

Copies of this fascmatlngly interesting book are now
being mailed %ou wrish one, simply write a post card
|mmed|ate|y to the Wilson Ear Drum Co., 188 Todd
Bldg., Louisville, Ky. 9)

ANTI=NICOTINE PIPE

*“ Get the Pleasure Without the Poison.”  Traa® Mu*

The Pipe They Let Yon Smoke At Horae.

Looks and colors like meerschaum Three For

Absorbs the nicotine and ke.ps on

tasting sweet You never had $100

such an enjoyable smoke. Sent Prepaid
Order 3 or More Today. Anywhere

Il.Monges,the Smokers’ Friend, Money Hack |

159 Jlenxes Rid?., St. Louis, M< Not Satlsfweiory

The most up-to-date and complete lighting
system on the market Beautiful fixtures
forthe home. Attractive high candle power
inverted arcs forstores, halls, etc. Best propo-
sition for hustling agents. Write today for
terms and territory. Catalog free.

811'KRIOK MFG. CO.

3«0 Second St.,, Ann Arbor, Midi.

In answering any advertisement on this page it

[zZPW CE XMASBARGAIN

5(KDRAWWORKI
HANDKERCHIEFSk

*ONLY
Regular

ade

These handkerchiefs are warranted all genuine hand-
made and hand-drawn in above beautiful designs on
extra sheer, transparent handkerchief lawn. Imported
direct from our native workers; 11x 11in.; worked in
all 4 corners. Each 50c. Spemal Price Bargam To
advertise our genuine Mexican draw'll-work, <€
Indian Rugs, etc., we will send these four*PI L
handkerchiefs prepald foronly . N
regular price $2.00. Same handkerchiefs in rare, sheer,
pure Irish linen, regular price 75c each, the entire 4 for
only $1.50; regular price $8.00.

Orders filled the same day received.
anteed or money refunde

Wr'te today for our new Holiday
rree vaidiug Bargain Catalogof uncommon Mex-
ican and Indian Xmas Gifts, mailed FREE. 108 page
Complete Art Catalog for 6c. Beautiful Catalog of
Native Gems in actual colors, 4 cents.
THE FRANCIS E. LESTER CO., Dept. EP12 Mesilla Park, N. M.
The Mexican Dravmwork House of America

Satisfaction guar-

Send for Free Copy

the of Greatest, ISrightest, Liveliest. Most
Inspiring Agents’ Paper in the World.

ThOI’T]EB Brimful of Valuable Information.
WENT Every agent in the United States should

keep posted on License Tax decisions,
latest money making plans, new inven-
tions and bestsellers. Writefor Cofiy Today.

OMAS MFG. CO., 3909 Wayne St., Dayton, Ohio

ieoH

is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.
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%ﬁ? A Christmas
Gift for Wife
or Sweetheart

Flower Drops is the most ex-
quisite perfume ever produced.
Real flower perfumes in the most
concentrated form.

A single drop diffuses the odor of a
thousand blossoms and lasts for weeks.
50 times the strength of other per-
fumes; made by a new process; con-
beesmo?Bon’  tains no alcohol.

Put up in a cut glass bottle with long glass stopper;
packed in a maple case.

4 odors—Lily of the Valley, Violet, Rose, Crab-
apple. $1.50 a bottle all over the world wherever
perfumes are sold; or sent postpaid upon receipt of
check, stamps or money order. Money returned if

not the finest perfume you ever used. An ideal gift
for any occasion.
Rieger Perfumes sold everywhere. 50c oz. up.

Paul Rieger, 229 1st St., San Francisco
and 163 B, Randolph St., Chicago

A miniature bottle for 20 cts. in stamps or silver if you name
your druggist.

Face Powder
THE WOMAN BEAUTIFUL

who owes her clear, fair complex-
ion to Lablache, anticipates with
pleasure the social functions of
winter. No boudoir equipment
:an be complete without La.
blache, the great beautifier, in-
visiblethough adherent | ablache
complexions Fetainthat Sl rety
appearance of youth and refinement.
Refuse substitutes. They may be

dangerous.  Flesh, White, Pink or
Cream, 60c. a box, of druggists or by

Send 10c. for sample box.

1IEV LEVY CO.
French Perfumers lept. 41
125 Kingston St., Boston

Sent On Approval. Send No Money ~ $2.00

WE WILL TRUST YOU TEN DAYS HJr ¢ .

Choice of natnral wavy or straight hair *iair OWIICQ
Send a lock of your hair, and we will

mail a

22-inch short stem fine human hair switch to match, j

If you find it a big bargain, remit $2.00 in ten days, or
Extra shades a
Free beauty book show-

sell 3 and GET YOUR SWITCH FREE.

little more. Inclose 5c postage.

ing lateststyle of hair dressing—also high grade switches,
pompadours, wigs, puff*, etc ANNA
ATEKS

Dept. 504
19 Qiiney

St,
Chicago.

Geisha Diamonds

THE LATEST SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERT
Bright, sparkling, beautiful.
guzzle experts.
For particulars, prices, etc., address

THE R. GREGG MFG. & IMPT. CO.
Dept. 15. 517 W. Jackson Boulevard,

) _For brilliancy
they equal the genuine, standing all test and
One twentieth the expense.
ent free with privilege of examination.

Chicago, 111

first 3

people bring it.
Men and women g
no way to do it better.
you.
about 10 cents to do
plating is enormous.

SECTION.

| MADE $88.16

writes Mr. Reed'of Ohio. Mr. Woodward earns
$*170simonth. ACCENTS allmaking money. Mr.
M. L. Smith turned out $301.00 in two weeks.” Rev.
Crawford made $7.00 first day.

LET US START YOU
in Gold. Silver, Nickel and Metal plating.
Prof. Gray’s new electro plating machine
plates on watches, jewelry, table ware and all

metal gpods. Prof. Gray’s new
- Royal —immersion process, latest
Goods come out instantl

method.
| with fine brilliant, beautifu
thick plate ready to deliver
—no polishing or grinding.
Every family, hotel and res-
taurant wants goods plated.

AGENTS HAVE ALL
THEY CAN DO—

You can hire boys to do the plating as we do.
ather work for small percent. Work is fine—
No experience required—we l<*ne*li
for work when received. Materials cost
$1.00 worth _of plating. Demandfor

WE ABE RESPONSIBLE and

Outfits ready

guarantee everything.

Callor write today.
SAMPLE FBEE.

Ournew plan, testimonials, circulars and
Don’t wait. Send us your address anyway.

GRAY & CO. PLATING WORKS

186 Gray Building,

In answering any advertisement on this page it is

Cincinnati, Ohio

Do Your Own
Printing

Cards, circulars, book, newspaper.
Press $5, Larger $18, Rotary $60. Save
money.BlgProfltprlntlngforothers.
All easy, rules sent. Write factory for
press catalog, TYPE, cards, paper.

THE PRESS CO. Meriden Conn.

Looks like a diamond—wears like a diamond—
brilliancy guaranteed forever—stands filing and
j fire like a diamond—has no paste, foil or artificial
| backing. Setonlyin solid gold mountings. 1-20th
the cost of diamonds. A marvelously recon-
structed gem. Not an Imitation. Guaranteed to
contain no glass. Sent on approval. Write for
I catalog, it’s free.

| Remoh Jewelry Co. 415 N. Bdway, St. Louis

Learn b
v MOUNT BIRDS-,
, Be a Taxidermist. Join our school and learn at
home to Mount Birds, Animals, Game Heads, Fishes,
Tan Skins, Make Rugs, etc. Easily, quickly learned. Best
methods, expert instructors. uccess  guaranteed.
EN and NATURALISTS-i. u;nt your
own specimens. You can save hundreds of dollars
and beautifully decorate your home or your office.
FREE —Beautiful Taxidermy Books and full
_ particulars of this work. rite_today.
Northwestern School of Taxidérmy,
1079 Elwood Bldg., Omaha, Neb.

Best Birds, Best Eggs,
Lowest Prices

pure-bred Chickens, Ducks, Geese and Turkeys.
Largest Poultry Farm in the world. Fowls
Northern-raised, healthy and vigorous. Fowls,
Egg§ and Incubators at lowest prices. Send for
our big 132-page book, “Poultry For Profit,” full
of pictures.
run Incubators successfully.
book, to cover postage.
LEIt COMPANY, Box

It tells you how to raise poultry and
Send 10 cents for the
I1E 228

. Freeport. 111.

I Teach Real Salesmanship
You can be a salesman. Increaseyour powerto convince
others, earn from $1,200 to $10,000 a year. | am the only
man teaching salesmanship who issalesmanagerofawhole-
sale house and an official of United Commercial Travelers of
America. Writ® for my Iree magazine “ The Salesman.”
and how you can become a Traveling Salesman. My grad-
uates hold paying positions and | can assist YOU to profit-
able employment. Mostpractical, highly endorsed course
in the world No matter where you live, or what your
occupation, write me today.
The Trotter School. 101 Portsmouth Bldg.. Kansas Cltv. Kan

tesiratle that you mention The Akgosy.
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SECTION.

Ejgntnyg the |nst

Burlington Direct Guarantee
Ok Both Case And movement

Hi

READ!

AWatch OfferWithout
Parallel

Write for our FREE book on
watches; a book that posts you on
“selling systems,” and explains the
reasons for our most remarkable rock-
bottom-ﬁ_rlce offer DIRECT TO YOU
on the highest grade Burlington.

IF YOU WANT a highest grade watch (ladies’
or gentlemen’s), or if you ever expect to own
such a watch, write NOW for the free Burling-
ton book. See coupon below.

We won’t "knuckle down” to selling systems
among dealers, so ve have decided to make such
a tremendous and wonderful offer direct to the

public mi a fnvt-class time piece, that no trust,
no dealers under contract will or can stop us.

You too wiL seize this opportunity to get the “Burlington Special” direct on this wonderful offer.
You should not bvyy a worthless watch just because it is cheap. Nor need you pay trust prices

now for a top-notch watch.

$ 2 .5 0

The free Burlington book explains.

A Month At An Anti-Trnst Price

S2.50 a month for the world's most superb time piece!
payments at the rock-bottom—the Anti-Trust price.

The easiest
To assure us that everybody will quickly accept

this introductory direct offer, ‘we allow cash or easy payments just as you prefer.

No Money Down

We ship the watch on approval, prepaid (your choice
of lady's or gentleman's open face or hunting case).

You risk absolutely nuthing—you piy nothing—not one
cent—unless you want the great offer after seeing and thoroughly inspecting the watch.

Get the FREE Burlington Book

THIS BOOKLET will quickly convince you
too that you DO wantan Anti-Trust watch—made
in the independent factory that is fighting the
trust as best it can by giving better quality and
Superiorworkmanshipthroughout; we will quickly
convince you that the Burlington watch, on which
there is only one rock-bottom price (the same
rock-bottom price everywhere) is THE watch
for the discriminating buyer; that it is THE
watch for the man or woman who wants, not the
largest selling brand which everybody has, but
the best watch, the watch bought by experts,
THE watch that is absolutely perfect in its many
points of superiority—the Burlington Watch.

You will be posted on inside fact* and prices
when you send for the Burlington Company’s
free book on watches.

. for the free book. It will <
How Wrrite tell you what you f
ought to know before you even exam- M

ine a watch. Tt Will tell you the *

inside facts about watch prices,\ 4

and will explain the many BURLIK6TOH
superior points of the Bur- % B —
lington over the double ¥ ISarsiraff BM.

. GHCAD = =
priced trust products. *

JUET €518 1EI = hamE
and address.

o k?lliegaa fone' da e (S\{étphaq 4 }
your free book on watches
fv and copy of your S1.000 chal-

lenvre. with full explanations
of your cash or $250 a month
orier* on the Burlington Watch.

No Letter is sy"
Necessary—
COUPON
WillDo

Name.

BURLINGTONWATCH COMPANY. " -ddress.
Dept. »«>»», loth and Starshall Blvd., Chicago, XII. i

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Aegost.
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Pay asYouare Able

Send a postal now for your free
COpPY of Woolf’s Inc. magnificent new
Encyelopcedia of Fashions, which fully
illustrates and describes hundreds of

the very latest styles in men’s
and women’s apparel. shows
exactly whatthe bestdressed people
are wearing. Shows you how to

Be Well Dressed

With one-half year to pay. Because of
the enormous volume of ourbusiness, we

IsYoursaBigPosition? e e R Yon o

asked by any strictly cash establishment.

Are you satisfied that your present posi- Weare the oldest and largest creditmail
tion is equal to your abilities? Or do you or(tjerestfabllhishrp_eminthe w?rbldqh_elorligi-
. : : nators o e time-payment-by-mail plan.
think you are ready for something bigger? Write for your free cgp))// ot this,ygreat l?Jook
Many a man keeps hanging: on to a small position to-day. Select whatever you want from the
when a little more training would show him just how many magnificent bargains ; you need
to make the change to more money and bigger
Prospects. Send No Money
You are anxious to begin your training at once. d(ﬁ]elmﬁglge{b %aiggfg%tiosneciﬁri?;agggte\zl\?gch;(rgg
Then send us your name and address TODAY, and J ) : i
we will mail youya copy of the Sheldon Book FREE. [t will you no intorest. Nobod .W'Yl know you are buying on
start you on the right road. Let Sheldon's book do for you Here is iust one example  Crédit. Every transaction is
what it _has done for others. More than 40,000 men have among hLJJndreds o the ’r)e- St”C“)’d CUnflﬁ.ER“ﬂ%v hbetween
profited by the Sheldon Book. And your Free copy goes for- marksble baraains ofFered 2oy and us. fThm' of the great
ward as soon as you give the word. “Give it today- by US: 9 convenience ot having
THE SHELDON SCHOOL bl S HGIER MY One-Half Year to Pay
ree piece suit, every inc or
HOaRepubMc Bldg. CHICAGO Irgraelgrmllhgrem-gg{:ggwa\?edd ahd for your purchases and getting the
. finest, most splendidly tailoredgar-
§£E§L 9,;§E§aa*‘ 3‘1395 ments, at prll)ces soyexceedinggl
‘ low. A Postal request for Book
Other Models up t0 $27.50  will” bring_ this Encyclopaedia of
One-Half Year to Pay Fashions “free and postpaid by
M c C a I I IS return mail. Write now.
D (10¥v[?OII_F’§ kINsCQRPORcﬁI-{:EGDO U.s. A
ept. ouglas Par tation, ,U.S. A,
@. am-.‘ U\NH] Caution:—We have no agents or local representatives.
_J
A FORTUNE! TRY FOR IT!
30 Fine Christmas and \ Trepettiv $50 to $250 a Week.
20 New Year Post Cards j youeversaw. $ .50 Make an effort to secure this agency. Oppor-
B . tunity now offered a few men or women. XV.
McCall’s Magazine—one year - - .50 J. Morsau. I*a.. made $318.75 in 9 days. T.
. A. Whit*. HI., made $65.75 in 4 hours. Suc-
Any McCall Pattera-pfX fffi#® ., -15 cess possible because every housekeeper needs—
wants—must have a NEW uoviic VA-
Total Value, $1.15 CUUM C'LKANEB. Show 10 families, sell 8.
Millions of homes to be supplied. So easy to
H H operate can be run bya child of ten. Slide
SpECIaI Price, OnIy 58 cents no_zzlle. ngwerfa! suction dra\évs every par-
ticle of dust, dirt, grime and germs from
~ The above Wonderful Half-Price Offer Cadrﬁset‘isn'gf”gfq%r{;’kai‘rﬁ'gngu'p_zm beating car-
is made at a sacrifice in order to get Peflosr-lh}’S\’Ofg%"stmgrvsvggﬁghigg'Ohggresd
thousands of new readers for McCall’s Gomlei. Ill., writes: *It certainly
. . iswonderful; am so pleased, I can-
Magazine, the well-known Fashion not do itjustice ™ | Henry
R —_— mt ng, Y o At is the
Authority. Over one million women greatest ‘machine ever in-
depend upon it as their Guide in Fashions, w2k onty
Send postal today. Order
Fancy Work, Household Mdattlt(ers, etc. Htellps Sen fOPrEyourho_Wg use any-
i way. verything guaran-
women save money an eep In style tood. Norisk " "Gia Yeiiaple
Every woman who accepts this unusual 58-eent Sentanywhere. firm. Actquick. -
offer will be delighted witli the 50 exquisite Post R Armstrong Mfg. Co. Alms Bide., Cincinnati, O.
Cards and more than delighted with each issue I will send as long as they last my 25¢ Book

of McCall's Magazine — The Magazine every

woman needs. Strong Al’mS

You may select any McCall Pattern free from . .
the first magazine received. If desired, you may For 10c in stamps or coin
have jjo different exquisite European View Post Illustrated with 20 full page halftone cuts,
Cards instead of the 50 Christmas and New Year showing exercises that will quickly develop,
Cards. Send 58 cents today. Address beautify,and gain great strength in your shoul-
ders, arms, and hands, without any apparatus.
McCALL’S MAGAZINE, Dept. 99, New York City PROF. ANTHONY BARKER
1245 Barker Bldg., 110 West 42d Street, New York

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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f)UR world-wide campaign against the ex-
v isting selling: “System™ in the diamond
Industry has already been the means of sav-
ing millions of dollarsfor the American people.
The cutting out of importers’, wholesalers’,
jobbers’ and retailers’ profits has brought down
the price you must pay for genuine, sparkling
diamonds to their actual worth—the price you
can always realize on them—it has overcome the
exorbitant and unfair figures, at which diamonds
were held- it has brought diamonds within the
reach of every honest man and woman in the
United States.

Backed by Millions

We are out to revolutionize thediamond-selling bus-
iness—outtoSmash the “System !”

We are prepared to prove to the people that this
“System” i“a gigantic Trust, formed solely for the
purpose of forever establishing fictitious prices on
diamonds—formed to permit usurious profits by
cutters, brokers, wholesalers and retailers.
In proving the in{'ustice of this “System” we also
prove that w© do place diamonds in the possession of
the purchasing public at from 25 to 35voless than they
can be obtained from any “System” representative.

Here are the Profits We Cut Off

First:—A 25do profit heretofore obtained by the
diamond importer.
Second:—A 16 to 18% profit demanded by the
diamond “broker.”
Third;—A 10 to 20% profit grabbed off by the
diamond wholesaler. X
And finallfv:—A 25 to 75% (anything he can
get) profit that the retailer exacts.
In addition to all this that we save, the Lincoln
method of sellingdiamonds also cuts off the “System's”
pet scheme to treasure up diamonds for years, await-
ing the certain advance in value—and then passing
tfhemhon to you at more than double what they paid
or them.

No Gift More Trulg Acceptable
Thasa A Diamond

No Christmas presentation will bo gladden the
heart of its recipient as a beautiful, sparklin
diamond. Itlsa gift that will last forever—an
be passed on from %eneration to generation as
a perpetual reminder of the friendship and
generosity of the giver.

You can present a flawless gem to wife,
mother or sweetheart, and pay for it in
little monthly payments—sums that

you never will miss.
Under these terms, willdyou not
give diamonds this
Christmas?

$1.00 A Month Buys A DiamosJ

For as little as $1.00 a month, we place a
genuine,sparkling diamondinyour possession,
and permit you to pay us the balance in de-
ferred payments. We endeavor, in each in-
stance, to make the terms tosuit the purchaser’s
income. No matter how expensive a stone you
buy, you have the privilege of paying it in small
monthly sums—sums that you will never miss.

Free Examination
Without Deposit

We send every diamond, sold “The Lincoln Way,™
prepaid and registered, to any reader of this publica-
tion, with the privilege of free examination and
thirty day’s guaranteed trial. We ask nota penny of
deposit.

We guarantee every Lincoln stone to be a pure, per-
fectly-cut, sparkling, white diamond—to be worth
from 25 to 35 more than we ask for it—to be mounted
in 14k. solid gold—and to be, in every instance, the
highest exemplification of the diamond cutter’s and
the precious artisans’ art. No finer gems are sold
in the world.

Buy-Back Bond Protects

We issue a legal Buy-Back Bond with every diamond
sold, by which we legally agree to take back any dia-
mond you purchase, at any time, and allow full credit.
By this wonderful plan, we make it possible for every
honest person in the world to own a diamond, easily,
conveniently, comfortably, confidentially—and without
depriving yourself of anything.

With such an opportunity as this, will you be without
a diamond ?

Send For The Startling Book

New edition of that epoch-making book—“SMASH-
ING THE SYSTEM”—is now ready for distribution.
Send this coupon atonce, and this book, containing
the complete Lincoln plan, together with mag-
nificent colored illustrations of the most
complete diamond showing in all the world,
will be sent you free and postpaid, by
return mail. cr
The possession of the “Kingof Stones”
wins instant approval, admiration and
respect. Don't delay—send this

N

Vit

coupon NOW, before you forget it n
—before you lay aside this / JS ®o*,
publication. /| 4
The Lincoln Co.,
3154 Mosprat St.,
Chicago, 111
< $ W y\
\i/ ct
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Ever-Ready

IF

you are a shaving man ycfc are bound to buy the

EVER-READY Safety Razor eventually.

Over two

million users already,—the quicker you join the better
off your face, temper and purse.
Your dealer will tell you that the EVER-READY s the best Safety

Razor to bin-.

and that’s where the EVER-READY "has it on them

EVER-READY Blades are made of the high-
est-priced steel produced, individually tested

’\C

V1

' tiffany ri»v-

he
ﬂs pre55|
iviu solve y r problem

Wond

with most critical exactness and
patented protecting package. 12

Price doesn't make a razor shave,—it's chieflv the blade,

all.””

wrapped in
Ever-Read v

blades in each dollar outfit, together with lik-

long safet\- frame, handle, blade
all compactly arranged in lock bu

strapper, and
tton case.

Almost every Dealer in the land, Druggists.

Hardware, Jewelry. Departmen
many in .Men's Wear, sell the EV
Safety Razor at Si complete—

t Stores, and
ER-READY

with tin* bindinglguarantee that the makers
will refund the purchase itrice <f Si without
question or quibble, if after a test the user

could possibly want his

money back.

Mail "orders” filled if nut at dealers*

American Safety Razor Co., Inc.
Corner 35th Street and 6th Avenue, New York

HRISTMAS GIFTS*

-Saving of Over IISIfs
Unredeemed Diamond Pledges

Rlnllt now is th™* tlme you want your dollars to do doitule duty..
ouday g?’ uestion—*‘H n I make my niuoney stretch farthes
f |mme(}|ate ans er Why not DeRoy ol Pittsburg

erful Bargains In Diamonds, Watches,

Itﬂlelp

Write for Jos. DeRoy & Son* Special Xmas Bulletin.

E tc.

; Bit* List of Cllredeemed Pledges select Dlamonds Watches Rmst B'<

st the oppartunity you want es. Bracelets, Loekcts Pi

u pera
I_ect rarely beautiful and “valuable es, etc.,_at prices 1j ”:’}I ess than those

t a fraction of their real worth. of any 'Dealér, Manuf acturer <r Mail Order
nY,jth the ald of the DeRoy Bulletin you can Houseé. IK-re are two specimen bargains:
Pledge No. 311,843 —31-1m*1-S2 bt. pure blue white solitaire diamond gem. nuaraotecd we

$ 1< iriziual rust—fCr* guaranteed loan. Unredeemed price

ight and quality—n

Pledge No 219, 343 17-Jewel $34.U0 B. W. Raymond Elgin in JJ-year g-!d filk-d ease..

PQntPP Tho necessity of selling the unredeemed pledges accumula

e DIl
Ui IUUIICJ Dg || Uuudl dlllt-C OPPORTUNITY to secure extraordinary b.inrains We gu
moncy hack. Our capital of over $750.0'V).00 is back of this offer. Ask For Our Xmas Bulletin Now!

ruatedeeine’l pledges at a saving to you ot *>to "

Jos, Oeftoy & Sams, Pct»fc.F308 SmitfaMeM Street. Pittsburg,

S .$12.
(ed on our hands is YOUR
arantee satisfaction ur y<-
It lists over 1,000 spucia

References:—Any Pittsburg Bank nr Newspaper. Dun’s or Bradstrout’s.

60 Vtara—Same Store

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention Tub Argos?.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

Every
Dru%?mt

T he L ather’s the T hing

JOHNSON'S
Shaving Cream Soap

has displaced the older styles of shaving
soaps and provides a more convenient, com-
fortable and sanitary shave. No finger
rubbing, no drying lather, no lost time, no
smarting.  Simply squeeze a bit from tube
to face, then brush into a rich, abundant,
lasting, soothing lather. There is a differ-
ence in shaving creams—

Get Johnson’s
at your druggist

If your druggist has sold out send us price
for a tube postpaid. A trial tube mailed to
any address on receipt of a 2¢ stamp.

Our Reputation and Guarantee Back of It.

25 Cents
a tube

THE STEPPING-STONE TO WEALTH Startling Vibrator CHFER

|sthebsysterfnat|cs?vm ofmoneyI Ytl)u and

members of your family can easily cultivate )

this admirable habit by putting a dime in The world’s greatest
vibrator on a simply

Grab’s KeerSS overwhelming offer.

Every family needs a

Basket Bank vibrator, “and now,

everyday Yonr monev accumulates rapidly. Deposit thr‘ou h th|s reat spe-
f h i ist d t ticall [ ity, $30
of each coin registered automatically. Capacity, .
Bank opens when $5 or multiple thereof has been Clal Offer It |S p055|b|e
deposited. Cannot be opened otherwise. Made of fO every fam||y to own the
solid steel, oxidized copper finish. Size 2%x3% inches world’s mastermece_
Price, $1.00, prepaid ir. U.S. Honey back Ifnot
satisfactory. An appropriate Xmas gift. Order NOW. The Genuine
VICTOR M. GRAB & CO., B20 Ashland Block, Chicago, Ill. W h =
ite Cross

Electric
Vibrator

M at 1/40 the cost—IN SOLID GOLD RINGS

Stand acid test and expert examination. We This superb instrument stands in a class alone.
guarantee them. See them firat—then pay. It has a hundred uses, for increasing health, vitalit
~ Special offer — 14k Tiffany ringlet. $5.98. and good looks. Every member of the famlly wifi
[ Sentsring et $6.98. 19k Slud Ll 2486, Sent appreciate it and benefit by it. Itwill earn its cost
IDIAIVIONDSI full line Palgntrina.gaugeingluded. 10c. The for you many times over in the course of a Smgle
Baroda Co.. Dept. A19 Leland ScDover St., Chicago year. ~And this famous instrument is within your

reach if you ACT AT ONCE.

Special 60 Day O ffer
Write at once for full explanation of our amazing 60

5 .50 PER DAY day offer. Find out how, while this offer lasts, you

; ) can get a genuine White Cross Electric Vibrator on
and steady work if you learn one of these skilled the most liberal terms.
trades —E lectrical W ork, Plumbing:, Brick-

laying* Mechanical Drawing:, by our eas i i

m}éthgds. Practical inslruc\iongand ;’mualwori $ 10.50 BUyS aWhite Cross Vibrator
take place of books. Wehelp graduates to posi- CpCC | Our handsome blg book, “HEALTH AND
tions. Easy payments. Low living expenses. We m BEAUTY,” tells you Just what you want to
,now exclusively occupy $100,000 building. W rite know aboutvlbrallon A copy of this valuable book and full parUcu-
me for full particulars Free. L.L.Cooke,Director lars of onr special limited offer sent absolutely free. Address

Coyne NATIONAL TitADE SCHOOLS

3|3 III|r|(§|J|3LSlreet ¢ hlcagod 1L LINDSTROM, SMITH CO., pepr. 1079,253 La Salle Street
"Oldest an argest Institution of the Kin CHICAGO, ILL.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Abgosy
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PENNY $
SAVES

Men s Fall fashions and fabrics—buy direct from us and save
the dealer’s profit—we’ve no agents—we’ll make your suit or
overcoat to measure as you want it.

CASHor CREDIT

We sell direct—make garments to measure of guaranteed materials
that are made in our own mills—direct from mill to you—you save
three profits and get careful hand tailoring. You don’tpay us asingle
cent until after you’ve tried on garments in your own home, then you
pay cash or in the Knickerbocker Easy Way—most liberal credit or
send them back at our expense—you néed this new book—it’s educa-
tional—it teaches real clothes value. We’ve been fine tailors 45
years—every stitch guaranteed—you save by buying direct from us
—writefor'the book today. .

KNICKERBOCKER TAILORING CO., 1932 South Halsted Street, Chicago

PAY NOTHING

Until SATISFIED

YOU save $10.00 by mailifn%a post-card for our new book of
a

They mend all leaks instantly

a pr&nite ware, hot water bags, tin, copper, brass, cooking

utensils, etc. No heat, solder, cement or rivet Any one can use

them. Fit any surface. Perfectly smooth. Wonderful invention

® Household necessity. Millions in use. fend for zample package, 10c.
Complete EkRA asstd sizes, 25c. postpaid. A”ts wanted
COLLETTI FG. CO., Box 116 Amsterdam, N. Y.

If you want to

settle the ques-

tion of cigaret

quality forever

—at my risk—

send your name

to me now and

receive my big dollar offer.

MAKAROFF
RUSSIAN

Qyarter Dealer

C1GARETS

have made good on the broadest claims
ever made for anything to smoke. Write
now for the big dollar offer to prove it.

Mail address—95 Milk Street, Boston

“DONT SHOUT”

| “ 1 hear you. Ican hear now as well as
anybody. ‘How?’ Oh, some-
thing new—THE MORLEY
PHONE. I've a pairin my ears
now, but they are invisible. 1would
not know | had them in, myself,
only that I hear all right.”

The Ulorley P hone forthe

DEAF

makes low sounds and whis-
pers plainly heard. Invisible,
comfortable, weightless and
harmless. Anyone can adjust
Over one hundred thousand sold. Write for booklet and testimonials.
THE MORLEY CO., Dept. 700, Perry Bldg., Phila.

These Are Samples of the Christmas Bargains We Offer

90—Daisy Pattern Ring $%8 Justwrite us which one ofthese beautiful, sparkling. Pure W hite Gemsyou

91—Itelcher Scarf Pin

would like to see. No depositor credentials required—we'll send it at once.

92—Tiffany Bel. Ring 25 If it isn’t the finest and snappiest diamond you ever saw. send itbhack atour
93—Fancy Tooth Ring 42 expense. If it pleases, pay one-fifth down, balance in 8 monthly payments.
94—Embossed Tif. Bel. 35 what a beautiful Christmas present it would make for your loved one,

95—Diagonal Tiffany 55 whether she be sweetheart, wife, mother, sister or daughter. You can also
96—All Diamond Cluster Bfy fine watches on same easy terms. We guarantee all transactions strictly
97—Tif. Ear Screws,pair 60 confidential. Order today or write for FREE CATALOGUE of
98—  Belcher Stud 40 DIAMONDS. WATCHES and JEW ELRY . (1)

106 Heavy Carved Bel. 79 THE WALKER-EDMUND CO.

101—Flat Belcher Ring 80 |mnporters & Manufacturers, Dept. 99, 205 State St., CHICAGO |

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Abgost
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The Edisonk

The latest style Edison Phonograph in
our new outfit No. 10—this superb en-
tertainer, Mr. Edison’s latest, final im-
provement of phonograph, shipped

F R E E !

I don’t ask acent of your money—I don’t want
phonograph—I justwant to give it to you on
you may return it at my own expense.'

fUA m | will ship you free this grand No. 10
BlvCiU Iric V 11 C | moutfit. Fireside Model.with onedozen
[] [] m Gold Molded and Amberol records.
Youdonothave to paymeacentC. O,D.orsign any

leases or mortgages. | want you to qet this free outfit—

the masterpiece of Mr. Edison’s skill—in your home. |

want you to see and hear Mr. Edison’s final and greatest
improvementin phonographs. | wantto convince you of its
wonderful superiority. Give a free concert; give a free

minstrel show, music,dances, the old-fashioned hymns, grand

olgera, comic opera—all this | want you to hear free of
charge—all in your own home—on this free loan offer.

loan offer, this extra liberal offer on the finest talking machine ever made—see below.

Mk rHicnn Qoi/c> “IWantto See aPhonograph
mF"™ C,uisun gay®*- in Every American Home.l*

The phonograph is the result of years of experiment; it is Mr. Edison’s pet and hObb%{. He realizes fully its value
as an entertainer and educator, for the phonograph brings the'\FIeasure of the city right to the village and the farm
home. Now, the new Fireside Edison Phonograph of our outfit No. 10, 2910 Model, is the latest and greatest improved
talking machine made by this great inventor. If you have only heard other talking machines before, you cannot
imagine what beautiful music you can get from the outfit No. 10. we want to convince you ; We want to prove to
you that this outfit is far, far superior to anything ever heard before. Don’t miss this wonderfully liberal offer.

21C M *don't want you to buy it— Il don’task you to buy anything. But | do feel that if | can

vd b wH sendyou this great phonograph andconvince you of its merits, of its absolute superiority,

you will be glad to invite your neighbors and friends to your house to iet them hear the

free concert. Then, perhaps, one or more of your friends will be glad to buy one of these great outfits No. 10. You

can tell your friends that they can get an Edison Phonograph outfit complete with records for only $2.00 a month—

$2.00 a month—the easiest possible payment and, at the same time, a rock-bottom price. Perhaps you, yourself

would want a phonograph, and if you ever intend to get a phono ragh now is the chance to get the brand-new and

mostwonderful phonograph ever made, and on a most wonderfully liberal offer. Butif neither ){Jou nor your friends

want the machine, that is O. K. Isimply want you to have iton a free loan, and perhaps somebody who heard the

machine will buy one later. 1am %Iad to send it on the free loan offer anyway. | will take it as a favor if you will

send me your name and address so 1 can send you the catalog. Then you can decide whether you want the free loan.
There are no strin%s on this offer, absolutely none. Itisa freeloan, thatis all. |1 ask not for one centof your money,

1 only say if any of your people want to buy a phonograph, they may get one for $2.00 a month, if they want it.

Now, remember, nobody asks for a cent of your money refo\sipupa™=»

household in the country, every man who wants to see his home cheerful and his family entertatimed, every a
ood father, every good husband, to write and get these free concerts for his home,” Remember, the
oan is absolutely free from us, and we do not even charge you anything C. O. D.

e Wiite for FREE Ellison Catalog

catalog
A= . .
In this catalog you will find acomplete listof music
and vaudeville entertainments. Get thiscatalog
at once, then you can decide whether or not
you want a free loan and when you wantit. Youcan *
alsodecide justthe music youwant. Remember,
I will appreciate it asa favor if you will give
me the opportunity of sending you this lat-
Just est style machine —the climax of#Mr. a
sign and Edison’s skill—on this free loan offer. sign *
mgilthecou the coupon today. Do itright now. n
pon atthe right K . _n 1DCA Il Edison Phonojfraph Distributers ~ 5B 1] %
and getthis FREE | DADVUIli Dept.1079,EdisonBlk.,Chicago A
catalog. Write today Canadian Office; 855 Portag-e Avenue, Winnipeg, Canada

" « S.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Abgoey.
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EARN

$25.00 to $50.00 Weekly
INAUTOMOBILE BUSINESS

Chauffeurs, Automobile Salesmen and Repairmen
?et_blg pay for pleasantwork because the demand for
rained men exceeds s.upplg/,' We have taught hun-
dreds (without mechanical ability) and we can teach
ou in ten weeks if you study a few hours a week. It
is interesting:. Our simple mall course guarantees
thoro efficiency because it’s personal. Free model of
automobile. Ask our graduates who are earning $25.00
weekly or more in positions we obtained for them.

Send to-day for first lesson—It's free.
Chauffeurs and competent men supplied owners and garages.

Empire Auto. Institute, 8“7,

The Original Automobile School.

'WHY HOT BE AN ARTIST?

'‘Our graduates are filling High Salaried Positions.

EARN $25 TO $100 PER WEEK

in easy, fascinating work. Practical, Individual Home In>
strnction Superior equipment. Expert Instructors
Eleven years’successful teaching. Financial returns guaranteed,
rnrr ARTIST’S of fine instruments and
I1LL OUTFIT supplies to each student,j
W rite for particulars
and Handsome Art Book.
SCHOOLof APPLIED ART (
Founded 1899 A 3 Fine Arta Bldg.£
Battle Creek, Mich. =

SECTION.

IGNORANCE of the laws
A of self and sex will not
excuse infraction of Nature’s
decree. The knowledge vi-
tal to

A Happy
Marriage

lias been collected from the experi-
ence of the ages, in

Sexology

(IMustrated)
By William H. Walling, A. M., M. D.

It contains in one volume :
Knowledge a Young Man Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have.
Knowledge a Father Should Have.
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son.
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have.

Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have.

Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have.

Knowledge a Mother Should Have.

Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter.

Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have.

“ Sexology ™ is endorsed and is in the libraries of the
heads of our srovernmcnt and the most eminent physicians,
preachers, professors and lawyers throughout the country.

All in one volume, illustrated, $2, postpaid.
Wrrite for “ Other People’s Opinions ” and Table of Contents.
Puritan Pub. Co., 736 Perry Bldg., Phila., Pa.

WANTED
SALESMEN AND SALESWOMEN

Hundreds of good positions now open paying from $100 to
$500a month. No former ex%erience required to get one of
them. We will teach you to be a high grade Traveling Sales-
man or Saleswoman by mail and assist yon to secure a good
position where you can earn while'_e/ou are Iearnin?. Write
today for our Free Book, “AKNIGHT OF THE GRIP,” con-
taining our special offer and testimonials from hundreds of
men and women we have placed in good positions ; also list of
good positions open. Address (nearest office) Dept. 304.

NATIONAL SALESMEN'S TRAINING ASSOCIATION
New York Kansas City Minneapolis San Francisco

Chicago Atlanta

For Men and Women Who Love to Draw

This cartoon was drawn by “Zina” the world’s most famous cartoonistof “Judge.**

Can you make a copy of it?

Try and see how easy it can be done. Draw this cartoon

NOW, with either pen and ink or pencil, making it twice the size shown and send it
today, stating your age, occupation and if you ever won a prize in our Contests.

COPY ME AND WIN A PRIZE

OurBoard of ArtDirectors will carefully examine your sketch and if it is 60 per

cent, as good as the original you will receive as a prize “The Homo Educator
If you donothear from us in ten days your drawing was rejected.

months.

for 3

IT COSTS YOU NOTHING TO ENTER THIS CONTEST

“The Home Educator” is a very inspiring magazine for both men and women, it

is fully illustrated

by world-famous illustrators.
sideration connected with this Prize Contest.
this magazine—it is awarded only to prize winners in our Contests

There is positively no money con-
N either can you buy or subscribe for
Copy this cartoon

NOW and mail it to usthis very day.

CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTE OF AMERICA, DEPT. 117

In answering any advertisement on this page it

SCRANTON, PA.

is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.
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What shall 1*1ve
Him t Her

Why Not Get Help from Experts
in Gifts?

For 40 years we have taught the art of giving,
showing that perfection in Christmas gifts rests
not in their cost, but in their character. Conse-
quently over 250,000 persons have learned to de-
pend on us to solve their Holiday Gift problems.

This is why: We offer a wealth of “givable”
things, not usually found elsewhere —quaint, artistic,
unusual, Old Salem, Colonial —not bare tokens of
remembrance, but joys in themselves.

The most convenient, leisurely and comfortable
method of shopping is our Free 250-page Year-Book,
devoted to Gold, Silver, Brass and leather, crowded
swith pictures and exact descriptions—an Encyclopedia
of Christmas.

We send your gifts promptly, prepaid, and daintily
packed. We guarantee both safe arrival and perfect
satisfaction.

Our prices will make your Christmas purse seem
fuller than usual. Writetodayfor our 1911 Year-Book.

DANIEL LOW & CO.

Gold and Silversmiths 239 Essex Street, Salem, Mass.

ILEARN PLUMISING

A trade that will make you independent for life. B I G
Hours Shorter—Pay Bigger—Demand Greater than

most any trade. "You need no previous experi- , PAY
ence. Our practical methods enable you in a few !

months to ﬂold osition as skilled plumber or j

conductyourov&)n business. Catalog‘;J sent free. JSHC)R-l_
St. Louis Trades School

4422 Olive St. St. Louis, Mo. HOURS

YENTR -
Taught Any Man or Boy
by Mall at Home. This is no special gift as
you have supposed, but an art. I have
taught thousandsin all parts of the world.
Costsmall. - Send today 2-centstamp for

particulars and proofs.
O. A. SMITH, Room 1455-823 Bigelow St, PEORIA, ILL.

In answering any advertisement on this page it

is desirable that you mention The

The Famous n
In Your Own Home 30 Days Free

And We Pay the Freight

Shipped od this basis to any home in America. If you don’t like
it send it back and we’ll pay the return freight, too.

Price $175.00
$1.00 a Week or $5.00 a Month

No Cash Payment Down—No Interest—
No Freight—No Extras.
HANDSOME STOOL AND SCARF FREE.
Rothschild 10-Year Guarantee Bond with Each Instrument.

Justtoprove to youthe splendid worth of this MEISTER
piano, let us Bend it to you on thirty days free trial. It
won’t cost you a penny ora moment of bother. Fir.nt.
send for our beautifully illustrated MEISTER. catalog and
see how the Meister is made and the materials used in its
construction. Read therein the testimony of delighted
owners. Select the style you like and send in your order.
We’ll do the rest. The piano will be shipped to you

romptly, freight prepaid, no matter where you live.

ri{ it amonth at our expense. You will be under no
obligation until you decide to buy. Then you may take
full advantage of our easy-payment plan which makes it
_eas%/ for any man of modest income to own this famous
instrument.

SOLD DIRECT FROM FACTORY TO YOU
—We deal only with the %eople directand sell more pianos
than any other firm in the world. We are sole makers of
the MEISTER piano. It is produced in our own magnifi-
cently equipped factories aud sold direct from the factory
to you m iu UN the usual profits of jobber, retailer and
special salesman. There is only one small profitand that
is ours. We were obliged to secure extra factory facilities
this year because of an enormously increased demand
and we are doing the finest work in"the history of piano
making. This instrument is made of the very finest
materials by men who have earned their way because of
efficiency, and is fully guaranteed for ten years.

This Is the Best $1 75 Piano in the World,
but we manufacture other and more elaborate styles
which are illustrated in the catalog. If you don’t find it
to be precisely as we have represented—if it doesn’t per-
form to yourentire satisfaction—if you don’t regard it as
the richest toned instrument you have ever heard then
we’ll take It back after the month’s free trial and It hasn’t
cost&/ou acent.

ROTHS81'IIIIiII>A COM I*AXY —total resourcesex-
ceeding $3,000,000 —conducting one of the largest and
most successful commercial institutions in the world—do
not sell to dealers except as individual purchasers and
make no deviation from regular terms and prices as
published.

T5he MEISTER PIANO CO.

Rothschild (L Company, Sole Owners
State, Van Buren and Wabash Ave.
Dept. 23B. CHICAGO, ILL. J

Argos'
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READ Wrrite for territory today. Biggest
seller ever invented. No experience

THIS necessary. Edw. McGough,o», says:
I\ I I “Made $160.00 last week.

AGE S Easiest thing in the world, Every-

body buys.” E.J. DIrr, Michigan,

writes: “ Eighteen orders one day—profit $22.50. No trick at allHust
Show and take the order.19
ew Chemical fire extinguisher." Absolutely guaranteed. Alwaysready. Acts instantly,
kEven a child can use it. Death to any fire. A marvel of science. Sells itself. No talking nec-
lessary. Wewantyou to be ouragentinyourterritory. You can make $4000.00 this year.
mButdon’tdelay. Investigate.

AMAZING INVENTION

F.J. Baughman, O., says:"Sold 15 firstday. Going fine, fine,FINE, ship 250 at once. Hurrah

formore business.” 1. C. Gordon, Ind., telegraphs: ’Ship 150today. All sold out. Everybody
wants to buy.”* G.J. Hoyt, Pa., called up by tele hone and ordered 100 He said: “The fast-
estsellerinthe world. My boy, 14 years old, sold six yesterday afternoon.” 0.R.Joy,

IH. says: “Started out 10a. m. Sold 14 by 3 o’clock.” Hundreds are getting rich. We wanta
good man in every territory to work on 166 2-3 percent profit. No risk. Free samplesto agents.
SEND NO MONEY. Onlyyourname and address on a postal card for complete informa-

. tion, oilerand valuable statistics on fire losses FREE. Writeatonce. Givename of county.

THE UNITED MFC. CO.,
[ o Somosoas 73 248 Mill St. Leipsic, O.

J

)Illustration”?
drawn from
Life

Anyone can successful-

ly do thiswork. All we

require is honesty and

industry. Noexper-

ience necessary. We

teach you how to make one-minute

demonstrations that simply amaze

everybody. You willdemonstrate to

homes, schools, theatres, factories,

churches, public buildings, fire de-

partments, city councils, etc. Every-

body is interested. Everybody a

customer. Workcan be done in

spare time atthe start, ifnecessary,
omensuccessfulthesameas men*

Amazing Diamond Prices

JHE TRUST CEHED-IGNORED-QUITLASED) Dt mertationscroosn by o
perts—independeit of trust, middie
ien, etc.. purchased in quantities, makes it possible for us to sell you diamonds atamaz-

ingly low prices. All perfectly cut, blue white gems—none better. Handsome mount-
k mgs in 14 karat gold for ladies and gentlemen:

SEND TODAY FOR F R E E DIAMOND BOOKLET

It tells what you should know—how and wliat to buy. Compare the prices. See the mar-
velous bargains we offer. Jewelers everywhere are raising prices. We are low -
ering tliem . Diamonds are the Bilent, refined expression of prosperity ; create
respect—confidence—give prestige. Are as good as cash—can always be turned
into money; an investment as well as ornament. Choose any diamond from
booklet. We’ll send It express paid. Examine at express office. Ifnot sat-
isfied, send it back at our expense. Take friends along who have good

diamonds. Compare brilliancy and price. Then decide

n bat writ« for «ASCH 0., Tolgdo, O
I free booklet 44§C§Ummlt§tA

. 0o lke fjg

d o If You Really are Ambitious, Want 1

to “Get Ahead,” Become an Automobile Expert. Hold
a Job that's a Cinch, have short hours and earn from

$35 TO $40 A WEEK

Let us train you right In your own_home, with *

very few hours” eflort'on your part. There are not.

Smal

to- a?/, enough competen menpto fill the demand.
down payment starts you. Models of working

parts showlnc évery detail Free to every student. «

sons which will

Ask forour free P_rospectus with samples of our les-
it you for a better position. We

are constantly in touch with owners and garages that

require_competent men. BUFFALO AUTOMOBILE
SCHOOL. The Auto School that Comes to You.
B Franklin Street, Buffalo. N. Y.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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Music

L_essons
Free

IN

Your Own Home

Special arrangements have

been made with the famous U. S.
School of Music to organize a
Music Club to be composed of
readers of this magazine.

These lessons, for either Piano,
Organ, Violin, Guitar, Banjo, Cornet,
Mandolin, Cello or Sight Singing, will
be given free to any reader of The Argosy.

This school has brought to life thousands of
dead musical instruments all over the land, and is today
one of the greatest blessings in musical life. As a member of this club you
will have placed at your disposal every advantage of a full scholarship and
tuition in this well-known institution. Every one having a love for music
should take advantage of our generous offer at once.

It matters not whether you are a beginner or an advanced pupil, the
lessons will be made suitable to your need.

You will get one lesson weekly, and your only expense during the time
you take the lessons will be the cost of postage and the music you use,
which is small.

Hundreds of our pupils write : “Wish | had known of this club before.”
“Everything is so thorough and complete.” “The lessons are marvels of
simplicity, and my 11l-year-old boy has not had the least trouble to learn.”
One minister writes: “As each succeeding lesson comes | am more and
more fullv persuaded | made no mistake in becoming your pupil.”

MUSIC CLUB COUPON

MAIL TODAY DIRECT TO
U. S. School of Music, Box 1, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Please send free tuition offer and further information, as I wish to learn the instrument before which
I have marked X.

Piano Violin Mandolin Cornet Cello
Organ Guitar Banjo SigHt Singing

Musical Instruments supplied when needed. Cash or credit.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Abgosy
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G ift T h at D

ERE’S something really novel and really use-

ful—a Christmas gift worth giving and worth
getting.

The Bennett Portable Typewriterisn’ta toy,yet it’s
the finest kind of a gift lor young folks. It means
endless amusement as well as constant usefulness.

The Bennett Portable Typewriter isn’t a $100.00
typewriter, yet it does work that actually equals that
of the highest priced machines, and so it makes a
very useful aud most acceptable gift for grown-ups
iu nearly every walk of life.

This wonderful new typewriter fills the demand

A

fferent

and B etter

It will stand the severest usage and last a life-
time. You cau easily carry it in a grip. Size only
2x5x11 inches. Weighs complete only 4% pounds.
Anyone can operate it.

Sold on Free Trial—Fully Guaranteed

Sent express prepaid to any part of the United
States. If the Bennett does not wholly meet your
needs, and is returned within 10 days of its receipt
by you, your money, less express charges, will be

refunded
You know someone who would be delighted with

such a gift from you. Send your name and address

for a simplified, portable, low-priced typewriter
now for free illustrated catalog and samples.

which really does the best work.

°ennett Portable Typewriter
$18

roduct of h
EI Htt‘FIS er,
chme facto WhICh
has earned

" wol
wide reputation for tht
hlgg qsuallty of its

N. M. Bennett
Typewriter Company, *
366 Broadway,
New York, U.S. A.

t Aseuts wanted for a few unfilled territories.

THREE NEW SERIALS

start in the December Cavalier, a number rich in the kind of fiction that keeps the attention of the reader
riveted from the opening sentence. These serials are

“THE SWORD OF THE EMPEROR?* “FOUR TO SUPPORT”
By Albert Patson Terhune By Robert Carlton Brown
Author of “ The Spy of Valley Forge,” etc. Author of “Honors Heaped High,” etc.

“THE CONVICT”
By Seward W. Hopkins, Author of #The Hoodoo Ranch,” etc. «
Generous instalments of these new serials will not crowd out the Two Complete Novels, viz.:

“A MISPLAY IN DIAMONDS” ,ND “THE UNANSWERED QUESTION”

By George 0. Jenks ‘- ox By Fred V. Greene, Jr.

THE DECEMBER CAVALIER IS ON SALE NOW
10 cents at your newsdealer, or

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, 175 Fifth Avenue, New York

is desirable that you mention The Abgosx.

In answering any advertisement on this page it
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"93” h air tonic

Two Sizes, 50c. and $1.00

Eradicates dandruff-Promotes hairgrowth
Your Money Back if it Doesn’t
Sold and guaranteed Look for The Stores

They are the Druggists in nearly 4000 towns and cities in the United States and Canada

TED DRUG CO.. BOSTON. MASS CHICAGO. Il
COPYRIGHT. I»10. UNITED DRUG COMPAN'

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Argosy.
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One Policy
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The Neighbor-Maker

CAVAGES built rude
AN bridges so that they
might communicate with
their neighbors. These
have been replaced by
triumphs of modern engi-
neering.

Primitive methods of
transmitting speech have
been succeeded by Bell
telephone service, which
enables twenty-five mil-
lion people to bridge the
distances that separate
them, and speak to each

Telephone and Telegraph

other as readily as if they
stood face to face.

Such a service, efficient-
ly meeting the demands
of a busy nation, is only
possible with expert oper-
ation, proper maintenance
of equipment, and central-
ized management.

The Bell System provides
constantly, day and night,
millions of bridges to carry
the communications of this
country.

And Associated Companies

One System

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.

Company

Universal Service
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Picturing atypical American Girl in all the natural
freshness and beauty of vigorous youth, the Pabst
Extract Calendar for 1911 is without question the
most exquisite portrayal of an ideal we have ever
seen—it is simply fascinating in its artistic beauty
and subtle charm.

In panel shape, 7 inches in width and 36 inches in length,
it lends itself perfectly to the filling of those corners that are
so hard to decorate—and, being printed in 12 delicately
blended colors and gold, it harmonizes pleasantly with the
color scheme of any room.

You Surely Want One for Your
Home, Den or Office

It is absolutely free of all advertising on the front— even the
calendar pads being printed on the back. W e have tried to make
this beautiful panel a suitable decoration for any home, hoping
that it will act as an occasional reminder to thostf receiving acopy
that

a n s t et

E m m
"brings the roses to your cheeks”—that it is a perfect blend-
ing of richest malt and choicest hops into a natural reconstructive

agent and builder of health, strength, vigor and vitality— a
malt tonic that enriches the blood and tones up the entire system.

The United States Government specifically classifies Pabst
Extract as an article of medicine—not an alcoholic beverage.

For Sale At All Druggists—But Always Insist Upon “Pabst**

The Calendar is Free

All you have to do is to send us your name and address
and ten cents in stamps or silver to cover cost of packing and
mailing. Write for one today.

PABST EXTRACT CO. Dept. 13 Milwaukee, Wis.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.
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A Quality Watch

7 and 15 Jewel Models

* 5 - * 1 5

The Watch Beautiful
The Watch Accurate
The Watch of Long Service

Here is the one watch selling at a moderate
price which will satisfy the requirements of the
man who demands unusual accuracy, Each
of these time-keepers is tested and regulated
to the second in its individual case at the fac-
tory. By all who know it the I-T is regarded
as an extraordinary production for the money.

It will give a generation of service and is as
beautiful to look at as any watch made.

The $5 watch has 7 jewels and is in a solid nickel case.
The $15 watch has 15 jewels and is in a 25 year guaran-
teed gold-filled case of the highest quality.

Equally accurate models in a variety of cases at $7, $8,
$9, $10 and $12.

There is more watch-value for each dollar invested than
you have ever seen before.

Vou can buy an Ingersoli - Trenton only from respon-
sible jewelers who buy direct from the factory. 80(30
jewelers sell it and usually display it in their windows.

We have the most informing watch book ever pub-
lished. Write for a copy of “How to Judge a Watch.”

Robt. H. Ingersoli & Bro., 46 Frankel Bldg., New York

— Z=-----Z3DL

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The August.



Fairy Soap Costs
but 5c

People who use it have often asked: How
can you make as good a soap as Fairy for 5¢?
And when the price of the edible products from
which Fairy is made goes soaring, it is sometimes a
pretty delicate problem. Only years of soap-

making experience and the aid of a wonderful
organization make it possible.

Fairy Soap—the handy, floating, oval cake—

is the best soap value in the market today.

THE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY
CHICAGO

*mojl 1/ w1

a little}& rry in Your Hom#eés
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Sterling Silver
Filigree
No. 412. $5.00
Larger Sizes:
No. 414. $7.00
No. 415. 8.50
No. 416. 9.50

Silver Clip-on-Cap
adds 50¢
to above costs

'Ideal.
untmnPen

Always Acceptable

j V TATERMAN'S IDEAL is one of the very few gifts
W which the receiver can put right in his pocket for
f  constant use. If everyone had the selecting of his own
1 Christmas presents this is the kind that would be purchased.
As a gift to anyone, or for yourself, there is not anotF er article
that shows better purchasing discretion than Waterman’s Ideal
Fountain Pen—it is a compliment to your taste.
This pen is made in a very wide range of sizes and styles
in order that the pen technique of every writer may be
individually suited. Your selection may be exchanged i f
until satisfactory. Whether you buy a plain Waterman’s S
Ideal or one studded with diamonds, the quality is of that
same successful standard which the careful workmanship
and Waterman patents have brought to continued perfection.
This is the gift for people who are hard to suit.

Avoid Substitutes Gift Booklet on Request
From the Best Dealers Everywhere
Made in Regular, Safety and Self-Filling Types
L.t.YvateKman Co,173 Broadway, N.Y"

8 SCHOOL ST.,BOSTON. 189 CLARK ST.,CHICAGO. 734- MARKETST,SArtFRAWCJ5C
L.E.WATERMAN COMPANY, LIMITED, MONTREAL.
6 RUE de HANOVRE. PARIS.

>l m

KINGSWAY.LONDON.

THE MUNSEY PRESS, NEW YORK

Plain Style
No. 12...$2.50
Larger Sizes:
No. 14... $4.00
No. 15... 5.00
No. 16..., 6.00

Clip-on-Cap
adds 25¢
to above costs



