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THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

W e  w a n t  y o u  t o  k n o w  t h i s  w o n d e r f u l  m u s i c a l  i n s t r u m e n t  a s  w e  k n o w  it: 
t o  h e a r  i t  a n d  r e a l m :  a s  w e  d o  t h e  h e i y  n t  o t  ' p e r t c c t i o n  it h a s  r e a c h e d  in r e c e n t  
y e a r s :  t o  e n j o y  w i th  u s  a n d  t h e  t h o u s a n d s  u p o n  t h o u 
s a n d s  o f  V i c t o r  o w n e r s ,  t h e  w o r l d ' s  b e s t  m u s i c ,  p l a y e d  
a s  v o u  h a v e  n e v e r  h e a r d  i t  b e f o r e .

You owe it to yourself to hear  the Vic tor .  i ' many i« ffse  .nearest 
V ic to r  d e a le r 's ,  and he will gladly p lay—with ' air .bligatiop— any Vic tor 
music you w ant  to hear .

And be sure to hear the Victor-Victrola
Victor Talking Machine Co,, Camden. X. J.. r.s..v

V-v -.ret b ;--t r e s u l t s ,  ;:=e GT'.Iy V ic to r  N e e  l ie s  - 'ic ro r  R ev - •:*-N 

N e w  V i c t o r  R e c o r d s  a r e  o n  s a l e  a t  a l l  d e a l e r s  o n  t h e  2 8 t h  o f e a c h  m o n t h

? ft :$ *01V > W.ru* you mention The A boost.
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THE POW DER CHASE. The stirring afternoon, night and morning in
the experience of a suburban drug c le rk ....................... GEORGE C. JENKS

T. Z. B. The deadly import of that central initial in a name, given certain 
circumstances which make privacy im pera tive.......... EDGAR FRANKLIN

S i x  S e r i a l  S t o r i e s
FENCING WITH VILLAINY. P a r t i .  A partnership with death in which 

a live man becomes a serious handicap to the gam e..SEWARD w. HOPKINS 
THE BIG OBSTACLE. Part I. 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

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

THE W ORST IS YET TO COME. Part IV. This summer’s tale of the 
comedy happenings in a unique boarding-house is streaked with the
possibilities of tra g e d y ........................................................................ GERALD N. COE

JUGG LING THE “ B O W -W O W .” Part II. Ted C orey’s thoughtless
invitations, and how he made good.................................... CASPER CARSON

DEVIL’S OW N ISLAND. Part IV. W hat came of a semistranding in 
Bangkok and a shipping aboard an unwilling vessel..GEORGE M. A. CAIN
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THE MAN W HO CAME BACK TO  JAIL....... r . k. THOMPSON......................
BEVERLY’S NEW JO B .............................................VANCE MAYNARD...................
HER BID FOR FAME..............................................LEE BERTRAND......................
WHY HE G O T  THE AUTOM OBILE................FRED V. GREENE, Jr................
AN UMBRELLA ENTANGLEM ENT..................GEORGE STILLWELL................
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‘His Christmas Burden"
is th e  n am e  of a cap ita l sh o r t sto ry  in  th e  D ece m b e r A rgosy , in  w h ich  T w o  N ew  Serials will 
s ta r t—“ In T r ea so n ’s T rack ,” an d  “ A n  E xh ib it T h a t W a lk ed  A w a y .” H o t w e a th e r  is the  
b a c k g ro u n d  fo r “ A  Cold D e a l,” one of th e  tw o  c o m p le te  novels, a n d  a sw am p  in Je rsey  fu r 
n ishes th e  basis for th e  o th er, su g g e sted  b y  an a c tu a l h ap p en in g , “ B lood  W ill T e ll.”

I S S U E D  M O N T H L Y  B Y  T H E  F R A N K  A .  M V N S E Y  C O M P A N Y  
1 7 5  F i f t h  A v e n u e ,  N e w  Y o r k ,  a n d  T e  m p l e  H o u s e ,  T e m p  l e A v e  n u  e , E.  C„  L o n d o n

Frans A. Mpn«e», President, Richard l i .  Tithsrisctvn, Secretory. Cum  stop ju r  H . Pope, TrwLsurer.

COPYRIGHT, 1910, BY THE FRA NK A. MDNSEY COMPANY, ENTERED AT THE NEW  YORK POST-OFFICE AS SECOND-CLASS MAIL MATTER,
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How s your Job
Alongside o f  His?

! You can takeCfî piace
Do you w an t to  " g e t  a h e a d ” ? If  you will le t us we 
can show  you how  to  becom e an  e x p e rt au to  d r iv e r -  
like the  m an  a t the  wheel. H is jo b  isn ’t  w ork—it’s a 
cinch. Such ex p e rts

EARN $35 TO $50 A WEEK
an d  th e re  is a  big dem and  fo r  them . O ur H om e Study 
C ourse tra in s  you  in y o u r own hom e in a  few w eeks’ 
tim e. A Sm all Down P aym en t s ta rts  you. S eparab le  
M odels o f w orking  parts  show ing every  deta il and  
m ovem en t f ree  to  every  s tu d e n t. W rite today fo r 
o u r  F ree  p ro sp ec tu s, w ith sam ples of lessons. We 
assist to  B e tte r  positions.

We a re  in  con stan t tou ch  w ith ow ners 
and  garages re q u ir in g  com p eten t m en.

B U F F A L O  A U T O M O B IL E  S C H O O L
The au to  school th a t comes to you  

37  B F ra n k lin  S t r e e t ,  - • B u ffa lo , N . Y.

L E A R N  S C IE N T IF IC  B U S IN E S S  L E T T E R  W R IT IN G
We w ill teach you bv m all to w rite  the kind  of le tte rs  th a t w ill build up 
business to  trem endous p ro p o rtio n s; com m ands high  salary . W e will 
c r itic ise  your le t te r  of in q u iry  free, il you w rite  for full p articu la rs .

S C H O O L , O F  l tU S IX F S S  L E T T E R - W l t lT I .T G  
D ept. 41 l ’tige B uild ing , Michigan Are. and 4 0 th  S t.,  Chicago

LEARN JEWELERS ENGRAVING
A high  salaried  and easily  learned  trad e , tau g h t tho roughly  by m ail. We will 
teach  the beg inner b e tte r  e u g ra v in g  than  he can gaiu in years of rig id  appren 
ticesh ip . We will also  im prove th e  sk ill of any  engraver. Send for o u r catalog.
The Engraving School, 41 Page Bldg., Michigan Ave., Chicago, lib

Ê̂ Ar7"lLLUSTRATOR—LeanTt̂ Draw™̂ v̂iinnciri
y o u  b y  m ail h o w  to  SCH o o i. n t  IU.rSTKATIQN. M ic .  »  |
d ra w  lo r  m agazines CHICAGO
a n d  n ew sp ap ers .
S en d  for catalog.

Only $1 A Perfect T im e-K eeper, calling 
th e  H our and  the Half-Hour. 
N early  T w o  F e e t  H i g h .  
1 - i  I n c h e s  W i d e ,  in Solid 

W alnut Case. So beautifu l and useful an  o rn a m e n t fo r your 
den o r j o u r  hom e—on such  easy te rm s—m ail us * 1 .00  for 
one yea r's  subscrip tion  to  o u r m agazine, th en  you pay *1.00 
a  m on th  for on ly  8 m onths.

C A T A L O G  F R E K - n s k  f o r  i t .  
C O M M O N -S E N S E  P U B L ISH IN G  CO . 

D e p t .  41 P a g e  B u ild in g , C h ic ag o

A Happy 
Marriage

Depends largely on a 
know ledge of the whole 
tru th  about self and 

sex and th e ir relation to  life and health . 
This know ledge does not come in telli
gen tly  of itself, nor correctly front ordinary 
everyday sources.

S e x o l o g y
( I llu s tra ted )

B y  W illiam  H . W alling, A .  M ., M . D ., 
im parts in a clear, wholesome way, in  one 
volume :

K nowledge a Young M an Should Have.
Knowledge a Young H usband Should H ave. 
Knowledge a Father Should H ave.
Knowledge a Father Should Im part to H is Son. 
M edical Knowledge a H usband Should Have.

Knowledge a Young W oman Should H ave.
Knowledge a Y oung W ife Should Have.
Knowledge a M other Should Have.
Knowledge a M other Should Im part to H e r D aughter. 
M edical Knowledge a Wife Should H ave.

A ll in  o n e  v o lu m e , il lu s tra te d , $ 2 , p o s tp a id .
Write for “ O ther People’s O pinions” and T able of Contents.

P uritan  Pub. C o., 7 3 6  P erry  B ld g ., P hila ., P ar

I W A N T  A  M A N
o( Qoo<t oVvaracter va eack evt^ 
and town To act as kyuj

SPECIAL REPRESENTATIVE
No 'peAAUag, cojafassw-g or 

otW  o^ectloaaGW wort; required. 
Yreiious tb'ptrlett.ce un.aectss0.rt4. 

Tubes need aotf al S'vrst, interfere 
vuttt v}oar '^reseat employ naeat.

tR KkROt™  \ will assist tie right
man to become independent Tot tile.
\t ;jou are mattini} less tko-o. ^2,4-QO avjear 
and. are trustw ortkq an d  Su^vtveoXl^ 
acaGtuus to Warn. and. Gecotvve CoKV'peteat 
to handle vnq (ius- 
laess wb v̂ our rlclaVC ,̂
Write roe at oace ?or 
taU. ^o-rtvouto-rs, vruj 
GcmvK references, etc.
Address

E dw in  R. W arden
12 "Marden.

Y Y ask -ivL ^ toa . D . C .

KY0WN BUILTHNO-wKw n.wrV5 
7.QQ Handlk'fa oVtvcc
dtfaWs oT the immense to\um* 
oT (ju.sio.tss Transacted U m*

\rtV>vt^tato.CvYgs______ * ’
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M unsey’s M agazine 
T h e  S crap  B ook 
T he A rgosy $1.50
T h e  A ll-S tory M agazine 1.00
T h e  R ailroad  M an 's  M agazine .75
T h e  C avalier .50
D ecem ber A rgosy  F orm s  

Close October 24th.
$(3.25

yV DEPARTM ENT 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 interest Ins booklet 

on (.'Unified Advertising.

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED
Q UICK  SA LES A N D  B IG  TU O ITTS. T h a t 's  w h a t the  

agen t w an ts , and  th a t ’s w h a t he g e ts  se lling  our new  1911 
model H ydro-C arbon L igh ting  S ystem s. E asy  to  sell, easy 
to  in s ta ll. A ny home o r store. W rite  today  fo r our biff 
proposition . E xc lusive  te r r ito ry , com plete in s tru c tio n s  and 
d em onstra ting  ou tfit free  to  w orkers. A corn Brass Ma n u- 
r  act EKING Co m pan y , 222 X. l ’euria  S t., Chicago.

W A N TED  —  A G E N T S TO SELL P R IN T E R S . E N G I
N E E R S , ino tonnen , anybody who w an ts  clean hands. 
Vutico, Thu P erfec t H and  Soap and H ousehold C leanser. 
L et anybody try  a sam ple and you m ake a quick salt*. Add 
$12 per w eek ea sily  to your income. We w an t h u s tlin g  rep 
re sen ta tiv e s  in  every  shop. Enclose lo e  in stam ps for fu ll 
size can  uud p a r tic u la rs . A ddress Box D ., The J .  T. Rob
ertson  Co., M anchester, Conn.

A G EN TS. Let me s ta r t  you in a profitab le business. 
1 fu rn ish  a l l th e  money— you do the  w ork. You get the  
la rg es t sh are  o f th e  profits. Experience is n 't  m -cessary. 
I lay th e  w ork o u t so th a t  you ea sily  do it . T h is is a g rand  
oppo rtu n ity  for one resp ertab le  man or w oman in every  town 
to  e s ta b lish  an honest business th a t  pays big profits the  very 
firs t w eek. D on’t  an sw er unless you can fu rn ish  good 
references. W rite  me today— tom orrow  m ay be too la te . 
W j i . H . D oty, T re asu re r, 24 D oty B ldg., Boston, M ass.

A G EN TS ! H E R E ’S YOL’R CH AN CE to  m ake m ore and 
ea sie r  money th a n  eve r on a live, qu ick  selling  subscrip tion  
p roposition . A sk fo r ‘’S a la ry  P la n ."  A ddress "V on ,”  Sales 
M gr., H am pton ’s M agazine, 65 W . 35th  S t., X. Y. C ity .

W A N TED — One Good Mail in each tow n to take  orders 
fo r m ade-to-m easure clo thes. U p-to -date  sty les, very low 
p ric e s ; o rders come easy. H igh-c lass perm anen t b u s in ess ; 
line profits, $5 .00  a day  and up. No money or experience 
needed. W e sh ip  on approval, express p repaid , and guaran tee  
perfec t fit. W rite  fo r free  sam ple ou tfit and  iiiside price on 
s u it fo r yourself. B an n e r T a ilo ring  Co., D ept. 549, Chicago.

A G EN TS earn  big money w eekly selling  our new s ty les 
em broidered w ais t p a tte rn s , prim -ess dresses, pe tticoa ts , a r t  
linens, d raw n  w ork, s ilk  shaw ls and  sca rfs , e tc . C atalogue 
free. J .  G l u c k . <521 B ’w ay, New York.

L IV E  A G EN TS W A N TED — H u stle rs  to  handle our a t 
tra c tiv e  com bination  package of soap and to ile t a rt ic le s—  
$1.25 prem ium  w ith  every  59c sa le . O ur T exas agen t sold 
100 boxes in one and  a h a lf  days— profit $.‘>5.on. \ \  r ite  
today fo r il lu s tra te d  ca talogue and  pro fit-sharing  plan. 
D avis Soap Com pan y , 70 Union P a rk  C t., Chicago.

MONEY M ADE EA SILY  by subsc rip tion  seeking for 
Seri bu rr 's  M aya'.inc. F o r p a r tic u la rs  reg ard in g  liberal rash  
com m issions, e te ., add ress  a t  once D esk S, ScRiRNElt's 
Magazine , 155 F if th  Ave., New Y ork C ity .

A G E N T S to  sell the  la te s t  inven tion , " T h e  C om bination 
O pera and  F ie ld  G la ss ."  Seven in s tru m en ts  in  one. co n ta in 
ing  O pera G lass. F ie ld  G lass, R eading  G lass. S tereoscope. 
Compass, M icroscope, and  Laryngoscope. C ircu la r i n  • . Sam 
ple by m ail 50c. Be r k  B ros.. 529-3:5 B ’w ay, N. Y. C ity.

W anted  rep re sen ta tiv e s  everyw here— e ith e r  sex to  sell '" ir  
**Uzit”  G as H eated  F la t  Irons . Saves labor and gas b ills— a 
m odern household necessity— rap id  se llers , lib e ra l induce- 
m ents. T he L. A L. M fg. Co. , S I3 Marion  S t., C anton , _<_b

A G E N T S— You can  have Free  ou r il lu s tra te d  F a ll c a ta 
logue, con ta in ing  ev e ry th in g  you w an t to handle, a lso  dress 
goods sam ples sen t F ree  and  express p repaid . W rite  today. 
J o s e p h  T. S im o n  Co., 656 B roadw ay, New Y ork.___  _

YOU CAN M AK E M ORE MONEY th a n  you ever dream ed  
possib le  d eco ra ting  ch ina , burnt-w ood, m eta l, e tc ., in colors 
from  photographs. Men successful as  women. Learned a t  
once, no ta le n t requ ired . T akes like w ildfire everyw here. 
Semi s ta inp  quick for p a r tic u la rs . C. A. Vallaxue Co., 
E lk h a rt. Ind iana.

R O O SEV EL T'S  OWN BOOK. A frican  G am e T ra ils , says 
the X. Y. T ribun*. " i s  of course the  book of the  y e a r ."  
A gents we g u aran tee  you high com m ission, s tro n g  backing, 
com plete monopoly of field in hand ling  th is , " th e  book " f  
the y e a r ."  For prospectus w rite  R oosevelt  - Scum  n ek . 
152 F if th  Avt-nue, New York.

A G E N T S— oitlie r sex, to  sell lots. F a s te s t grow ing town 
in T e x as ; m onthly  p ay m en ts : 4 on m illion feet n a tu ra l g a s ;

mi oil w e lls : free t ra n sp o r ta tio n : big <-mninission. W rite  
I’ETitoi.iA Land Com pany  i Incorporated  >, F t .  W orth , Texas.

A G E N T S. STUB— $3o w eekly easy— 9u big m oney
m akers. B rand  new selling  p lan . Everybody buys, an y 
body can sell. B iggest profits. O utfit free to  w orkers. Send 
for ca talogue. A. M iller  Co .. Box 155, M uskegon. M ich.

$100 M ONTHLY AND E X P E N S E S  TO TRU STW O RTH Y  
men and  women to trav e l and  d is tr ib u te  s a m p le s : big 
m an u fac tu re r. S teady w ork. S. Sc h e f f e r . T reas.. M J12*. 
< 'hicago.

STOCK SALESM EN  can m ake big nmm-y rep resen ting  us 
in every  locality . We bundle only re liab le  stocks abou t to  
pay la rge  d iv idends. F ine  chance for r ig h t men. E xperience 
unnecessary . S tan d a rd  S ecu ritie s  Co.. 225 5 th  A ve., N. Y.

A G EN TS W A N TED  E V E R Y W H E R E  to sell a l l  k inds of 
P rin tin g , R ubber s ta m p s ,  e tc. Large fac ili tie s . Good money 
for good men. W rite  fo r ca ta log  m nl in fo rm ation . 
Lo w e x t h a l  W olf Co m pa n y , B altim ore, Md.

N O SPI.A SH  SA M PLE F R E E . A gents, both  sexes. E u
reka A nti sp lash  W aters  tra in e rs  a re  w inners. D aily  Profit 
$5 upw ard . G et free  sam ple. Be convinced. Send 2c 
postage. M. Seed , 93 K eade, New Yurk.

W A N TED  —  R E S P O N S IB L E  R E P R E S E N T A T IV E  in 
every County to  sell H ydron Carbon L igh ting  System s, 
200 ‘ ir profit. F u ll p ro tec tion , exclusive te r r ito ry  to  tie- 
r ig h t m an. C atalogues and  fu ll in fo rm ation  free. A d
dress D ept. 6 . N ational S tam ping  & Elec. W ks., Chicago.

A GENTS CAN S ELL O UR SUN-RAY K ER O SE N E M AN
T L E  B U R N E R S t"  everybody who ow ns la m p s: w ill sell on 
s ig h t;  big com m ission. i<m ejim lle-pow er: fits a ll lum ps; 
ten tim es b rig h te r than  gas. W rite  for eat a log and free p a r 
ticu la rs. Sim plex G asligh t Co.. D ept. MA, 23 P a rk  Row, N. Y.

A G EN TS CAN EA SILY  M AK E $ 1 0 . no A DAY selling  
our Gold W indow L e tte rs . Novelty S igns, and  C hangeable 
Signs. Enorm ous dem and. M erchants m ust have them . C a ta 
logue free. S ullivan  Co., 1233 W. Van B ureu S t., Chicago.

MEN AND WOMEN everyw here a re  ea rn in g  exeel len t in 
comes se lling  Ih d la d a y 's  M a m  l shoe Polish, se lf-sh in ing , 
w ater-proof. W hy n o t y o u ; W rite  for d em onstra ted  sam ple 
and term s. M. U. I lo lluday , 126 W est 31st S t., New York.

A GENTS m ake Mg money se lling  "u r  ie-w gold le tte rs  for 
other w indow s, s f r e  fron ts , and g lass >igns. Any one can 
put them  on. W rite  today for free sam ple and fu ll p a r t ic u 
la rs . Meta llic  S ign  Letter  Co.. 4<*9 N. C la rk  S t.. Chicago.

A GENTS— Send for free copy of "T h e  Thom as A g en t."  
F illed  w ith  m oney-m aking p lans. 110-license-tax  decision of 
Suprem e C ourt, po in ters and experience " f  thousands of suc- 
eessfu l agen ts. J .  M. I-'inch. E d ito r. 307 T h ird  S t., D ayton. O.

EX C E PT IO N A L  oppo rtun ity  fo r energe tic  so lic ito rs to  
secure pro tec ted  agency fo r h igh-grade sp ecia lty . Sells to 
business m en. doctors, law yers, homes, b arbers , hotels. Big 
profits. Splendid Spring  and Sum m er specia lty . W rite  today. 
Sanitax  Co .. 2325 W abash A ve.. Chicago.

A G EN TS. MEN A W OM EN— New p a ten ted  a r tic le  ev e ry 
body n ee d s; sells  fo r 5  Ik-; pays I 0 0 G p ro fit: pocket sam ple, 
big se ller. E xclusive te r r ito ry . W rite  fo r p a rticu la rs . 
B ullard Mfg . Co.. 84 W ebster B ldg.. Boston. M ass.

A G E N T S: W rite  fo r new  proposition  on our p a ten ted  
m atch  and  gum  vending m achines. S plendid  side line, one 
sa le  per day  m akes good sa la ry . Laclede Mfg . Co., 434 
Laclede B ldg., S t. Louis, Mo.
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AGENTS & SALESMEN "WANTED
■ — Continued

W idows, Ladies, Men. X n c .  In te re s tin g , profitab le, easy 
w ork. S pare tim e  o r perm anen t. S ell ou r usefu l specia lties . 
O ur original se lling  p lan  w ill double your sa les. P a r tic u la r?  
A- $2 prem ium  offer free . F a i r  Mfg. Co., FM 25, R acine, W is.

AUTOM ATIC POTATO P E E L E R . Peels 24 po ta toes  p e r
fec tly  in  one m inu te . M ilw aukee F ru i t  J a r  H older and Cover 
W rench. T he g rea t f r u i t  cann ing  tools. 500 o th e r red  h o t 
se lle rs . B ea u tifu l sam ple case w ith  4o sam ples of b es t se ll
ers  se n t free. B ig  P rofits. Geo. E dgreu  Co., M ilw aukee.W is.

$25 W E EK LY  AND E X P E N S E S  TO MEN AND WOMEN 
to  collect nam es, d is tr ib u te  sam ples and ad v e rtise . S teady 
w ork. C. H . E m ery . MD2S, Chicago, 111.

A GENTS W A N TED  IN  EV ERY  COUNTY to  sell the 
T ra n sp a re n t H an d le  Pocket K nife. B ig  com m ission paid. 
From  $75 to  $300 a  m onth can be m ade. W rite  fo r te rm s. 
Novelty  Cutlery  Co., No. 77 B ar S t., C anton , Ohio.

W A N TED — A gents to  so lic it o rders  fo r m ade-to-m easure 
U nderw ear. Those ta k in g  o rders  fo r Custom  S h ir ts  and 
C lothes p re fe rred . B ig o ppo rtun ity . T e x t il e  Mfg . <’i>.. 
45 In s ti tu te  P lace . Chicago. 111.

A G EN TS— P o r tra i ts  35c. F ram es 15c. S heet Pie- 
lu re s  lc .  S tereoscopes 25c. V iew s lc .  3*> d ay s’ cred it. 
Sam ples and  ca ta log  free. Consolidated  P o rtrait . D ept. 
107s, 1027 W . A dam s S t.. Chicago.

PH O TO  P ILLO W  TO P S. P o r tra i ts .  F ram es. S heet P ic
tu re s  and  P hoto  C hina P la te s  a t  very  low est p rices. R ejects  
c red ited . P ro m p t sh ip m e n ts . Sam ples and ca ta lo g  free. We 
tru s t  honest agen ts . E xperience unnecessary . J a s . C . 
Bailey  Co., Robey and  Potom ac S ts ., D ept. A, Chicago.

HELP WANTED
I F  YOU CAN REA D  AND W R IT E  ami a re  w illing  to  try  

— we w ill te ach , tra in  and equip  you to  be a top-notch, sc i
entific sa lesm an . A  splend id  positiou  w ith  u s  is  then  yours. 
No previous experience necessary . We w a n t “7  c a n "  and 
“ I  k?ill'-' m en fo r our perm an en t sa le s  force. T h is  is  an 
opening fo r th e  m an who w a n ts  to  be a  real sa lesm an  w ith  
exceptional money m aking  oppo rtu n itie s. I f  you believe in 
doing business on a  "lbOUc honesty  b a s is ,”  i f  you w an t 
"S u ccess ,”  i f  you r w ishbone is n o t w here you r backbone 
ough t to  be, w rite  u s  today fo r fu ll p a r t ic u la rs . Stage, 
B urroughs & Co m pan y  fM an u fac tu re rs ’ R epresentatives.* , 
511 M ichigan A venue, Chicago. Offices 700.

W A N TED — Local rep resen ta tiv es  to  sell m en’s clo th ing  
«m c red it by la rg e s t c red it c lo th ing  house in  th e  w o rld : no 
ca p ita l re q u ire d : w rite  fo r p lan . Me n t e e  a  R osenbloom  
Co., 601 Cox B ldg.. R ochester, X. Y.

DO YOU W A N T_ TCT M A K E BIG M ONEY? H ere  is 
you r o ppo rtun ity , rep resen tin g  in your lo ca lity  la rge , re 
liab le , estab lish ed  business h o u s e : uo experience o r ca p ita l 
requ ired . W rite  fo r  free  p a r tic u la rs . D ept. D , Dan iel  
H. R it te r  Co.. Chicago, il l .

GOLD STAMPING
NAM ES. MONOGRAMS, lodge em blem s, e tc ., bu rn t in 

gold lea f on pocket books, s ilk s , woolens, e tc ., by you in 30 
seconds: 15 m in u tes’ p rac tice  gets  knack. O utfits com plete. 
M ake from  $50 to  $500 per week. A ll d ep a rtm en t s to res  need 
you. .!»><: g e ts  sam ple pocketlm ok w ith  nam e and lodge cm - 
idem  show ing w ork. H am pson, 550 K. 10th  S t..  New York.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES
O PEN  A D Y E IN G , C leaning and  P ressing  E s ta b lish m e n t. 

Splendid field, excellen t profits, very l i t t le  c a p ita l needed. 
W e te ll you how. W rite  fo r Imuket. Be n -Vo n i>e Sy ste m , 
D ept. E,* S tau n to n , Va.

LEARN th e  t ru th  abou t M ail O rder B usiness befor** in 
vesting  in " o u tf i ts ."  Im p o rtan t in fo rm ation  and  p a rticu la rs , 
showing how to  s t a r t  M. U. business, se n t jn .e . Mail 
Order Library . P u b lic ity  D ept. M.. 509 F if th  A ve., N.Y.

R ailw ay  M ail C lerks W anted . S a la ry  $$00 to  $1600. 
A’jvrmimif ions every  w in re X o v . 12th . T housands o f ap p o in t
m ents com ing. W rite  fo r l i s t  of places. P rep a ra tio n  free. 
F r a n k l in  I n s t it u t e , D ept. B1L2, R ochester, X. Y.

W E- STA R T YOU IN  A PER M A N EN T B U SIN E S S  w ith  
ns and  fu rn ish  every th ing . W e have new  easy -se lling  p lans 
and seasonable le aders  in  th e  M ail O rder line to  keep our 
fac to ries  busv . No canvassing . Sm all cap ita l. You pay us 
nut o f th e  business. Large profits. S pare tim e only  requ ired . 
P ersonal ass is tan c e . W rite  today fo r p lans, positive  proof 
and  sw orn s ta tem e n ts . J .  M. P ea se  Meg. Co., 11SG P ease 
B uild ing , Buffalo, X. Y.

BUSINESS & CORRESPONDENCE 
SCHOOLS

WK W ANT A T H I'S T W O R T H y Y O I'X G  MAN in every 
tow n in th e  U nited S ta te s  to  rep resen t us, a f te r  com pleting 
our course in A utom obile E ng ineering  by m ail. O ppo rtun ity  
to  ea rn  good money w h ile  study ing , by supply ing  nam es of 
o th e r hom>st young m en, who m ig h t be  in te re s ted . The 
only school in the  U n ited  S ta te s  w hich  em ploys all i ts  
s tu d en ts  and  w hich a c ts  a s  p rep a ra to ry  tra in in g  school for 
au tom obile fac to ries  and  sales com panies. W rite  fo r p lan  O. 
T he A utom obile College o f W ashington , In c ., W ash ing ton . D.C.

LOCAL R E P R E S E N T A T IV E  W A N TED . Splendid  income 
assured  r ig h t m an to  a c t  a s  our rep re sen ta tiv e  a f te r  le a rn 
ing our business thoroughly  by m ail. F orm er experience 
unnecessary . A ll we requ ire  is  honesty , ab ility , am bition  
and w illingness to  le a rn  u lu c ra tiv e  business. No so lic iting  
or tra v e lin g . T h is  is  an exceptional oppo rtu n ity  fo r a  man 
in  you r section  to  g e t in to  a  b ig-paying  business w ithou t 
ca p ita l and  become independen t fo r life . W rite  a t  once fo r 
fu ll p a r ticu la rs . A ddress E. R. M arden. P res . T he N ational 
C o-O perative R eal E s ta te  Company. S u ite  345, M arden Bldg., 
W ash ing ton . D. C.

RA ILW A Y  M A IL C LE R K S W A N TED . S ala ry  $S0u to  
$ 1 6 0 0 . E xa m in a tio n s  everyw here  X ov . 12th . T housands of 
appo in tm en ts  com ing. .W r i te  fo r  l i s t  o f p laces. P rep a 
ra tio n  free. F r a n k l in  I n s t it u t e , D ept. B l, R ochester, 
New York.

M AK E MONEY W R IT IN G  SH O R T S T O R IE S  o r for 
N ew spapers. E a rn  from  $100-$500 m onthly . P lea sa n t 
sp are  tim e  o r reg u la r w ork  fo r you. Send fo r free  booklet. 
T e lls  liow. U n it e d  P r e s s  Syn dicate , San F ranc isco , Cal.

$5 .ono TO $10,U00 YEARLY' in  th e  Real E s ta te  business, 
v it in iu t  c a p i ta l ;  w e w ill teach  you th e  business by m ail, 
ap p o in t you Special R ep re sen ta tiv e  in  your locality , of 
le ad ing  rea l e s ta te  com pany, l i s t  w ith  you read ily  sa lab le  
p ro p erties , co-opera te w ith  and  a s s is t  you to  p erm anen t 
su c c e ss : a thorough com m ercial law  course free  to  rep re 
sen ta tiv e s . I f  you a re  honest and  am bitious, ou r free  62- 
page book w ill su re ly  in te re s t  you. A ddress I n tern a tio n a l  
R ealty  <’orp.. D ept. 4476, Chicago, 111. (Successor to  T he 
Cross Co. and  H . W. Cross & Co. i

C IV IL  S ER V IC E G O V ERN M EN T PO SITIO N S a re  very 
d esirab le  fo r young people. F u ll in fo rm ation  and questions 
rece n tly  used by th e  C ivil Service Commission free. 
Co lum bian  Co r r espo n d en ce  Colleg e , W ashing ton , D. C.

$5 ,000 TO $10,000 P E R  Y EA R IN  T H E  R EA L EST A T E  
B U SIN E SS. No ca p ita l requ ired . I w ill teach  you how. 
and m ake you my specia l rep resen ta tiv e . W ork a l l o r p a r t 
tim e. Send fo r my b ig  F ree  Book. H erbert  H urd , P res ., 
^ 75 D w igh t B ldg.. K an sas  C ity . Mo.

G E T  A B E T T E R  PLA CE— U ncle Sam  is  b e s t em p lo y er; 
pay is  high an d  s u re :  hours s h o r t ;  places p e rm a n e n t; 
prom otions r e g u la r ;  v acations  w ith  p a y ; thousands of v a 
cancies every  m o n th : a l l k inds o f p le asan t w ork every 
w here ; no la y -o ffs ; no pu ll needed, common education  suffi
c ien t. A sk fo r free  B ookle t IS , g iv ing  fu ll p a r t ic u la rs  and 
exp la in in g  my offer o f position  o r  money back. E arl 
H o p k in s , W ashington , D. C.

STUDIES IN ENGLISH
*• M EN D  YOUR S P E E C H ,”  says Shakespeare , ”  le s t i t  

m a r your fo r tu n e .”  Let us show  you our sim plified system  
of te ach ing  how to  w rite  an d  ta lk  w ith  polish and person
a lity . I n s t it u t e  o r  E n g l is h , P assa ic , N. J.

ELOCUTION & DRAMATIC ART
A CTIN G , O RATORY, P L A Y W R IT IN G : Learn th e  best- 

paying . m ost fa sc in a tin g  profession iu th e  w orld . Y«»u cun 
ea rn  $25 to $5on w eekly. We have  ta u g h t th e  sub jec t by 
correspondence successfu lly  fo r yea rs . Satisfied s tu d en ts  
everyw here . W rite  fo r F ree  Book D ram atic  A rt. Chicago 
School of E locu tion , 034 G rand  Op. H ouse, Chicago.

GAMES AND ENTERTAINMENTS
PLA YS. V audeville Sketches. Monologues, D ialogues, 

S peakers. M instre l M ate ria l. Jukes . R ec ita tions . T ab leaux , 
D rills . M usical P ieces. E n te r ta in m en ts , M ake U p Goods. 
L arge C atalog  F ree . T. S. D enison & Co., D ep t.4 3 ,Chicago.

FOR MEN
SA FE T Y  RA ZO R BLA D ES s te riliz ed  an d  sharpened 

b e t te r  th a n  n o w ; 2 c ts . each. 5 y ea rs ’ success. Send fo r 
b lade box and c ircu la r. E lectro  S t r o ppin g  Co., 124 
Shelby S t.. D e tro it, M ich.
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FURS
$45.00  FO R $20.00  I found in a closed ease sold a t  

auc tion  by o rder o f G arfield S afe D eposit Co. a lo t of fu rs , 
consis ting  m ostly  of m en’s fu r  lined  coa ts , and lad ies’ long, 
b ea u tifu l H a re  L y n x  se ts . T he b lack  Lynx se ts  consist of 
a  m agnificent e x tra  la rg e  mu ft' and  e x tra  b ea u tifu l R ussian  
shawl'. T hey a re  w orth  a t  le a s t $ 45 .0U, w ill se ll fo r $20.00 , 
and  the  m en 's  co a ts  a re  lined w ith  the  finest A u stra lian  
m ink. The shell o f im ported  broadclo th , w ith  co lla r  and 
cuffs and  facing  of the  very  finest P ers ian  iam b, sizes 34 
to  48. I t s  value is above $N5 .no, w ill sell for $40.00 . ami 
w ill sh ip  a t  ray expense anyw here, w ith  priv ilege of inspec
tion e ith e r  o r both  a r tic le s . W rite  a t  once to  ta k e  advan tage  
o f th is  e x trao rd in a ry  offer. Mn. K ay, P resid en t of K ays, 
Inc ., 23 W est T h ir ty -F o u rth  S t., New York City.

A t'T O M O B IL IS T S , A T T E N T IO N ! Sold my tou rin g  car. 
Sacrifice A u stra lian  m ink fu r-lined  c a t ,  e legan t P ers ian  
lam b co llar, b lack  b roadclo th  shell, co st $90, se ll $35. 
Tw o C innam on bea r robes, cost $75, sell $30. L ike New. 
W . Scott , 121 E a s t  27 th  S t., New York.

JEWELRY
D IAM ONDS D EN O T E PROSPERITY*. A single stone 

diam ond rin g  is a good inv estm en t— ap p ro p ria te  for a p re s 
en t. L ad ies’ T iffany se tt in g — G entlem en’s B elcher se ttin g  
— 14 k a ra t  gold. A ny p rice, $10 to  $50, depending upon 
size of stone. We save you th e  re ta ile r ’s profit. We g u a ra n 
tee sa tis fa c tio n  o r money back. 1 30 days approval. » 
L. S. H aas  Jew el Co., 1436 N. lo th  S t., P h iladelph ia , P a .

FOR THE DEAF
D E A F ? In v is ib le  E a r  P e llic le ts . la te ly  pa ten ted , quickly  

re lieve  D eafness and  H ead  N oises. M ake you h ea r w ell. 
S uperior to  an y th in g  on th e  m arke t. Cost b u t l i t t le . W rite  
fo r booklet. T he P e llic le t Co., 127 D uane S t., New York.

T H E  A C O rS T IC O N  M AK ES T H E  D E A F  H EA R  IN 
STANTLY*. No tru m p et, u nsigh tly . <>r cum bersom e appa
ra tu s . S pecial in s tru m en ts  fo r T h ea tres  and Churches. In 
successfu l use th roughou t the  coun try . Booklet, w ith  in 
dorsem ent of those you know. free. K. A. T urn er . 1205 
B ’w ay, New York C ity.

MISCELLANEOUS
TOBACCO H A B IT  CU RED  OR NO COST. H arm less home 

tre a tm e n t of roo ts and  herb s . Sure, p leasan t, perm anen t. 
Send you r nam e quick . K in g  Ni -K o o, W ich ita , K ansas .

REAL ESTATE
CA LIFO R N IA

O RAN G E. A L F A L FA , v ineyard  and f ru i t  lands in  San 
Jo aq u in  V alley, C alifo rn ia . U nequaled soil, ab u n d an t w a te r. 
$G0 an  ac re  and up. M ake you independen t in a  few years. 
Booklet *’ T he San Joaq u in  V alley "  and  six  m on ths’ sub
sc rip tion  to  our jo u rn a l "  The E a r th ."  free. C. L. Sea- 
graves. Gen. Colonization A gent. A. T . & S. F . R ailw ay , 
1133. R ailw ay  Exchange, Chicago.

T E X A S

BUY LOTS NEAR F A S T E ST  GROW ING C IT Y : do llar 
dow n, d o lla r  a  w eek. B ank  delivers deed. I l lu s tra te d  book
le t  free. T oihn I m pr o v em en t  Co., D ept. W ., Tobin, 
Texas.

STAMPS AND RARE COINS
W E BUY COINS A ND STA M PS AND PAY PREM IU M S 

on m any d a te s  and  v a rie tie s . Send fo r F ree  Booklet A. 
R oyal Money  & St a m p  Co ., 150 N assau  S t., New York.

$7 .75  paid fo r rare  d a te  1853 Q u arte rs . $20 fo r a $C*. 
K eep a ll money d a ted  before 1SS4, and  send 10c a t  once for 
New I llu s tra te d  Coin V alue Book, 4x7. I t  m ay m ean your 
fo rtune . C la rk  & Co., Coin D ealers, D ept. 34, Le Roy, N .Y.

TELEGRAPHY
T E L E G R A PH Y , both M orse and W ireless, ta u g h t quickly. 

R. R. tra in  w ire  and  com plete w ireless s ta tio n  in school. 
Big dem and fo r opera to rs. L iving expenses earned. C orre
spondence courses i f  desired . C atalogs free . D odge’s I n s t i
t u t e , 9 th  S t.,  V alpara iso , Ind . E s tab lish ed  1874.

PATENT ATTORNEYS
PA TEN T W H A T YOU IN V E N T ! Your ideas m ay bring  

yrni a fo rtune . $250,000 offered fo r  one inven tion . O ur free  
books te ll w h a t to inven t and how to  ob ta in  a pa ten t. 
W rite  fo r them . Send sketch  of inven tion  fo r free  opinion 
as to  p a te n ta b ility . P a te n t O btained  o r F ee  R etu rned . 
P a te n ts  ad v e rtised  fo r sa le  free. H. E l l is  0 h a n d l e s  & Co., 
Successors to W oodw ard .Sc Cliandlee, R eg istered  A tto rneys, 
1287 I \  S t., W ashington , D. C.

P A T EN T SECU RED  OR F E E  R E T U R N ED . SEN D  
sketch  fo r free  rep o rt a s  to  p a te n ta b ility . G uide Book and 
W hat to I n v tn t ,  w ith  valuab le l i s t  of Inven tions  W anted , 
s.-nt fr.-e. fine M illion D ollars  offered fo r one invention . 
P a te n ts  secured by us ad v e rtised  free  in W o rld 's  P ro g ress; 
sam ple free. Victor  J .  E vans & Co., W ashington , D. C.

PA T EN TS IN  CA SH  D EM AN D . M any dea ls  closed by 
our c lien ts— one recen tly  fo r $080,000.00— our proof of 
P a tu its  th a t P ro tec t. Send 8c postage for our 3 books fo r 
Inven to rs. It. S. A. B. Lacey , D iv. Go, W ashington , 
D. C. E s tab lish ed  1SG9.

PA T E N T S T H A T  PR O T EC T A ND PAY . Books free. 
H ig h est re fe ren ces : best re su lts . Send fo r l i s t  of Inven
tions  W anted . P a te n ts  ad v e rtised  free . Send sketch  or 
model fo r f r u  search . W atson  E. Colem a n , P a te n t 
L aw yer, 622 F  S tree t, W ash ing ton , D. C.

P A T EN T YOUR ID E A S .— $S.50u offered fo r one inven
tion . Book "H ow  to  O btain  a P a te n t"  and " W h a t to 
In v e n t"  sen t free. Send rough sketch  fo r free  rep o rt as to  
p a te n ta b ility . P a te n t O btained  or Fee R etu rned . We 
ad v e rtise  your p a te n t fo r sa le  a t  our expense. E stab lished  
16 yea rs . Cha n iu .ee  & Cha ndlkk , P a te n t A tty s ., 987 
F  S t.. W ashington . D. C.

PHOTOGRAPHY
D ON’T  S P O IL  GOOD P IC T U R E S  by hav ing  them  poorly 

developed o r p rin ted . O ur w ork se ts  a s ta n d a rd  excelled by 
none. Send u s  a  t r i a l  o rder. P rice  L is t se n t on request. 
H erbert  Ac I I u e sg e n , 309 M adison A venue, New York C ity .

NASSAU PHO TO  CO., 53 N assau S t.,  N. Y ,, w ill m ake 
an S x li> Brom ide E n largem en t from  your nega tive , n ea tly  
m ounted on em bossed ca rd  for 25c : postage paid . F ilm s de
veloped and  p rin ted  a t  low ra te s . Send fo r price l i s t  " X .”

F IN IS H IN G  12 POSTCA RD S. 35c. D eveloping ro lls, 6 
ex.. 10c. W e save you one-fourth  on cam eras and photo 
supplies. A ll goods d ire c t to  you a t  fac to ry  p rices. W rite  for 
our free  P ho to  Book. La f l in  Co., D ept. M, O m aha, Neb.

PICTURE POST-CARDS
SA M PLE PA CK A G ES of T hanksg iv ing . C h ris tm as and 

New Y ear P o st C ards sen t p repaid  for ten cen ts  in stam ps. 
A gents w an ted  ev e ryw here : w rite  a t  once. A rrow  P ost  
Card Co .. 1110 O live S t., S t. Louis. Mo.

POPULAR SHEET MUSIC
SAVE O N E -H A LF ON A L L  YOUR PO PU LA R  M USIC. 

A postal w ill b ring  you our long lis t of a ll th e  popular and 
la te s t h its . S e m p i.e Music  Co., 74 W est A ve., N orw alk, Ci'iinectieut.

SONG POEM S w anted  fo r pub lica tion , w ith  o r w ithou t 
music. A ll sub jec ts . O rig inal. O ur pub lish ing  proposi
tion th e  best offered to-day . E aton , Desk 25, 1370 B 'w av , 
N< w York.

SONG W R IT E R S , CO M PO SERS— Send us your songs. 
Im m edia te  pu blit a t ion g u aran teed  if  possessing  m erit. Send 
for our ca ta log  of fam ous song successes. New Y'ork’s Lead
ing M usic P ub lishers. K nown everw liere. F . B. H ayiland 
P ub. Co., 156 W est 37 th  S t., N. Y.

BIG M ONEY W R IT IN G  SONGS. T housands o f  do llars  
fo r anyone w ho can  w rite  successfu l W ords, o r M usic. 
P a s t experience unnecessary . We w a n t o rig inal song 
poems, w ith  o r w ith o u t m usic. Send us your w ork to 
day, o r w rite  fo r free  p a r tic u la rs . H . K ir k u s  D ugdale 
Co., D ep t. 250, W ash ing ton , D. C.

SONG AND PLAY "WRITING
SONG AND PLAY" W R IT IN G  is  a  very  lu c ra tiv e  p ro 

fession. O ur tw o  books on th e se  su b jec ts  g re a t a ids to  all. 
Send fo r c ircu la rs . We offer a  sp lendid  m usic publish ing  

j proposition  to  those ab le  to  finance in i t ia l  v en tu re . Speci- 
: men copies o f o u r pub lication  10c. J erom e  H . R e m ic k  i & Co., D ept. D, 131 W . 4 1 s t S t. ,  New York.

In answering any advertisement on this page it  is desirable that you mention The A rgosy.
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assnri
For Chauffeurs

Be an Artist
V E A R N  by m a il a t  h o m e  to  p a in t, d ra w , sk e tc h  
L a  an d  d e c o r a te  C h ina. No experience necessary. 
All persons who love th e  beau tifu l a re  n a tu ra l  artists . 
O ur w onderfu l m ethod of p ersonal critic ism  a n d  in d i
v idual in s tru c tio n  w ill b rin g  o u t your ta le n t . S  u c c c s s  
a s s u r e d . G reat a r tis ts  as your in s tructo rs . Very  
p r o fita b le  an d  m o s t e n tr a n c in g  W ork. W rite today  
fo r  o u r beau tifu l book, "HoW  to  L ea rn  A r t.”  S en t 

. F R E E . W rite today. G et o u r g re a t free  a r t  book. 
INSTITUTE, Studio 107S, Omaha, Neb#

AUTOMOBILE
S a lesm en , D em on stra tors, 

an d  R epairm en

EARN $25 TO $50 WEEKLY
Demand for these trained men can’t be sup

plied. T he work is pleasant and instructive, out- 
of-doors, and the hours short. You can prepare 

yourself for one of these positions in 10 weeks by 
a few hours’ study each week. W e teach you 

the entire subject by our simple course of instruc
tion by mail. It is very interesting, practical and 
thoroughly efficient because it’s personal. Ask our 
graduates who are earning $25 weekly or more in 
positions we obtained for them.

F i r s t  L e s s o n  I s  F r e e
W rite for it to-day. Let us prove our claims.

Em pire Auto. Institute, 180 Empire Bldg.
The O riginal Automobile School Rochester, N. Y.

Chauffeurs and com peten t m en furn ished  ow ners and garages.

A C hance to Make $100.00.
For $1 00 you will get 12 

issues of
STUDENTS ART MAGAZINE

a n d  a  c h a n c e  to  w o rk  on  o v e r  $100 
w o rth  of c a s h  a r t  a s s ig n m e n ts .  T h e  
m a g a z in e  p u b l i s h e s  a n d  c r i t i c i s e s  
s t u d e n t s ’ w o rk , g iv e s  le s s o n s  iD 
C a r to o n in g , D e s ig n in g ,  I l l u s t r a t 
in g , L e t t e r in g  a n d  C h a lk - ta lk in g . 
E s p e c ia l ly  v a lu a b le  to  c o r r e s p o n d 
e n c e  a r t  s t u d e n t s .  I t  s t a n d s  fo r a 
c le a n  l i fe ,  a c le a n  a r t  a n d  a  s q u a r e  
d e a l .  I f  n o t  s a t is f ie d  y o u r  m oney  

u n d e d .  A d d r e s s  t h e  e d i to r ,
G .  h .  L o c k w o o d

Deo. 8 5  Kalamazoo. Michigan

Government Positions
4 3 , 9 7 0  A p p o i n t m e n t s  'Ter.e m ade to  Civil Service places

S . ... .  d u rin g  th e  past yea r. E xcellent
opportun itie s fo r y o u n g  people. E ach  yea r we instruct by m ail thousands of 

! persons w ho pass th ese  exam inations a n d  a  la rg e  sh are  of them  receive 
appo in tm en ts to  life positions a t $840 to  $1,500 a  year. I f  y ou  desire a  posi- 

: th is  k in d , w rite for o u r  Civil Service A nnouncem ent, con ta in ing  full
| Inform ation about a ll g overnm en t exam inations an d  questions recently  used 

by  th e  Civil Service Comm ission.

COLUMBIAN CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE,WASHINGTON, D.C.

WHY NOT BE AN ARTIST?
^  O u r  g r a d u a t e s  a r e  f i l l in g  H igh  S alarie d  Positions.

EARN $25 TO $100 PER WEEK
I n  ea sy , fa sc in atin g  w ork. P ra c tic a l , In d iv id u al Home In 
s tru ctio n . Superior equipm ent. Expert Instructo rs. 

E le v e n  yea rs ' successful teaching . F in a n c ia l r e tu r n s  g u aran tee d . 
Writ© fo r pa rticu la rs  CDCC A R T I S T ’S  of fine instruments and 
a n d  H andsom e A rt Book. FU L L O U T F I T  supplied to each student.

SCHOOL OF APPLIED ART (Founded 1899)
A 3  F in e  A rts Bldg., B a ttle  Creek. M ich , c s s a s s

S E N D  N O W  
$1.00 FOR  
12 I S S U E S  V w '

I Teach Real Salesmanship
You can  be a salesm an. In c rea se  your pow er to  convince 

o th e rs , e a rn  from  $1,200 to  $10,000 a  yea r. I  am  th e  only  
m an  tea ch in g  sa lesm ansh ip  w ho is sales m anager of a  w ho le
sale house an d  an  official of U n ited  Comm ercial T ravelers of 
Am erica. W rite  fo r m y free  m agazine “ T he S alesm an ,”  
an d  how  you can become a T ra v elin g  Salesm an. My g ra d 
uates ho ld  p ay in g  positions a n d  I  can a ss is t YOU to *pro fit
ab le em ploym en t. M ost p ra c tic a l, h ig h ly  endorsed  course 
in  th e  w orld . No m a tte r  w h e re  you  live, o r w h a t your 
occupation , w r ite  m e today .
T h e  T r o t t e r  S c h o o l  Dept. 101, Kansas CHy. Mo.

LE A R N  P LU M B IN G
A tra d e  th a t  w ill m ake you in d e p en d en t fo r life . I 
H ours S h o r te r —P a y  B ig g e r —D em an d  G re a ter  th a n  I 
m ost any  tra d e . You need  no  p rev io u s  expe rt- I 
ence. O u r p ra c t ic a l m e thods en a b le  you in  a  few  I 
m o n th s  to  ho ld  p o s itio n  as  sk ille d  p lu m b e r  o r  I 
co n d u c t y o u r ow n b u s in e s s . C ata log  s e n t free . I

St. Louis Trades School
I 4 4 2 2  O l i v e  S t .  S t .  L o u i s *  M o* |

F O U R TH  A N N U A L

PRIZE CONTEST
For Men and Women Who Love to Draw

T his  ca rtoon  was draw n by “ Zim ”  th e  w orld’s m ost fam ous ca rtoon is t o f “ Ju d g e .”  
Can you m ake a copy of i t  ? T ry  and see how easy i t  can  be done. Draw th is  cartoon  
NOW, w ith  e i th e r  pen  and  ink  o r  pencil, m aking i t  tw ice th e  size shown an d  send i t  
today, s ta tin g  your age, occupation  and  if  you ever won a  p rize  in  our Contests.

COPY ME AND WIN A PRIZE
O ur Board of A rt D irecto rs w ill ca re fu lly  exam ine your sketch  and  if  i t  is 60 per 

cen t, as good as th e  o rig inal you w ill rece ive as a  prize  “ T he Home E ducato r fo r  o 
m onths. I f  you do n o t h e a r  from  ns in  te n  days your d raw ing was rejected.

IT COSTS YOU NOTHING TO ENTER THIS CONTEST
“ T he H om e E ducato r”  is a  very :ry in sp irin g  m agazine fo r  b o th  m en and  women, i t  

is fu lly  il lu s tra ted  by w orld-fam ous il lu s tra to rs . T h e re  is  positively no money con
s idera tion  connected  w ith  th is  P rize  Contest. N e ith e r can you buy o r  subscribe to r  
th is  m agazine—it  is aw arded only to  p rize  w inners in  o u r Contests. Copy th is  cartoon 
NOW and  m ail i t  to  tis th is  very day.

CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTE OF AMERICA, DEPT. 54, SCRANTON. PA.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Abgost.
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R\ Learn Photography, f t
Photo-Engraving or 3-Color Work

E n g r a v e r s  an d  3 -C o lo r  O p e r a to r s  E arn  $ 2 0  to  $ 5 0  P e r  W eek.
Only College in  th e  w orld  w here th ese  p ay in g  professions a re  
ta u g h t successfully . Established 17 years. E ndorsed  by In te r n a 
tio n a l  Association o f Photo-E ngravers a n d  P ho tographers ' Asso
cia tion  of Illino is. Term s ea sy ; liv ing  inexpensive . G r a d u a te s  
a s s i s t e d  In s e c u r in g  g o o d  p o s it io n s . W rite fo r catalog, a n d  
specify course in  which you are interested.
Illino is  C o lleg e  o f  P h o to g ra p h y  o r  \9 4 0  W a b a s h  A v . 
B isse ll C o lleg e  o f  P h o to -E n g ra v in g  j E ff in g h am , 111.

L. H . BISSELL, P res. __________________

QUAUn;

U. 8. Civil 8ervice pays w ell and offers fine opportunities 
for advancem ent. Lncle Sam w ants A m ericans over 18 for 
all kinds of well-paid positions all over the w orld. There is 
a position for you , and a t  some line of work you really  like.

The International Correspondence Schools w ill tra in  you 
in your spare tim e for any  Civil Service position. I. C. S. 
students are filling Government positions everywhere. To 
learn how you can qualify  for the position you  have in 
mind, w rite the I. C. S. today. Doing this involves no obli
gation. Simply indicate the position you w ant and the I. C. S. 
w ill gladly tell you how you can  qualify  through I. C. S. 
help. Address
In te rn a tio n a l C o r re s p o n d e n c e  S c h o o ls ,

Box 806 S, Scranton, Pa.

C O P Y  TH IS  SK ETCH
and  le t me see w hat you can do w ith  it .  You can 
ea rn  $20.00 to $125.00 or m ore, p e r  w eek as illu s 
tr a to r  o r c a rto o u is t. My p ra c tica l system  of p e r
sonal Ind iv idual lessons by m all w ill develop your 
ta len t. F if teen  years successful w ork  for new spa
pers and  m agazines qualities m e to  teach you.

Send me your sketch  of P resid en t T aft w ith  
6c in stam ps and  I  w ill send  you a te s t  lesson 
p la te , also collection of d ra w in g s show ing  possi
b ilities for YOU.

The Landon School and  C artoouing
1429 SCHOFIELD BUILDING, CLEVELAND, O.

I  won the  W o r ld ’s  F i r s t  P rize for best course in P en
m anship. U nder my guidance you can become an expert 
penm an. Am placing many of my students as instructors 
in  com m ercial colleges a t high  sa lar ies . If you w ish  to  become 
a be tte r penm an , w rite  m e, I w ill send you F r e e  one of my 
F a v o r i t e  p e n s  and  a copy of th e  R ausom arian  Jo u rn a l,
C. W. RANSOM, 702 Reliance Building, Kansas City, Mo.

Speak Another 
Language

E N G L I S H  • G E R M A N  - F R E N C H  
I T A L I A N  • S P A N I S H

C O R T I N A - P H O N E
“The Original Phonographic Method ”

A  w a rd ed  Ale dais—Chicago. i 8q3 ; Buffalo. IQOI 
I t is the natural, practical way. T housands have learned 

a foreign language by listening to  it. N o costly native 
teacher, no loss of time from  regu lar work, no drudgery.

The C o r t i n a - P h o n e  M e t h o d  includes a series of 
special text books to be used in connection with t
Jihonograph on which is reproduced a  series of 

s o r t in g  ** ’

i jnative teacher and has the advantage of being 
t hand. As you read the words and phrases in the

special text books to be used in connection with the Edison 
pno

IK ”  _________________________ _________
text books. The C o r t in a - p l i o n e  takes the place of an
expensive*— — *— L------ J u- - ------ J  ‘----- ~e u- :-~
always a t „ ____________________ __________
text book, your ear catches the exact pronunciation and 
inflection from the phonograph. Y o u  c a n  l e a r n  to 
s p e a k  a n y  l a n g u a g e  f lu e n t ly  w i th  iln h e lp .

IDEAL  H O M E-STUD Y  METHOD  
Always ready when you have a few m om ents to spare. I t is 
endorsed by the ablest teachers and philologists of the world.

RECORDS FURNISHED IN ANY LANGUAGE 
W e will send the com plete outfit for 

any language. If you like it, you can 
for it in easy installm ents. 

Writ® fo r booklet giving 
full p a r tic u la rs

CORTINA
ACADEMY OF LANGUAGES

E stablished  1882
340 Cortina Bldg.

44 W. 3 4 th  S t ,  New York

5.50 PER DAY
a n d  s t e a d y  w o r k  I f  y o u  l e a r n  o n e  o f  t h e s e  s k i l le d  
t r a d e s  — E l e c t r i c a l  W o r k ,  P l u m b i n g ,  B r i c k 
l a y i n g .  M e c h a n i c a l  D r a w i n g ,  by  o u r  e a s y  
m e th o d s .  P r a c t i c a l  i n s t r u c t i o n  a n d  a c t u a l  w o r k  
t a k e  p la c e  o f  b o o k s . W e  h e lp  g r a d u a t e s  to  p o s i 

t i o n s .  E a s y  p a y m e n ts .  L o w  l iv in g  e x p e n s e s .  W e 
n o w e e x e lu s iv e ly  o c c u p y  $100,000 b u i ld in g .  W r i t e  

m e  f o r  fu l l  p a r t i c u l a r s  F r e e .  L . L . C o o k e , D i r e c to r .
C o y n e  N A T I O N A L  T R A D E  S C H O O L S  

S O  I l l i n o i s  S t r e e t  C h i c a g o .  U L
O ldest a n d  L a rg e st In s ti tu tio n  o f  the K in d ."

Do You Like to Draw ?
T h a t ’s  a ll w e  w a n t  to  k n o w

Now we w ill no t give you any g ra n d  p rize—or 
a lot of free  stuff If you a n sw e r tills ad. Nor 
do we claim  to  m ake you rleli hi a  week. 
B ut If you are anx ious to  develop your ta len t 

w ith  a successful ca rto o n is t, so you can m ake 
m oney, send a copy of th is p ic tu re  w ith  6c. in 

stam ps for portfo lio  of cartoons and  sample 
lesson p la te , and le t us explain.
THE V>. L. EVANS SCHOOL OF CARTOONING 

341 Klngm oore B ldg., C leveland, 0 .

SHORTHAND IN 30 DAYS
W e ab so lu te ly  g u a ran tee  to teach  sh o rth an d  com plete  in  th ir ty  days. Y ou can lea rn  in spare t im e  in 

yo u r ow n hom e, no  m a tte r  w h ere  you live. N o need  to  sp e n d  m onths as w ith  o ld system s. B oyd’s 
S y llab ic  S ystem  is d ifferen t in p r in c ip le  from  all o th e r  system s. T he first rad ica l im p ro v e m e n t in  sh o r t
h a n d  since  1839. I t  is easy  to  le a rn —easy to w rite—easy  to read . S im p le . P rac tica l. Speedy . Sure. 
N o ru le d  lin e s—no p o sitio n s—no shad ing , as in  o th e r  system s. N o long  lis t  o f w ord sig n s to confuse. Only 
nine characters to lea rn  and  you  have  th e  e n tire  K ng lish  language a t yo u r absolute command. T h e  b es t 
sy s tem  for sten o g rap h ers , p riv a te  se cre ta ries , n ew sp ap e r rep o rte rs . L aw yers, m in iste rs , teachers , p hysic ians, 
lite ra ry  fo lk  an d  b u sin e ss  m en  m ay  now  lea rn  sh o r th a n d  fo r th e ir  ow n use. T h o u san d s of b u sin e ss and  
p ro fessio n a l m en  an d  w om en find  th e ir  sh o r th a n d  a g rea t advan tage . T h e  B oyd S ystem  is th e  on ly  system  
su ite d  to hom e study . O ur g rad u a te s  ho ld  lucra tive , h ig h -g rad e  positio n s everyw here . S en d  to-day fo r free 
book le ts, te s tim o n ia ls , g u a ran tee  offer, an d  fu ll d esc rip tio n  of th is  new  S yllab ic  sh o rth an d  system . A ddress

CHICAGO CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS, 960 Chicago Opera House BIk., Chicago, III.

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable thq,t you mention The Argosy.
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MUSIC CLUB COUPON
MAIL TODAY DIRECT TO

U . S. S ch o o l o f M usic, B o x  1, 2 2 5  F ifth  A v en u e , N ew  Y ork , N. Y .
Please send free tu ition  offer and fu rth e r  inform ation, as I wish to learn  the  in stru m en t before which 

I have m arked  X.

Piano Violin Mandolin Cornet Cello
Organ Guitar Banjo Sight Singing

C ity ........ .............................................................................. S tate .................................
Musical Instruments supplied when needed. Cash or credit.

Music
Lessons

Free
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 I had known of this club before.” 
“ Everything is so thorough and complete.” “ The lessons are marvels of 
simplicity, and my 11-year-old boy has not had the least trouble to learn.” 
One minister writes : “As each succeeding lesson comes I am more and 
more fully persuaded I made no mistake in becoming your pupil."

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Abgosy.
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TWO CHAUTAUQUA GRADUATE NURSES
M iss M argaret A g n e s  H islop , Stratford, Ont. 

A fter studying  our course Miss Hislop purchased 
and now successfully manages A n cru m  B rae  
H ospita l w ith fourteen acres of beautiful private 
grounds. She w rites: “ I am highly pleased 
w ith the course.”

M iss N ora A g n e se  Currid, St. M ichael’s H os
pital, Newark, N. J., nurses the destitute sick 
w ithout salary. She sta tes: “ The lectures are 
thorough, simple, and contain everything a nurse 
needs to know .”

We have trained thousands of beginners and 
practical nurses in the ir own homes, to earn $10 
to  $ 2 5  a week.

Send for our 9th 56-page Year Book, exp lain
ing  m ethod, w ith stories of actual experience by 
successful nurses.

The Chautauqua School of Nursing
5 5 3  M ain St., J a m esto w n , N. Y .

E n t i r e  M e t h o d  B y  
C o r r e s p o n d e n c e

BECOME
A

NURSE
Railway Mail Clerk Ex

aminations Everywhere Nov. 12th
City Carrier—Postoffice 

Clerk Examinations Everywhere Nov. 2nd
Over 15,000 appointm ents coming:.

Political influence unnecessary.
Common education sufficient.

8002? to $ 18002°aVear
for LIFE/

N o " la y o f f s ”  without pay, because of strikes, financial 
flurries or the whims of some petty boss. Excellent 
opportunities for quick advancement to H igher S E N D
G overnm ent Positions. If you want imme- - h k
diate appointm ent, send T O D A Y  for our 1 ”  ' ^
schedule showing: locations of N ov. COUPON
exam inations. Any delay means |  • _
the loss of just so much time X. r c x , r i K . I I l i
in preparing yourself f o r T n c f W n f p  
examination. I I l S l l l U l c
W e  P r e p a r e  D e p t . B 118, R o c h e s te r , N. Y .
C a n d id a te s  
F re e .

This coupon, filled out as directed, en
titles the sender to a free copy of our book, 

“ G overnm ent Positions and How  to Obtain 
for Free CoachingT h e m ,"  and to consideration 

for the examination here checked,
. .R a ilw ay  M»U C lerk [ISO ) to  91400 
. .Postoffice Clerk (9000 to UCCKi 
. .Postoffice C arrier [9600 to 91200' 
. .K u r i l  M il l C arrier [9500 fo 9900* 
..B o o k k e ep e r  [1900 to 91800 ‘

. .C u ito m i Position*

. .In te rn a l R evenue 

. .Stenographer 

. .C lerk in th e  D ep a rt
ment* a t  W ashington

[1600 to  11500'
[* ;0 0  to  91300' 
[9600 to  91500' 

- [1500 to 1150O;

TVrile Plainly

These Thousands of Letters from Employers 
i? of Traveling Salesmen and Saleswomen 

Offer Good Positions to Our Students.
We reproduce here, an actual photograph of Mr. W. W. Dougherty, President of the National Sales

men’s Training Association, which shows several thousand letters we now have on file at o u r C h ica go  
O ffic e  alone, from the biggest and best business houses in America which employ Salesmen and 
Saleswomen, and which offer good positions to the men and women students of our Correspondence 
Course in Scientific Salesmanship.

These firms each ask us to  supply them w ith from  one to  500 Traveling Salesmen and Sales
women. In  addition to  the le tte rs  shown here, we also have similar le tte rs  on file a t each of our 
o ther five offices—in New York, Kansas City, Minneapolis, A tlanta  and San Francisco. Anyone

____ espondence School in the  world can make such
a  showing, and we challenge any or all of them to  attem pt it.

.. *1 1 xi » 3 - men who
> earn no

, -------  — „ ------ --------„ -----led from
$100, to  as much as $1,000 a month and all expenses.

R ight now, we have more openings fo r our Students than we can begin to  fill, 
and there will be thousands of good positions open during the fall and w inter rush. 
D o Y o u  W is h  to  O bta in  a P osition W h e re  Y o u  Can Earn From  
$ 1 ,0 0 0  to  $ 5 ,0 0 0  a Y e a r or M o re , and All Y o u r E xpense s B esides?

We will teach you to  be an expert Salesman o r Saleswoman by mail, and assist you 
to  secure a good position while you are learning. No form er experience required. Don’t  
be satisfied w ith hard work, long hours and poor pay. Salesmanship is the best paid, 
m ost independent and delightful profession in the world, and by our method, the easiest 
one to  learn. Salesmen and Saleswomen make from  $1,000 to $5,000 a  year and all
expenses easily, and many of them earn from 
$10,000 to  $25,000 a  year, and the  demand al
ways exceeds the supply. W hat we have done 
fo r thousands of others, we can do fo r you. i f  
you can read and w rite and think, the Course 
of Instruction in  Scientific Salesmanship we 
give our Students, will make you successful 
from the very s ta r t  and our Free Employ
ment Bureau will secure you a good position 
in which you can earn  from two to  ten times 
as much as you can in any o ther profession. 
W rite to-day fo r our handsome Free catalog. 
“ A K night of the  G rip,”  which contains full 

particulars of the  special offer we are now making our Students, e n a b l i n g  them to p a y  for  
their tuition out of their earnings. Fill out this coupon and send to-day.

A d d r e s s  O u r  N e a r e s t  O ff ic e , D e p t ,  3 0 4

National Salesmen’s Training Association Minneapolis, Atlanta, San Franeiseo.

National Salesm en 's  
Training Association, Dept. 3 0 4
Kindly send me your Free catalog, 

‘‘A Knight of the G rip.”

Street Address .

C ity  .

R . F .D ..................................  S ta te . .

In answering any advertisement on this page it is desirable that you mention The Abgost.
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THE way to make delicious doughnuts is with Armour’s “Simon Pure” 
Leaf Lard. Most of the famous chefs are today using Armour’s 
“Simon Pure" Leaf Lard. It’s a lard made the old-fashioned w'ay, in 

open kettles and from real lea f fat— the very “ cream  of lard.” And Armour’s 
“Simon Pure” Leaf Lard is made under the watchful eyes of United States 
Government inspectors who scrutinize closely every step in its manufacture. 
It comes to you, too, in the original sanitary package, and in all its pristine 
purity. Think w'hat that assurance means to you. You will find that Armour’s 
is even better for cooking than butter— it doesn’t cook so dry. And you need 
use but two-thirds as much as of ordinary lard. Try it in the recipe below.

A r m o u r s

“Simon Pure” Leaf Lard
N e w  E n g la n d  F r i e d  C a K e s  

o r  D ou gh n u ts Examine Label Closely
Scant cup granulated sugar, rounding table- 
spoonful “ Simon P ure”  Leaf Lard, cupful 
sweet milk, two eggs, one-fourth teaspoon salt, 
one-fourth teaspoon nutmeg, four cupfuls flour, 
four rounding teaspoonfuls baking powder. 
Sift the baking powder with the flour and add 
the nutmeg, cream the lard and sugar, add 
eggs and beat thoroughly; then add the milk 
and flour. More flour should be added on the 
kneading board until the dough can be rolled 
out one-fourth of an inch thick and retain its 
shape when cut. C ut and fry in Armour s 
“ Simon P ure" Leaf Lard.

Look closely at the label, for i t  
means much to you. The name 
Armour stands for highest qual
ity, and the words “ Leaf Lard/* 
under Government ruling, can 
only be applied tp lard from the 
leaf fat — the best. So be sure 
the label reads Armour’s “Simon 
Pure" Leaf Lard.

In answering this advertisement it is desirable that you mention The Abgost.
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The Stirring Afternoon, Night, and Morning in the Experience of a Suburban
Drug Clerk.

( C O M P L E T E  I N  

CHAPTER I.
T H E  HEADACHE POWDERS.

‘‘T T ’S a dull life'being a drug clerk.”
A Edward Clement, making liver-pills 

in Halton's drug-store at Landscape accom
panied the sentiment with a heavy sigh.

“ It wouldn’t be so bad in a big city,” he 
went on. “ A fellow would see a new face 
once in a while. But in this dopv burg—
bah in

He slapped the blade of his palette-knife 
viciously down on the brown paste, and 
scowled at the framed diploma of the col
lege of pharmacy hanging before him, which 
certified, in ponderous Latin and common
place English, that Edward Clement, having 
passed the required examinations, was duly 
qualified to compound physicians’ prescrip
tions,

“ E d !” called a musical voice behind him. 
He turned quickly, smoothing out the 

frown. A pretty girl stood in the open door
way leading to the upper part of the house.

“ Is that you, Fanny? ”
“ Well, yes. You didn't suppose it would 

be any one else, did you?”
“ I was expecting your father—to come and 

relieve me.”
“ He’ll be down soon. Busy?”
“ There’s always plenty to do in a drug

store.”
“ And plenty to see. Weren’t Jessie Bailey 

and her sister in here a while ago? ”
“ Yes. They came for sodas.”
“ They stayed a long time.”

1 A

T H I S  I S S U E . )

“ Did they?”
Mr. Clement said this as indifferently as 

he could. He recalled that he had been 
guilty of making the Bailey sisters giggle 
until they choked over their soda-water.

“ It must be nice to have so many girls to 
talk to,” remarked Fanny.

Ed Clement rolled a liver-pill savagely.
“ There's only one girl I want to talk to, 

and you know who she is,” he snapped.
“ Jessie Bailey? ”
“ Good Lord, Fanny! What makes you 

say that? You know that you are the 
only— ”

“ Here’s a motor-car stopping,” she inter
rupted. “ And a lady getting out. Guess I ’ll 
go. You’d rather see her alone, of course.”

“ No, I wouldn't. Here! Fanny! Stop!”
But Fanny Halton had whisked through 

the doorway and disappeared. She did not 
quite close the door. It was easy for her to 
stand in the dark hallway and peep through 
the crack.

Edward Clement might have run after her, 
but duty called him to the counter in front 
of the prescription-case. “ Duty ” was an 
attractive young woman in an automobile 
coat and a veiled hat.

“ Can you give me something for a head
ache ? ”

The tones were soft and pathetically sug
gestive of suffering.

“ Bromo-seltzer? ” suggested Mr. Clement, 
with insinuative sympathy.

“ I would rather have powders.”
“ Certainly. We have some of our own

577
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that we can recommend. Headache proceeds 
from many causes, but it always means a 
derangement of the nervous system. Our 
powders act directly upon the nerves, and— ” 

He had been bustling about behind the 
counter, opening several drawers one after 
the other, and shutting them with a snap.

“ I'm  afraid I haven’t any made,” he con
fessed, at last. “ But I ’ll prepare some in a 
few moments. Won’t you sit down? ”

He came out and placed a chair for her. 
As she dropped into it she smiled gratefully. 
The door behind the prescription-case, lead
ing to the stairs, opened wider.

Ed Clement thought he heard a cough like 
Fanny’s. But the motor-car, standing out
side, with the chauffeur staring stonily over 
the steering-wheel, was chugging and spit
ting, and he could not be sure.

He went behind the glass screen and looked 
over the litter of bottles and glass jars con
taining the various drugs — bromids, rhu
barb, capsicum, etc.—most often ordered by 
physicians.

Carefully, on the point of a knife, he took 
portions of powder from four of the jars in 
turn, and mixed them on a small sheet of 
white paper. Then he carried the paper 
around to the young woman in the chair.

“ Let me put this on your tongue.”
He was bending over her solicitously, his 

back turned toward the prescription-case. 
That is why he did not see Fanny Halton’s 
face at the peep-hole in the ground-glass.

“ Drink a little water.”
“ Thanks.”
With a tenderness altogether unnecessary 

—as it seemed to Fanny—he handed her a 
glass of water and watched her rapturously 
as she sipped. At least, Fanny said he was 
“ rapturous.” He indignantly denied it af
terward.

“ Feel better?” he murmured.
“ I think I do.”
“ Dying duck! ” commented Fanny to her

self.
“ I ’ll give you two more powders.”
He took the glass from her. Then, with 

a professional air, he pushed down her loose 
suede glove and pressed two fingers upon her 
wrist.

“ H ’m! Pulse almost normal. A trifle lan
guid, perhaps, but—”

“ Oh, doctor! You don’t think it’s any
thing serious, do you ? ”

In her sudden apprehension, she seized 
his elbow and peered eagerly into his face. 
He tried to look grave, but found it hard not 
to smile. He liked to be called “ doctor.”

“ N -n-o!” he answered slowly. “ Merely 
a slight cerebral disturbance. Have you been 
riding fast?”

“ Yes, rather. I have to get back to New 
York before seven, and it is nearly six now. 
So we have been putting on speed.”

Ed Clement nodded sagely and went be
hind the screen. Fanny was waiting for him.

“ Why didn't you stop and hold her hand 
a little longer?” she demanded m an angry 
whisper.

Before he could reply Fanny had flounced 
away through the rear doorway. This time 
she closed the door.

“ The deuce take a jealous woman!” 
growled Ed Clement.

He was mad as he mixed the other two 
headache powdors. He drew the glass jars 
he wanted toward him with a snap and dug 
his knife into their contents as if he wanted 

t to shovel up a spadeful instead of less than 
you could lay on a dime.

Also, he swore below his breath as he did 
his work. It was the best he could do to re
lieve himself. He couldn't swear at Fanny.

The two powders were ready in a few 
minutes. He folded them into one packet, 
which he sealed with one of Thomas Halton’s 
printed labels. On the label he wrote “ Head
ache Powders,” and signed his initials, 
“ E. C.”

He did not know whether Fanny was 
watching him or not. She shouldn't have a 
chance to criticize him again, anyhow. His 
manner was distinctly cold as he handed the 
packet to his fair customer.

“ Fifty cents,” he said, in hard, business
like tones.

She looked at him in surprise, but merely
asked:

“ I ’m to take one powder in twenty minutes, 
I think, you said, doctor?”

“ Better make it half an hour.”
“ We shall be in New York in about three- 

quarters. I ’ll take it when I get to the 
theater.”

She stepped gracefully into the motor-car 
and spoke a few words to the chauffeur, who 
grunted. Ed Clement looked at her curiously. 
So she was going to a theater! She must be 
an actress then.

The machine sped away, and Clement 
mechanically noted the number on the dusty 
license - plate swinging behind. It was 
“ 50082 N. Y.”

“ She’s a peach, all right,” was his inward 
observation, as he sauntered back to the store. 
“ But I wouldn’t trade Fanny for her—no, 
s ir! ' Only I wish Fanny wasn’t so all-fired
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jealous. A fellow in business has got to be 
agreeable to customers. Gosh! I t’s for her 
father’s benefit I do it, anyhow. This is his 
store. What do I care for girls that come in 
here? Whether they’re New York actresses, 
or Jessie Bailey, or— ”

He stopped suddenly. He had got back to 
the prescription-case and was fingering a 
glass jar which contained a quantity of glist
ening gray powder. The stopper was out, 
and the knife lay across the open mouth.

On the side of the jar, in large gilt letters, 
on a dark background, was the inscription:

ARSENIOUS OXIDE.

POISON.

The “ Poison” was not as large as the 
other two words, but it was prominent enough 
to catch the eye at a glance.

It happened, however, that that side of the 
glass jar which bore the name of its deadly 
contents had been turned away from Ed 
Clement at first. It was not until he had 
casually twisted the vessel around, while 
musing over Fanny Halton’s jealousy, that 
his gaze fell upon the gold-lettered label.

To his accustomed eye the legend, “ ar- 
senious oxide,” told the story at once. It 
was the commercial name of the awful poison 
the general public knows as arsenic, and 
which is sometimes called “ ratsbane.”

With quickening breath, he looked over the 
prescription-table and saw that another glass 
jar, very much like that containing the ar
senic, but on which were the abbreviated 
words, “ Brom. Potass.,” had been pushed 
back among a lot of others.

In a flash he knew what he had done. 
Clenching his fists in his agony, he gasped: 

“ Heavens 1 I was worrying myself about 
, nny. and I  put arsenic in those headache 

powders! ”

CHAPTER II.

A TOUCH OF MAGIC.

Mechanically Clement dipped a few 
grains from the arsenic jar with the point of 
the knife and looked at them.

There could be no doubt about it. He was 
familiar with appearance of the ' steel-gray- 
powder, and would have know-n it for what it 
was, without any assistance from the label 
on the jar.

“ There’s no excuse for me,” he sobbed, as 
he shook the powder back into the jar and 
wiped the knife on a scrap of paper. “ I 
wasn't attending to my work win n I was 
making them up. That's all there is to it. 
Besides, I ’d no right to have that jar here at 
all. It's dead against the rules to keep a 
dangerous drug off its shelf a moment when 
it’s not in use. If I'd  put it back after ma
king up that rat-poison, this couldn't have 
happened."

He placed the jar in a vacant space on a 
high shelf, and then leaned weakly against 
the prescription-case, trying to make up his 
mind what to do. Suddenly, it seemed as if 
a row of figures started out of the gloom and 
marshaled themselves before him.

“ 50082 X. Y.”
He saw them as plainly as if they were 

outlined in white fire.
“ The number of that motor-car! ” he mut

tered. “ Why does it come back to me like 
this? I wonder whether— By Jove! Per
haps she didn’t take those two powders' If 
I can only get them back! ”

He looked at the clock on the wall. The 
time was 6.25.

Like most persons who live in a small town, 
he had the local train schedule by heart. 
There would be an express to New York at 
6.33. If he caught it, he could be at Broad
way and Forty-Second Street before half
past seven.

“ I t’s my only chance. I ’ll take it. She’s 
an actress. She must be a well-known one, or 
she couldn’t afford to have a motor-car. Some 
of the chauffeurs in the theater district will 
know its license number. Anyhow, I can 
describe its general appearance. I ’ll find 
her! I must! She can't be dead. It would 
be too horrible."

He rushed to the rear door. He would call 
his employer to take care of the store. Then 
he stopped. A thought came to him which 
clutched at his heart until he could hardly 
breathe.

“ What's the use?” he moaned. “ She 
swallowed, one powder right here. I gave it 
to her myself.”

The recollection checked him only- a mo
ment. It was the unexpected that always 
happened. Alight it not be that she had, by- 
sheer good fortune, found a doctor some
where before the poison permeated her sys
tem ?

Arsenic was a very active poison, but Ed 
Clement was in a state of mind to cling to 
the barest hope. Cases were recorded where 
immediate medical attention had saved the
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patient when much more of the drug had been 
swallowed than in this instance.

“ I'll go to New York, anyhow.-’
He put on his hat. Then he took out the 

paper on which he had written the number 
of the car license and studied it carefully.

“ Where are you going, Edward?”
It was Fanny Halton, who had just opened 

the rear door. He hastily returned the paper 
to his pocket.

To Fanny it looked like the kind of little 
note a flirtatious maiden might pass to a 
young man. Clement did not think she had 
seen it at all. A girl would have known she 
had.

“ I have to go to New York, Fanny. I 
have an appointment to take dinner with 
Jack Lisle. I ’d forgotten all about it till 
this minute.”

He uttered this lie calmly enough, because 
he was desperate. It was the first excuse 
that occurred to him.

“ Mr. Lisle was in your class at college, 
wasn’t he? ”

“ Yes. He has a drug business of his own 
up-town in New York. There's a whistle. 
The train’s coming. Will you stay in the 
store till your father comes down? Good-by.”

He tried to take her hand. She snatched 
it away. At any other time this would have 
worried him. Just now, tormented by the 
fear that he had committed manslaughter, 
the tantrums of a girl were of no importance.

He dashed off to the railroad station, a 
short half-block away. While Fanny, in the 
drug-store, speculated as to the contents of 
that bit of paper, Edward Clement caught 'the 
express and was catapulted toward the city.

It was nearly eight o’clock when he 
dropped off a car into the bustle of Times 
Square. Only a few theaters were open, but 
the roof-gardens were in full swing. The 
sidewalks were crowded, as usual at that 
hour, and motor-cars w'ere hurrying along in 
every direction.

Ordinarily, Clement would have been bit
terly contrasting life in New York with his 
dead-and-alive existence in Landscape. But 
to-night lie had something else to worry 
about.

He was just going to speak to one of the 
chauffeurs by the row of motor-cars for hire 
in the Square when he changed his mind. 
The car in which the young woman of the 
headache powders had ridden up to his store 
in the afternoon stood by the curb at his very 
elbow.

There was no mistaking its identity. Its 
peculiar orange hue, set off by a red band,

distinguished it from any other he ever had 
seen. Moreover, there was the license num
ber, “ 500S2. N. Y.”

To cap it all, the same chauffeur whom 
Clement had seen looking over the wheel in 
Landscape, less than two hours before, was 
still crouched down on the seat in the same 
idle attitude.

“ Will you tell me whose car this is ? ” 
asked Clement.

The chauffeur woke up and gazed at him 
with indolent insolence. Then he noted that 
the young man was well dressed and well 
set up physically, with a firm chin and steady 
eyes. So, contrary to his first impulse, he 
decided to answer civilly. It might be safer.

“ It's Miss Filette Murray’s car. She’s 
playing on the roof in here.”

“ Thanks. ”
Clement knew Miss Filette Murray’s name. 

Who didn’t? She had been the hit of three 
Broadway musical comedies in succession. 
Her new songs, “ Don’t Squeeze Me, or I ’ll 
Cry,” “ I'm Only a Little Girl,” and that 
slam-bang favorite, “ Just a Bunch of Whis
tles,” with its shrieking calliope refrain, 
were on all the hand-organs, and everybody 
was singing them.

An immense lithographed portrait of Miss 
Murray, in colors, hung at the portal of the 
Arcadia Theater, in front of which Clement 
stood. She was shown with her mouth dis
tended in a laugh. But Clement could easily 
imagine that, with her mouth closed, the pic
ture would represent the young woman on 
whose tongue he had put the headache 
powder.

“ Is Miss Murray in the theater now?” he 
asked falteringly.

“ Sure,”
“ How long has she been there?”
“ About ten minutes.”
“ Is she in good health ? ”
The chauffeur looked at him scornfully 

out of the corner of his eye.
“ Good health? Well, if you’d heard her 

•—of course, she’s in good health. Why not? ”
Thank Heaven! She was still alive! He 

might yet be in time! The first powder must 
have been harmless. Evidently, he had not 
put arsenic into that one.

If he could only prevent her taking the 
others! She had told him she would take 
another powder on reaching the theater.

Clement rushed into the lobby and pur
chased a ticket for the roof-garden.

“ Take the elevator,'’ directed the man in 
the box-office briefly.

The orchestra » a ; • 1:,vim; the overture as
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Clement stepped out of the car and looked 
about the large, glass-enclosed area of the 
roof-garden. There was a fairly large au
dience, and more people were coming up 
with every trip of the two elevators.

Ed Clement made his way directly to the 
side of the stage, where, screened by a large 
artificial palm, was a door. He pulled it 
open, and found himself facing a large man 
with a forbidding face.

“ What do yer want?”
“ To see Miss Filette Murray.”
“ Oh, yer do ? Well, you have a nerve,” 

snarled the large man. “ Get away from here. 
Miss Murray don’t see no one. Beat it! ” 

The door banged, and Clement heard a 
bolt shoot into its socket.

“ Durned idiot!” he ejaculated. “ With 
life and death depending on my getting to 
her. What am I to do?”

The overture ended at this instant, and 
two uniformed boys slipped cards into gilt 
frames on either side of the stage, announ
cing “ Orestes.”

“ Orestes ” proved to be a magician of the 
conventional type, in black dress, with sup
ple white hands, a good line of “ patter,” and 
the old bag of tricks. It was the sort of mild 
offering that usually “ opens the show ” at a 
vaudeville performance.

Clement, frowningly endeavoring to hit on 
some way of getting to Miss Filette Murray 
on the stage, stared straight at the magician 
without seeing him. The performer was so 
flattered by his seemingly absorbed attention 
that he addressed his talk straight at him.

“ How can I get to her ? Clement was 
saying to himself in dreary tones. “ I must— 
I must. It may be too late, even now.”

He came to himself with a jerk. What 
was Orestes saying?

“ In my next feat, ladies and gentlemen, 
1 need some assistance. Will some gentle
man from the audience step upon the stage 
and hold this hat which I have just bor
rowed? You see, the hat is empty. I should 
like to have some disinterested person come 
up here and hold it, to see (that I do not put 
anything into it. I assure you—”

In three strides Edward Clement had 
reached the short flight of steps leading to 
the stage. Orestes broke off. Then he went 
on, speaking to Clement:

“ Ah ! Thank you, sir. Let me take your 
hand, to help you up. That’s right! I ’m 
much obliged to you. Now, ladies and gen
tlemen, this gentleman is an entire stranger 
to me. We never spoke to each other in our 
lives before.” To Clement: “ Did we, s ir?”

The young man shook his head emphati
cally, but without looking at the magician. 
His jt-dze was fixed on several persons — 
some in stage costume standing in the wings 
on the left. Then he turned and looked to 
the right.

“ Now, sir,” went on Orestes, “ if you’ll 
kindly take this hat by the brim and hold it 
as high as you can, I will proceed to show 
you what 1 can take from an empty hat. 
You see— ”

He tapped the bottom of the hat with his 
baton.

“ Quite empty, as you can tell by the 
sound! Now! P ass!”

With his coat-sleeve pulled up, showing 
his white shirt, he reached over and, with a 
flourish, lifted from the hat a squirming live 
rabbit.

There was a moment of silence, followed 
by a roar of applause from the audience. 
Then—Edward Clement darted off the stage 
into the wings on the right, hat and all!

Throwing the hat away from him, he 
seized the bare arm of a handsome young 
woman, in a gorgeous spangled tunic and 
pink silk tights, just as she lifted to her 
mouth a paper containing a grayish-white 
powder!

CHAPTER III.

STILL IN  PURSUIT.

“ S t o p ! Don’t take that! ” shrieked Clem
ent. “ I t’s poison! ”

The horror and surprise that leaped into 
the young woman's face blanched it through 
her make-up.

“ What do you mean?” she demanded.
He snatched the paper from her hand, and 

the powder sifted to the floor.
“ You haven't taken the other one, have 

you ? ”
“ What other one? What are you talking 

about? Who are you?”
The magician, who had been looking after 

Clement in indignant astonishment, bowed 
and smiled reassuringly to the audience. He 
was too old a stager to let the people in front 
see that lie was embarrassed in any way.

Then he walked to the wings and in a 
fierce whisper, very different from the dulcet 
tones he used professionally, hissed at Cle
ment :

“ You dub! What d’yer mean by queer
ing my act like this? Gimme that hat.”

Clement hardly heard him. He was ga
zing hard at the young woman’s terror-



582 THE ARGOSY.

stricken face, and there was mystification in 
his expression.

“ Here's the hat, professor,” said a stage
hand in white overalls, picking it up.

Orestes took it, and, returning to the stage 
with his professional smile, blandly explained 
to the audience:

“ The gentleman was so scared that he ran 
away. He was afraid I ’d bring his mother- 
in-law out of the hat next. Now, if an
other gentleman will step up to the stage, I 
shall be exceedingly obliged.”

Orestes went on with his performance 
without giving any further thought to Cle
ment. The latter let go of Miss Filette Mur
ray’s arm, and stammered:

“ Those headache powders I gave you this 
afternoon— ”

“ This afternoon? Why, what— Here, 
Tompkins,” to the stage-hand, “ get this man 
out of here. He’s dippy.”

“ I ’m not,” protested Clement indignantly. 
“ Didn’t I serve you with some headache 
powders at Landscape two hours ago, and 
wasn’t that one of them in your hand just 
now ? ”

Mi ss Filette Murray looked him up and 
down scornfully.

“ Headache powders nothing! I never had 
a headache in my life. That powder you 
knocked out of my hand was something I use 
for my voice. Where’s my maid ? Where’s 
Susan Dodds?”

“ Here I am.”
Clement started. The voice was familiar, 

and as the speaker came forward from be
hind him he recognized the face.

It was that of the young woman who had 
ridden up to the drug-store in the yellow 
motor-car, and to whom he had so tenderly 
ministered. She no longer wore the volumi
nous automobile-coat and veiled hat. But 
Clement knew the features as soon as he 
looked upon them.

So it was Miss Filette Murray’s maid, and 
not the celebrated musical comedy actress and 
singer herself, who had taken the one head
ache powder, and who, he trusted, still had 
the others about her, unopened.

“ I — I — have made a mistake,” said 
Clement.

“ You bet you have,” put Tompkins grim
ly. I t’s the Forty-Seventh Street station for 
yours, as soon as I can get a cop.”

It was here that Susan Dodds came nobly 
to the rescue.

“ No. He’s all right,” she declared.. “ He’s 
my cousin. Don’t you get so fresh, Tomp.”

“ Tompkins isn’t fresh,” put in Miss M ur

ray. “ He’s doing his duty. It is his busi
ness to keep outsiders off the stage. He’s 
assistant stage-manager. If this man is your 
cousin, Susan, take him away. He has no 
business here, and you know it.”

Clement might have objected, in excuse, 
that he had been invited by the magician to 
come on the stage, or he wouldn’t be there. 
But he was too much worried about those 
powders to press the point. All he wanted 
was to get Susan Dodds to himself and ask 
her what she’d done with them.

She took him by the elbow and pulled him 
away from the others.

“ Come this way,” she whispered.
He followed her to the back of the stage, 

where Susan asked him, in a soft voice and 
with a sly smile:

“ Did you come down to New York just to 
find me ? ”

“ Why, yes, I— ”
She tittered approvingly.
“ I had a feeling this afternoon that we 

should meet again,” she admitted. “ Say, 
there’s nothing slow about you.”

Edward Clement was not more conceited 
than the average young man, but he could not 
help seeing that Susan Dodds was flattered 
by the supposition that her personal charms 
had induced him, not only to follow her from 
Landscape to New York, but actually to force 
his way to the stage of the Arcadia roof-gar
den, to speak to her. It takes a brave man to 
go past a stage-door in New York without 
permission.

“ I had to see you,” he said simply.
He thought of Fanny Halton, and won

dered for the moment what she would be 
likely to think, say, and do, if she knew 
where he was. Then he pushed Fanny into 
the background.

What was the use of thinking about her? 
She wasn’t there, and Susan Dodds was un
deniably an attractive young woman. Be
sides, he must keep in with her if he meant 
to get the powders back without any one find
ing out what a horrible blunder he had made. 

“ Where are those powders I gave you ? ”
He tried to ask this question in an off

hand way, as if it were of little consequence.
“ I haven’t got them. My headache got 

well from the one you put on my tongue, and 
I didn’t need the others.”

Clement gave vent to a full breath of re
lief.

“ Did you throw them away?”
“ No; I gave them to one of the scrub

women of the theater. She has a daughter 
who suffers from headache a great deal.”
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“ The dev—I mean, where is this scrub
woman ? ”

“ Mrs. Sullivan? Oh, she’s gone home.” 
“ Where does she live?”
Clement put this question feverishly, and 

Susan Dodds, carried away by his eagerness, 
returned a quick answer:

“ I t’s down on the East Side somewhere— 
Hester Street. I don’t know the number, but 
it isn’t far from the Bowery, and there’s a 
grocery in the basement. Mrs. Sullivan says 
everybody knows her around there. Do you 
want to see her ? ”

“ Yes; I want to get_those two powders 
back!”

“ W hy?”
It was a natural question, and Edward 

Clement had to think rapidly for a plausible 
„response. Certainly he could not tell her the 
truth—that they contained a deadly poison.

“ W ell' they are a splendid medicine—but 
only for some people,” he explained.

“ You don’t say! ”
“ Yes. I gave them to you because you 

were of what we doctors call, a sanguine 
temperament. To anybody at all anemic the 
powders might prove injurious.”

All this sounded very learned, and Susan 
Dodds was correspondingly impressed.

“ I hope they won’t hurt Mary—Mrs. Sul
livan’s daughter,” she said.

“ Are you sure her mother will give them 
to her ? ”

“ I don't know. Mrs. Sullivan left the 
theater nearly an hour ago. She said Mary 
had a bad headache when she went to the 
factor}' this morning, and it wasn't likely 
that running a sewing-machine all day would 
make it any better.”

Edward Clement nervously tapped his 
chin with the ends of his fingers.

“ Hester Street — over a grocery, you 
said?”

“ Yes.”
“ I ’m going there.”
“ Right awav?”
“ Yes.”
“ If  you'll wait till about eleven o’clock, 

I'll go with you.”
“ I wish I could. But I can’t. I hope you 

will pardon me. It would give me the great
est pleasure, only— ”

“ Won’t you come and take me home 
after the show? I ’m afraid to go* through 
Broadway alone at that time of night. My 
chum, Gertie Vaughan, who generally goes 
home with me, isn’t on to-night. She’s in the 
chorus. I used to be, but I make more money 
working as a dresser for Filette Murray.”

“ I thought you always used the motor
car.”

“ Oh, be good! I never get a ride in that 
when she knows it. The only time I ’m ever 
in the car is when I get Bertrand to take me 
for a joy-ride.”

“ Bertrand? ”
“ Filette Murray’s chauffeur. He’s an aw

ful grouch. But sometimes I catch him in 
good humor, and then he’ll take me for a 
little spin. That’s how I came to be going 
through your town to-day. J  borrowed her 
cloak and hat, too.”

“ I see.”
Edward Clement had been edging toward 

the stage-door during this hurried colloquy.
“ Here! How did you get in? ” demanded 

a gruff voice.
The large doorkeeper who had turned him 

away so unceremoniously when he wanted to 
get in to see Miss Murray, now barred his 
way out.

Clement had neither time nor disposition 
for controversy. So he pushed past the big 
man without replying, and in another minute 
was in the elevator, going down.

Hester Street is a narrow thoroughfare of 
densely-populated tenements in the heart of 
the East side Ghetto. Push-carts and child
ren are the principal obstructions of the road
way and sidewalks, and there is noise there 
always.

“ By George! There’s the grocery!” ex
claimed Clement, as he turned into the street 
from the Bowery.

His eyes were fixed on the wide-open door
way of a dingy store a few steps below the 
street-level which he felt sure must be the one 
she had referred to.

“ I'll ask, anyhow,” he muttered.
So into the store he went, and it seemed to 

him that every kind of cheap eatable was on 
sale there.

A swarthy woman, whose face Was so dirty 
that Clement could only guess at her age, and 
whose yellow ears were garnished with im
mense gold rings, stood behind the counter, 
weighing up five cents’ worth of butter.

“ Do you know whether Mrs. Sullivan lives 
in this house ? ” asked Ed Clement.

The swarthy woman gave him the vacant 
stare of one unfamiliar with the tongue in 
which she was addressed. But somebody 
else came to the rescue.

“ What Mrs. Sullivan do ye be wantin’? ”
The young man peered into the gloom from 

which the sharp query had been flung - at 
him, and made out a buxom lady, her sleeves 
rolled above her red elbows, and a checked
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gingham apron girded about her waist. She 
was regarding him curiously—not to say, bel
ligerently.

“ The Airs. Sullivan I want is employed at 
the Arcadia Theater,” he replied.

“ Well, have ye got anythin' ag'ln her?” 
“ Not at all. Do you know hex?”
“ Sure I do. Mrs. Sullivan is me own 

name, an’ I ’m not ashamed of it. I'm an 
honest widdy woman, an’ I work at the Ar
cadia. Who be you?”

“ I'm a friend of Miss Susan Dodds, of the 
Arcadia,”

It occurred to Edward Clement that this 
might be a recommendation to Mrs. Sullivan. 
It was a lucky thought.

“ Ye are a friend of Miss Dodds, are ye? 
Then, bedad, ye’re acquainted with a fine 
young lady, so ye are. Did she send ye 
here ? ”

“ Yes. I want to see your daughter.” 
“ Me daughter? My Mamie, is i t ? ”
“ \ res. Miss Mary Sullivan. Is she at 

home ? ”
“ What did ye be wantin’ of her? She’s a 

good girl, do ye mind.”
Clement caught the tinge of suspicion, and 

he hastened to add:
“ Miss Dodds tells me she suffers from 

headache. I make a specialty of curing head
aches, and— ”

“ Oh, ye're a docthor? Be gob! I ’m 
mighty glad ye’ve come, for Mamie do be in 
torment with a headache at this blessed 
minute. I give her a powder I got from Miss 
Dodds at the theayter to-night, just before I 
came down here for some butter.”

“ Has she taken the powder ? ” gasped 
Clement.

“ Faith, I told her to, an’ I s’pose she did.” 
Clement took hold of the edge of the greasy 

counter to steady himself.
“ Will you take me up to see her? ” he said, 

eagerly, in hollow tones.
I t’s four stories, an’ they ain’t no illi- 

vators in the house,” she warned him, with a 
grin. “ Come on ! "

She led Clement into the long, dark hall 
and up the bare stairs.

Flight after flight, picking their way among 
babies crawling up and down, squeezing 
against the wall to let people pass with bun
dles, and avoiding a gang of boys boister
ously playing “ I spy,” they went. At last 
they reached the fourth floor.

“ Here's my rooms,” announced Mrs. Sul
livan. “ W ell go in this way, through the 
kitchen. There’s a light in there. I guess 
Mamie’s at her supper.”

He stood back to let her open the door. 
As she entered, she uttered an inarticulate 
scream of alarm.

“ What is i t ? ”
His voice did not sound like his own. He 

almost wondered whether he or some one else 
had asked the eager question.

“ Oh, Mamie! Mamie! Speak to m e!” 
Mrs. Sullivan was bending over something in 
the middle of the room, and her tones came 
in a moan.

Then she broke forth, with the loud fierce
ness of mortal agony: “ Saints help me!
She’s dead! ”

Clement staggered in, his knees bending 
under him.

“ Too late! ” he whispered, far back in his 
throat.

Stretched diagonally across the sordid 
kitchen—with its pitifully small cook-stove 
and its little pine table, covered with a red 
cloth—was the still form of a young girl.

Flat on her back she lay, and the set face 
was of an awful leaden white in the dim light 
of the smoky coal-oil lamp.

CHAPTER IV.
ON T H E  FOURTH FLOOR.

Edward Clement had never earned, or 
even tried for, a medical diploma, so the title 
of “ doctor,” occasionally applied to him, was 
one of courtesy only. His business was to sell 
physic, not to administer it. Still, he had 
the frequent “ first aid ” practise that falls to 
all druggists, and could bind up an artery or 
treat a simple dislocation as well as nine am
bulance surgeons out of ten.

Cases of “ suspended animation ” had often 
come his way. They always interested him. 
Could this be such a one? He dropped to 
his knees by the side of the apparently dead 
girl, and clasped his fingers around her wrist.

“ There’s a pulse,” he murmured, “ but 
very feeble.”

“ What did ye say? Can ye save her?” 
cried the mother wildly. “ Oh, Mamie, 
alanna! Speak to me. Give one word to your 
mother, darlint! ”

“ Keep quiet, just a moment! ” admonished 
Clement.

He pushed back one of the half-closed eye
lids. Then he put a finger between the teeth, 
forced the mouth open a little way. and looked 
at the tongue.

What he saw gave him hope, and he mut
tered to himself thoughtfully:

“ I don’t see any indication of arsenical
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poisoning on the tongue or in the saliva. 
There is no convulsion—no toxic rigor.”

Mrs. Sullivan could not contain her anx
iety, although she had been trying to obey 
the command of silence from this self-pos
sessed young man who was working to save 
her daughter.

“ Oh, my g irl! She isn't dead, is she, doc
tor ? ”

“ Dead ? Of course not! Have you any 
vinegar? ”,

“ Sure! Right here, on thejtable.”
She snatched up a saucer that had contained 

sliced cucumbers.
“ Will this do? ” she asked.
“ Capitally.”
He dipped a corner of his handkerchief 

into the vinegar, and, with the coolness of a 
man who feels sure of results, pressed it to 
her nostrils.

“ Yer usin’ the vinegar for smellin’-salts. 
Is it only one o’ them fainting spells ? ” 

“ That’s all. Is she subject to them?” 
“ Do ye mean does she often be takin’ 

them ? ”
Clement nodded as he sopped up more vin

egar from the saucer and bathed the girl’s 
forehead.

“ She’s took ’em four or five times already,” 
said Mrs. Sullivan. “ I t’s the hard work at 
the factory. She makes shirt-waists. There 
was a strike a while ago, and in all the big 
shops the girls have it much better than they 
used. But Yelusky, Mamie's boss, he has a 
small place on Broome Street, and there’s 
only one window to it, and the ceilin’s low’ 
and he keeps the girls at them se win ’-ma
chine till they’s fit to drop. He don’t pay 
good wages, neither.”

“ Why does she stay there ? ”
“ Art ah! What does any one work hard 

for small pay for? Just because they can’t 
get anythin’ better—that is, nothin’ that’s 
honest. That’s why she works for Yelusky. 
Glory be! She’s openin’ her eyes.”

“ Bring me some water,” directed Clement 
briefly.

He placed one of his patient’s nerveless 
hands in the bowl the mother quickly set be
fore him, and the cool water helped the work 
of revival begun by the vinegar.

He was satisfied now that she had not 
swallowed one of the fatal powders, and the 
operation of bringing her out of the swoon 
was a small undertaking for Edward Clem
ent.

In a few moments he had carried her to 
the bed in the adjoining room, where she and 
her mother slept. The girl wanted to walk,

but Clement knew better than she how weak 
she was, and he insisted on carrying her.

“ She’ll be all right now, Mrs. Sullivan,” 
he said. “ Sit by her and fan her for a while. 
I ’ll wait in the kitchen. I should like to 
speak to her when she is better.”

“ Indade. then, doctor, no one has a better 
right than yerself to talk with her. I don’t 
believe she’d be livin’ this blessed minute if 
ye hadn’t come just when ye did.”

Edward Clement waved the grateful mother 
aside, smiling as he passed into the kitchen.

“ Oh, yes, she would. She’d have come 
around soon even if no one had touched her. 
It was merely a temporary collapse. Steady 
work in a badly ventilated room would cause 
it with anybody. Go and cheer her up while 
you use the fan. That’s all that’s necessary. 
Take the lamp with you.”

“ I ’ll not be needin’ a light in there. Be
sides, I ’d be leavin’ you in the dark.”

“ That’s nothing. I— ”
“ I ’ve only the one lamp, do ye mind? It’s 

enough for Mamie and me. But when a gen
tleman like yourself comes visitin’ I ’m rather 
put about to keep a light in the two rooms at 
the same time.”

Clement was anxious to help her out of her 
dilemma without hurting her pride.

“ Well,” he said, “ the light might be pain
ful to her just now, in her weakened condi
tion. You’d better leave the lamp in here.” 

She went into the room to Mamie. But in 
less than two minutes—during which, as Cle
ment sat staring at the red table-cloth and 
huddle of soiled dishes, his thoughts wan
dered to Fanny Halton—Mrs. Sullivan called 
to him:

“ Mamie is all right now, doctor. Shall I 
let her get up ? ”

“ No; she’d better stay where she is for the 
present. It will be easier on her heart.”

“ She wants to speak to you.”
“ Yery well.”
Mrs. Sullivan came out to the kitchen, and, 

placing a grateful hand on Clement’s shoul
der, while a tear showed itself on her cheek, 
she said in a broken voice:

“ Heaven send ye peace an’ all blessin’s. 
I t’s a smart doctor yc are, an’ a good man Ire- 
sides.”

“ Do you think so?” he answered, with an 
embarrassed laugh.

“ I do that. So does my Mamie. She’ll 
tell ye so herself.”

Clement went into the other apartment— 
which was sitting-room and bedchamber com
bined—and took the chair just vacated by 
Mrs. Sullivan.
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“ It was awfully good of you, doctor, to 
do what you have for me," were the girl's 
first words.

“ I didn't do anything. It was nature do
ing its regular work.. I only helped a little. 
How did you come to fa in t?”

“ I don’t remember anything after sitting 
down to supper. I must have fallen out of 
my chair as soon as I sat down.”

“ Played out by your day's work. That's 
the explanation. You had not been taking 
anything—any medicine—for—for—a head
ache ? ”

“ Nothing at all. My head was not bad 
when I got home to-night. That reminds me. 
Mother's been telling me that you know a 
Miss Dodds, who is at the Arcadia.”

“ Yes. She sent me'here.”
“ She's a splendid girl," declared Mamie 

fervently.
Edward Clement made no comment on this. 

He had no reason to doubt the accuracy of 
Mary Sullivan’s estimate of Susan Dodds. 
But, on the other hand, he knew too little 
about the lady to give it an unreserved in
dorsement.

“ I was on the stage for a week last winter,” 
continued Mamie. “ Miss Dodds got me on 
as a chorus-girl.”

“ You are a singer, then ? ”
She laughed merrily.
“ No; I can't sing at all. But you don’t 

have to sing to be a chorus-girl in the musical 
shows they put on now.”

“ Don’t you? I thought—”
‘M)h, no. But you must be able to learn 

fancy dances and marching drills, and 
be willing to wear all kinds of costumes. 
That’s why I stayed only a week.”

“ I understand,’’ said Clement gravely.
“ Yes. I couldn’t do it, somehow. It was 

all right the first week. I was a shepherdess, 
a maid of honor, and a Quakeress. All those 
dresses were long, and I liked them. But 
then the stage-manager told me I ’d have to be 
in a new dance-number he was putting on. 
He called it ‘ Cupid’s Revels.’ I would have 
had to be fixed up as Cupid. The costume 
he showed me was almost as bad as some of 
those bathing-suits you see in the Sunday pa
pers, and I just had to quit.”

“ And go to work in the factory ? ”
“ Yes. I ’d done that before, and I didn’t 

like to go back to it. But I couldn’t wear that 
Cupid dress, so I had to make the best of the 
sewing-machine. ”

“ I ’m inclined to think you’ll have to find 
some easier employment if you’re going tc 
keep your health.”

“ Well, making shirt-waists isn’t so bad, if. 
you have a decent place to work. Girls In 
big factories make good money, and they are 
in large, airy lofts with lots of windows. But 
when business gets slack a lot of them is laid 
off. I couldn’t afford that.”

“ Doesn’t Yelusky lay his people off, too? ” 
“ No. You see, he cuts prices to tire 

jobbers, and they give him work all the time. 
I ’ve been with him steady for two years, ex
cept the six weeks I was on the stage.”

“ I thought it was only one week.”
“ I only played one week. But there were 

five weeks of rehearsal.”
“ Oh, I ’d forgotten the rehearsals. You 

weren't paid for them, I suppose?”
“ Of course not. I t’s only once in a great 

while that a manager pays his people for re
hearsing. If  there had been a salary for 
those five weeks I might have tried for another 
theatrical engagement—in a company where 
I wouldn’t have to wear fancy costumes. But 
I didn’t dare take chances. I had to have 
money. Jerry came around, and—”

She stopped, and, thougji in the dark room, 
the deep gloom of which was relieved only by 
the lamp in the kitchen, Clement could not 
note the expression of her face, her trembling 
voice, as she broke off abruptly, told him 
that she had inadvertently said more than she 
intended.

“ Well, I ’ll have to go,” said Clement brisk
ly, to relieve the tension. “ I promised Miss 
Dodds I ’d see her home from the theater.” 

“ Did you? Well, will you tell her I ’m 
in good health, and that I ’ll try to see her 
soon ? ”

“ If  I let her know how I found you when 
I came, she’ll hardly credit that statement 
about your health.”

“ Oh, that was nothing—that faint. I ’ve 
had plenty of them.”

“ You wouldn’t be troubled with them if 
you didn't work so hard,” returned Clement. 
Then, as if it had just occurred to him:
“ Have you got those powders Miss Dodds 
sent you for your headache? ”

“ Yes. I didn’t take them. Mother told 
me to, but my head didn’t ache much then, and 
I put them away just as they were. I didn’t 
know there was more than one.”

“ There were two in the packet.”
“ Well, I didn't take either of them.” 
Clement was about to remark that he knew 

very well she hadn’t taken any. But he re
strained himself, merely saying:

“ It happens that I made up.those powders 
for Miss Dodds. I told her that they were 
good only for some patients. Now that I
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have seen you, I ’m sure it wouldn’t be wise 
for you to take them.”

“ Then I ’ll give them back to you.”
“ Yes; I think perhaps you’d better,” he 

replied with assumed carelessness.
Mamie was much stronger now. Clement 

saw that plainly enough as she moved to a 
sitting posture on the bed and swung her feet 
to the floor.

“ I have them in a drawer in that bureau." 
She walked across the room to the bureau 

and pulled open the top drawer. Then, with
out turning her head, she said haltingly: 

“ You know, Jerry is my brother. He’s 
older than me.”

“ Yes?”
Clement uttered this monosyllable with 

decided indifference. What did he care about 
Mamie’s brother Jerry? He was thinking 
about the headache powders.

“ Jerrv is a truck-driver.”
“ A h!”
“ He makes pretty good money—when he 

works.”
“ I see.”
“ But he—he—gets with the gang some

times, and they play cards and drink. Then 
he doesn’t work.”

“ H-m!”
“ But he has to have money to come across 

for his share of the booze— he calls it—and 
mother and me— ”

“ You have to give it to him, eh ?” filled 
in Clement, as she hesitated. “ He pays you 
back afterward, doesn’t h e?”

“ He uhll,” replied Mamie eagerly. “ As 
soon as he gets in three weeks’ full work.”

“ Can’t he get three weeks’ employment? ” 
“ Yes, I guess he can. But, you know, 

Jerry is awfully popular with the gang, and 
he hasn’t never made more than ten days at 
one time hand-running since last summer. 
Here’s the powders.”

She came away from the bureau with the 
paper packet in her hand. As she gave it to 
Clement, he felt that it was still sealed.

“ Just as it left my hands, by Jove! ” 
was his joyful mental observation, as he 
thrust the packet into an inside pocket.

CHAPTER Y.
AGAIN IN  T H E  SHADOW.

“ I w i s h  I had some powders that would 
do my headaches good,” said Mamie.

“ I ’ll prepare you some if you like,” Clem
ent volunteered.

“ Will you? That’s very kind. If you’ll

give them to Miss Dodds, she’ll bring them 
to me.”

“ I ’ll bring them to you myself.”
Edward Clement was so relieved over get

ting back those wretched powders that he 
felt grateful to this girl. Why shouldn’t he 
put himself to some trouble on her account?

“ Do you live far from here?” she asked.
“ Not very. Anyhow, that has nothing to 

do with it. Before the end of the week you 
shall have some powders that will drive away 
a headache effectually. At the same time, I 
must repeat, what I ’ve already told you, that 
you cannot hope to be well altogether unless 
you get easiei work.”

“ That’s what I do be always tellin’ her,” 
put in Mrs. Sullivan. “ If  my boy Jerry 
would keep steady, we’d have no trouble. 
I ’m hopin’ he’s all right now. He hasn’t been 
here for nigh a week, an’ I hear he do be 
workin’ every day.”

“ He doesn’t live with you, does h e?” 
asked Clement, feeling that he ought to say 
something.

“ No. The stable of the contractor he 
drives for is up-town, by the big gas-house, 
and Jerrv boards handy to it.”

“ Well, I ’ll say good night.” and Clement 
held out his hand to Mamie. “ I ’ll give 
vour message to Miss Dodds. Good night, 
Mrs. Sullivan.”

Mother and daughter shook his hand 
heartily, and, as he left them with a smile, 
both followed him to the head of the stairs.

There was a small gas-jet in a wire cage, 
high on the wall, on each landing, so that he 
had no difficulty in finding his wav down.

Customers were still being served in the 
dingy' general-store in the basement as he 
passed. Retail establishments in tenement 
neighborhoods in New Y6rk never close until 
everybody has gone to bed. This means that 
—in the summer particularly—they are open 
nearly all night.

It was a little after ten when Edward Clem
ent reached the outside of the Arcadia Thea
ter again. The roof-garden show was in full 
swing. Susan Dodds would not be out till 
eleven—perhaps later.

Filette Murray^’s “ tu rn ” was near the end 
of the performance, for she was a “ head
liner.” In the advertisements it was an
nounced that she would positively appear 
every night at nine forty-five—the second 
“ ac t” after the intermission. Vaudeville 
people regard that as the very best place on 
the bill.

As the audience, with tireless encores, gen
erally kept the vivacious Miss Murray on for
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three-quarters of an hour at least, she seldom 
made her final how till after half past ten. 
Then Susan Dodds had to help her out of 
her stage clothes and into those of private 
life. Half an hour was little enough for this 
transformation.

“ She must be on now." thought Clement, 
as he stood in front of the garish entrance 
and looked at his watch. “ Well, I ’ll have to 
wait. One thing is sure— I can't go back to 
Landscape to-night. I'll have to put up at 
some hotel. This blunder of mine is going 
to be expensive. However, it will be cheaper 
to pay a few dollars for a bed and a couple 
of meals than to find myself on trial for man
slaughter.”

He pinched the outside of his pocket to 
feel the packet of powders, and a shudder ran 
through him as he thought of his narrow 
escape. Two persons had been on the point 
of swallowing the arsenic, and in each case 
only the merest chance had intervened to 
save them. Either might have died a horri
ble death.

“ Let’s see. What hotel shall I go to ? ” he 
reflected. “ I guess one will do as well as 
another. I hate to spend the money for a 
bed in New York when I have one of my 
own in Landscape.”

Suddenly an idea came to him that made 
him utter a self-rebuking chuckle.

“ What kind of a jackass am I, anyhow? 
Jack Lisle will give me a place to sleep, of 
course. Why didn’t I think of that before? 
I'll go fever and see him while I ’m waiting 
for the show to finish. I told Fanny I was 
going to see him to-night, and I ’ll save my
self front being a liar. I ’ll have something 
to eat at his place. Then I can say truth
fully that I did dine with hint.”

Jack Lisle’s drug-store was in one of the 
cross-streets on the West Side, and a brisk 
ten minutes’ walk brought Edward Clement 
to the place.

“ Why, Hallo, Ed! What brings you to 
New York? ” was Jack Lisle’s greeting, as he 
seized his old college mate’s hand.

“ I had to come down, Jack, and I can’t 
get back to-night. Will you find space for 
me in your boudoir to sleep ? ”

“ Will I? Well, won’t I? You can have 
my bed, and I ’ll stretch my old bones on the 
lounge. Come back to the room behind the 
store and have a bottle of something off the 
ice.”

“ Not now, Jack. I have to go to the Ar
cadia Theater first.”

“ The Arcadia? Whew! Got something 
on ? ”

“ I must meet somebody after the show.” 
“ Gee! Er—a— a lady?”
“ Yes. But she’s nothing to me,” replied 

Clement quickly. “ It’s just a matter of 
courtesy. I met her by accident. The—the 
person she generally has with her is not 
around to-night, and she doesn’t like to walk 
alone in the streets so late.”

“ I see. Afraid to go home in the dark.”
“ She is a modest girl,” explained Clem

ent in a rather severe tone. “ I never met 
her before to-day, and don’t expect ever to 
see her again. I have been drawn into the 
thing in an unexpected and—and—a pecu
liar way.”

“ That’s usually the case,” observed Jack 
Lisle dryly.

Clement was annoyed. Lisle was a volatile 
sort of chap, and could not take any but a 
light view of such an adventure as had be
fallen his friend. There would be no use try
ing to explain. Besides, Clement hadn’t time 
for that just then.

“ I'll tell you all about it when I come 
back. I ’ll have to hurry away now.”

“ Yes, don’t keep her waiting,” grinned 
Lisle.

“ Oh, ro t!” snapped Clement.
“ What time will you be back?”
“ Hardly before half past eleven. I ’d 

apologize for keeping you up, only I know 
you never go to bed till midnight.”

“ Later than that, as a rule. Don't worry 
about me, Ed. I ’d hate you to cut the tender 
interview short on my account. I ’ll be wait
ing for you if it’s two o’clock in the morning. 
The store will be closed, but you can touch 
the bell.”

“ Thanks. I sha'n’t inconvenience you 
too much, shall I ? ”

“ Get out or I'll chuck a stool at you!” 
shouted Lisle.

He pretended to pick up a stool at the 
soda-fountain counter, and Ed Clement made 
a hasty and laughing exit.

It was not far from eleven o’clock when 
he got back to the Arcadia. Above the hum 
of night life in Broadway, with its honking 
motors and clanging street - cars, he could
h e a r a ro a r o f bellow ing app rova l, w ith  a  rio t 
of hand-clapping from the top of the theater.

“ Somebody on the roof has them going,” 
he muttered. “ I hope it isn’t Filette Murray. 
She ought to be in her dressing-room by 
this time. I don't want to wyiit longer than 
I can help.'’

But it was Miss Murray who had drawn 
forth this stormy applause. The noise Clem
ent heard was in acknowledgment of a hand
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ful of kisses blown to the audience by the gay 
chanteuse as she bowed herself into the wings 
for positively the last time after a dozen 
encores. She had been in unusually good 
form that night and her frenzied admirers 
simply would not let her go.

For an hour all but five minutes had La 
Belle Filette—as she was sometimes called— 
sung, danced, and ogled. While Clement 
stared disgustedly up at the roof - garden, 
Susan Dodds was only just beginning work 
with Miss Murray in her dressing-room.

Ed Clement strolled up and down in front 
of the theater impatiently. Filette Murray's 
yellow motor-car was around the corner, and 
Bertrand, the saturnine chauffeur, sat in his 
favorite attitude, snoozing behind the steer
ing-wheel. Like most chauffeurs, he had an 
infinite capacity for waiting.

“ I wish she’d hurry,” grumbled Clement, 
as he stopped in his march to look idly into 
the lobby of the Arcadia. “ Thunder and 
lightning!” he added gaspingly.

One of the elevators from the roof-garden 
had just come down. Among those who 
emerged was a young man in a suit of tweed 
“ hand-me-downs ” of a fortissimo pattern 
and a near-Panama hat. He had a blue satin 
necktie, and “ cuffs ” at the bottom of his 
“ pants.”

His face was flushed from recent laughter. 
Indeed, it still wore a retrospective grin.

As this gentleman came out of the elevator 
he exclaimed boisterously:

“ Crackv! If  there ain't Ed Clement! 
Howdy, E d ?”

He thrust out a red paw. Clement took it 
and tried to force a friendly smile.

“ How do you do?”
“ Say, don’t you know m e?” persisted the 

stranger. “ I ’m Cash Bailey, from Land
scape. Haw, haw, haw! I ain’t in your 
drug-store often, but my sisters often goes 
there. They like ice-cream sodas more than 
men do. But I know you, all right. What 
are you doing in New Y ork?”

“ I had to come down on business.”
“ That’s so. You have to buy things for 

the store, don’t you? Well, I don’t have 
nothing like that to do when I come. I ’ve 
been up in the roof-garden. I ’d heard so 
much about this Filette Murray that I just 
nat’rally sneaked down to see her. An’ say! 
She’s all right. I just heard her sing 1 Don’t 
Squeeze Me, or I ’ll Cry.’ I tell you, it’s a 
lulu. I ’m going to get that song and give it 
to Jessie—my sister. You know Jessie. 
She’s some class on the sing herself, and she 
don’t do a thing to the py-anner.”

This sort of thing kept up minute after 
minute, until Edward Clement was nearly 
distracted.

Cash Bailey was regarded among his pool- 
room intimates in Landscape as “ a swell 
talker.” He could talk all day and all night. 
He did it, too, whenever he could get an au
dience. The fact that he had few ideas, and 
that what he had were exceedingly bald, was 
no bridle on his tongue.

He told Edward Clement all about Filette 
Murray’s performance in detail, with numer
ous imitations of her work that were nothing 
at all like it. From one song to another he 
leaped. His method of vocalism was to 
strain the melody through his nose, with his 
mouth stretched in a vacuous grin, while he 
beat time with a long red forefinger.

Clement endeavored repeatedly to shut him 
off, but Mr. Bailey was not to be stopped 
easily when he had got fairly into his stride.

“ Great Heavens! That young woman 
will be here soon,” thought Clement. “ And 
this blithering imbecile will see her speak to 
me. Then he’ll go back to Landscape and 
talk, and Fanny will hear about it, and— ”

“ Good evening, Mr. Clement. Did you 
think I was never coming?”

Edward Clement groaned. The worst had 
happened. Susan Dodds had whisked around 
the corner from the stage entrance of the Ar
cadia, which communicated with the roof- 
garden stage by a private elevator, and was 
speaking to him.

Cash Bailey’s goggle eves opened wider 
than ever as the dashing Susan stepped up 
to Clement. Here was something even more 
interesting than Filette Murray’s songs!

What was this handsome young woman to 
Ed Clement? Had he come to New York 
expressly to see her? Gosh! Who’d have 
thought i t? ”

“ I shall have to say good night, Mr. Bai
ley,” said Clement abruptly.

“ Sure! Good night! I ’ll have to hustle 
to get that last train to Landscape. I ’m 
going out on the ‘ Owl.’ So-long!”

Cash Bailey walked, swiftly away, but 
three times he turned to look at Ed Clement 
and Susan Dodds before he was lost in the 
surging after-theater throng that finally swept 
him out of sight.

If Susan Dodds expected Mr. Clement to 
occupy the time of walking to her boarding
house in West Thirty-Eighth Street in per
sonal compliments, she was disappointed. His 
aim seemed to be to get her there as quickly 
as possible and leave her.

He was sorry he had not thought of the
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“ Owl ” train himself. It might have saved 
his staying in New York all night. But it 
was too late now.

He told Susan Dodds that Mar}- Sullivan 
had sent word that she was much better, and 
hoped to see her soon. But he said never a 
word about the headache powders until Miss 
Dodds asked him whether Mamie had taken 
them.

“ No. I'm going to mix some others that 
will be better for her," answered Clement. 
“ Now that I have -een her I can prescribe 
for her understanding!}-, you know."

“ It is good of you to do that," said Su
san. “ I am very fond of Mamie. I wish 
the poor girl could get something to do that 
wouldn't be so hard on her. That Yelusky 
is a brute."

“ I gathered that from what Miss Sullivan 
told me."

“ If that brother Jerry of hers were any 
good, she'd have a different life. However, 
it's no use talking about it. We all have our 
own troubles. I dare say you have yours, 
although I hope they are not very serious.'’

‘‘They are not, I ’m happy to say," re
turned Clement, thinking of his lucky re
covery of the headache powders.

“ Well, here's my boarding-house. Wt 
don’t have matinees on the roof, and I ’m gen
erally at home in the afternoon. Won't you 
drop in and see me some time ? ’’

“ With pleasure."
Ordinary politeness required Clement to 

say this. At least, he felt that it did. Bu: 
even as he spoke he made an inward resolvi 
not to have anything more to do with the 
Arcadia or any one connected with it, pro
vided he was able to explain things satisfac
torily to Fanny Halton.

He knew, as well as that there was an are- 
light flooding West Thirty-Eighth Street 
with a white glow lit that instant, that Cash 
Bailey would have a sensational story to tell 
in Landscape early the next morning.

He waited while Susan Dodds ascended 
the long flight of stone steps to the front door 
of the theatrical boarding-house which wa
ller only home in New York. Then he waved 
a farewell and hurried away to Jack Lisle's 
drug-store.

It was not necessary for him to push the 
bell-button. Jack was standing at the door.

“ Well, Ed, did you have a pleasart 
w alk?'’ he asked cheerily.

Clement's only response was a noncom
mittal shake of the head. He was wishing 
Cash Bailey had not seen Susan Dodds speak 
to him. The more he thought of it the mote

he feared the consequences of Mr. Bailey's 
tongue. At last Fanny Halton would believe 
she really had cause to be jealous.

Jack Lisle saw that his friend was not in 
a humor for badinage. So he led the way in 
silence into the sitting-room behind the store, 
where he had already set forth a display of 
canned provisions, bread and butter, and 
glasses which suggested cold drinks, all of 
which appealed favorably to Clement. Jack 
kept “ bachelor'- hall," and his ice-box was 
always well furnished.

The two young men fell to, with very lit
tle conversation. Clement was trying to make 
up his mind whether or not he should tell 
Lisle of his encounter with Cash Bailey, and 
the trouble it was likely to stir up for him 
with his fiancee. 'H e wanted advice—or, at 
least, encouragement.

And yet he hesitated. But only for a while. 
As they finished their meal he decided he 
would confide in his friend.

He judged it best to begin at his meeting 
with Susan Dodds in the drug-store in Land
scape. While he was about it, he would make 
a clean breast of the whole affair.

So he told of his finding out what a ter
rible mistake he had made in putting up the 
headache powders. Then of how he had 
come to New York to try to get them back, 
and how at last he had found them in the 
possession of Mary Sullivan, with the seal 
unbroken.

“ That was a lucky thing," interrupted 
Jack Lisle. “ Your good angel must have 
been working overtime. Where are the pow
ders now ? ’’

“ In my pocket. Here they are.’’
Clement took out the packet given to him 

by Mary Sullivan in the dark bedroom of 
the Hester Street tenement, and held it forth 
under the bright electric light.

Instantly a great horror overspread his face 
as he almost screamed:

“ Jack! There’s something wrong! This 
is not i n  packet!'’

“ What ? ”
“ No! Look! It is labeled ‘ Seidlitz 

powder.’ ”

CHATTER VI.
W H A T JERKY DID.

J ack Lisle took the packet and read the 
label thoughtfully.

“ It says * seidlitz powder," sure enough. 
But is it? Labels sometimes lie.”

“ Not that one," rejoined Clement miser
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ably. “ Don’t you see the printed druggist’s 
name is ‘ Schwartzwelder ’? ‘ Halton’s Phar
macy ’ is on the sticker I used. Besides, I 
wrote 1 headache powder,’ not ‘ seidlitz,’ and 
I put my initials on, ‘ E. CV There’s no use 
talking about it, Jack. That girl gave me 
the wrong packet.’’

“ Didn’t you look at it when you got i t ? ” 
“ No. The room was dark. The packet 

felt like my own, and I never thought of her 
having another.”

“ You never can tell, Ed.”
“ Oh, I know I was careless. I ’ve been 

making blunders right along over this thing. 
I meant to look at it as soon as I got into the 
light. But it wasn’t convenient, and I was 
so sure it was all right that I let it go.”

“ So it mill be all right,” said Lisle in a 
comforting tone. “ You’ll get your own pow
der if you go after it.”

“ I don’t know about that.”
“ Why, certainly. It's as clear as mud. 

The girl made a mistake in the dark. But 
I ’ll bet your own powders are still in her 
bureau drawer.”

“ I wish I knem that. Arsenic isn’t a thing 
to fool with.”

“ Of course it isn’t. But all you can do 
now is to go to bed. Early in the morning 
jump a car down to Hester Street, give her 
back the seidlitz, and get your own. Why, 
it’s the simplest proposition I ever saw.”

Jack Lisle’s cheerful manner infected 
Clement.

“ I guess you’re right about what I must 
do, Jack,” he said. “ But I doubt whether I 
can sleep a wink.”

“ Well, go to bed and try.”
Ed Clement went to bed, and, without try

ing, dropped off and slept soundly until 
eight o’clock. He had a perfect digestion, 
and that outweighed the burden on his mind.

He got up in a hurry as soon as he awoke. 
He found that Jack Lisle had had his store 
open for an hour.

“ This is an early neighborhood, Ed,” ex
plained Jack. “ I ’ve had half a dozen cus
tomers already.”

“ Well, I ’m going to hustle right down to 
Hester Street.”

“ Not till after breakfast, if I know my
self. You’ll go around to my regular restau
rant and take breakfast with me. My boy 
has just strolled in. I was waiting for him 
to come and mind the store.”

Clement was inclined to go down to see 
Mamie Sullivan at once. But Lisle wouldn’t 
hear of it, and it was nearly nine when he 
at last found himself on a down-town car.

The Sullivan domicile was locked up when 
he reached there. He rapped on the door. 
There was no response. Then a little girl 
came out of another apartment and informed 
him that Mrs. Sullivan and her daughter had 
gone out together a short time before.

“ Mamie said she wasn’t going to work to
day,” volunteered the young lady.

“ Where has she gone? Do you know?” 
“ I think she went to the theayter. Jerry 

was here last night. He was soused, and he 
started a ‘ rough-house.’ He often does.”

“ What was the trouble ? ”
“ He wanted some coin, and when Mrs. 

Sullivan and Mame wouldn’t give him none 
he frisked the joint.”

Clement understood this to mean that the 
estimable Jerry had robbed his mother’s 
home.

“ Then, did he go away?” he asked.
“ Yes. But he come back after he’d load

ed up with a lot more drinks, and he slept on 
their bed till morning. Then he beat it 
again, and soon after Mrs. Sullivan and 
Mame they went out.”

“ They've gone to the Arcadia Theater, 
have they? ”

“ Well, Mrs. Sullivan has, and Mame was 
with her,”

“ Thank you.”
Clement gave the little girl a dime, and in 

another five minutes he was again on his way 
up-town.

At the Arcadia Theater he found only one 
person—a colored porter, who was deliberate
ly polishing the brass railing in front of the 
box-office. The porter was very black, and 
his speech suggested that most of his life had 
been spent in the South.

“ Mis’ Sullivan?” he said, in response to 
Edward Clement’s question. “ Nossah! 
Mis' Sullivan ain’ done come vit.”

“ What time will she be here?”
“ Well, sail, Ah ain’ gwine tuh stultify 

mahself by namin’ ’zackly de minute dat 
lady will done ’rive. But Ah sh’d spekilate 
she’ll sho’ly lie heah at eleben—or mebbe 
twelve—or mebbe later dan dat. Mis’ Sulli
van am mighty onsartin. She sho’ly is.” 

Clement decided that the porter didn’t 
know anything about it. So he left the colored 
philosopher to his polishing and went over to 
West Thirty-Eighth Street. It struck him 
that if Mrs. Sullivan and Mamie were in 
trouble over Jerry—as doubtless they were—• 
they would go to Susan Dodds for sympathy 
and advice.

“ Is Miss Dodds at home?”
“ No, sir. Mrs. Sullivan, from the Ar
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cadia, came for her about an hour ago, and 
they all went away together.”

It was the mistress of the boarding-house 
^peaking. She was a stout, comfortable-look
ing personage, who had been a third-rare 
actress in her younger days.

“ Was any one with Airs. Sullivan?” in
quired Clement.

“ Yes, her daughter. Mamie used to he 
in ‘ business.’ That's how I came to know 
her. She’s a good-—”

But Clement cut her off with a hasty word 
of thanks for her information, and hurried 
down the street. He wanted to get to Jack 
Lisle and take counsel with him. It began 
to look as if somebody might swallow those 
poisoned powders yet before he could get 
hold of them.

He found Jack busy behind his prescrip
tion-case, but not too occupied to listen to his 
friend’s tale of disappointment and anxiety.

“ Still, I don't see that you have much to 
worry about,” said Jack, as Clement finished. 
“ You’ve only to wait till Mrs. Sullivan turns 
up at the theater. Mamie will be with her, 
and you’ll find that the powders are all right. 
Brace up, old man! You’ve let your nerves 
run away with you, that’s all.”

“ But, don't you see, even if the powders 
are all right, the longer I stay down here n 
New York, the harder it will be to square my
self with Fanny.”

“ Pshaw! How do you know you’ll have 
to square yourself?”

“ That fellow, Cash Bailey—
“ He may never say a word. And even if 

he does, he can’t hurt you with Miss Halton. 
She’s too sensible a girl. I met her once, you 
remember. I'd bet a seidlitz against one of 
your headache—’

“ Don’t, Jack! Don't talk about the cursed 
things.”

“ I was only going to say that Fanny Hal
ton would listen to what you have to say be
fore believing any yarn that chump Bailey 
might tell her.”

“ The worst of it is, he would be telling 
the truth. He would say he saw me keeping 
an appointment with this Susan Dodds, and 
that’s just what I did.”

“ Well, if vou did, it was innocent, wasn’t 
i t ? ”

“ Of course it was. She helped me to trace 
those powders, and I could not refuse her re
quest to escort her home. But that ended it.
I shall never see her again.”

It was at this instant that footsteps and a 
swish of skirts behind him made Clement 
turn around.

Susan Dodds, with Airs. Sullivan and Ma
mie, had just entered the store.

Mr. Clement, I ’m glad we’ve found you,” 
broke out Susan Dodds, exuberantly. “ We 
heard at the theater you were looking for Airs. 
Sullivan, and I guessed you might come over 
to my boarding-house to see if I knew where 
she was. So we all went there. Airs. Parr, 
the landlady, said you'd just left. We saw 
you hurrying along. So we followed you.-’

Clement turned anxiously to Alamie.
“ Do you know what was in that paper you 

gave me last n igh t?’’ he asked.
“ Yes; I gave you the headache powders I 

got from Aliss Dodds.”
“ No, you didn’t.”
He took the seidlitz powder from his pocket 

and showed it to her. One glance at the label 
was enough for her.

“ Why, that’s the seidlitz mother got for 
Jerry a week ago. He wouldn't take it, and 
I put it in mv drawer. In the dark,' I gave 
it to you, thinking it was the other. Oh, I ’m 
so sorry.”

“ Where is the other powder?”
“ Jerrv has it.”
“ Jerry ? ”
“ Yes. He was at the top of the stairs 

last night. He saw you talking to me in the 
bedroom, and—”

“ Well ? ” urged Clement, as she paused in 
obvious embarrassment.

“ He was drunk, and he hid till you’d gone. 
Then he came in and talked awful. He 
wanted money. Alother and me hadn't any 
to give him, and he—he—got excited, the 
way he always does. He threatened to lick us 
both if we didn’t dig up. He said my friend 
ought to be good for a ten-spot.”

“ Aleanin’ yerself. Air. Clement,” put in 
Airs. Sullivan. “ The blayguard! An’ Ma
mie as dacent a girl as ve’ll find in the whole 
parish! ”

“ I am quite sure of that, Airs. Sullivan,” 
said Clement heartily.

“ He got so mad that mother and me had 
to give him all we had,” resumed Alamie. 
“ It wasn’t much. But he took it. About 
twelve o’clock he came back and went to sleep 
on our bed. Alother and me, we laid down on 
the floor.'’

“ The brute!”
“ Early this morning, while we were still 

asleep, he got up and event away. As soon as 
I woke I looked in the bureau-drawer. There 
ain’t any lock on it, and I was suspicious of 
Jerry.”

“ Ye had good rayson,” moaned Airs. Sul
livan.
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“ Yes. I found he'd took mother's wed
ding-ring and a breast-pin father gave me a 
little before he died. There was my silver 
bracelet, too/'

‘‘And the powders?”
“ I guess so. I'd  wrapped them up with 

the ring and pin and bracelet. Jerry had 
grabbed the paper just as it was, for it was 
gone. Of course, lie must have got the pow
ders with the other things/’

“ What do you think he did with the 
jewelry—pawned i t? ”

“ No. Mother and me asked some neigh
bors whether they’d seen Jerry this morning. 
We found a man who seen him going into 
1 Kid ’ Dennis’s saloon, in Third Avenue. 
Then we knew he'd put the things up for 
drinks. He’s done that before.”

“ Did you go to see?”
“ Xo. < Kid ’ wouldn’t tell us if we did. 

Jerry would be sure to tell him to say nothing 
to us. So we came up to ask Miss Dodds 
what we’d better do about it. We must get 
back mother’s ring, even if not the others."

“ Do you suppose this saloonkeeper has the 
powders, too?”

“ He has if he’d give Jerry anything for 
’em,'’ replied Mrs. Sullivan, promptly.

Susan Dodds caught Clement's eye and 
beckoned him to one side, near the soda- 
fountain. Each took a stool.

“ You see, Mr. Clement.” whispered Susan 
Dodds, bending close to him, “ that this 
Jerry— ”

That was as far as she got. The door of 
the store opened, and in walked Miss Fanny 

. H alton!

CHAPTER VII.
O X  A H O T  S C E N T .

F or a few moments nobody spoke. Ed
ward Clement stared blankly at his fiancee in 
utter astonishment and dismay. Her expres
sion was one of righteous scorn. At last, 
Clement, forcing a ghastly smile, blurted 
out:

“ Why, Fanny, this is a pleasant surprise 
indeed.”

“ Is i t ? ’’
There was no more encouragement in her 

tone than in her face. In one swift glance at 
Susan Dodds she had recognized the young 
woman of the automobile, whose headache 
had been so sympathetically ministered to by 
Clement in the drug-store at Landscape.

“ I hope your father isn't mad at my stay
ing away all night,” ventured Clement.

2 A

“ I don't know. He asked me if I knew 
where you'd gone. I told him you said you 
had an appointment to dine with Mr. Lis1::.”

Here Jack Lisle broke in, with rather over
done effusiveness:

"Don't you remember me, Miss Halton? 
Ld introduced me to you when I called on 
him in Landscape, two months ago.”

She offered him a well-gloved little hand 
with about as much warmth as she would 
show in tendering her fare to a street-car 
conductor. He took it and held it as if he 
didn't know how to let go.

" I ,  remember you perfectly, Mr. Lisle,” 
she said, and calmly pulled her hand away.

“ This is Mrs. Sullivan, and Miss Sulli
van,” stammered Clement. “ And Miss—er 
—Yliss Dodds.”

Funny Halton vouchsafed a stately bow to 
each as they were mentioned. Mrs, Sullivan 
and Mamie bowed in return. As Susan Dodds 
bent her head, she read hostility in Fanny’s 
eyes, and flashed back defiance.

“ I don't think I ’ll stay any longer, Mr. 
Clement," said Susan. “ We can talk over 
that matter another time.”

Fanny Hatton’s lips tightened and her 
eyes narrowed. Susan Dodds knew the shot 
had struck home.

Miss Dodds was not in love with Edward 
Clement. But to make his sweetheart be
lieve she had some secret with him was a bit 
of truly feminine sport that she could hot 
miss.

Clement saw it all. and for an instant he 
could have given a headache powder to 
Susan Dodds without compunction. He 
turned to Fanny.

“ What brought you to New York to
day ? ”

“ I am shopping with mother. When you 
did not come home this morning, father asked 
me to come up to Mr. Lisle's, as I should be 
in New York, and make inquiries. I didn't 
want to drag mother along. So I left her in 
a store in Twenty-Third Street while I took 
a taxi up here.”

“ I missed the train last night,” explained 
Clement. “ But I shall he home this after
noon—probable. I dare say I shall see Mr. 
Halton before you get there.”

“ Then I ’ll bid you good morning,” an
swered Fanny demurely, moving toward the 
door.

Clement ran to open it for her. As she 
passed out he whispered, pleadingly:

“ Fannv, won't you—”
“ Don't you ever dare to speak to me 

again.”
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Before he could recover himself she had 
entered the taxicab, unaided, with the single 
word “ Back! ” to the driver. As the cab 
spurted away, Clement turned at the sound of 
a footstep behind him, and looked into the 
pitying face of Mamie Sullivan.

“ I hope it ain’t my fault,” she said anx
iously.

“ What do you mean ? ”
“ Why, that’s your best girl just gone, I 

know. And I heard what she said. She’s 
give you the shake, and maybe it’s because 
she found me with you. She may have got 
on to you coming to see me last night.”

“ No, no; that isn’t it,” Clement assured 
her with a smile. “ You are quite mistaken. 
For one thing, how could she know I was at 
your house ? ”

Mamie shook her head wisely.
“ I don’t see how she could, for a fact. 

But she might. There's always somebody to 
give a person away. The way she looked 
at me just now was*something fierce.”

“ That must have been your imagination.”
“ No. Mother saw it, as well as me. I 

wish I could get your girl by herself and tell 
her she’s wrong.”

Without replying, Edward Clement mo
tioned to Mamie to reenter fhe store, and 
followed her in. Then, as if there had been 
no interruption, he turned to Airs. Sullivan 
and said coolly:

“ Somebody must go to this ‘ Kid ’ Dennis 
and get back the things your son Jerry gave 
him for drinks.”

“ That’s what Miss Dodds thinks ought to 
be done,’’ answered Mrs. Sullivan.

“ Well, I ’ll do it," announced Clement.
“ Ye will? Faith, ye’re a fame man, 

an’— ”
“ I thimk you’re the person to do it,’’ was 

Miss Dodds’s quick acquiescence. She add
ed, in a low tone: “ You’ll stand a chance of 
getting back those powders. They seem to 
be very important to you.”

Clement started. There was something pe
culiar in her tone. He felt that she had 
guessed his secret.

Well, it didn’t matter much. The whole 
world would probably know before long— 
while he sat in a prison cell.

“ They are important,” he answered 
shortly.

“ But not enough to make Mr. Clement 
go down to that saloon if he didn’t want to 
recover that wedding-ring and bracelet,” put 
in Lisle, loyal to his friend.

“ I should never have asked you to do it 
Mr. Clement,” declared Mamie earnestly

“ But, if you will, I ’d better go and show 
you just where the place is.”

“ Very well.”
“ Shall I go with you, E d ? ” asked Jack 

Lisle.
“ No. W hy?”
“ You might need help to induce ‘ K id ’ 

Dennis to give up.”
“ Oh, I think I can persuade him,” an

swered Clement. “ I ’ll try by myself first, 
anyhow. Then, if he’s obstinate, I may be 
glad of your assistance.”

“ I t’s past eleven. I ought to be gittin’ 
’round to the theater,” observed Mrs. Sulli
van. “ I ’m late now.”

“ That’s right, mother,” assented Mamie. 
“ I ’ll come back to you there when Mr. Clem
ent has seen Dennis. Everything will be 
all right now, I know.”

Susan Dodds remembered that she wanted 
to look over some articles of Filette Mur
ray's wardrobe in the dressing-room. So she 
went to the Arcadia with Mrs. Sullivan, 
while Edward Clement and Mamie took a 
cross-town car. From that one they would 
transfer to another which would put them 
down almost in front of “ Kid ” Dennis's sa
loon.

“ Kid ” had been a professional pugilist 
in his day—a “ welter-weight.” In the course 
of his ring career he’d had most of his ribs 
“ bent,” as he expressed it; his nose was 
“ dished,” he sported a “ cauliflower ear,” 
and the knuckles of both hands were lumpy 
masses of splintered bone.

As compensation for all these physical in
conveniences, he had made enough money to 
buy out a saloon. Connected with it was a 
gymnasium, in which “ Kid ” taught boxing 
to those who chose to pay for it. He had 
several wealth}- men among his patrons.

Moreover his place was the resort of pro
fessional athletes, as well as amateurs, to 
say nothing of the queer company of hangers- 
on which is always to be found at a sporting 
saloon.

Mamie pointed out the place to Cl ment 
and walked away to wait for him.

“ I ’ll just meander up and down these two 
blocks,” she told him. “ I hope you won’t 
have any trouble. ‘ Kid ’ will be sure to put 
up a bluff that he ain’t got those things. But 
if you ‘ call ’ him hard enough, you’ll get 
’em.”

Clement smiled at this suggestion. Pri
vately he acknowledged it was sound advice.

“ Kid ” Dennis was behind the bar when 
Clement entered. To the young man’s re
quest for a glass of vichy, he responded with
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A suspicious grunt as lie produced a siphon. 
Xot many of his customers ever called for 
“ soft” drinks.

“ Do you know jerry Sullivan?'' asked 
Clement suddenly.

“ I've heard of him,” was the cautious an
swer. "W h y ?”

“ Does he owe you anything:?’’*
“ He sure does. For eight drinks—eighty 

cents. Do you want to pay i t? ”
“ K id ” Dennis showed a row of jagged 

teeth in a grin. He felt that he had said a 
good thing. Among his intimates he had 
some reputation as a humorist.

“ I'll pay the eighty cents if you'll give 
me the things he left as security,” offered 
Clement.

“ Who says he left any security?” snarled 
“ Kid.” “ Did he?”

“ Yes.”
“ He’s a liar! ”
It was dear that Dennis did not intend to 

give up the ring, pin, and bracelet, if he could 
help it. But Edward Clement had had deal
ings with such characters before. Therefore 
he took a short cut to end the controversy.

“ You say Jerry owed you eighty cents?” 
he asked, in a businesslike tone.

“ I said a dollar-eighty.”
“ I thought it was eighty cents—for eight 

drinks? ”
“ Kid ” Dennis rested his two gnarled fists 

on the bar and looked at Clement as he said, 
impressively

“ Now. look here, friend, I don’t know 
vou. You may be all right. Also, you may 
be just the opposite. Anyhow, I don't allow 
no one to come into my place and tell me 
how to run my business. This here Jerry 
owes me one dollar and eighty cents. If 
you want to pay it, all right. If you don’t, 
why, get out! ”

* What about the ring, pin, and bracelet?”
“ I ’ll give them to you if you pay the 

money.”
“ Kid ” seemed to have forgotten that he 

had just denied any knowledge of them. 
Clement took a few dollar bills from his 
waistcoat-pocket. He had not very much 
money with him.

“ Give me the things,” he said.
“ There's twenty cents for interest. That’ll 

make two dollars,” growled Dennis.
“ Yerv well,” assented Clement. “ Bring 

out the property.”
“ K id” Dennis produced a piece of dirty 

newspaper from beneath the bar and spread 
it open. It contained a wedding-ring, a 
cheap, showy breastpin, and a silver bracelet.

Clement gave two dollars to the rapacious 
“ Kid,” and gathered up the paper with its 
contents. Then he said casually—for it 
would never do to let “ Kid ” Dennis see that 
he was anxious:

" 'I  here was a headache powder in this 
paper. Have you got i t ? ”

The saloon-keeper was taken completely 
off his guard, and replied, without equivoca
tion or evasion this time:

“ I gave that powder to’Al Vanderden this 
morning. He'd been out late last night and 
had a big head on him. You know Al, I 
s'pose."

“ The millionaire artist?”
“ And sport. Yes, that's him,”
“'D id—did—he take the powder here?” 
“ Xo. Put it in his pocket and said he’d 

down it when he got to his studio, up there 
on Seventh Avenue, near Fifty-Seventh 
Street.”

" I know where it is,” said Clement. “ Good 
morning.”

He was out of the saloon and walking 
rapidly toward Mamie Sullivan while “ Kid ” 
Dennis was still wondering what had made 
his visitor depart so abruptly.

CHAPTER VIII.
MISSED BY A MINUTE.

It was worth something to Edward Clem
ent to see the joy in Mamie Sullivan’s eyes, 
as he gave her the fragment of dirty news
paper containing her mother's wedding-ring 
and her own paltry bits of jewelry.

“ I was afraid you wouldn't be able to get 
it." she said between laughing and crying. 
“ I know ' Kid ’ Dennis wouldn’t have let 
me have it. He’s down on me and mother 
because we want to keep Jerry away from 
him. Jerry spends most all he makes with 
Dennis. Did you get that powder?”

" Xo.”
“ Why. that’s funny. It was in the paper, 

for Jerry didn't leave it behind him in the 
drawer.”

“ Yes, and he gave it to Dennis. But Den
nis savs lie passed it on to some one else.”

“ W ho?”
“ A man I know, named Albert Yander- 

den. I'm going after it. You'd better be get
ting up to the Arcadia to tell your mother 
you have her ring, don’t you th ink?”

“ I guess that's so. Mother will be glad 
to get it back, I can tell you. But I wish 
you had that powder. You seem to want it 
so much.”
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“ I do want it, and I ’ll get it,” replied Cletr- 
ent doggedly. “ Here’s a car coming. Let 
me help you aboard.”

He put Mamie on the car, which he knew 
would take her up to the theater. He was 
glad to get rid of her. He wanted to be alone 
to think out his next move in the hunt for 
that little packet of deadly poison.

As Clement had said, he knew Albert 
Vanderden, but only as most other people in 
New York knew him—by reputation. He 
had figured in the papers again and again.

A member of a wealthy and exclusive old 
family, Albert—generally spoken of as “ A1 ’ 
—was the wild one. It was his decided 
gift for painting that first led him away. He 
had an apartment of his own in the Seventh 
Avenue artist colony, and there he spent 
much of his time. He abhorred Society with 
a capital “ S.”

Among his accomplishments, aside from 
those with pencil and brush, was that of 
handling his fists with scientific precision. 
He also “ had the punch.” Good judges 
called' him the cleverest amateur boxer in 
New York.

Mr. Vanderden’s taste for this sort of ex 
ercise made him a frequent visitor at “ Kid ’ 
Dennis’s place in Third Avenue. Indeed, 
he often put on the gloves with that distin
guished welter-weight himself. What was 
more, he could alwavs hold his own with the 
“ Kid.”

Clement was thinking about the million
aire artist's pugilistic prowess as he was 
swept up-town on a Subway train.

“ If he ever swallows one of those powders, 
he’ll find it more serious than the hardest 
blow he ever got with a boxing-glove,” he 
muttered.

Edward Clement had lived long in New 
York before going to Landscape, and he 
knew well the studio building where Albert 
Vanderden had a suite of apartments. It 
was a large, solemn red-brick edifice, with 
many separate sets of rooms, each guarded 
by a funereal oaken outer door.

“ Number twenty-seven,” read Clement on 
the directory-board in the lobby. “ That 
m u st be on the second floor.”

Without troubling the elevator, he ran up 
the wide stairway. Following the numbers 
along the corridor, he found “ twenty-seven ” 
at the very end, in a gloomy corner. He 
pushed the electric bell-button.

The person who answered his ring was a 
grave individual in black, set off by a formal 
white necktie. His ruddy countenance had 
that look of having just been shaved with a

dull razor, which is peculiar to the English
man-servant.

He replied to Clement’s queries with non
committal civility. Clement might be a par
ticular friend of his employer’s, or he might 
be nobody of consequence. In either case, 
there could be no fault found with the de
meanor of the valet.

“ No, sir, Mr. Vanderden is not hin.”
“ When do you expect him ? ”
“ I cawn’t say, sir. ’E felt poorly this 

morning, and ’e took a cab for a little hair.” 
“ Where does he generally go to take this— 

ah—‘ hair'’? ” asked Clement, rather sharply.
“ Hordinarily in Central Park, sir. But ’e 

mentioned before ’e went hout that ’e was 
going to a chemist-shop to get something for 
’is ’ead.”

“ His head?”
“ Yes, sir. ’E suffers very much from

’eadaches.”
“ Do you know what druggist — I mean, 

chemist-shop—he patronizes for things of 
that kind? ”

“ Well, sir, ’e ’as a preference for a place 
kept by a Mr. Lisle—”

“ W hat?” interrupted Clement excitedly. 
“ Lisle,” repeated the man. “ That’s the 

nyme. It’s hover by Heighth Avenue.”
“ Aren’t there any good drug-stores nearer 

than tha t?”
“ Yes. But Mr. Vanderden likes that one. 

I believe ’im and Mr. Lisle used to belong 
to the syme hathletic club.”

“ You think he went to Lisle’s drug-store 
for something to cure his headache before go
ing to the p ark ?”

“ I think it ’ighly probable, sir.”
“ If he is subject to headaches, I should 

think he would have some medicine always 
on hand at home,” suggested Clement.

“ ’E ain't what you’d call subject to ’em, 
sir. Honlv when ’e’s been kept hout late ’e 
’as ’em. But it ’appens that ’e did ’ave some 
powders in ’is pocket this morning.” 

“ Powders?”
“ Yes, sir. ’E didn’t take ’em, ’owever. 

'E said 'e'd go and see ’is friend Lisle in
stead.”

“ You think he went directly there when 
he went ou t?” asked Clement as he turned 
to go.

“ Yes, sir. I ’eard ’im tell the cab-driver. 
What nyme shall I tell Mr. Vanderden if ’e 
comes back ? ”

But Clement did not reply. He was al
ready half-way down the stairs.

A rapid walk of ten minutes brought him 
to Jack Lisle’s establishment.
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“ Jack,” he cried as he burst in, “ I heard 
A1 Vanderden was here. I want him. Did 
he come ? ”

“ Yes. He was here. He went away about 
a minute ago in a taxicab,” answered Lisle.

CHAPTER IX.
A DEMAND ON DIPLOMACY.

“ I w i s h  you'd held him, Tack,” said 
Clement in a bitterly disappointed tone. 
“ He’s sot those powders of mine.”

“ Jupiter! N o ?”
“ He has—right with him, in his pocket.” 
“ Well, who’d have thought that? I know 

A1 very well. He’s a democratic chap and a 
good fellow, in spite of the fact that lie’s 
rotten with money. Why, I had no idea he 
was mixed up in this affair of yours.” 

“ Neither had I till this morning. But he 
is, and I ’ve got to find him. What did he do 
in here? Have some medicine?”

“ Yes. He had a splitting headache. 
Said he’d been at a boxing blow-out at ‘ Kid ’ 
Dennis’s place last night. So I gave him 
a bromide. Then he went away for a ride 
in the park.”

“ In a taxi.”
“ Yes. He said he might drop in again 

before he went home. But he isn’t quite 
sober—got a ‘ hang-over ’ from last night—• 
and I don’t take much stock in anything he 
says. He— ”

The telephone-bell rang, and Jack Lisle 
broke off to answer it:

“ H allo!”
He listened for a moment. Then he 

clapped his hand over the receiver and said 
to Clement in a surprised tone:

“ It's Miss Halton! ”
“ What ? Fanny ? What does she want ? ” 
“ You,” replied Lisle.
“ Did she say so?”
“ She asked if you’d gone back to Land

scape. That means she wants you, of course. 
Now’s your time to square yourself.”

“ Did you tell her I was here ? ”
“ No. I asked her to wait a minute.” 
Edward Clement took the receiver from his 

friend and feverishly spoke into the tele
phone :

“ Hallo, Fanny! This is Ed. I haven’t 
gone home yet. but I soon will. I wish I 
could go with you. What train are you go
ing on? ”

“ Gee! Did you give her all that without 
waiting for an answer?” observed Jack 
Lisle in a low voice.

“ Shut u p !” Then, quickly, into the 
transmitter: “ No. Fanny! I didn’t say
that to you, of course. Lisle is here, bother
ing me. I wish I could see you before you 
go back to Landscape. I am in great trou
ble.”

There was a pause, during which Edward 
Clement’s face showed many expressions 
and changes of color, as he listened to what 
Miss Halton was saying at the other end of 
the wire. She seemed to have a great deal 
to say, too. for it was at least two minutes 
before he got a chance to reply. Then he 
said earnestly:

“ I could explain everything in five min
utes. But I can’t do it over the phone. I 
knew Cash Bailey would tell you a story 
that would put me in a false light. But I 
had -a very good reason for coming to New 
York and staying so long.”

There was a pause as Fanny replied, and 
Clement went on: '

“ Yes. indeed, I am in trouble— dreadhd 
trouble.”

“ That’s the stuff,” murmured Lisle. “ Get 
her sympathy, and you’re all right.”

Clement shook his fist at the grinning 
Tack. Then he smiled, as he cried joyfully, 
in reply to Fanny Halton:

“ Do you really mean that you’ll let your 
mother go home by herself and you’ll come 
up here? And your mother is willing to do 
it? That's fine! Be sure and tell her how 
grateful I am, won't you? She doesn’t know 
how much it means to me.”

There was another pause as he listened to 
something more Fanny said. When he did 
speak it was to say eagerly:

" Very well, I'll be on the lookout for ydu, 
dear. It won't take the taxi long to run up 
here. Good-by! Oh. I can hardly realize— ” 

But his ear told him she had hung up the 
receiver, and lie did the same, without fin
ishing the sentence.

“ So she's corning here to see you, is she? ” 
said Jack Lisle. “ Say, Ed, that girl's the 
real goods. I congratulate you. old boy.”

“ That's what she is. I'm going to tell her 
all about those powders. I ought to have 
done i t  at first. S ite 's  as s m a r t  a s  c h a i n 
lightning. and I ’ll bet she’d have found some 
way to get them back long before this.” 

“ That’s very likely. I ’m a great believer 
in woman’s intuition myself,” declared Lisle, 
with an air of saying an entirely original 
thing. “ Still, I don’t think you need much 
help now. All you have to do, you know, is 
to ask A1 Vanderden for the powders the first 
time vou see him.”
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“ I sha’n’t feel safe until I actually have 
them. Then I shall knoiv they can’t do am 
harm.”

“ Well, I don't blame you for having thai 
feeling,” said Lisle, patting his shoulder. 
“ I'd  be the same way, I know.”

“ There's a taxi stopping,” interrupted 
Clement. “ Fanny’s here already. I knew 
it wouldn’t take her long. But I didn’t ex
pect her quite so soon.”

He had the door open and was on the side
walk in a jiffy. But the taxicab’s passenger 
was not Fanny Halton. I t was a well-built 
man of about twenty-eight—his bleary eyes 
and rolling gait advertising the “ hang-over” 
to which Jack Lisle had referred. He now 
see-sawed over the pavement to the door of 
the store.

“ Back again, A l?” called out Lisle from 
the door.

“ Sure I ’m back, Jack. (Hie!) The bally 
park doesn’t do me any good. My head’s 
whizzing like a (Hie!) motor engine, and— 
I—I—beg your pardon.”

He had lurched against Clement, and he 
stopped to apologize with drunken impres
siveness.

“ Don't mention it. Mr. Vandcrden.”
Al Yanderden slowly raised his eyes tc 

Clement's face. Then he extended a shaky, 
clammy hand.

“ A'ou know me, eh ? I don’t think I 
(Hie!) recall you. But it’s all ri’. Every
body knows me. I'm as pop'lar as (Hie!) 
the town pump. Eh, Jack (H id ) ,  old top?” 

“ This is Mr. Clement—Mr. Yanderden,” 
said Lisle.

Yanderden waggled Clement's hand fee
bly, and the three entered the store. Yander
den seated himself on a stool, his feet out
stretched.

“ Vf,u know,” he hiccuped, “ I was at 
‘ Kid ’ Dennis’s last night. The * Kid ’ 
had a new scrapper there— ( H i d ) —a heavy
weight. I put on the gloves with him and 
sent" one over that (H id )  knocked him out. 
Then the drinks were on me. (H id )  
Thev're alwavs on me at Dennis’s. This 
head to-day is the result.”

He was fumbling in his pockets while 
speaking. Suddenly he pulled out some
thing that made Edward Clement dart for
ward with a stifled cry.

“ What’s that, Air. Yanderden?”
Al Yanderden looked at him with much 

dignity for a few seconds ere he replied: 
“ Nothing particular (H id ) ,  Jack: will 

you ’blige me with a little plain soda out of 
the ( H id )  fountain?”

Lisle went behind the marble-top counter 
and half filled a glass with soda-water. Van- 
derden drew the glass toward him. Then he 
began, very deliberately, to tear open a small 
paper packet. It was the “ something ” he 
had taken from his waistcoat pocket.

“ Air. Yanderden! ” shouted Clement, as 
he tried to snatch the packet away. “ Don’t 
take that. I t ’s poison! ”

Jack Lisle turned pale.
The half-drunken millionaire continued to 

tear away the paper covering of his packet, 
at the same time grinning boozily at Clement, 
who was pale and trembling.

It was here that Jack Lisle realized the 
necessity of diplomacy in dealing with such a 
marked case of alcoholic obstinacy.

“ Look here, Al,” he said, insinuatingly. 
“ Let me fix up something for you. Don’t 
take that powder. It would make your head
ache worse.”

“ How do you know?” demanded Yander
den, with a cunning leer. “ You haven’t ex
amined these powders. (Hie!) And, what’s 
more, you’re not going to. Here goes!”

He threw* the last of the paper wrapper to 
the floor, and opened one of the inner papers, 
in which was a gray powder.

“ Don’t! You crazy id io t!” screamed 
Clement.

He flung himself on Yanderden and 
grasped his wrist, to prevent his putting the 
powder to his mouth. But the millionaire 
athlete, drunk as he was, still possessed tre
mendous power in his arms.

With a contemptuous laugh at the efforts 
of Clement, he tore himself loose. The next 
instant the gray powder lay on his tongue, 
as he reached for the half-glass of soda- 
water to wash it down!

CHAPTER X.
TH E CAGING OF T H E  IM P .

“ Don’t let him have that soda, Jack! ”
Clement and Yanderden seized the glass 

together. The latter put forth all his strength 
to get it to his mouth, while Clement strug
gled as h a rd  to keep it aw ay.

“ Let go! ” panted Clement.
“ Let go yourself. (H id )  Or I ’ll break 

your neck.”
In sheer desperation, Clement caught the 

other by the throat. Smash went the glass 
upon the tiled floor, as, with his disengaged 
hand, he brushed some of the powder from 
Yanderden’s tongue.

Not all of it, however. The millionaire,
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seemingly resolved in his drunken frenzy, to 
swallow the deadly stuff, closed his mouth. 
Then, pushing Clement away and holding 
him at arm's length, he emptied the second 
powder upon his tongue and gulped it down.

“ Quick, Jack !” shrieked Clement. “ Get 
something! We may save him! There’s 
milk and raw eggs back there. They'll do.”

Jack Lisle passed over a bottle of milk 
from behind the counter, while Clement 
snatched an egg from a large bowl and broke 
it into a tumbler. Fortunately, those anti
dotes for arsenical poisoning were handy, be
ing used in the composition of certain drinks 
sold at most soda-fountains.

But the getting of the remedies ready was 
one thing; making the patient take them was 
another. He snorted in disdain as he saw the 
two young men bustling about the counter. 
Then he staggered to the rear of the store.

A comfortable armchair in which cus
tomers waiting for prescriptions were accus
tomed to seat themselves appealed to Yan- 
derden. He dropped into it. Immediately 
he appeared to collapse. His head hung for
ward and his eyes closed. His feet were 
extended and his arms dangled limply at his 
sides.

“ Jack !” whispered Clement, in a low, 
strained voice.

“ Well ? ”
“ You saw that I did all I could to pre

vent his taking the powder, didn’t you?”
Clement was trying to make Yanderden 

open his mouth, so that some milk could be 
got in. But the teeth were so tightly clenched 
that not a drop had been forced through so 
far.

“ Keep at it. Ed i Of course you tried to 
prevent it. I can swear to. that, if it should 
be necessary.”

“ They can't lay the blame on me, can 
thev? It wasn't niv fault, was i t? ”

“ No, old chap. But get that milk down 
him. If that doesn’t do. I ’ll get some sweet 
oil, and a stomach-pump! We’ll bring him 
around. He. didn't take very much of the 
stuff, you know.”

“ Enough to kill him if it gets thoroughly 
into his svstem. But surely this quick treat
ment ought to save him. The drunken fool! 
If  he'd been in his senses it never would 
have happened.”

Again he fought to force the edge of the 
tumbler between the locked teeth. They 
would nof vield a hair’s breadth. Yanderden 
was breathing heavily. He seemed to be en
tirely unconscious.

“ We’ll have to pry open his teeth,” said

Tack. “ We must get something down his 
throat. Hallo! HL mouth is opening.” 

Indeed, the lower jaw of the crumpled-up 
man in the chair had fallen, as his head 
rolled to one side.

“ Jack !” whispered Clement, in an agony 
of terror. “T ie’s dying!”

“ Xo, he isn't,” rejoined Jack Lisle sharp
ly. “ You know better than that. Don't you 
see lie’s breathing? It's a little stertorious, 
but that’s from the way lie’s doubled up in 
the chair. Help me lift him.”

They raised their patient so that his 
head lay naturally against the high cushioned 
back. Clement looked anxiously into his 
face. The bloodshot eyes opened, but closed 
again.

“ I ’ll make him take some of this milk 
now,” muttered Clement. “ He’s got to 
take it.”

He poured a little milk into Yanderden’s 
mouth. He dared not give too much. Un
less the man were aide to control the action 
of his epiglottis, he might choke.

“ It doesn't go down his throat, you see,” 
said Jack Lisle.

There was a catch in his voice as he said 
this. It could not be doubted that A1 Yan
derden was in mortal peril.

Lisle wiped the dribbling lips with his 
handkerchief. Clement gave the patient a 
shake, without any result.

“ Can we use the stomach-pump, Jack ?” 
“ I ’ll see. I t’s in the cellar.”
He ran hurriedly behind the prescription 

case, opened a trap-door in the floor, and 
went down a steep ladder to the basement.

Edward Clement continued to shake the 
limp form in the chair, trying to bring it 
back to life. He was so absorbed in his 
efforts that he did not look around when he 
heard some one enter from the street.

“ A customer, I suppose,” he thought. 
“ It's a wonder tliere's been nobody in before 
this.” Then he said, aloud, still without 
turning—his back was toward the door; 
“ Mr. Lisle will be here directly.”

“ I don't want Mr. Lisle.”
Clement started at the voice and swung 

around.
" F anny! ”
He ran to her and took her hand. She let 

him hold it long enough to convince him he 
was forgiven if he could make a staisfactory 
explanation. Then she looked at A1 Van- 
derden’s mottled face, as he lay back in the 
big chair.

“ What’s the matter with him? ” she asked, 
■pityingly.
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“ He accidentally swallowed some poison. 
Jack and I are trying to revive him.”

“ Oh, how dreadful. How did he come 10 
take i t ? ”

“ It was in some headache powders. And 
that's my trouble I mentioned over the phone. 
I  made up the powders.”

“ Y ou?”
“ Yes, in our store in Landscape. They 

were brought to New York, and fell into his 
hands. It was that awful blunder of mine 
that kept me in New York, and not what 
Cash Bailey has led you to believe.”

“ Why didn't you tell me about these pow
ders before you left Landscape? It would 
have been much better.”

“ I was afraid to tell anybody. Besides, 
I hoped to get hold of them before they 
could do any harm.”

“ But how did this person get them ? He 
didn't buy them from you in Landscape, I 
know.”

“ I t’s a long story. I shall have to tc 11 
you later. They passed through the hands 
of three or four people before he got them. 
But I managed to trace them to him.” 

“ Look! He’s getting u p !” interrupted 
Fanny, retreating toward the door.

Sure enough, A1 Vanderden was on his 
feet, glaring at Clement with drunken feroc
ity and shaking his fist.

“ What's ail this (Hie!) about?” lie 
howled. “ Are you tryin’ to make a (Hie') 
fool of me? Why don't you let me sleep?” 

He flung himself on Clement and the two 
went down together. Fanny screamed. Lisle 
came running up the ladder, a stomac 1- 
pump in his hand. As the two men writhed 
on the floor, Vanderden saw the stomac 1- 
pump, and he bellowed:

“ Put that (Ilic!) gun down! Give me 
some kind of show, won’t you ? ”

The powerful frame of the gigantic Yart- 
derden, with his skill in wrestling, might 
have prevailed if it had not been weakened 
by alcohol, to say nothing of the powders. 
As it was, Clement managed to roll him over 
on his back and plant a knee upon his chest, 
while he held down the clawing hands.

“ H o ld  h im , F .d ! ” shouted L isle.
He went to his chum’s aid, and the two 

were able to keep the struggling madman 
still.

“ I never knew arsenic to work this way 
before,” panted Clement. “ He’s absolutely 
out of his mind. What shall we do?” 

“ Has he taken any m ilk?”
“ No. I couldn’t get a drop down him.”
“ Well, we’ll use the pump.”

Lisle was in the act of pushing the nozzle 
of the stomach-pump between Yanderden’s 
lips and slamming it against that gentle
man’s teeth, when there was a disturbance 
entirely unconnected with his own operations.

Some one had pushed the door open vio
lently and bounced into the .store. It was 
Mamie Sullivan.

“ Mr. Clement! Mr. Clement! Oh, Mr. 
Clement! I ’ve got it! ” she cried exultantly.

“ W hat?” snapped Clement. He wished 
Miss Sullivan hadn’t chosen just that awk
ward moment to come in.

“ The thing you want so bad,” she re
turned. “ Look!”

Mamie held up a small paper packet. 
Clement leaped to his feet and snatched it 
from her. One quick look at the label, and 
then, with a great sob of joy, there burst 
from him:

" It's my headache powders, and the seal 
has never been broken! ”

CHAPTER XI.
W H ER E TH E K IN K  WAS.

“ It was all dead easy," said Mamie, re
plying to Clement’s expression of joyful be
wilderment, as he turned the packet over 
and over in his hand. “ I ’ll tell you how it 
was. When Jerry sneaked mother’s wed
ding-ring and them other things from my 
bureau drawer, he done it in the dark. He 
must have dropped the paper of powders 
without knowing it. I found it on the floor, 
just under the bureau, when I went to put 
away the ring and pin and bracelet you got 
for me from ‘ Kid ’ Dennis.”

“ But—Jerry gave some headache pow
ders to Dennis. The ‘ Kid ’ told me so 
himself,-’ interrupted Clement.

“ So he did. But they wasn’t your’n. 
Jerry had a bad head on him. So he went 
to Schwartzwelder's drug-store, where they 
know us, and got Schwartz to give him a 
dime’s worth of powders which he was to 
charge to mother. When Jerry got to Den
nis’s, he thought he wanted an extra drink 
m ore than m edicine, and  the ‘ K id  ’ got the 
powders.”

“ I see. Then, these powders—”
Clement stooped suddenly and picked up 

the fragments of paper that had wrapped the 
powders taken by Vanderden and put the 
scraps together on the counter. They showed 
the printed name of “ Schwartzwelder, Bow
ery.”

“ Then, this fellow didn’t take my powders,
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after all,” he said. “ What’s the matter with 
him, anyhow?”

A1 Vanderden was now snoring peacefully 
on the floor.

“ Whisky,” answered Jack Lisle senten- 
tiously.

And so it turned out. It was that “ hang
over,” plus a few more drinks taken on the 
way to and from the park, which had reduced 
Mr. Vanderden almost to a state of coma, and 
caused the two young men to believe lie was 
poisoned.

“ There is one thing,” said Clement ear
nestly. “ This experience will make me more 
careful than ever in handling dangerous 
drugs. How about you, Jack? ”

“ I ’m always careful with them, especial
ly with arsenic. That stuff is a raging devil 
if you let it get away from you.”

“ A devil in steel gray,” smiled Edward 
Clement.

Fanny Halton forgave Clement. Girls al

ways do—especially when their sweethearts 
haven’t done anything.

“ But what about that note I saw you hi
ding in your pocket, just before you left the 
store to go to New York? ” she asked sudden
ly, when Clement thought everything had been 
settled.

“ It was only the number of that motor-car.
See! ”

He showed it to her, and she seemed satis
fied, until she thought of something else—• 
this wise daughter of Eve.

“ And you’re sure you won't see that Susan 
Dodds again? ”

“ Quite sure.”
“ But suppose she comes to Landscape after 

you ? ”
“ I ’ll hide in the cellar and let you talk 

to her,” replied* Clement promptly, only too 
glad to reassure his sweetheart.

Then Fanny Halton was satisfied—or 
seemed to be.

T H E  END.

A Jersey  Knight E rran t .
BY A L B E R T  P A Y S O N  T E R H U N E .

The Applause that Came Not After a C lever Ruse 
in Connection with the Chase After a Stray Peacock.

W ILL you go on a knight-errant quest 
for m e?” asked the one girl, 

drew myself up and tried to look as much 
as possible like a paladin of old. (This is 
no light task when one weighs two hundred 
pounds, has scarlet hair, and is only five feet 
three. Yet I made shift to appear as knight
ly as might be.)

“ Command me, lady fair,” I entreated. 
“ Shall I singe the beardless King of Spain’s 
beard? Or hold Brooklyn Bridge in right 
heroic fashion against all Long Island? Or 
do you want me to be utterly daredevilish 
and tell some girl her hat is unbecoming? ” 

“ Don’t be absurd!” exhorted the one girl. 
“ I said a ‘ quest ’ ; not ‘ suicide.’ Will you 
do something for me ? ”

“ Something? Anything! Speak on! 
Your word is law.”

The one girl let her big eyes rove from 
my rotund figure, over the velvety stretch of 
lawn and at the fire-blue lake beyond.

“ It is very beautiful,” she murmured.
“ If my quest leads me to search for a 

lovelier,” I returned, gazing solemnly at her,

“ I decline it as hopeless. There’s not an
other face—”

“ I was speaking of the landscape,” she 
reproved. “ It is so lovely! And the one 
thing needed to make it perfect was— ”

“ I came by the first train after I got your 
mother's invitation,” I pleaded.

“ Was a peacock,” she ended.
Vanitv slumped six points. I repeated 

dully.
“ A peacock ? ”
“ Yes,” she went on. “ In all the pictures 

of English country-seats there is always a 
magnificent peacock in the middle distance. 
I've wanted one for so long. Think how he 
w ould ad d  to the p ictu resqueness of— ”

“ Say,” I broke in, “ I don't know whether 
they carry a line of peacocks down at the vil
lage general store, or whether I'll have to 
chase to the city for one, But if that’s my 
5 quest,’ I ’ll engage to have a husky specimen 
of the bird of vanity here inside of three 
days. When is the next train for town?”

“ You’re an awfully good fellow, Bobbie,” 
said the one girl. “ I honestly believe you’4
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give up your week-end here and go back to 
the city this broiling Saturday afternoon to 
find one for me. I—"

“ Of course I would. And I •will. Isn’t 
that the quest? "

“ Not entirely. Listen: Ever since father 
bought this place I've teased him to get me 
a peacock. And last week he consented. The 
bird came yesterday by express."

“ O h !’’ I growled in dire disappointment.
“ He is gorgeous! ” she declared in ecstasy. 

“ A mass of blue - and - gold gorgeousness. 
I've named him Rhadames. After the hero 
of ‘ Alda,' you know. Father wanted to call 
him Simon Peter, to take down his vanity. 
We had quite a family quarrel over it. We 
compromised at last on—Rhadames."

I had an experience with such “ compro
mises ’’ on the part of the one girl. And I 
nodded sympathetic assent.

“ He came yesterday," she continued. 
“ The coachman locked him in the disused 
chicken-house until the bird could get used 
to the place and wouldn't run away, Just 
before you came, half an hour ago, I went 
to the chickc-n4lou.se to look at him. A panel 
of the rickety paling was gone. And so was 
Rhadames.”

“ Flew the coop ? ”
“ Exactly. I've looked all over the grounds 

for him. but I can't find him anywhere.'’
“ And you want me to scour the neighbor

hood and bring him back to you r ” I haz
arded.

“ Oh, if only you would!” she cried. “ I 
know it's horrid of me to send you out in the 
heat when you're all tired from your train 
journey; but the coachman's driven to the 
village, and father isn't back from town yet. 
And Rhadames is so beautiful and—and 
valuable—I'm afraid some one will steal 
him. For instance, there's old Homer Gris
wold, the man with the farm just over the 
hill. He grabs everything that strays onto 
his land and— "

“ Say no more,” I declaimed, jamming on 
my straw hat and striding off the veranda 
into the sunshine. “ Your knight errant 
herewith departs on his quest. Prvthec, 
ladv fair, hie tliee to the window of thy 
bower on the castle battlements, and there 
make ready to weave a rosy wreath to reward 
me on mv triumphant return. Fare thee 
well! What ho. minions! My snow-white 
palfrey and my Sunday armor! ”

II.
I defy the most ardent nature-lover to 

cull one atom of joy from tramping dusty

roads and sneaking through barbed-wire 
fences to peer into equally dustv and more 
breathless bits of woodland, in search of a 
Wandering peacock, the while the midsum
mer sun is rolling up a thermometric record 
of ninety in the shade.

That is what I did for the two solid, 
torrid hours. I did not enjoy it. Par fainer 
would I have set ashen lance in rest and 
braved mere death in the lists against some 
doughty knight.

I have seldom seen, or even imagined, so 
few peacocks in so large a space of territory. 
Not a sight nor sound of any such elusive 
fowl did I secure.

Once I heard something rustling through a 
copse. I chased it for a full half mile of 
tangled undergrowth: falling over logs,
tripped by briers, rent by brambles—only to 
find I had been pursuing a mongrel dog.

Again, I ran after a large, half-seen fowl, 
across a field of waist-high waving wheat— 
and discovered my quarry was a stray rooster.

The sun was nearing the horizon. Dusty, 
parched of throat, perspiring of face, mv 
collar wilted, my clothes torn, I halted in my 
quest. Pompford had always seemed to me 
one of New jersey's fairest spots. Now I 
loathed it.

Even the thought of the one girl could 
spur me to no further futile efforts. I turned 
miserably toward her home—a failure!

A quarter mile or so from my destination 
I passed a ramshackle farmstead. It was 
the abode of one Homer Griswold, the local 
“ meanest man in this ’ere place.” There Is 
one in ever}- rural community, you know.

And as I plodded by the unpainted house 
afld toward the rickety cluster of barns, ricks, 
etc., I recalled what the one girl had said 
about the worthy Griswold:

“ lie  grabs everything that strays onto his 
land.”

What more possible than that he might 
have annexed the erring Simon Peter Rha
dames? As the thought struck me, a loud, 
raucous screech shattered the country still
ness.

It was like the blare of a cracked army- 
trum pet. A nd it cam e from  som ew here in  
that bunch of unpainted farm buildings.

Now, I know little enough about peacocks. 
But nobody who has ever heard one of them 
screech needs to be taught again the nature 
of the cry.

My quest was to be rewarded. My Sher- 
lockian instincts were correct. Yonder, in 
the barn or farmyard in front of us, the 
■stolen Rhadames was incarcerated.
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At a bound I had cleared the crazy fence 
and the intervening space of grass, and was 
plunging through the half open door of the 
barn.

On the instant the screech was repeated, 
just ahead of me. Through the barn I 
dashed, and out into the farmyard behind it.

There, preening his gaudy plumage on a 
fence, looking down with aristocratic scorn at 
the humbler fowls below—there stood the 
most magnificent peacock my eyes had ever 
beheld.

His neck and chest shone with burnished 
blue-green. The crest on his absurdly small 
head gleamed like a crown. His wonderful 
tail was spread like a Chinese emperor’s fan, 
all aglow with a thousand shimmering hues.

I crossed the barn-yard in two jumps, 
scattering an indignant colony of chickens 
to right and left. With outstretched arms I 
hurled myself at the peacock.

In stately dignity he eluded me and hopped 
to the top of a corn-crib. I stood below, and 
called coaxingly:

“ Rhadames! Here, Rhadames, Rhadames, 
Rhadames! Come down before I insult you 
by calling you ‘ Simon Peter ’! ”

He replied with a trumpet note. I 
climbed cautiously up the side of the rickety 
crib. As I reached out a tentative hand, the 
bird flapped his clipped wings and flew.

Quick as he was, I was quicker. I grabbed 
for him as he rose in the air.

My hand closed about a mass of feathers. 
The bird was caught; or, rather, part of him 
was caught. For, with a truly demoniac 
yell he fluttered to the roof of the barn, leav
ing in my clutch a great handful of gorgeous 
yard-long tail-feathers.

Tailless, yet free, he reached the barn roof- 
tree. Aghast, I sat on the corn-crib, gazing 
at the mass of marvelous feathers I held.

“ I ’m afraid I haven’t caught quite enough 
of him,” I sighed.

And, carefully pocketing the tail-feathers, 
I began to climb laboriously from the corn- 
crib’s summit, up the slippery, sagging roof 
of the barn.

From the roof-tree Simon Peter Rhadames 
watched my approach, with his head on one 
side, his golden eyes glaring down at my 
sprawling, wriggling two hundred pounds of 
abbreviated bulk.

He had lost much of his grandeur, and the 
absence of three feet of tail gave him a curi
ously lopsided appearance. Vaguely, I felt 
he would no longer seem quite so beautiful 
to the one girl.

Yet, even though I must restore him to her

in two sections, I was all the more resolved 
she should have all of him there was, and I 
continued my writhing ascent.

A rough voice hailed me in rage from the 
barn-yard below. Glancing over my shoul
der, I beheld a shirt-sleeved, gray-whiskered 
giant shaking his fists at me. A white bull
dog at his side flashed a horrible dental dis- 
play.

But I was not minded to quit the race with 
the goal so near. Neither understanding nor 
heeding old Griswold’s protests, I climbed 
upward.

“ That Excelsior chap in the poem had 
nothing on me,” I panted to myself. “ I can 
settle with the old thief down below there 
after I catch Simon Peter Rhadames. Pos
session is nine points of the law. But—I 
wonder how many points an angry bulldog 
scores ? ” •

The decayed barn-roof was sagging and 
creaking perilously under my weight, but I 
was near my quarry.

Almost within arm’s reach was Rhadames. 
He was already crouching to speed away on 
another clipped-wing flight. I wriggled for
ward once more. The bird flapped upward. 
As he took flight, my right arm shot out. It 
was nip-and-tuck. But I won.

My fingers reached one of his legs. The 
squawking, flapping, panic-stricken bird was 
mine. All of him.

In triumph I tightened my grip on his leg, 
half rose to my feet, and—

There was a ripping, rending, tearing 
sound that mingled right harmoniously with 
Rhadames’s shrieks, and with the howls of 
the farmer below.

The bam roof gently collapsed under me 
—about ten square feet of it. And, peacock 
in hand, I drifted downward.

They say—in the science books—that a 
falling body travels sixteen feet the first sec
ond; from which I infer that my downward 
flight lasted just five-eighths of a second.

At the end of which time I found my 
descent stopped by a broad beam about nine 
feet above the hay-littered floor of the barn. 
Below me, as I balanced precariously on the 
dusty timber, lay the wreckage of shingles.

Above, the late afternoon sun poured in 
through the impromptu window my body’s 
flight had inserted in the roof.

I managed to right myself by an effort 
worthy of a circus equilibrist. I sat astride 
the wide beam, my fall checked, and that 
abominable peacock still safe in my grasp. 
I had not even spilled the tail-feathers from 
my pocket.
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The quest was accomplished. I had won! 
Just how I was to get to the ground and— 

past the farmer and his dog—home again, t 
had not time to figure out.

For. barely had I established my balance 
on the beam, and assured myself that no 
bones were broken, when on the floor below 
me appeared Griswold. Gamboling at his 
side was the biff bulldog, doing a veritable 
dance of delight at prospect of meeting me 

“ Waal," drawled the farmer in the cheery 
tones of a sick bear, “ I guess I've got ye now 
all right! Come down."

“ I cannot bring- myself to accept invita
tions from total strangers," I retorted coldly.

“ Come down here. I tell ye! ” roared 
Griswold, reaching for a ladder that lay in a 
corner, “ or I'll come up after ve.:’

“ That might be better," I agreed. “ It 
will be amusing to upset the ladder just as 
you get close to the top.'1

He stopped, laid down the ladder, grunted 
in perplexity, and ran his gnarled fingers 
through his beard. I took advantage of his 
indecision to speak a few thoughtfully chosen 
words,

“ Mr. Homer Griswold," I began, “ I have 
in my hand—and in my pocket—a peacock, 
variously known as ‘ Rhadames’ and as 
‘ Simon Peter.’ What's in a name? I fared 
forth to-day to find him. I did so. If  he 
chanced to be on your barn, it was no fault 
of mine. Nor was it my fault that you let 
your barn roof fall into such disrepair that 
part of it refused to stay where it belonged.
I catch you red-handed in possession of the 
aforesaid Simon Peter—pronounced Rha
dames. If you want to avoid a lawsuit, 
kindly remove your dog and let me go on my 
way in peace."

“ Waal, of all the— Avoid a latvsoot, 
hey? Avoid it? Say, you red-headed hip- 
perpotamus. lawsoots is meat and drink to 
me. An’ I guess I've got the right end of 
the biggest one I ’ve ever had. You trespassed 
on mv premises. You've broke into my build
ings. You've sp iled mv barn, an’ you ve tried 
to carry off a peacock valued at— -1

“ Prythee. peace!" I commanded. “ Seek 
not to enmesh the real issue in a maze of 
words. I came here to get this peacock. I 
got him. Unless you want to go to jail, let 
me pass. O denizen of Pompford-loveliest- 
village-of-the-plain. enchain thy faithful 
hound, that I and this bird of vanity may de
part in safety. Hasten, good yokel! ”

“ I don’t speak them furren languages," he 
returned. “ An' I "don't need to. I ’m a plain 
American citizen, an’ I know my rights. I ’ve

caught .ve break in' the law an’ damagin’ my 
prop'ty. Are you cornin’ down, or ain’t ye? ”

“ Are you going to tie up that dog first?”
“ Xot much, I ain’t."
“ Then," I decided, “ be it never so hum

ble, there’s no place like this beam. Here I 
stay until—

“ Just as you please," he agreed suddenly. 
“ Here. Rover! Watch him! Watch him, I 
say 1 "

The dog increased tenfold his eagerness to 
be near me.

“ T har!" announced Griswold. “ Rover 
don't never stir away from anything I tell 
him to watch. He’ll stay right here till 
doomsday. An’ if ye try to git down, he’ll 
be waitin’ for you. Stay where ye be, if it 
soots yer. I ’m off to git Constable Bartholf 
an’ a posse. Ye’ll sleep to-night in the cala
boose, freshie! Ye'll stay where ye be till I 
bring ’em here. An’ what they see for them
selves then will be evidence enough. Watch 
him, Rover! ’’

He stamped out, leaving me a prisoner of 
hopelessness, a fugitive from injustice.

What was to be done ? Clearly I could not 
wait here until a posse of rustic Jersey con
stabulary should dislodge me and drag me 
off to the local lockup.

I had come to Pompford to spend the 
week-end with the one girl’s family. And 
now I was like enough to spend it in jail. 
For, in cooler moments, I could see that I had 
perhaps overstepped the rigid letter of the 
law by climbing a stranger’s barn.

Even though the theft of the peacock could 
readily enough be proved on Griswold, I was 
liable to arrest for trespass. The one girl 
would never let me hear the last of it.

No, I could not stay there, tamely awaiting 
the arrival of Griswold and the law. Equally 
clearly. I could not descend and risk sudden 
death at the hands—teeth, I mean—of a large 
and very temperamental bulldog.

I glared at the offending, struggling pea
cock. He responded with an ear-splitting 
scream. The bulldog renewed his dance, to 
a deep-growled accompaniment.

I sat alone, aloft, unloved.
I  have been h ap p ie r . Several tim es.
Then I shook off my lethargy. I was ever 

a man of action. And now, if ever, was the 
time to act. But how ?

I  glanced about me, like a good general 
studying the battle-ground. And the survey 
brought no fruits.

I looked down winsomely on the dog. I 
chirped at him, and lyinglv addressed him as 
“ Good old doggie! " He retorted with a per-
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fectlv earth-shaking growl. No. Diplomacy 
would not suffice.

The peacock’s struggles not only wholly 
engaged one of my hands, but endangered 
my balance. I took off my long tie and 
bound the bird’s legs together with it.

I had a momentary thought of tossing 
Rhadames down to the dog. Perhaps the 
brute might devour the bird, and then sink 
into a slumber of repletion, during which I 
could steal away unnoticed.

This was true strategy. But I would not 
do it. Not for naught had I been endowed 
with red hair and a square jaw.

I had fared forth on a peacock quest for 
the one girl. And I would return home with 
that peacock or not at all. So I tied him to 
my belt, and did some more thinking.

And, as I meditated, I recalled a story I 
had read years ago, of a man who circum
vented an angry bulldog. My more or less 
fertile brain at last hit on a variation of that 
plan.

With me, to think was always to do. Or 
misdo, as the case might be.

Gingerly I took off my coat. Then I lay 
face downward at full length along the beam 
—Rhadames squawking lustily at my belt 
the while.

My maneuvers stirred the bulldog into new 
activity. He leaped upward, snarling again 
and again in a crazy effort to reach me.

Gripping the beam, equestrian fashion, 
with my knees, I got a firm hold on one of 
the sleeves of my discarded coat. Then I 
dangled the garment insultingly over the dog.

While I shook the coat in tantalizing fash
ion, I shouted jeeringly at the animal. The 
double affront was more than any self- 
respecting bulldog could stand.

He sprang at the dangling sleeve of the 
coat. Adroitly I twitched it out of his reach.

Again I lowered it. This time, half dazed 
with fury, he launched himself, open- 
mouthed, at the offending cloth.

H is mighty jaws met in the sleeve, several 
feet in air, caught their grip and held it like 
grim death. The weight of the dog’s body, 
as he swung from one end of the coat while 
I clutched the other, almost hurled me from 
mv perch on the beam.

But I kept my balance. Without letting 
the dog’s feet touch ground, I swung the coat 
to and fro like a pendulum. To its sleeve 
hung the dog, resisting all my seeming ef
forts to shake him loose.

He had clamped his powerful jaws upon 
the cloth, and was not to be jerked free of it 
by any puny attempts of mine.

Wider and wider grew the swing of the 
pendulum. Tighter grew the dog's jaw- 
grip. Then, bracing myself harder, I gave 
a final swinging heave that brought dog, coat, 
and all upward till they touched the beam, 
not a yard from my face.

The dog, feeling the broad, solid beam 
under his feet, scrambled madly for a foot
hold, found it, dropped the coat, and rushed 
along the beam toward me.

But I was not there.
The instant I had seen the brute’s feet 

touch the beam, I had let myself downward 
to the full sweep of my arms and had 
dropped awkwardly but safely to the hay- 
piled floor below.

There I scrambled to my feet, made sure 
the squawking peacock was still flapping se
cure at my belt, and looked upward.

Crouching on the beam, nine feet above 
ground, snarled the dog. But never yet was 
there a bulldog, be he never so brave, that 
dare launch himself downward to earth from 
such a height.

He capered along the beam, howling in 
an impotent rage that touched my heart.

I have sometimes wondered what old 
Griswold must have thought when, on his 
return, he found me gone and his faithful 
watchdog occupying my place on the beam. 
On less foundation, in ancient times, have 
tales of witchcraft been evolved.

III.

Coatless, disheveled, yet triumphant, 
with the peacock tucked under my arm, I 
walked through the glory of the beautiful 
sunset to the house of the one girl. She was 
on the lawn.

So were her father and mother. So was 
the other man. They were gazing admiring
ly at something that their intervening bodies 
shut off for the moment from my view. I 
stole upon them silently, and then cried, ex
ultant:

“ See, the conquering hero comes 1 Behold 
Rhadames! Here is part of him under my 
arm, and the rest is in my pocket. The Jer- 
sev knight e rra n t has fulfilled his quest, O 
lady fair! I— ”

My jubilant tones trailed away into a 
gasp. The others had turned as I spoke.

And then it was that I saw the object they 
had been admiring.

On the lawn in front of them strutted and 
posed a gorgeous peacock.

“ The coachman,” began the only girl, at 
first sound of my voice, “ had put him in
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the stable because the chicken-house wasn't 
strong enough. He was there all the time! 
I ’m so sorry I sent you— Why, Bobbie Bill
i a r d she continued, catching full sight of 
me, “ what's the matter with you? And whal 
have you got there?”

I let my prize flutter to earth. With a 
farewell squawk, he made off in the direction 
of the Griswold farm.

“ Why,” went on the only girl, “ that is old 
Mr. Griswold's peacock! The very apple of 
his eye. He— ”

I stalked to the house. At the door I 
turned and said majestically:

“ The dayj of knight errantry have fled 
forever. I think I will lie down for a while. 
Before I go to jail, you know.”

A week later I paid a bill, itemized as fol
lows :

R . B allard  to I I .  G risw old, D r.
To 1 broaken ro o f............. ....................... . 555.79
To 1 T rcspsing......................................... . 50.10
To 1 111-trectmcnt of a inosent clog. . 25.23
T o 1 borowing a p e co c k ...................... . 10.
To 1 Loss of said pecox t a l e . . , . . , . 30.05

Tot;:il............................................................ .$171.19
Please rem it.

Yes, I “ remitted.” And cheerfully. I 
was too happy to care. Although, on the 
same day I had the delight of “ remitting” 
$250 more.

For an engagement ring.

FENCING WITH VILLAINY.
B Y  S E W A R D  W.  H O P K I N S ,

A u th o r  of ‘ ‘ B e cau se  o f  th e  G reein H o u se ,* ' ‘ ‘ A  B lo w  to  L ib e r ty ,”  “  T h e  R o ad  to  M is fo r tu n e ,”  etc*

A  Partnership with Death in Which a Live Man Becomes a Serious Handicap
to the Game.

CHAPTER I.
A LITTLE SCRAP.

T HE chips were rattling merrily, the chink 
of glasses sounded musically, and the 

hum of voices told that the games were on 
when I strolled into the bar of the Gray 
Wolf Hotel.

I had no particular use for the bar, being 
a temperance man as a rule, but'there was 
no other place to stroll.

I had come to Dattleton with the idea that 
I might find a little use for what money I 
had that would bring me in a profit. I had 
made the money bringing a consignment of 
machinery, and having disposed of that, and 
liking the atmosphere of Texas, I decided 
to remain there for a short time at least.

I went to the bar, purchased a cigar, and 
was just putting a match to it when a re
volver was fired and the bullet took the ci
gar out of my mouth without doing me a n y  
physical injury.

I turned to see who had fired the shot, and 
was surprised to find that nobody was pay
ing me any attention at all. The shot had 
not been fired at me.

Backed up against a side wall stood a man 
I judged to be fifty years old, perhaps more.

“ Come on,” he said. “ You think you've 
got me, but I'm a pretty good man yet.”

The four or five men he faced were not of 
the sort that builds a town from a rough 
mining village to a successful city. They 
were short, squat individuals, while he was the 
rugged sort I had known before in other 
towns like Dattleton.

As none of the rest in the place seemed 
to h i more than moderately interested in the 
matter, I judged that the man at bay was a 
stranger like myself.

Perhaps my own interest would not have 
been so great had I not just missed death by 
so narrow a margin: but I felt that, somehow, 
the man against the wall was right in what
ever controversy had arisen.

“ You stacked the cards,” insisted one of 
the swarthy men.

A t th i s  a  r o a r  w e n t u p  f ro m  a l l  th e  o th e r s .
" 'Magine Mexican Pete accusin’ anybody 

of stackin’ cards," said somebody.
I could see how the land lay at once. The 

man, whoever he was, had got up against a 
gang of sharpers, who, if they did not suc
ceed in robbing a victim, accused the success
ful honest gambler of robbing them.

“ We fix you.” threatened one of the 
toughs, and the}' made a set for him.
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His fist shot out, and one went down and 
out. The others overpowered him.

I was amazed that nobody seemed to be 
eager to help the lone fighter, but I knew 
that men in such towns do not, as a rule, in- 
tefere in the quarrels of outsiders.

However, I was young and impetuous, and 
when I saw the gleam of a knife I sailed in 
with hands and feet working overtime.

Then a shot was fired, and I heard the 
underdog groan.

After that I became the center of attrac
tion for the toughs, and had my hands full. 
I had a little more than this, being sorely 
beset. I received several kicks and a slight 
scratch with a knife, and one of my assail
ants was aiming at me when still another 
person hurled himself into the fray.

I had never seen this man before, but he 
was taking my part.

Between us we knocked them about, took 
their pistols and knives from them, and then 
kicked them bodily out of the place.

The man I had taken up the fight for was 
lying on the floor, evidently very seriously 
wounded.

“ This is a hospitable place you keep,” I 
said to the fellow behind the bar. “ Nice, 
genteel sort of place.”

“ I didn’t know what it was all about,” he 
answered, shrugging his shoulders. “ I never 
saw this man before. Who is he?”

“ I never saw' him before, either.”
“ Then what’d you want to butt in for? 

Any of your business ? ”
“ I made it my business. I couldn’t stand 

by and see one man attacked by nearly half 
a dozen.”

“ Well, don’t butt in here again.”
“ I'll butt in whenever I feel like it. If 

this man here had not butted in, my name 
would have been mud.”

“ My name is Ralph Hennon,” said the one 
who had so opportunely come to my assist
ance.

“ And mine,” I answered, as I took his 
hand, “ is John Dale. I thank you for butt
ing in.”

“ Don’t speak of it. The question is, what 
are we to do with our friend here? He seems 
to be going to sleep.”

“ Has this man got a room here?” I asked 
the proprietor.

“ No. I told you I never saw him before.” 
“ Well, I want a room, if you think my 

money is good enough for me to butt in to 
that extent. And if you’ll have the unex
ampled generosity and kindness to designate 
the room, I'll have him taken there now,”

“ You want the room for h im ?”
“ I want a room. I ’ll see about the rest 

of it when we see how badly he’s hurt.”
“ All right. You’re welcome. Your mon

ey is as good as anybody’s, I guess, and you 
look as if you had some. I ’ll show you.”

“ Help me carry him, Hennon,” I said. 
The crowd showed less indifference now. 

They had stopped all play and were looking 
on curiously at the scene. No one spoke un
til we picked up the wounded man.

“ You’re a couple of plucky devils, all the 
same,” said one. “ When you get him fixed, 
come down and have a drink.”

“ Is there a doctor here? ”
“ Oh, yes,- but he’s the coroner, and is away 

on a mysterious case of sudden death.”
We carried the wounded and now uncon

scious man to the room to which the pro
prietor guided us.

“ Bring some water, and some whisky,” I 
said.' “ If you’ve got anything better than 
the red brain-disturber usually said over a 
bar like yours, let’s have it. And bring some 
bandages. If you haven’t got bandages, bring 
a clean extra sheet.”

“ Are you a doctor? ”
"No. I ’m not much of anything. But get 

a move on. The man will die while you are 
asking questions.”

He moved away, and Hennon and I be
gan taking off the wounded chap’s clothing.

“ I guess it’s all up with him, Dale,” said 
my new friend.

“ Looks like it. We’ll try, though.”
And we did try. When the articles I had 

ordered were brought, I poured some whisky 
down the stranger's throat, bathed his 
wounds, and bandaged them. He revived.

“ Ah ! ” he breathed. “ They got me at last. 
You tried to help, but my lights are out, I 
guess. You made a gallant fight. But—it’s 
no go.”

“ Don't talk so much,” I told him. “ Give 
us a chance. We may pull you through.”

“ I must talk before I die. It won’t take 
long. I want to thank you for what you’ve 
done, and to pay you—”

“ We don’t want any pay,” I put in.
H e  m a d e  a  g e s tu r e  o f  im p a t ie n c e .
“ You make it worse by interrupting. By 

pay I do not mean money. I have little 
enough of that, and it will take that to bury 
me. I can trust you, I know, and I have a 
trust to repose in you, even though a small re
ward goes with it. Listen.

“ My name is Thomas Whitten. I have 
but one relative in the whole world, and that 
is a daughter. She is now in Chicago, at a
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seminary for young ladies. She is young, but 
I could do nothing else.

“ I am a gold-hunter. I have found some, 
and have sent it all to her except what I had 
to keep to live on. And I have about three 
hundred now. It is in my wallet. Get it out 
of my pocket.-'

I got the wallet.
“ Count it.-- he said.
“ Just three hundred and twenty-five,-’ I 

told him.
“ Now,” he went on, “ this is to be used :o 

bury me. I guess, from your appearance, that 
you each have some money. But as you will 
be partners hereafter, decide which one is o 
have the purse.”

“ Partners?” echoed Hennon. “ We are 
total strangers. ”

“ But you will be partners. I am, as I 
said, reposing a sacred trust in you. Besice 
the money you will find a folded parchment."

“ I have it,” I said.
“ It is a map and description of a place rn 

the Red Fork of the Brazos,- where I base 
found gold. I have taken none out, nor have 
I learned if the place can be staked. If it 
belongs to any one, it must be bought.

“ Now, I am giving you each a third of tlrs 
find. I want you to be partners, and to work 
the claim, if it is a claim. If you haven't 
the money to buv it, finance it somehow. t 
is placer gold, and your outfit won't cost you 
much.

“ And I want you to solemnly swear that 
you will give my daughter the other third. 
It would have been all hers had I lived. t 
is no more than fair that she have one third 
now.”

“ I think she is entitled to all.-’ I said.
“ Certainly,-’ assented Hennon.
“ No, no, that won’t do. She would ha\e 

to employ some one and she would be robbed. 
Men who jump to the aid of strangers as you 
did, are men indeed, honest men. You wi 1 
find letters in the wallet telling where Nellie 
can be found.-’

He lay back wearily and Hennon and I 
stood staring at each other in mute astonisl - 
ment.

CHAPTER II.

THE PARTNERSHIP.

H exxox  was ghastly pale. I still held the 
wallet in my hand.

A peculiar sound from the man on the be 1 
made us both turn to him again.

“ You are wasting time,” he whisperec.

“ You know now that I am going to die. I 
have said all I can say. But I would be 
happy to hear that you accept this trust. And 
also that you will come to an agreement be
tween you as to which shall be the one to 
handle the money.

“ Mind you, I do not insist on this because 
I have doubts of either one of you. But I 
have seen partnerships before, and where 
there is not some previous determination as 
to which shall draw checks, receive payments, 
and perform other financial duties, there is 
always trouble. You are strangers to each 
other, the same as I am a stranger to both of 
you. It ought not to be a difficult matter to 
decide.”

“ It is not,” answered Hennon soberly. “ It 
is not a difficult task at all. There is, in fact, 
no choice to he made. When you were at
tacked. it was Dale who went to your relief. 
It was really Dale who risked his life, not me. 
Therefore, I designate Dale as the treasurer 
of this unique partnership.”

“ A partnership with Death,” said Mr. 
Whitten grimly. “ What do you say, Dale? ”

“ There is another side to the question,-’ I 
replied. “ This is a serious and sacred mat
ter. If, as you seem to think, and as we must 
all confess seems likely, you are a dying man, 
the matter must not be settled at haphazard. 
My own choice would be Hennon. He is 
apparently somewhat older than I am, and 
has, I believe, a more settled mind.

“ It may he true that I was first to come to 
your relief. But that attempt on my part 
would have proven fruitless had Hennon not 
come to your assistance and mine. You 
see there is a double debt due Hennon. He 
aided you to the best of his ability and un
doubtedly saved my life. Mv own gratitude 
is to he considered, and therefore, I designate 
Hennon."’

The old man’s eyes twinkled even in his 
weakness.

“ I like you both." he said. “ There is no 
selfishness, and no danger of one robbing the 
other. There is no question in my mind that 
you will both do your duty to my daughter. 
But I am growing weaker, and this thing 
must be settled.”

“ Is there no vest}' to come to an agree
ment? "

“ I decline in favor of Dale,” said Hennon 
positively.

“ And I refuse to take a responsibility 
that belongs to Hennon,” I added.

Mr. Whitten sighed.
“ Place your right hands on mine,” he 

directed.
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We did so.
“ Do you each solemnly swear that you will 

carry out my wishes, no matter which one 
seems to be the head of the company ? ” he 
asked.

We both answered in the affirmative.
“ Hand me a' coin.1’
Mechanically I took a coin from my pocket 

and placed it in his hands.
“ It seems to be the only way,” he said. 

“ I will not last much longer. With what re
maining strength I have, I must settle this 
matter, to which I may seem to give more im
portance than is due. But I have seen much 
of the world, and you are both young. When 
I do the best I can to toss this coin, you, 
Dale, cry heads or tails. It is the only way.” 

He made an attempt, closing his eyes. The 
coin rose and twirled in the air.

“ Heads,” I said.
“ Heads it is,” cried Hennon when the 

coin dropped on the coverlet of the bed. “ It 
is just as it should be, and I am glad. Dale, 
we will carry out the wishes of Mr. Whitten.” 

“ But—” I began.
“ Give me some whisky,” said the dying 

man. “ I feel it coming now. Do not an
noy me in these last moments by quarreling. 
The thing is settled.”

“ Do you want a priest or clergyman ? ” I 
asked.

“ No,” he replied in a whisper. “ I have 
not lived a wicked life, and I have wronged 
neither man, woman, nor child. Let me die 
in peace with my hands in yours.”

We each took one of his hands, and, stand
ing over him, thus we saw this strange man 
pass peacefully away.

“ He is dead,” I said to Hennon.
He nodded, and his eyes were moist.
We gently laid the hands down and faced 

each other.
“ We have duties to perform at once,” 

Hennon reminded me. “ Before we notify 
anybody about his death, let us come to an 
understanding. Shall we tell of this wallet 
and our strange compact, or keep it to our
selves ? ”

“ Keep it to ourselves,” I said without 
much deliberation. “ If we make a public 
thing of it we may have trouble.”

“ My idea exactly.”
I put the wallet in my pocket, and we went 

down to the hotel office, or bar.
“ He is dead,” I told the proprietor. 

“ Now, the coroner must know. And I sup
pose there is an undertaker here.”

“ Yes. And the doctor will be back prob
ably to-morrow.”

" 3 A

The fact that so many in the barroom had 
seen the attack, and had known the serious
ness of the wounds, made it easy for Hennon 
and me. The undertaker performed his du
ties, and the coroner asked us no questions, 
except those pertaining directly to the fight. 
With the punishment of the murderers we had 
nothing to do.

We waited until after the simple funeral 
before Hennon and I mentioned the subject 
of tile partnership.

We were both a little shaken by what had 
occurred, but we met in my room to talk mat
ters over.

We sat down near each other so that our 
conversation might not be overheard.

“ Now." began Hennon. “ we are up 
against the queerest deal I ever knew. There 
is something uncanny about it.”

There surely is,” I answered. “ It seems 
as though the guiding hand of fate was in it 
all. It means either prosperity to us, or—■ 
trouble.”

“ And a deuce of a lot of trouble at that.”
“ Do you tliink that the enemies of Whit

ten will attack us? ”
“ They attacked him, didn’t they? What

ever enemies he had, and why they were his 
enemies, we don’t know. But now. the first 
tiling to understand is how we are to get to 
work. I ’m broke.”

“ I'm not quite broke,” I said. “ I hate 
about six hundred dollars.”

“ A h! Then see again the guiding hand of 
fate. You were the proper one to handle the 
money, And your name must head the list 
of names in the company. And there conies 
in another question to be settled. What shall 
we call this partnership with D eath?”

“ I scarcely know,” I said with a nervous 
laugh. "We don’t want to bring in Whit
ten’s name.”

“ No. I suggest that we call ourselves 
‘ Dale, Hennon & Co.’ The girl in Chicago 
is the company, of course.”

“ That goes,” I said. “ ‘ Dale, Hennon & 
Co.’ Sounds good to me. Now, the next 
thing to do is to learn where this girl is, and 
notify her of her father’s death, and the pro
visions he has made.”

“ Get the letters.”
There is no necessity for repeating here the 

tender letters from the girl to her wandering 
father. Suffice to say that they were signed 
"Nellie.” and were dated from “ Pembrose 
Seminary,” Chicago.

“ I will write to-night and tell her the 
whole thing,” I said. “ Now we’ll get down 
to business. I'll grub-stake the outfit. I
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guess I ’ve got enough. But where is this 
Red F ork?”

“ I don’t know.”
It was, however, an easy matter to ascer 

tain, and we found that the Red Fork o,: 
the Brazos, and the spot designated on the 
little map Whitten had given us, was about 
forty miles from Dattleton.

I bought a wagon outfit, containing the im
plements required in placer mining, and on : 
bright early morning we started for the Rec 
Fork with visions of wealth before us.

CHAPTER III.
AX ANNIVERSARY HAPPENING.

W e  had little difficulty in locating the 
mine. It was on the south side of the Fork 
and we found that Whitten had begun the 
erection of a small shack- We finished this, 
and then began the serious business of mi
ning. And we found gold.

We had determined to do our own cooking. 
The peculiar circumstances surrounding our 
enterprise made it necessary, so we explained 
to our own satisfaction, that we should keep 
the matter as secret as possible.

After a month of hard work we had a 
quantity of gold that was too much to keep 
in the shack. So I rode into Dattleton and 
deposited it in the Dattleton Bank, which 
made a business of forwarding to the assay 
office and mint, and receiving the money in 
return as a deposit for the firm.

Having placed the gold in safe custody, I 
went to the post-office. I must say here that 
my letter to Miss Whitten had been mailed 
at Dattleton before we left.

I found a dainty missive addressed to 
“ Dale, Hennon & Co.,” and put it in my 
pocket without opening it. I then mailed a 
letter Hennon had given me addressed to 
“ Robert Hennon, care of Caleb Hennon, 
New York.”

When I reached the camp I opened the 
letter from Chicago.

It was written in a fine, girlish hand, and 
read:

D e a r  M r . D a l e  a n d  M r . H e n n o n  :
Y o u r letter, in form ing me of the  dea th  of 

my dear father, reached me, an d  filled me w ith  
grief. I t  is tru e  th a t I  have no t seen my fa th er 
in  a  long tim e, bu t he w rote every week, and  
supplied  me well w ith  money.

I  am  su re  th a t he felt great confidence in 
you both to do as he did, an d  I  would be an 
u n d u tifu l dau g h te r if I  d id  no t share  th a t 
confidence now. Believe me, that w hatever

you do, I  shall believe it the  best th a t could 
- be done.

I w ish you w ould take the first share  of the 
money com ing to me and  p u t a su itab le  stone 
a t the head of my fa th er’s  grave. I  shall cer
tainly some day come to see it, and  perhaps 
ujhen I see my way clear, I  shall have Iris body 
rem oved to some o ther place.

T h an k in g  you both for w hat you have done, 
and  again  assu ring  you of my confidence in 
your fu tu re actions, I  am  yours very truly,

N e l l i e  W h i t t e n .

“ That's a good letter,” said Hennon, look
ing off across the Red Fork. “ And now, 
Dale, we won’t do any more work to-day. 
Let’s smoke our pipes out here. I ’ve got a 
little confidence to repose in you myself.”

I glanced at him in surprise. His face was 
grave and pale. Yet he had always been 
gay enough.

“ Go ahead,” I told him.
“ Dale,” he continued, “ I ’m a widower. 

That letter I gave you to mail was to my little 
boy in New York. He is boarding with my 
uncle, and that uncle is one of the greatest 
scoundrels, I think, that ever lived. He is 
mean, penurious, and would rob a church.

“ The boy is only ten, and of course had to 
have some one to look after him while I was 
wandering around in search of money. I 
have found the money now, and there is some
thing I want you to promise me.”

“ Go ahead,” I answered again.
“ You know I ’ve coughed some and, though 

this is a healthy climate, I may get sick and 
not pull through. And if I die, from any 
cause whatever, I don’t want you to let them 
know it in New York—nor anywhere else, un
til mv boy Robbie is twenty-one.

“ My reason for asking that, is this: If
my share of the gold should amount to a good 
deal, and I should die before the boy is of 
age, the man who now has him in his care, 
my father’s brother, would have himself ap
pointed his guardian. And with that power, 
I ’ll gamble that he would rob the boy in a 
year.”

“ You have a great respect for your father’s 
brother,” I remarked.

“ I know  him . H e ’s as h a rd  as na ils .
Now will you promise?”

“ I'm willing enough to promise, Hennon,” 
I answered, “ but how the mischief am I go
ing to keep your death a secret? I'd have to 
notify the boy, wouldn’t I ? ”

“ No, not necessarily. Copy my handwri
ting and send him a letter once in a while.” 

“ But that strikes me as being an injustice 
and an imposition on the boy.”
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“ He will appreciate it and thank you when 
he becomes a man."

“ Well, granting that, there are a few doz
en other difficulties in the way. A dead man 
is not a pleasant tiling to keep handy around 
the house. There are sanitary and legal ob
jections to it. It is usually considered neces
sary to have a doctor take care of a sick man. 
And if he dies, the doctor files a certificate of 
death. How am I going to overcome all these 
things ? ”

“ I don’t know, but you must. I don't want 
my boy robbed."

His voice shook with emotion, and I looked 
at him in surprise.

“ You don't feel well. Hennon," I said. 
“ Turn, in and have a good snooze.’ ’

“ I'm all right,’’ he answered. “ I feel 
deeply on this subject. Let me tell you, I've 
known what it was to face the world without 
a dollar. And I took his mother from a good 
home and she faced poverty with me till it 
broke her heart. I don't want my boy to re
peat that when I ’ve got the money to prevent 
it.”

“ Well, that's an easy thing. Make a will. 
You won't die in a week. Some day, when 
you are in Dattleton, go to a lawyer, and have 
a will drawn, and appoint a guardian for the 
boy. That will shut out your unde.”

“ Yes,” he said slowly, “ so it would. I 
will do that. I don't know much about law. 
But if anything should happen to me, and— 
hang it, I'm afraid. I ’m afraid, Dale.”

The fellow looked feverish.
“ You may think it strange, my showing 

the white feather, but I know what I'm talk
ing about, and I want you to look after the 
interests of my boy.”

“ I ’ll do that, Hennon.”
The next day he was more cheerful, and I 

did not mention the matter. And so the days 
passed, and the firm of Dale, Hennon & 
Co. saw their wealth piling up to moderate 
but very satisfactory proportions.

Weeks passed. Money was now deposited 
in the bank at Dattleton. Hennon sent money 
to New York for the maintainnance of his 
boy, and I sent one-third of every month’s 
output to  M is s  N e l l i e  W h i t t e n  in  C h ic a g o .

Hennon followed my advice, and one day 
when he was in Dattleton had a will drawn.

“ It's all right. Dale,” he reported. “ Now 
I feel that if I die my boy will be in good 
hands. I've made my will.”

“ Did rou appoint a guardian for the 
boy?”

“ Sure, yourself.”
This was satisfactory to me, for I had

little idea that Hennon was in any danger of 
dying, before I did. True, he had a little 
hacking cough, but he was a big, husky 
fellow, and the air of the Red Fork region 
was salubrious.

Months passed. No more was ever said 
about the matter of the will. We were too 
busy piling up wealth. And at the end of the 
year we had taken out about four hundred 
and fifty thousand dollars. We had per
fected a plan by which, with improved ma
chinery. we could do the work of ten men.

Our own needs were small, and the money 
had not been drawn on for camp expenses.

One hundred and fifty thousand dollars 
had been sent to Miss Whitten in Chicago, 
who had written several letters. She had had 
a guardian appointed of her own choosing, 
and was enjoying the novelty of being her 
own mistress with plenty of money.

Hennon had sent his regular remittances 
for the boy in New York. My own hundred 
and fifty thousand lay in the bank.

“ Do you know what day this is?" asked 
Hennon one afternoon as we were quitting 
work.

“ Tuesday.”
“ What else?”
“ Fifteenth of October.”
“ What else? ”
* The year—”
“ I don't mean that. This is the anniver

sary of the beginning of our partnership.”
“ So it is,” I said. “ Let's celebrate.”
“ What've we got good? ”
“ Well, there's some of those cigars you 

brought out on your birthday and—let’s see. 
I'll see what I can find." I said.

I went into the shack, leaving Hennon 
washing up at the Fork. I had not been gone 
more than five minutes when I heard a rifle
shot.

We had kept a rifle near us while at work, 
so that no game should pass us by, and I sup
posed Hennon had sighted something good. 
I,went to the door and looked.

Hennon was lying on the ground.

C H A P T E R  IV .

THE DEAD SPEAKS.
W i t h  a cold, terrified feeling I  ran to him. 

He was not dead. Kneeling, and lifting his 
head from the gravel on which it had fallen, 
I sought for the wound.

“ Who did this, Hennon? ” I asked.
“ I—don't know—Dale,” he replied. “ But 

—I knew—it was coming.”
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“ Did you have an enemy? ”
He shook his head wearily and shut his 

eyes.
Making a pillow for him, I ran back to 

the house and brought out the bottle of port 
with which we were going to celebrate.

This revived him a little.
“ Can you get to the house? ” I asked.
“ I ’ll—try.”
I helped him to his feet. He managed 

to walk, half carried by me, and I got him 
to bed.

“ More of that port,” he said.
I gave him a liberal dose.
“ Dale,” he said, “ I had no persona- 

enemies. I know who did this. But how am 
I going to prove it? Do you think I ’ll die? ” 

“ No, Hennon, I don’t think so.”
“ Then I ’ll try not to. I ’ll live for the 

boy. But let me lie here and think a minute. 
Don’t leave me.”

I sat and watched him.
All sorts of wild thoughts coursed through 

my brain. The natural supposition would 
be that Hennon had enemies. That they 
had tracked him to the Red Fork and 
avenged themselves for some real or fancied 
wrong of the past.

But Hennon had been a man of whom no 
wrong would be expected. He was free from 
vices.

Putting this theory aside, the next one 
was robbers. Almost everybody—everybody, 
in fact, in Dattleton, and for miles around, 
knew that we were successful. But the 
method was not the one usually followed 
in a raid on a small mining camp like ours 

Undoubtedly, the man who had shot Hen 
non had been watching us both for some 
time. And the fact that he waited till I wen: 
into the house indicated that he had no wish 
to kill me, and had taken that opportunity 

I remembered what Hennon had told me 
about his boy a year ago.

Suddenly he opened his eyes.
“ My uncle,” he said.
“ But surely you wouldn’t accuse your 

father's brother of trying to murder you.”
“ I would not have accused him of that 

quite. But I can think of no one else. 
But—”

“ But what, Hennon? ”
“ What was his hurry? ”
“ I can’t understand that, either. You are 

getting richer every month. Why should a 
man want to murder you now ? ”

“ And kill the goose that is laying the 
golden egg. We must learn that, Dale.” 

“ We’ll try.”

I went outside, and looked as far as I 
could in every direction. I could see no one.

I dared not leave Hennon long enough to 
go and make a search. If  the would-be as
sassin was still in the neighborhood he might 
enter and finish his dastardly work.

“ There is no one around now,” I said, re
turning to the house.

“ Dale, now do you really think I am 
going to die? ” he asked.

“ You are not very badly wounded. The 
bullet passed through the muscles of your 
neck, but has cut neither artery nor vein.” 

“ That’s good. Let me think a minute.” 
He shut his eyes when he did his think

ing, as had been his habit before he was 
shot.

“ Dale,” he said, “ I ’m dead.”
“ Eh ? ”
“ I ’m dead. Dale. You’ve got to report

me dead.”
“ Why? What good will that do?” 
“ Don't you see? I t’s all on account of 

the money. And I can think of no one but 
my uncle who would want the bov’s monev. 
Of course he knows nothing of the will. If 
we let it be known that an attack was made 
and was unsuccessful, he—ugh!”

I knew talking must be painful to him, 
but lie was an obstinate chap and now made 
a grimace as he put his hand up to the 
bandage I had placed.

“ Shut up,” I said. “ You can’t talk now. 
There’s plenty of time.”

He nodded and lay quiet.
I wondered what his scheme was. Why 

did he want it given out that he was dead, 
and how were we to keep up the lie ?

“ You sleep a while and perhaps you can 
talk,” I said. “ I'll go outside.”

I strolled around, keeping my hand on 
my revolver, and my eyes watching in every 
direction. But I saw no sign of any one.

Night came, and I feared another attempt 
on his life. I resolved to remain awake.

I got the supper, and as swallowing was 
painful to Hennon I made some soup with a 
sage-hen we had shot that morning and he 
managed to get some of that down.

“ I ’m going to sit up and keep watch to
night,” I announced. “ Your affectionate 
friend may return and give you another 
token of his love.”

“ That’s good of you, Dale. Dale, we’re 
brothers, are we not?”

“ Sure thing.”
“ You'll do anything I ask?”
“ Surer thing.”
“ Then I ’m dead.”
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“ So you said before. But look here, I 
can’t be bothered making chicken broth for
corpses,”

“ I know. I can talk enough now to ex
plain what I mean."

“ Wait till I take another look around."
I went outside and took a look. But there 

was no one in sight, as before.
“ 1 guess, after all. he's gone,” I reported. 

“ If it was revenge he wanted he’s got enough. 
Anyway, whoever shot you must have thought 
he had you right. You must have dropped 
like a log.”

“ I guess so. I never was a log.”
“ Don’t try to be funny just because you’ve 

got the onlv wound in camp.”
“ That's right. Dale. But I ’d rather die 

with a t'rtke on me- lips than a curse.”
“ Right enough, only I think if I was 

dying I ’d curse the man who shot me.”
“ Yes, I guess I would, too. But listen, 

now. I ’m dead. You’ve got to manage some 
how to hide me where nobody can possibly 
iind me. There must be a way somehow. 
And you've got to go to Dattleton and tell 
them there that I am dead.’”

“ That’s easy enough, but what’s the game? 
Put me on.”

“ Make him show his hand. See ? Make 
him go the full length. If it was my uncle 
who did this, in a hurry to get my money, 
there is a reason for it. And if he thinks he 
has succeeded he will try in a hurry to get 
the money.”

“ But he can’t. Your will holds good. I 
am the boy’s guardian.”

“ I know. But if—my God! ”
He struggled up in bed and stared at me.
“ What's the m ater?” I demanded.
“ Dale! Suppose he has killed the boy ? 

The money would be his.”

CHAPTER V.
REMOVING A LIVING CORPSE.

I sat with queer chills chasing each other 
up and down my spine. This was an appal
ling idea of Hennon’s, and yet by no means 
beyond the range of possibility and plausi
bility.

If  these three, uncle of Hennon, and Hen
non’s son, and Ralph himself, were the only 
three living relatives the matter could be un
derstood. If  the boy Robbie had died, and 
then Hennon, or if Hennon died first, and 
then Robbie, Caleb Hennon would inherit the 
hundred and fifty thousand, or thereabouts, 
that Hennon had in bank.

It was not a pretty thing to dream of. It 
left a bad taste in a fellow's mouth. But the 
more I thought of it the more I believed it 
possible.

“ The first thing to think of,” said Hen
non, “ is my funeral."

" I have heard of people arranging their 
own funerals, but never attending them 
alive," I remarked.

“ I'm  not going to attend it. We can't take 
any chances. You’ve got to find me a good 
hiding-place.”

“ Let me think about that. How would 
you like to attend your own funeral..”

“ But there mustn't be any funeral,”
“ I don't see how we can get along without 

a funeral. If I go to Dattleton and tell every
body you are dead, there will be a stampede 
to attend your funeral. And if there is no 
funeral what am I going to sav?”

“ Ye—es,” he observed slowlv, after a 
pause. “ I see. Well, I can disappear and 
you can say that I was sick or wounded.” 

“ No good. Your wits are leaving you. 
That wouldn't prove your death.”

“ No,” he replied. “ I see we've got to 
take somebodv into our confidence. Who 
shall it be?”

“ Suppose I find a safe place for you first, 
and then see Dalton ? ”

“ He’s a good one. He can advise, and 
would know just what to do.”

Dalton was the lawyer who drew his will. 
He was a young, square-jawed chap, poor as 
a church mouse when lie came to Dattleton, 
so he had told us, but shoving ahead at a 
fair rate of speed.

I judged him to be ready to help a decent 
fellow out in an emergency.

But the first thing I had to do was to find 
a place for Hennon to hide so that nobody 
not in the secret could ever find him or iden
tify him and give the snap away.

And this was no easy matter. There were 
plenty of places to hide. But merely hiding 
wasn’t all we needed. He could go away, for 
that matter. But he needed to be on the 
ground to watch the sequel and spring his 
trap when the right time came.

“ Say,” I exclaimed. “ What’s the matter 
with the padre? ”

“ Padre Jose? ”
“ The same, the good soul.”
“ What can he do? ”
“ I ’ll see him. But how the deuce am I to 

leave you alone? ”
“ I ’ll be able to leave to-morrow. We can 

hitch up the burros and drive.”
“ So we can. Great head, that of yours.”
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1  did not stay up all night, though my 
sleeplessness and my frequent trips outside 
with a gun might have been called that.

And after a good night’s sleep Hennor 
was able to sit up.

Padre Jose was the superior of a small 
monastery situated about five miles from our 
camp. We knew him well. He was always 
read)- to help the needy. He was always 
ready to feed the passing stranger.

Arid, better yet in our immediate emer
gency, there was a resident physician brother 
who could give Hennon the care he needed.

In the bottom of the wagon I made a rude 
bed. This was not because Hennon was not 
able to ride on the seat with me, but it was 
absolutely necessary to prevent anybody see
ing him while on the way to the monastery.

I arranged Hennon on the bed, and put 
some empty sacks over him.

The monks under Padre Jose cultivated a 
large tract of ground and sold the proceeds 
to travelers, or those in camps like ours, or 
near-by villages where the men were busy at 
other things than raising table stuff.

Taking what gold we had in the shack, and 
my rifle, I got in and drove off.

My precautions were not in vain. I had 
not gone more than a mile when I met a 
man I knew in Dattleton.

“ Hello, Dale,” he said; “ how’s things3 
You look peaky.”

“ I am peaky. Hennon’s dead.”
“ The devil he is. Seemed all right when 

I saw- him last.”
“ Died last night.”
“ What’s the matter? Shall I ride around 

and take a look at him ? ”
“ You may if you like. He’s in the shack. 

I t ’s locked, but I ’ll give you the key.” t 
reached for my pocket. “ I wouldn ’t go, 
though, if I were you.”

“ No, why no t?”
“ Well, I ’m not much of a doctor, but it 

looked like smallpox to me.”
“ The—well, I reckon I won’t go. I ain't 

afraid, but I  might give it to somebody.”
“ Yes,” I said, “ you might be blamed for 

it. So-long.”
We reached the monastery without meeting 

any one else, and having made my wishes 
known to the gate-keeper, I drove into the 
large enclosure. At the door I left the wagon 
and helped Hennon out.

Padre Jose stared when he saw us.
“ Well, well, my two lonely gold digging 

sons,” said the jovial priest. “ What has 
happened? I see that there is something 
wrong.”

►

“ I am dead,” announced Hennon soberly.
“ Not quite,” said the padre, looking at 

him wonderingly.
“ But yes,” I insisted. “ Sit down, Hen

non, while I explain things to the padre. 
Now, the situation is this. Somebody fired 
at Hennon last night and he thinks he knows 
who it was. But there is no proof. And if 
it is known that he wasn’t killed, the fellow 
will go home and will never be caught, and 
in fact can make another attempt in the 
future. The idea is to make him believe that 
he did kill Hennon, and force him to show 
his hand.

“ You see, the difficulty is that Hennon has 
got to be around so that when the proper time 
comes he can spring the trap and nab his 
man. Otherwise he could go somewhere at 
a distance.”

“ I see, I see,” cried the padre, who had a 
a little romance left in him. “ A trap to catch 
a wolf. Come, let us think of this.”

His eyes were twinkling.
“ It is a good and worthy cause,” he went 

on; “ and one that I may assist without break
ing any of the rules of my superiors. Let 
me get just what you do wish. Our son Hen
non has been murderously attacked. If the 
rogue who fired the shot thinks that he killed 
our son Hennon he will go further in the plot 
involved.”

“ Yes,” said Hennon. “ It is a matter of 
money and my own little boy’s inheritance.”

“ Good. We guard the young then. An
other good cause. We are aiming high and 
worthily. It shall be done. Leave him with 
me. Undoubtedly you have other duties to 
perform.”

“ Many,” I answered. “ And here is what 
gold we have on hand. Use it as you think 
best.”

“ A thousand blessings on you. Good luck. 
But have some dinner before you go.”

CHAPTER YI.
AN OFFICIAL PLOT.

R e l ie v e d  of all anxiety and responsibility 
now concerning Hennon, I breathed more 
freely and felt more like entering into the 
little comedy we had mapped out. For, since 
Hennon was no longer in danger from his 
wound, or of receiving another one, the thing 
did take on a comic side, provided, of course, 
his fears that his boy Robbie had been killed 
were unfounded.

I drove back to the shack and, making 
sure that everything was secure, and that there
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was no sign of any one prying round, I 
went on toward Dattleton. I did not hurry 
the burros, for they had already .done ten 
miles; but I knew these sturdy little animals, 
with plenty of food, and if not pushed to 
speed, would travel all day and show no signs 
of fatigue.

It was late when I drove into Dattleton, 
and went straight to the Gray Wolf, where I 
put up for the night.

Leaving the burros to be cared for, I found 
Dalton.

“ Come and take supper with me,'' I said, 
“ and a smoke, and I'll tell you a story."

“ Good," rejoined the only lawyer in Dat
tleton. “ You mean a lie. I suppose."

“ I ‘m not going to tell you a lie. I am 
going to have you tell one. But, being a law
yer, you won't mind that.”

“ Certainly not, for a consideration. Where 
shall we feed? At the Gray Wolf? ”

“ Yes; I've ordered the suppers.
We were soon facing each other across a 

well-served table, where there was no one near 
enough to hear us.

“ Dalton,” I began, in so low a tone that 
he looked at me surprisedly, “ did Hennon 
tell you anything about his domestic affairs 
when he had you draw his will ? ”

He laid down his fork and looked at me 
keenly.

“ Has anvthing happened to Hennon?”
“ Yes.”
“ Is he dead ? ”
“ No; but he had so close a call that the 

next one might not miss him. He was fired 
at last night by somebody, and hit in the 
neck.”

“ The devil! Is he in a bad way?”
“ Well, not dangerously wounded. But, as 

I say, it was a shot meant to kill.”
“ Anybody see who did i t? ”
“ No. I was in the shack, and he says he 

didn't see anybody. He had just finished 
washing up in the Red Fork when the shot 
came. I fancy, and he says lie thinks, it 
came from the north side.”

“ Trees over there, are there not?”
“ Yes; thick enough to enable a man to 

creep pretty close to the bank and get away 
unseen.”

“ Then probably that’s where it came from. 
How wide is the Fork at your place? "

“ About a hundred feet.”
“ Sure thing. Well, where is Hennon 

now ? ”
* With Padre Jose in the monastery. He's 

got an idea that it was his uncle who shot 
him.”

“ He told me something about his having 
an uncle who now had charge of the boy be
cause he had no other relatives with whom to 
leave him. He also said that this uncle was 
grabby after money. He seemed to fear some
thing of this kind. That was why he want
ed to make you the boy’s guardian."

” Yes. That's what he told me, and I guess 
it's the truth. Now the idea is that Hennon's 
dead.®

“ I thought you said he was not dangerous
ly wounded.'’

" Actually not. But don't you see the 
point? Not matter where this uncle may be 
at the present moment, even if he walked in 
here now we couldn't accuse him of the crime. 
There is nothing to stick it onto him with. 
He may even be in New York and have sent 
a hired assassin to do the work.

“ Hennon's idea is to be dead. Dead to 
all the world except to you and me and who
ever we must take into our confidence. And 
we must play the game close. Too many 
in a secret makes it good reading matter.'’

“ I see," said Dalton with a smile. “ In 
other words, we announce the death of our 
friend and companion, Ralph Hennon, and 
await developments.”

“ Exactly.”
“ H'm. How about the will? Would you 

want that sprung at once?”
“ No, I think not. What do you advise 

about it? If  we do that, in my mind it will 
spoil the game.”

“ Sure it will. Let's see. What shall we 
say he died o f?”

“ Well, it’ll have to be by gunshot wound 
inflicted by somebody unknown.”

m Sure thing. Else whoever did it will 
smell a large rat. In that case we've got to 
take Coroner Murray in.”

“ Yes: and the sheriff, Hicks. I guess 
that's about all.”

“ It seems to be all. We’ll have a talk 
with Murray about it. I suppose if this 
should prove to be the uncle, he will be foxy 
enough to go smelling all around among the 
vital statistics to make sure Hennon is really 
dead. And besides that, we’ve got to bury 
SHiix-thing.”

“ Can't I dig a hole out by the shack and 
plunk in a box of stones?”

Dalton shook his head.
“ Private burying grounds have rather gone 

out of fashion, even in Texas,” he said. 
“ Still, we can fix that up all right. But 
that means we've got to take Jackson in with 
us."

“ Is he the undertaker ? ”
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“ Yes. But that ends it, and all three are 
accustomed to keeping secrets. There will be 
no leak.”

“ We’d better be about it then. I wonde • 
how Jackson will get over the necessity o: 
showing the face of Hennon in his casket?” 

“ Leave that to Jackson.”
So, somewhat later that night, in a room at 

the Gray Wolf, another conference took place. 
This time those present included the coroner, 
the sheriff, and Jackson.

Dalton, who knew them all better than I 
did, explained at considerable length the ne
cessities of the case.

“ I wonder how the uncle will go at i t ? ” 
said Murray, the coroner. “ If he shot Hen 
non and returns to New York, and applies 
by letter for the money, and is appointed by 
a New York court as the boy's guardian, 
what are we going to do?”

“ Show Hennon’s will. But if it was the 
uncle, you can gamble he’s around here some 
where, and will apply here.”

“ But it seems to me,” said Hicks, the 
sheriff, “ that he was too early. He los' 
money by killing Hennon so soon.”

“ There will be a reason for that, you car 
gamble. While the farce is going on I ’ll be 
having inquiries made as to the gentlemanV 
standing. It may be he is greatly in need of 
ready money, and prefers what Hennon ha.-- 
now to waiting longer at a disadvantage.”

* Well, we've got to go ahead," said Hicks 
“ If  the coroner has a jury, and it brings in a 
verdict of murder by some person unknown 
there won't be anything for me to do. But 
how are you going to do that, Murray? It 
is still the fashion here for the coroner” 
jury to view the body.”

“ I ’ll get out of that. Names are easy to 
manufacture. It may surprise a few of the 
denizens of Dattleton that they were not called 
to serve, but then—we’ll have to cheek it out 
A little forgery in the interest of justice i.- 
permissible. Detectives do it, so why shouldn't 
I ? And it is not done to cover a crime, but 
to unearth one.”

“ You’re it,” said Hicks. “ Let’s get a 
move on.”

CHAPTER VII.

COMPLICATIONS.

Late that night the bar of the Gray Wolf 
was thronged with people who wanted tc 
know more about the murder of poor Hennon. 

“ He was a gentleman.”
“ Better man never lived.”

“ Pretty close with money, though.”
“ Well, a man who don’t drink don’t spend 

much.”
Notwithstanding the excitement in Dattle

ton, those interested were preparing their 
plans.

“ Going to have a big funeral, D ale?” 
somebody asked me.

“ No. No services public, except at the 
grave. It was a special request of his just 
before he died. I ’m going to get Padre Jose 
from the monastery to hold a small service 
in private—himself and the dead man alone. 
That was according to Hennon’s wishes. Then 
Jackson will bring him here to the cemetery. 
He has arranged for a grave in the new 
ground, and if the boys want to show their 
respect there, there will be no objection.”

This satisfied everybody. And so, on the 
following day, a solemn cortege entered Dat
tleton.

First came Jackson’s wagon, conveying the 
corpse in a box that was screwed tight with so 
many screws that there was no danger of the 
poor fellow inside ever getting out. Then, in 
wagons, came the coroner, the sheriff, and 
myself.

And as we moved, soberly and with pro
priety, toward the burying-ground, the in
habitants of Dattleton fell in line and with 
bared heads followed the black wagon to the 
grave.

Never was a six-foot box of sod and stones 
buried with so much accompanying grief and 
solemnity. We let poor Hennon down into 
his last resting-place with a tenderness that 
would have made him weep had he seen us. 
And then the majority adjourned to the Gray 
Wolf to drink to the memory of him who was 
not lost, but gone before.

After that Dattleton sat down to its usual 
routine of business and poker, and I sent a 
message to Caleb Hennon, notifying him of 
the death of Ralph Hennon, my partner.

I waited a week, Dalton waited, the sheriff 
waited, and Jackson waited, all with impa
tience. But Hennon’s impatience was the 
greatest of all.

Then there alighted one day from the stage 
from Ilillton a little, keen-eyed shrimp of a 
man, who walked into the Gray Wolf and 
set down a traveling-bag.

“ I am Caleb Hennon,” he announced, 
“ the uncle of that Ralph Hennon who re
cently died. I received word from his part
ner, one John Dale. Can you tell me where 
I can find Air. D ale?”

“ There’s Mr. Dale, sir,” replied the pro
prietor. pointing to me.
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“ Ah,” said Mr. Hennon. “ What can you 
tell me of my dear nephew’s death ? ”

“ Well, there isn’t much to tell,” I an
swered, studying him well.

He was a type I never liked, and yet he 
was well-dressed. He had a nervous, fidgety 
manner.

“ Surely,” he answered, “ there must be 
something to tell. A man is not snuffed out 
like a candle.”

“ The only thing there is to tell is that he 
was murdered—shot.”

“ Well, well. Too bad. Ralph was a good 
fellow, but a little wild. You see, I am his 
uncle and have his boy. I shall become the 
boy’s guardian now.”

“ Quite likely,” I answered.
“ I should like to see his grave.”
“ I ’ll go with you."
I walked with him to the burving-ground, 

not a great distance, and pointed out the grave.
“ I gave him as good a casket as I could 

buy here,” I explained. “ And I have or
dered a fancy headstone.”

“ Good. Very kind of you, I ’m sure. But 
not too fancy. Not too fancy. Poor Ralph! ” 

I saw no tears in his eyes, however, and 
we returned to the Gray Wolf.

“ I shall apply at once for papers of ad
ministration, and then take his money from 
the bank,” said LTncle Caleb. “ I suppose 
he had quite a lot of money. I suppose, as 
his partner, you could tell me how much.” 

“ Oh, somewhere around a hundred and 
fifty thousand.”

He almost jumped.
“ A hundred and fifty thousand! As much 

as that? Great goodness. Well, well, well. 
Yes, I ’ll take out letters of administration and 
get the money— for the boy. I ’ll be his 
guardian now. I must see to that as soon as 
I get back to New York.”

Now, the situation struck me as turning 
just the way I wanted it to. I left the Gray 
Wolf and went to see Dalton.

“ Say,” I began, “ Uncle Caleb has come.” 
“ So I heard,” replied Dalton.
“ And he says he will apply for letters of 

administration at once.”
“ Yes?”
“ But then—if he gets the letters of admin

istration he will get the money.”
“ He won’t get the letters of administra

tion.”
“ How are you going to prevent i t? ”
“ By offering the will for probate. I t’s the 

only way. I ’ve been thinking about it. We’ve 
got to spring the will.”

“ I suppose so,” I said dubiously, “ But

the game doesn’t seem to be playing into our 
hands at all.”

“ The game is young yet.”
“ Well, I'll go out and tell Hennon.”
I drove out to the monastery and acquaint

ed Hennon with the fact that his uncle had 
arrived.

“ What did the old shark say ? ” he asked. 
“ Wept copious tears—nit. But he did say 

you were a good boy, only a little wild.”
“ He be darned,” he blurted out. “ I tell 

you he’s the man, and he hasn't come from 
New York, either. He’s been around here all 
the time.”

“ Well. Dalton and Hicks are working up 
that end of it. Dalton is going to probate 
your will to forestall letters of administra
tion.”

“ That’ll prove to him that I ’m dead, eh? ” 
“ I don’t think he has any doubts.”
I returned the next morning. Jackson met 

me at the hotel in consternation.
“ Say,” he said, in a tone that was scarcely 

more than a hoarse whisper, “ what the deuce 
is this game you’ve got me into? That old 
yap isn't so green. What do you think now? 
He wants the grave reopened so that he can 
identify the remains.”

I stared aghast.
“ What in the world are we going to do 

about it? He can have it done, I suppose.” 
“ We can delay the thing; but, as Hennon’s 

uncle, he can get an order from the court to 
have the grave opened on the ground that he 
wishes to make sure the dead man is really 
his nephew.”

“ And what’ll be the result when he finds a 
box of stones? ”
' Jackson began to whistle.

“ Dale,” he said, “ there are phases of life 
that I don’t like to consider at too short range. 
If the old fellow actually succeeds in having 
that box of junk dug up, I fancy there will 
be just such a time as the parrot told the cat 
about.”

Ruefully I wended my way to see Dalton.

CHAPTER VIII.
CALEB TURNS T H E  TRICK.

D a l t o n  sat in his office with his head 
buried behind his feet, which were elevated as 
high as he could get them on his desk. He 
peered around his shoes to see who had 
come in.

“ I know all about it,” he began when he 
saw my gloomy face. “ I know all about it. 
Don’t sav a word.”
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“ Well, what are we going to do? ” I asked. 
“ I have been counting the eyelets in my 

shoes the last two hours trying to think that 
out. So far as I can see, we are somewhat uj> 
a tree."

“ I wonder what the mischief he wants to 
see the body for ? ”

“ A crafty criminal leaves nothing to 
chance. He wants to make sure that it 
Ralph Hennon who is buried there. It often 
happens even in the best-regulated families." 

“ Yes; but what are we going to do?”
“ Dig up the cobblestones, I suppose.”
“ And then what? ”
“ I don't know. I've been thinking of ft. 

scheme, though. It may work and it may 
not. I thought perhaps if we had him here, 
and I read Ralph's will to him, he might back 
down. You, as executor, could stand up and 
make a terrible ado and refuse to have 'the 
body exhumed.”

“ Wouldn't that make him think somethin!; 
was wrong? Suppose, now, that he is the 
man who shot Hennon, and he comes on here 
and finds everybody sorry for poor Hennon. 
and a grave and all that, and then the grave 
is opened and he sees stones and dirt. Hex. 
know Hennon wasn't dead, wouldn’t h e r”

“ That strikes me as being the natural con
clusion,” said Dalton gloomily. “ Almost any
body might go as far as that.”

“ And then he'd turn the virtuous act or 
us, and demand to know where Hennon was.” 

“ Like as not.”
“ Well, could I, as the executor of Hen- 

non’s will, refuse to tell him? ”
“ An executor can do any blamed thing he 

likes as long as other people will let him 
But an order from the court will yank th a : 
box out of the ground so quick the bones in
side would rattle.”

“ Can’t we fix up a grave robbery?” 
Dalton sat up and took notice.
“ We might. -Coyotes have been robbing 

graves lately—nit. But we could say so 
We’ve got to do something or drop the whole 
thing. The fellow is a rascal all right. Hick! 
says so. and so does Murray. But he hasn’i 
done anything to give us a handle on him. 
He may be suspicious of a trap, too.”

“ Can’t we fix it with the court to refuse? ” 
“ We can’t fix it with every court in Texas. 

We might as well take him out to the mon
astery and introduce him to Hennon.’’

“ Has Murray said anything?”
“ Murray is close to nervous prostration, 

and Jackson feels symptoms of paresis. I ’m 
under the weather myself. We put up a fine 
job and hit our thumbs with the hammer.”

I lit a cigar and smoked long and furi
ously.

“ Say!” I shouted. “ Couldn’t we fix 
Hennon up somehow so he couldn’t move and 
bury him a while?”

“ I thought of that. We might smother 
him to death.”

“ I've read of people being rendered un
conscious—put into a cataleptic state, and 
kept that wav in a grave or some such place 
without any air.”

“ I've read of it. I read once that a man 
cut a cat's head off and threw body and head 
in the river, and the cat went home with its 
head in its mouth. I never had much confi
dence in the story, however.”

“ You’re a consoling cuss. You’re the 
lawyer in this case and planned it all. You’ve 
got to get us out of it somehow.”

“ Will you stand for what I do to get you 
out? ”

“ What do you mean—will I stand for it? ” 
“ Darn it! W ere all in the same bog. 

We've got to pull each other out somehow. I 
haven't thought it all out yet, but we’ve got 
to do something. I'll try the job of throwing 
a scare into him first.

“ I ’ll send a notice to him and to you that I 
want to see him and you here. And I ’ll get 
Murray and Jackson. If they’ll back you up 
when you refuse to permit the grave to be 
opened, it’ll work maybe. If it don’t work, 
I'll have to think of something else.”

“ Well, try the bluff,” I said, and went 
wearily and moodily back to the hotel.

Late that night those in the game received 
from the hands of a messenger a note from 
Dalton. All read the same except for the 
name.
’ Mine read as follows:

M r . J o h n  D a l e :
You are hereby notified to appear at my 

office at 9 a .m . to-morrow, in the m atter of 
the will of M r. Ralph Hennon, recently de
ceased. Yours, R u f u s  D a l t o n .

I ’m a temperance man, but when Jackson 
came into the Gray Wolf that night after he 
had received his notice, with a face on him so 
long he almost trod on it, I walked silently 
out to the bar with him and paid. It was up 
to me.

We drank silent toasts. I don’t know what 
Jackson’s was. I ’ll gamble it wasn’t compli
mentary to me.

Anyway, at nine o'clock the next morning 
we were in the office of Rufus Dalton. I 
had not seen Mr. Hennon in the meantime,
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and his face was very white when he came in. 
He looked at everybody there, and seemed 
very ill at ease.

Dalton’s face was grim and had an ada
mantine firmness I admired.

“ Gentlemen,” began Dalton with the most 
judicial manner, “ I have called you together 
on a matter that has made more or less dis
turbance in Dattleton. We all know that our 
friend Ralph Hennon was killed—shot dead 
by some miscreant unknown. He was buried 
with due honors and respect, and it seems 
fitting that we should permit his body to 
enjoy the calm that was denied him in life.

“ Mr. Dale here, who is now the person 
most interested, is somewhat perturbed at the 
idea of having the grave of his partner dese
crated by an exhumation. Therefore, in or
der to give him the opportunity to refuse his 
permission if he so chooses, it is necessary 
to read the will of the late Ralph Hennon. 
I will proceed to do so.”

He read the will, which was not a very long 
one, and Caleb Hennon sat with his little 
eyes almost shut and a grayish pallor playing 
around his lips, and the muscles tightening 
until it seemed that he must be grinning, 
though he was very far from that.

Perhaps he suspected that a trap was being 
laid for him, provided, of course, that he 
was guilty; or, perhaps, if innocent, he merely 
saw the fortune of Hennon sliding rapidly 
away from him. And as Dalton read on, in a 
monotonous voice, that part making me the 
executor of the will and guardian of Robbie, 
the man’s face turned positively green.

“ Do I understand, then,” he cried, leap
ing to his feet as Dalton ceased, “ that you 
are the executor of my nephew, and that you 
refuse to permit me to see his body? ”

“ I must take that position,” I said as 
calmly as I could. “ You see, the fact that 
you are the only relative except the son doesn’t 
really affect the matter. Suppose my poor

friend and partner had had three or four 
hundred relatives, none of them interested in 
his estate, and they all came here in strings 
and demanded that the grave be dug open 
and the body exhibited. It would be prepos
terous, as you can see for yourself.

“ In the first place, it would require a force 
of men constantly at work to do the ex
huming. The undertaker would have to be 
present each time. And the expense would be 
too much for the estate to stand.

“ Further, the health authorities would ob
ject. So, in view of the possibilities, if I 
establish a precedent in Dattleton now, I must 
decline to have Ralph Hennon’s grave 
opened.”

The man swayed. He looked from one to 
the other. It was clear that his mind was in 
a mad whirl. Was he in a trap? What was 
the game ? ”

But his nerve was magnificent. He did 
nothing, said nothing, that could not be at
tributed to bitter disappointment and rage. 
Not a word or action that would justify Hicks 
in arresting him, for a shaking hand is not 
proof of murder when there is no other 
evidence.

“ Did you sec the body of Ralph Hennon 
when he was dead ? ” he asked Hicks in a 
shrill voice.

Hick was game.
“ Yes,” he said; “ I saw his body.”
“ Did you see his body dead?” demanded 

Hennon of Murray.
“ Yes: I called a coroner's jury.”
“ Did you see him dead?” he asked of 

Jackson.
“ I embalmed him and buried him,” said 

that admirable individual.
“ Then, in the name of Heaven,” cried 

Caleb Hennon, raising his hand in that direc
tion, “ I pronounce John Dale the murderer 
of my nephew, and demand his arrest at 
once.”

(To be continued.)

AN ARAB PROVERB.

T h e  man who knows not that he knows not aught— 
He is a fool; no light shall ever reach him.

Who knows he knows not, and would fain be taught— 
He is but simple; take thou him and teach him.

But who so, knowing, knows not that he knows—
He is asleep; go tliou to him and wake him.

. The truly wise both knows, and knows he knows— 
Cleave thou to him, and nevermore forsake him.

Anonymous.



HIS SLEEPING-CAR TRAIL.
BY  G A R R E T  S M I T H .

A Tale That Involves a Detective, a Telegraph Operator, a 
Clergyman and a Few Others in a Sunday Morning Mix-Up.

GEORGE LAYERY, fledgling detective, 
was acting without orders. As a result 

he had within his reach the clever crook who, 
for three weeks, had baffled the police fores 
of Penchester. To Lavery alone would fall 
the glory of his capture.

Kevetheless the enthusiast knew that in i 
strict sense his actions had been unwarranted. 
When he had seen the bank-looter swing 
aboard the Bradenberg local, he was well 
aware that Jordan, the man assigned to this 
case at the X. and C. station, was within hail. 
Clearly it had been Laverv’s duty to give 
Jordan the tip and keep his own unauthor
ized hands off.

But he knew Jordan's method. The 
orders were to nab the fugitive on sight. The 
regular man would simply have stepped on 
the train, arrested the desired one in a matter 
of fact fashion, utterly devoid of any dim; 
novel romance, and, in the opinion of Mr. 
Lavery, thus stupidly inform the fleeing one's 
accomplices.

Now Laverv’s private theory was that a 
good sleuth would track the robber to the 
place where he had hidden his loot and cap
ture man, money and pals. He believed he 
could do it. In fact he had said some arro
gant things to that effect among his associates 
when the chief had refused to put him on the’ 
case.

Particularly was he disgruntled that Jor
dan had been preferred over him. Thei • 
terms of service were equal and between the 
two existed a jealous rivalry fruitful of much 
ill feeling.

The affronted one was a new member of the 
force, and in his own estimation, an impor
tant one. He was filled with the lust of pro
motion. Moreover, there was a handsome 
reward coming to the man who captured 
James Trudeau. Added to that was the hope 
of downing his hated rival.

Trudeau, by five years of apparently faith
ful currency handling, had cajoled the direc
tors of the First National Bank of Pencheste" 
into making him cashier. Two months later 
a hundred thousand dollar deficiency was
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discovered in the bank’s assets. At the same 
time Trudeau faded out of public vision.

Then it was learned that he had an old 
criminal record. A woman acomplice had 
apparently made away with the plunder.

There was evidence that the fellow was 
still hiding in town, and Lavery, who knew 
Trudeau personally, had put in his spare 
moments hanging around the station he sur
mised the looter would make for, hoping for 
luck to throw him into his hands.

It had. 'I’he rush hour had been waning 
when he saw his quarry slip through the exit 
gate and aboard the local that was just start
ing. The man was well disguised, but not 
too well for the keen eyes of his acquaintance.

The detective climbed on the next platform. 
He stood where he could see the head he 
sought in the dim corner of the forward 
coach. They were now well out into the early 
darkness of a cloudy autumn evening.

As they left the last switches of the yard 
die watcher saw his prey rise and step to 
the platform, putting a cigar in his mouth, 
as though bound for the smoker.

“ Going to jump,” thought the detective, 
also dodging out to his platform. “ That 
chap won’t take the slightest chances on being 
followed.”

Lavery knew there was not as yet any pos
sibility that Trudeau had noticed him. These 
were simply the wily moves of a fox laying 
a false trail against possible pursuit.

Sure enough. Peering ahead from the bot
tom step, lie saw in the dim light of the for
ward window a rigid figure shoot back and 
out into the blackness. Lavery followed.

The detective lay silent beside the rails till 
the noise of the train died in the distance, 
though a sharp pain in one anlfle, wrenched 
on a frog as he fell, nearly made him cry out. 
Then he heard some one hurrying away.

Rising, he hobbled in the direction of the 
sound. They were now in the dim outskirts 
of town, a fact both favorable and unfavor
able to the pursuer, who. despite the ease of 
keeping himself hidden, found it difficult to 
hold his man within range.
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Over the tracks they stumbled, lighted 
vaguely here and there by faint rays from 
switch-lights, which the pursuer carefully 
avoided. Then down a precipitous bank, 
through an abysmal ditch and a tangle of 
season-old weeds continued the mad chase.

They mounted a board fence that for the 
moment to the crippled detective seemed an 
impassable stockade.

Still the fugitive gave no sign that he 
scented pursuit.

The fence was the first of a painful series 
bounding the little box-like rear yards of 
an outskirting street. These they hurdled 
and found themselves on the Nile Road, the 
northeast limits of the city.

For a mile or more the trail of faint-falling 
footsteps led along this highway. Once they 
barely missed passing under the nose of a 
policeman, but discovered him in time to 
make a wide circuit and escape unseen, an 
item equally pleasing both to pursuer and 
pursued.

Then they struck the tracks of the D. M. 
and P. and here a little way from the road 
the crook halted and his shadow did likewise.

Evidently Trudeau meant to catch a train 
which would take him out of the city in a 
direction exactly opposite to the false lead 
he had started. At this point all trains held 
reduced speed that made the Nile Road a 
favorite hangout for hobos bent on “ beating 
tire shacks,” as runs the tramp phrase for 
getting a free ride.

Three locals passed untouched and then 
came the big Southwestern Limited. Now 
was the time. Lavery slouched as close to 
his man as he dared. Trudeau jumped the 
first “ blind,” as the platform of a baggage- 
car is called, and the detective an instant 
later made the second.

The next stop was Ontowana. There, to 
Lavery’s surprise, Trudeau dropped from 
the “ blind ” and boldly entered the day- 
coach. The detective, crouching in the other 
end, saw the fellow present a mileage book 
and the conductor passed on without the 
slightest suspicion.

In the busy railroad center of Walden the 
man made his next break. Here he stepped 
from the Limited and started as if for the 
exit, then at an unfrequented point in the 
train-shed, he suddenly turned back and 
caught another local train.

Lavery followed, but the train had scarcely 
begun to gather speed outside the train-shed 
when Trudeau was off again. This time the 
sleuth nearly lost him. Instead of making 
for some rendezvous in Walden, as the de

tective expected, Trudeau doubled back 
through several side streets and reentered the 
station by a side door of the waiting-room.

In that interval of darkness the wily fugi
tive had changed his disguise so successfully 
that when he appeared in the lighted room, 
Lavery for a moment was baffled. Had he 
switched off and followed the wrong man 
after all? But on closer inspection he recog
nized a characteristic feature and saw 
through the trick.

Trudeau boldly made for the Pullman- 
ticket-window. Unobserved, Lavery slipped 
up to an angle in the wall and stood con
cealed within a foot of his quarry.

“ Lower berth on the 12.Oo for St. Louis,” 
he heard the crook demand.

"C ar 1, lower 6,” said the agent passing 
out the slip.

Trudeau walked leisurely away without 
noting the man at his back who had been 
ostentatiously studying a notice beside the 
window.

Quick as a flash came an inspiration to the 
sleuth. Hastily buying a ticket to St. Louis, 
he returned to the Pullman window. Tru
deau was now at the exit gate.

“ Anything on Car 1 of the 12:0.5 for St. 
Louis?” he asked. “ I like to ride well 
forward.”

“ Plenty,” was the response. “ Light travel 
to-night.”

“ Give me an upper about the middle of 
the car,” said Lavery. “ I'll take upper six 
if it's empty.'’

Accustomed to deaing with all sorts of 
sleeping-car cranks, the agent merely smiled 
wearily at these exactions and passed out a 
slip with the desired booking.

The detective hurried out to the train-shed 
just in time to see Trudeau disappear in car 
1 of the train which had just pulled in.

Lavery waited in the smoker of the next 
car till they were well under way and he felt 
sure that the crook had taken to his berth. 
He was satisfied that the man had completed 
his evolutions and, confident that he had 
sufficiently bewildered any possible trailers, 
would calmly sleep the night through and 
alight in St. Louis, the last place on earth 
in which the Penchester police department 
had reckoned on finding him.

As the detective climbed cautiously ‘ into 
upper 6 he heard, despite the rumble of the 
train, a reassuring snore from the man under 
him.

For an hour Lavery lay in his clothes en
joying the triumph now so certain. He had 
merely to follow the no longer suspicious



622 THE ARGOSY.

Trudeau to his lair, then call in an officer 
of that jurisdiction and not only gather in 
the robber but his associates and his plunder.

And he was thankful that there was no 
more foot-racing for the pain in his ankle 
was fast becoming acute. In fact, he soon 
began to worry for fear it would force hi n 
to end the chase.

Then it was that an incident occurred which 
convinced him more than ever of his wisdom 
in getting a berth next to the man he sought. 
Trudeau began talking in his sleep.

Eagerly the sleuth hung over his man. 
straining neck as well as ears till he near y 
fell out on his head. Here was a chance of 
getting some clue to the fellow's purposes.

It was not till the train slowed down at a 
station, however, that he caught anything 
tangible.

“ Yes. Grace/’ I ’m coming to stay this tint:. 
In the morning, little girl." was what 1 e 
heard.

“ Grace! " exulted Laverv. “ That mu -t 
be the woman! I'll try a little suggestion on 
him. That sometimes makes a sleeper talk, 
they say/’

“ Yes." soothingly whispered the over
hanging Nemesis.

The sleeper sighed and stirred.
“ Yes. dear," he mumbled. “ You hace 

all I have to give. I ’m coming  ̂ to you in 
little old Roseville/’

Laverv almost shouted in glee.
“ I must get Grace's other name,” he de

cided hitching clown a little closer to the 
sleeper at the imminent risk of a catastrophe. 
The train was beginning to move again.

“ Grace! Grace!” whispered Laverv.
The man below him stirred a little.
“ Who is Grace?” demanded the detective 

sharply,
“ Grace? Grace Tennant, of course. You 

know,” came the reply.
Then the somnambulist made a sudde 1 

wakeful move and Laverv dodged back. He 
had carried his experiment as far as it was 
safe and learned all he needed to know.

Drawing a time-table from his pocket. In 
eagerly studied it in the dim light. It was 
as he remembered. Roseville, the sleeper's 
confessed destination was a little way-station 
on this very road just this side of Harringtor , 
the next stopping-place of the Limited.

Trudeau’s purchase of a ticket to St. Louis 
was another blind. He would slip off the 
train at Harrington, execute some more dodg
ing. then take a rig or an early morning train 
for Roseville.

But here was another difficulty. Lavcry’s

ankle positively wouldn’t permit him to fol
low any more roundabout dodgings. Tru
deau might easily drop him in Harrington 
and get to his lair ahead of his pursuer. As 
soon as the crook joined his pal in Roseville 
the couple might vanish back in the country 
and never be found. Then, too, perhaps the 
girl would be meeting him in Harrington.

In an instant the mind of the resourceful 
Mr. Laverv was made up. Climbing from 
his berth he sought the train conductor.

II.

A h a l f  hour later, Laverv stood on the 
platform at Roseville. A little cajoling of the 
conductor and a display of the detective’s 
badge had brought the train down to a speed 
permitting a jump accompanied by another 
anathema at his throbbing ankle.

A moment he rested on the sound member 
and watched the tail-lights of the Limited 
disappear around the bend. Then, overcome 
by a revulsion of feeling, he wished himself 
back aboard.

Suppose Trudeau had wakened at the last 
enough to realize what had happened and 
should alter his program? Perhaps the man 
had been awake all the time and had feigned 
his little sleep talk to throw the sleuth off his 
track. Laverv had acted on impulse. Now 
his “move seemed particularly childish.

Through the window of the telegraph office 
he saw the night operator dozing over his 
keys. Beyond the station the village slept.

Only a moment of misgiving and then the 
young man’s resourcefulness returned. He 
could telegraph to the next station and have 
Trudeau arrested there. Better alter his pro
gram than let the man escape. Perhaps, 
though, he could learn something from the 
operator. He wouldn't avow himself yet.

A tap on the window aroused the knight 
of the brass key.

“ Don’t be alarmed, my friend,” soothed 
Laverv. “ I ’m just a harmless traveling man. 
Got the Limited to slow down and let me off 
so I could do this town up in a hurry and 
get away the first thing in the morning.”

A moment the startled eyes blinked at 
him through the window, then the operator 
roused himself.

“ First thing in the morning!” he snorted 
sarcastically. “ Do ye think this is a wide 
open town ? You can’t do any business here 
oil Sunday. Back up there!”

The detective gasped. Till that moment 
he had forgotten that the next day was Sun
day. Then he forced a chuckle.
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“ Well! W ell!” he laughed. “ To-mor
row is Sunday, isn't it? I ’ve been on the 
road so much lately I ’d lost track of the 
days. I remember now.”

Then he paused, weakly realizing how 
foolish his statement must seem. He could 
think of no further explanation. Plainly 
the operator thought him drunk, and no 
wonder.

“ Can you direct me to a hotel? ” he asked, 
thinking of nothing else to say.

“ Now, see here, old man,” replied the 
other in the tones generally adopted to soothe 
children and inebriates. “ You can't git into 
the hotel at this time in the morning. Come 
in here and sleep it off on a bench. Got 
banged up a little, didn’t ye?”

The man had by now opened the waiting- 
room door and with comprehending eye was 
surveying the clothes in which Laverv had 
floundered through ditches and over fences.

But the detective didn’t purpose to be shut 
in the railroad station and be turned over to 
the village jail in the morning.

“ Now, don’t worry,” he remonstrated. 
“ I ’m not drunk, just a little dazed by my 
jump from that train. No. I won’t come in. 
By the way, I met some people from around 
here once. Maybe they'll take me in. The 
Tennants. Know them ?”

“ Old Deacon Tennant? Sure," was the 
reply, still a little reserved.

The detective was pleased to note, however, 
that he was dealing with a person of no great 
keenness. What made his heart leap for joy, 
though, was the discovery that there was 
really a Tennant family in the neighborhood. 
So the slumberer had not altogether misled 
him after all in his sleep-talking directions.

“ That’s the Tennant who has a daughter 
Grace?” ventured the sleuth.

“ Sure,” assented his informer. “ They live 
up this road across the track, third house on 
the right. The girl just got home last eve
ning. They may be glad to see ye at two 
o’clock in the morning.”

The last remark was plainly very sarcastic 
and Laverv, with a brief “ thanks,” stalked 
away in as dignified a manner as his lame 
ankle would allow.

He had decided not to telegraph for Tru
deau’s arrest. The Grace Tennant of whom 
the crook had murmured did live in Rose
ville, as he had said. She was still home. 
He’d see that she didn’t escape. It was un
lucky that he had aroused the suspicions of 
the station-agent, but he could explain to that 
worthy and shut him up if necessary.

In a few moments he had made out in the

blackness the house to which he had been 
directed. In front of it he paused, and then 
came another attack of misgiving.

Perhaps the intention of Trudeau to seek 
Miss Tennant in Roseville might be a mere 
sleeper’s delusion. Perhaps she had been a 
lost love of the bank-looter’s innocent youth, 
of whom he had been dreaming. Well, at 
any rate he must see it through.

Laverv still hoped that his quarry would 
arrive in the morning and determined to ex
plore the Tennant grounds a little and find a 
good place to conceal himself and await de
velopments. There was nothing.to be gained 
by disturbing the family till he had more 
reason for doing so.

He had just made the circuit of the place, 
and was crossing the front lawn again, when 
a light flashed in his face and a strong hand 
grasped his collar.

“ That’s about enough for you, mister,” 
rasped a voice in his ear. “ Come along now, 
quiet, or I ’ll shoot ye full of holes.”

Laverv was so astonished that he allowed 
himself to be half led, half dragged, back to 
the road before he found speech. Then he 
made a determined stand.

“ What does this mean ? ” he demanded. 
"You are making a mistake.”

“ Be, am I ? ” grunted his captor, throwing 
a pair of iron arms about the struggling 
young man’s body.

Then the stranger gave a low whistle and 
hurried steps were heard in the direction of 
the station. In a moment another man ar
rived, and Lavery, seeing resistance was use
less, allowed himself to be dragged back across 
the tracks and into the lighted telegraph office.

Then he understood. One of his captors 
was the station-agent, who had evidently 
acted on suspicion and called the other, whom 
from a conspicuous tin badge on his coat- 
lapel, the city sleuth knew to Ire the village 
constable.

The officer put a pair of handcuffs on the 
prisoner and pushed him into a chair. Then 
the two stood in front of him and grinned 
congratulations at each other. At that, La- 
very found his wits.

Raising his manacled hands, he turned 
aside the front of his coat and displayed the 
badge of the Penchester detective service. 
His captors examined it for a moment, and 
the amateur was visibly impressed. Not so 
the constable.

“ Fake! ” he snorted.
“ Now,” said Lavery, ignoring the skepti

cism, “ if you will kindly reach into my coat- 
pocket you will find other credentials that will
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show you that this performance was a Irtle 
hasty.’’

The village peace guardian did as he was 
bidden, and came on a bunch of letters all 
addressed to Lavery at police headquarters in 
Penchester. This time the constable's face 
showed that the prisoner had scored.

“ Now,” went on Lavery, “ take my rcvrl- 
ver away, lock the waiting-room door, and 
remove my handcuffs. I give you my word of 
honor that I have no desire to escape. In 
fact, I had intended to call on the officers of 
the village as soon as I was sure of my grour d. 
The mistake is more mine than yours. I 
should not have been snooping around with
out a local warrant. I hold no grudge.”

The two men, still a little doubtful, did as 
they were requested, however, and then La
very, seeing that frankness was necessary, told 
them the story of Trudeau and the clue that 
pointed to Grace Tennant as the man’s ac
complice.

As he progressed, the faces of the men be
fore him showed signs of increasing amaze
ment. When he had finished, the constable 
broke out.

“ Look here!” he almost shouted. “ I>o 
you know who you are talking about? G ra-e 
Tennant is the daughter of the leadin’ citizen 
of this place. She’s popular and goes arour d 
a lot, but there ain’t never anything been 
said against her. She’s jest back from col
lege. And this here crook you talk about! 
Why, the young nan  that’s waitin’ on her, 
an’ has been fer a year, an’ the man that's 
expected out here in the morning, is the min
ister of the Baptist church here, an’ always 
supposed by everybody in this part of the 
country to have made the earth and planted 
the trees.”

Lavery, for a full moment, could merely sit 
and stare at his informers in stupid, speed - 
less surprise and chagrin. It was the rural 
constable who finally recovered first. There 
was a new light in his eye.

“ Why, say!” he exclaimed in sudden eN- 
citement. “ What sort o’ lookin' feller is this 
bank looter ? ”

“ Tall and dark and smooth-faced whe t 
not disguised,’’ answered Lavery.

“ So is this Rev. Corson,” said the other, 
now all excitement. “ And he ain’t been 
stayin' here, except Sundays, since he came 
a year ago. He said he was in the seminar/ 
in Chicago, so he’s been cornin’ in here earlv 
Sunday mornin's and goin’ back Sundae 
nights. He ain’t been here in three weeks or 
so, havin' it give out he had finished the 
seminary and was takin’ a vacation before

cornin’ here for good. To-day he begins his 
regular work, and him and Grace plans to be 
married next Friday. Seems he was all wore 
out and had to rest up. Gosh, it looks as 
though the reverend fitted in with your 
Trudeau! "

“ Fits in! Of course he tits in !” yelled 
Lavery in glee. “ He’s the same man. Been 
away three weeks? Why he was hiding in 
Penchester! Don’t I know him personally? 
Didn’t I hear him talk about this town in his 
sleep? Why, he's just been playin’ you peo
ple here for suckers. This girl has hidden his 
swag for him, and the pulpit has been a fine 
blind. And she's been away at college! Who 
knows where she’s been ? ”

Lavery was elated. He had won out. Tru
deau was surely walking right into a trap. 
Crook and money would be captured now In 
a few hours. And what a story for the pa
pers ! “ Bank Looter Plays Preacher—Caught 
by Clever Young Detective," he seemed to 
see in front-page display heads.

But even now the matter of getting the 
handcuffs on this wily crook was a delicate 
one. For that, a dramatic climax was ar
ranged.

The telegraph operator and the constable 
were won over to cooperation and secrecy by 
promise of a share in the reward. They 
agreed that, while the means were a little 
irregular, the end justified them.

The local justice of the peace, who was 
routed out of bed at four o'clock in the morn
ing, agreed also to this doctrine, and readily 
granted warrants for the arrest of the “ Rev. 
Martin Corson, alias James Trudeau,” and 
such other persons as the evidence should 
warrant. He also issued a search-warrant for 
the Tennant premises.

At five o'clock the three hounds of the law 
roused the Tennant family. The good deacon 
was at first highly indignant and used some 
language not consonant with his religious 
professions on Sunday morning. But when 
the evidence against his future son-in-law 
was unfolded he was half convinced.

It appeared he was not particularly loath 
to hear such evidence, as he had opposed the 
match with a poor preacher as long as he 
could. He refused to believe, however, that 
his daughter knew of her lover’s culpability.

Then came the daughter’s turn, and La
very was baffled. She had overheard the 
charges against Corson, and if they had occa
sioned any surprise she had recovered from 
it. The detective tried every art of the third 
degree at his command, but was met only by a 
quiet smile of defiance from the piquant lit-
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tie country beauty. Even her father was 
puzzled.

The deacon finally agreed, on condition 
that there be no search of his premises at 
present, that he and his family should remain 
in their home that day under technical arrest, 
and, to avoid any interference with justice, 
Miss Tennant should be locked in her room. 
The young clergyman was expected to drive 
into town early in the morning and go to his 
boarding-house, where he would dress for the 
ten-thirty service. He would not be expected 
at the Tennant home till afternoon.

So Laverv got the justice of the peace to 
watch the Tennant place, still feeling some 
misgivings over the baffling girl. Then he 
and his two original assistants, the constable 
and the telegraph operator, proceeded with 
arrangements for the grand public climax by 
which they hoped to make the Rev. Corson, 
alias Trudeau, confess everything, including 
the defiant Miss Tennant’s connection with 
the case.

III.

A s u p p r e s s e d  buzzing of surprised com
ment swept over the little congregation of the 
Roseville Baptist Church as the bell tolled 
for the opening of the morning service. There 
was a craning of necks, first one way, then the 
other.

The two centers of interest were the fore
most corner pews at either side of the little 
auditorium. In the right-hand pew sat the 
village constable, and in the left the night 
telegraph operator. Both shifted about in 
their seats in great embarrassment.

And well might they suffer confusion, and 
no wonder the spectators were perplexed. Not 
since these two worthies sluffed off their knee- 
breeches, along with the parental leash, had 
they been seen in a house of worship. What 
could it mean?

“ S’pose they come fer prayers?” shrilled 
old Miss Van Zant in a stage whisper that 
reached the ears of the two and deepened the 
red hue of those organs.

They had not. Nevertheless, both at that 
moment felt that a prayer or two thrown in 
extra wouldn’t have done any hurt.

Those of the flock who came in at the last 
stroke of the old bell found a third point of 
interest in a stranger who stood in the corner 
of the entry, relieving the weight of a ban
daged ankle by leaning heavily on a cane.

The scene was laid for a grand coup. The 
spying constable had seen the minister come 
into town as per schedule and go direct to his 
boarding-place, all unsuspicious of trouble.

4 A

A little later he had walked across the open 
field from the back street and entered the 
session-room at the rear of the little church. 
Then the word had been passed to the other 
conspirators, and they had arranged them
selves as before mentioned.

A few minutes later the Rev. Martin Cor
son stepped through the door beside the pulpit 
and mounted its steps. As the wheezy notes 
of the little cabinet-organ died away and the 
clergyman advanced to his desk to lead in the 
opening prayer, the murmur again broke over 
the audience, just now hushed with expect
ancy, and this time it rose almost to a shout.

For the constable had mounted the pulpit 
almost in lockstep with the preacher, and had 
firmly grasped one of the half-uplifted arms. 
At almost the same instant the telegraph oper
ator had leaped to the other side of the dum- 
founded man and pinned tight the other 
arm.

Then, before the captive had recovered 
from the paralysis of surprise, or the outraged 
audience could make a move, there cams a 
shout from the other end of the room.

“ Stop! ” it quavered. “ Let him go. 
There has been a mistake.”

It was the voice of Laverv. With eager 
anticipation the detective, watching from the 
entry, had seen the door beside the pulpit 
open to admit the man he had chased so . 
effectively. As the preacher entered, Lavery’s 
heart stopped suddenly. He hobbled forward 
a few feet and tried to speak, but for the mo
ment his tongue refused him till after his 
two helpers had nabbed their prey, as agreed, 
and stood waiting for the public denunciation 
by the central-office man from Penchester.

But at that moment he would gladly have 
sunk into the depths of the earth. The man 
in the pulpit was not James Trudeau. Tall 
and dark he was, to be sure. There are 
many of that type. But the clerical prisoner 
looked no more like the bank-looter than he 
did like the painter’s ideal conception of the 
late Adam.

IV.

N e v e r  before in his life did George Lav- 
erv regret anything quite so much as that 
sprained ankle of his, which prevented him 
from following out the one idea that occupied 
his stupefied brain in this moment of be
wildering anticlimax — namely, that it was 
up to him to run, to go away from there as 
promptly and remotely as possible.

One look into the faces of the constable and 
the telegraph operator showed Laverv that 
even they were filled with resentment. Be
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fore the congregation recovered to the point 
of action, the minister and his two captors 
advanced down the aisle, and in unison de
manded an explanation from the detect: ve. 
Then the people rose as one man and crowd
ed around them.

Only the pastor remained calm. With seme 
difficulty he quieted the others; then, in level 
tones, which, however, showed no sign of 
compromise with this new manifestation of 
the power of darkness, he said:

“ Mow, sir, explain this outrage.”
In halting diction the humbled sleuth told 

his story, interrupted now and again by the 
constable, eager to show that he and his 
friend, the operator, had acted in good fa th. 
When Lavery reached his quotation from the 
slumbering bank-robber which had directed 
the sleuth to Roseville and Grace Tennant, 
the minister lost his calm; and when the nar
rator gave the account of the young woman's 
refusal to talk, he became greatly excited.

“ That’s enough,” he said. “ There’s 
something strange here. We must look into 
it. Young man, let us talk this over.’’

But while Lavery had been speaking some 
of the young men of the congregation had de
parted. When the minister, leading his late 
shadower by the arm, forced his way out to 
the door, he found further passage blocked 
by a small mob. The young element of the 
congregation had quickly gathered a crowd 
of the unregenerate, who were fired partly by 
friendliness for the minister and partly by 
the village tough's hatred for a city man.

Two leaders of the aggregation held a big, 
old-fashioned, angular and splintery fence- 
rail, and it was evident they intended to treat 
Lavery to an exit that, to their minds, fitted 
the offense. The constable grinned with 
pleasure at the sight, and with a wink let the 
mob know that the forces of the law were, for 
the moment, quiescent.

Unheeding the minister’s protest, the young 
men grabbed Lavery, and with no gentle 
hands were dragging him away, when an
other surprising thing happened. The 
churchman, without so much as removing his 
long, clerical coat, leaped into the midst of 
the group, and, before any one realized vhat 
was happening, had handed out a series of 
upper-cuts that would have done credit to a 
heavy-weight pugilist in training. When the 
ecclesiastical fists ceased their activity, four 
of the rioters were reclining on the church 
lawn, and the rest had drawn off and stood 
looking as though they had heard the blow
ing of the last trumpet and weren’t hopeful of 
the outcome.

“ Now,” roared Mr. Corson, “ I'm ashamed 
of the young men of this fair village. I am 
particularly ashamed of the officer of the law 
who allowed this disgraceful affair to get un
der way. This young stranger here has made 
a great mistake, of course. We all do that. 
He is, however, a duly accredited officer of 
the law in his own community, and there is 
something in his story that needs examina
tion. I will attend to that. I ask you to dis
perse quietly, and leave him to me. We will 
abandon services to-day. And you, Mr. Con
stable, do likewise. I give you my word of 
honor that this gentleman shall not get out of 
town without your consent.”

With that, the fighting parson led the crest
fallen Lavery toward his boarding-place, 
and the throng, thoroughly cowed, made no 
move to follow them.

Once alone with Lavery, the minister 
asked him to repeat that part of his story 
that had to do with Grace Tennant, his 
fiancee.

“ And he knew Grace! ” murmured Cor
son to himself. “ And Grace refused to deny 
anything! It can't be! You must be ly
ing ! ” he wound up fiercely, turning on Lav
ery again.

" I beg your pardon,” he added, an instant 
later. “ I am all unstrung. Come! We will 
visit Deacon Tennant.”

In a few moments they entered the Ten
nant yard, and were met there by the deacon 
himself in great agitation.

“ Grace is gone! ” gasped the father.
Now it was Lavery's turn to support the 

clergyman. The young man turned deathly 
pale, and for a moment threatened to collapse.

“ Tell me about it, Mr. Tennant,” demand
ed the detective.

“ Why, a few minutes ago,” responded the 
father, “ one of the boys from up the road 
ran by and said you'd made a mistake about 
the parson, and they was goin’ to ride you out 
o’ town on a rail. Me an’ the justice who 
was here watchin’ us went up as fur as the 
tracks to see what was goin' on, and ’twan’t 
more'n five minutes later when we heard a rig 
drive out of our yard, an’ looked an’ it was 
Grace. S h e 'd  p r i e d  her w in d e r  open and 
dropped out. Wan’t no use to foller her. She 
had the fast mare on the road-cart.”

When the old man had finished, the clergy
man, still white and trembling, turned to 
Lavery and said simply:

“ Come to my room.”
Not a word was spoken till they were there 

and the door closed.
“ Now,” demanded Corson, “ tell me what
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you make of it, and don’t spare my feelings 
in the least. It may be you have saved me 
future suffering.”

“ It can mean only one thing, to my mind,” 
said Laver}-. “ I ’m sorry to hurt you, but 
this is it. This young woman, while sup
posedly attending to her college duties, fell 
under the influence of Trudeau. She made 
away with his plunder for him, agreeing to 
meet him near here when he got a chance to 
slip out of Penchestcr. It may be she didn't 
know when he was coming, but they undoubt
edly had a rendezvous agreed on, and my ar
rival this morning warned her,”

“ I can’t believe it,” moaned the preacher. 
“ She always seemed so good and guileless. 
Yet, I never believed in sending a girl away 
to college unprotected. I can see no loop
hole in your story. I must have more proof, 
though. 'What shall we do?”

“ We must follow them,” decided Laverv. 
“ We must get the fastest horse within imme
diate reach and be off in fifteen minutes. We 
may be able to trail them yet.”

All that day the pair drove feverishly 
about the country, following clues, real and 
false, till at length, early in the evening, they 
found the Tennant horse and cart hitched in 
a little hotel shed near a railroad station 
some fifteen miles from Roseville. They 
learned that the young woman, still alone, had 
arrived there about noon, left the horse, and 
boarded the 12.30 train, east bound. She had 
not bought a ticket, and the agent had no idea 
whither she was bound.

From this station La very wired a descrip
tion of Miss Tennant to every station on the 
line or its connections that could possibly 
have been reached in six hours’ ride. Then 
he sent in a report to Penchester police head
quarters, outlining briefly his experiences.

This done, the pair put up at the little 
hotel and awaited developments.

Early the following afternoon a letter ar
rived at the hotel for the Rev. Martin Corson. 
A glance at the handwriting, and he opened 
it with trembling fingers.

Twice he read it through; then, with an 
inscrutable smile, handed it to Laverv.

“ For the first and last time, Mr. Laverv,” 
he said, “ I will allow a stranger to read one 
of my love-letters, inasmuch as this one con
stitutes a confession in the case.”

This is what the detective read:

P olice H eadquarters, 
P enchester. Oh io , September 11.

D ear VIartin :
I  suppose you th in k  I 'm  crazy. W hen th a t

detective to ld  h is  story Sunday  m orn ing  I  
cou ldn 't believe you were guilty, b u t the evi
dence seem ed so conclusive I  knew we were in 
(or an aw ful trouble. N o. I  d id n ’t ru n  aw ay. 
I w anted  tim e to go to Penchester a n d  look it 
up  before they arrested  me. I f  there  w as a 
m istake I though t m aybe I  could rectify  it. 
And if there w asn ’t— well, if you were guilty, 
I  realized all in a m inute it w ouldn’t m ake 
any difference. I  ju st w anted  to m ake sure 
there w as no o th er w om an in the case, as Air. 
L averv  hinted, an d  if there  w asn’t I  thought 
m aybe I  could share  the blam e some w ay 
w ith  you.

D o you see? Foolish, w asn’t it?  B u t a  
w om an doesn 't stop  to th in k  m uch a t such a  
time. Anyhow, I  refused  to say a  w ord e ither 
way to the detective till I  knew  the tru th , for 
fear it would spoil fu tu re  moves. T h a t  m ade 
him  th in k  I  w as guilty, and  I  don’t blame 
him  much.

Well, it 's  all r igh t now, T ru d e a u  w as a r 
rested  Sunday m orn ing  w hen he got off the 
tra in  in St. L ouis. H e w as so su rp rised  th a t 
he gave aw ay h is  p a r tn e r  and  the h id ing-p lace 
of the money. I t  seem s Jo rd an , the detective 
assigned to  w atch  the N . an d  C. s ta tion  in 
P enchester, w here the th ie f  started , w ould 
have let h im  slip th ro u g h  h is fingers if he 
h a d n 't  happened  a t the  last m inu te  to  see 
Laverv, h is  rival, w ho h a d n ’t been assigned to 
the case a t all bu t w as ac ting  w ith o u t orders, 
m aking a  dash  for a  tra in . Jo rd a n  ran  up to  
see if any th ing  w as going on and  caught sight 
of the th ie f ju s t too late to catch  him . So he 
te legraphed the a la rm  to  all s ta tions along the 
line.

B ut th is  T ru d e a u  w as so clever th a t he 
slipped  by everybody an d  w ould have escaped 
if he h a d n ’t  recognized L averv  wjiile he was 
buying h is berth  in the W alden sta tion , and  
though t L avery  w as the only one follow ing 
him. H ere  comes the funn iest th in g  an d  the 
cause of all our trouble, w hich  a t  first seem ed 
to th rea ten  o u r fu tu re  happiness.

T ru d e a u  bought berth  lower six, car one, on 
th a t tra in . L avery  heard  h im  an d  bought the 
u pper berth. N o w  it happened  th a t by m is
take they had  already  pu t you in th a t lower 
berth, an d  so they changed T ru d e a u  to an 
o ther on the sam e car. L avery  d id n 't know  it, 
and  w hen you, old goosie, got to ta lk ing  about 
your sw eetheart in your sleep, he thought you 
were T ru d eau .

W hen you spoke the nam e “ T e n n a n t,’’ and  
afterw ard , at the detective 's suggestion m u r
m ured “ G race,” he thought he h ad  a sure clue.

N ow , T ru d e a u  w as w atch ing  from  the o ther 
berth  all the rvhile, an d  w hen he saw  L avery  
getting  off at Roseville, though t the  chase was 
over. So w hen he left the tra in  a t  St. Louis, 
he w as off h is guard . I  h eard  h im  tell h is 
w hole story. So you see, Air. L avery  by his 
bungling got the crook caught a f te r  all, and  
the best joke of all here a t head q u arte rs  is
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th a t he pu t T ru d eau  righ t in to  the h an d s of 
h is rival, Jo rdan .

I've coaxed them  no t to p u n ish  M r. Lavery, 
though. I 'l l  be in Roseville to-m orrow . For 
fear you m ay be tem pted to show th is to M i. 
Lavery, I ’ll ju s t say good-by. G race.

As Lavery finished this illuminating let

ter, a telegram was handed to him. It was 
from the police commissioner’s secretary in 
Penchester, with whom Lavery was on terms 
of intimacy, and ran thus:

Y ou have been voted the  prize ass of the 
Penchester cen tral office. R eport for du ty  to 
m orrow  m orning, an d  h e reafte r follow orders.

T.  Z .  B .
B Y  E D G A R  F R A N K L I N ,

Author of “ Chicago by Thursday,” “  Washington or—Worse,” “ In Savage Splendor,” etc.

The Deadly Import of That Central Initial in a Name, Given Certain Circum
stances Which Make Privacy Imperative.

( C O M P L E T E  I N  T H I S  I S S U E . )

CHAPTER I.
T H E  MAN IN  GRAY.

W ILKS—BURG!” called the voice 
from the rear end of the Pullman. 

Bryn started out of his reverie with a sad
den, heavy sigh and glanced through the win
dows of the slowing transcontinental express.

He’d reached Wilksburg, fast enough. The 
straggling houses, the manufacturing suburbs 
were behind now; they were rambling across 
asphalt streets—and the train rolled into the 
shadows of the depot as the trainman, ma
king his exit at the far end, cried again: 

‘‘W ilksburg!”
Some half dozen passengers were in line, 

up toward the door. Bryn rose and reached 
for his overcoat, caught up his suit-case, and 
fell in line as they began to leave the car 

Rather heavily, his feet followed the pro
cession, until at last he stood upon the plat
form, nodded away porters who would Lave 
seized his grip— and stood still.

People had left their chairs in several of 
the Pullmans, in favor of Wilksburg, it 
seemed, for the platform was momentarily 
crowded. There were brisk men who strode 
hurriedly away through the throng, their 
grips swinging, on their way home. There 
were little groups which had come to meet 
other little groups. There were kissings and 
laughter and chattering welcomes, and the 
groups flurried aw'ay to the line of motors 
chugging outside the shallow station.

There were hurrying men and women and 
tired children from the day coaches and the 
banging of trunks farther ahead.

Then, after a little, the crowd had thinned 
down to a few slow-moving elderly people, 
making their way toward the exits. The last 
of the baggage forward had ceased to clatter; 
the little stools were being replaced on Pull
man platforms and uniformed colored porters 
were returning to their cars and slamming the 
doors.

And as the tremendous puffing of the loco
motive began to shake the place and the 
wheels started to turn slowly, Bryn stood 
alone on the platform watching the depart
ing monster which had brought him a thou
sand miles from home!

One thousand miles from Celia and the 
five-year-old son, from the star flat of Har
lem, from the old, discarded twenty-five-dol- 
lar job as manager of one of a chain of tea- 
stores, from the town of New York and 
everything else that was placid and com
fortable. One—thousand—miles!

Mr. Thomas Z. Bryn, who was in no sense 
mawkish, swallowed one tremendous lump 
in his throat, felt one terrible pang of home
sickness—and gathered up his bulging suit
case and strode straight for the street, staring 
with somewhat filmy eyes straight ahead.

On the street, with newsboys yelling at 
him and cabmen beckoning to him and two 
hotel bus drivers coming insinuatingly near, 
Bryn brought himself down to a saunter and 
coughed loudly and nonchalantly.

At thirty, he was certainly not going to sit 
down on the curb and burst into a fit of 
weeping, however strange streets and strange 
buildings and strange electric cars might af
fect him for the moment. Why, even the
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arc-lights were different, the poles were dif
ferent, and—

Mr. Bryn caught himself again and walked 
briskly up the block, toward the busy, bril
liantly lighted thoroughfare at the other end.

This was the center of Wilksburg, with her 
fifty thousand population, then? This was 
the Middle West city to which he had come, 
to step into the fifty-dollar job with King’s 
concern—to double his income at once, as
sure, his future and get out of the narrow, 
unprofitable rut into which he had been 
dropping for the last two or three years.

And if that well-paid, certain job had lost 
much of its glitter during the last few hours, 
it was up to Bryn to recall that occasionally a 
man has to tear himself away from the old 
things and plunge into the new, that this was 
in veriest fact the unexpected chance of his 
life; that, long before Christmas he’d be 
able to write Celia, and bid her have the 
packers come and—

Well, he was glad, just the same, that 
he had arranged to arrive Monday evening 
instead of Tuesday morning, when King ex
pected him. Overnight, Bryn would have a 
chance to grow slightly accustomed to Wilks
burg, and in the morning his usual brilliant 
smile would be ready!

And now'—
No, he couldn’t afford a hotel, even for 

one night. That ninety dollars in his hip 
pocket had come from the savings bank and 
belonged there. The best thing to do was to 
look up the Elm Street boarding-house the 
man in  the smoker had recommended, and 
with 'such supreme self-command that he 
nearly frightened the youngster into a faint, 
Bryn fairlv roared at a newsbov:

“ Where’s Elm Street?”
“ What—” the boy jumped back. “ Where’s 

what? ”
“ Elm Street,” repeated Bryn, more mildly. 

“ Number fifty. Is it anywhere near Tenth 
Street? ”

“ Well—Tenth Street’s dowm-town here— 
couple o’ blocks down there. Elm Street’s 
about ten blocks up-town. The red car’ll 
take you there! ”

“ Thank you! ” said Mr. Bryn, as he head
ed for the red car.

A matter of twenty minutes, and he was 
sitting, coatless, in a comfortable second 
story room at No. SO.

The landlady, a comfortable soul, had re
gretted that she couldn’t give him the front 
room. It didn’t matter.

She had deplored his arrival too late for 
dinner. It didn’t matter.

He had declined her offers to “ get some
thing.” It didn’t matter!; There were, 
doubtless, restaurants enough w'here he could 
satisfy his needs if he wished!

Indeed, nothing mattered—save to be 
alone behind a locked door and sit dowrn and 
stare at the carpet, with his head between, 
his hands, as if the last earthly hope had 
vanished.

What on earth had happened to him?
Why, two days ago, when word had come 

from King that the position was waiting for 
him, and that the quicker he showed up the 
better, there had been a general celebration 
in the flat! His time to move up in the 
world had come, justly and early enough to 
be worth—almost anything!

Celia’s eyes had glowed glorious, justified 
faith in him. The boy had asked some twelve 
thousand questions about Wilksburg and the 
prospect there for five-year-olds. Jones had 
come in from across the hall, and wrung his 
hand and congratulated him mournfully, the 
while wishing to the skies that some kind 
friend in Wilksburg or Honolulu or any
where else would yank him away from the 
assistant bookkeeper’s job with the woolen 
house. Just about now, the boy was going 
to bed and—

And Bryn jumped to his feet and scowled! 
This was about the first time he had been 
called upon to know real homesickness.

Well, he’d fight it off. He’d wash up a 
bit, put on a clean collar and go out and take 
stock of this new town, meanwhile thanking 
Heaven that the chance of his life had ac
tually arrived.

His hand was on the knob below when 
the big negress who had admitted him scur
ried to his side with:

“ You goin’ out, sah ? ”
“ For a little while.”
“ Missis says, maybe you like a latch-key ? ”
Bryn pocketed it absently and departed.
One section of Wilksburg he knew slightly, 

at any rate—the route of the car that had 
brought him up-town. He’d take a walk 
down that way—stop for something to eat, 
perhaps—and then probably look up that 
Tenth Street address in the business section, 
so that he could walk in at nine the next 
morning and surprise fang and the com
pany of which he was secretary!

Some few blocks toward the down-town 
district and Wilksburg became distinctly live
ly. Along Wilks Avenue, shops were lighted 
brilliantly, some open, some closed. People 
were out in plenty, some going briskly, some 
walking leisurely in the crisp October air.
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•' There was a theater and an electric sign 
without, bearing the name of a prominent 
star whom Bryn had seen in the late spring 
in New York. He sighed and quickened his 
pace a little. There was another theater, 
farther down. Nearer at hand, he espied a 
pair of restaurants; they were very, very far 
from the “ quick lunch ” sort he had ex
pected to find.

Their windows were heavily curtained 
with lace, and within were men in evening 
dress, and countless shaded electric lights. 
Wilksburg wasn’t exactly a mining town, 
after all!

Bryn passed on. About all he seemed to 
need was a couple of sandwiches from the 
first delicatessen store, to eat in his room. 
He’d plow through this crowd of strangers 
and—

He stopped short and wondered what it 
was about!

He’d seen the two men walking along, 
half a block ahead of him, and apparently 
chatting peaceably enough, a minute back. 
Now, evidently, the one had struck the ether 
a terrific blow, for the man was on his knees, 
swaying and shouting.

He lumbered to his feet and rushed his 
assailant. The assailant seemed quite ready 
—and just there the mysterious crowd that 
springs up in every city street closed in 
about them.

It was a fight! Mr. Bryn felt that a fight 
was about the stimulant he needed just row, 
and he broke into a run and forced his way 
into the gathering.

Whatever the argument, it was being 
pressed earnestly, he noted by glimpses 
through the throng. The two men were down 
now, and hammering each other as if the fate 
of the nation depended on a quick settlement 
of their difficulties.

Yes, and now the little fellow was on top!
He had managed to get astride the larger 

man and, with knees dug into his ribs, was 
holding his saddle perfectly, dodging furious 
blows and pounding the nether person’s face 
with almost fanatic enthusiasm.

As a street fight, it was really a highly suc
cessful and enjoyable affair; and the thor
oughly thrilling point was coming now. The 
bigger gentleman had gained a grip on the 
smaller gentleman, and was heaving, pre
sumably about to whirl him off and dash him 
to bits against the hard pavement, when—a 
couple of heavy-weight policemen suddenly 
forced their way through the mob, separated 
the pair without effort, and stood then up, 
apart, to cool.

It was all over but the patrol-wagon, and 
the crowd relaxed.

“ Draw! ” chuckled the tall, broad man in 
gray, just ahead of Bryn, half turning.

The new man in town glanced up at the 
large, smooth-shaven face beside him.

“ Is this the usual thing here? ”
“ Give it up,” smiled the latter. “ This is 

my first night in this town.”
“ Mine, too,” said Bryn fervently.
The other glanced at him.
“ What’s the matter? You a New Yorker, 

too?”
“ Yes!”
“ Same here ! ” said the man in gray.
He stared over the heads of the crowd with 

waning interest; and then, as one of the offi
cers produced note-book and pencil:

“ Time to leave now! ” the man in gray an
nounced.

“ Eh ? ”
“ I don’t want to spend to-morrow in a 

police court as a witness, do you ? ”
“ Hardly,” laughed Bryn. “ I— ”
But the man in gray was edging his way 

discreetly out of the throng. It was an ex
ample worth following, Bryn reflected. He’d 
get to the outskirts himself, loiter about after 
the fashion of most city-bred mankind, until 
the wheels and hoofs of the law had clattered 
up to remove the malefactors, and then stroll 
home.

A few minutes of effort, and he was on 
clear sidewalk. The man in gray had van
ished, and Bryn was distinctly sorry. He'd 
have given something for a chat with him just 
now.

The wagon came, with speed remarkable 
to one who did not know that the station- 
house was a bare three blocks farther down
town. The combatants were loaded in, po
licemen filled the spare seats, and the vehicle 
drove off, with the best part of the crowd 
trailing after.

And that excitement being over, and having 
stimulated him a trifle, Bryn would steer for 
bed and try to sleep off his pangs of loneli
ness.

Head somewhat down, he trudged a block 
or two.

And, with a jerk, his head came u p !
He was not in imaginative shape this eve

ning. His ears hadn’t deceived him. Some
where down that dark side-street of closed 
buildings three distinct shots had been fired. 

He was just coming to the corner. He 
stopped short, and peered down the black 
way to the bright incandescent gas-lamp al
most at the end of the long block. And, as
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liis very excellent eyes narrowed and strained, 
Mr. Bryn knew that he was not mistaken.

The man who had been reeling about and 
clutching at the lamp-post for several sec
onds had thrown up his hands and fallen flat 
to the street!

CHAPTER II. 

o n e 's  o w n  a f f a i r s .

For the moment Bryn stood, all but ga- 
ping.

Whether the theaters or the fight crowd, or 
the two, had drawn the populace from this 
particular spot, there wasn’t a soul in sight 
just then for a block in either direction.

A crowded car whizzed by, to be sure, and 
Bryn gave a rather faint, bewildered yell at 
the crowd on the platform.

Not one of them heard him; not one of 
them looked in his direction—and Bryn stared 
down the block again.

Had he fancied? No, he hadn’t! Those 
two good eyes of his dispelled any doubt.

Right in the circle of light of that distant 
street-lamp a man was lying prone—very 
still and all alone.

And Bryn started to his aid at a dead run. 
No steps followed him.

His sudden dart into the darkness had at
tracted as little attention as the shots. What
ever he was due to find, he was going to find 
alone. And rather abruptly he found him
self hoping sincerely that it might be nothing 
worse than a too ardent devotee of the flowing 
bowl putting a fireworks finish on his spree.

Puffing a little, he was perhaps ten yards 
distant when—he slowed down suddenly.

Something swifter than alcohol had struck 
the unknown. He was lying face down, and 
from his side a narrow, lengthening dark line 
pointed toward the curb.

Inch by inch that grisly, shining little line 
crept and crept and crept, even as Bryn 
watched, with his heart beating hard. A low, 
deep moaning came from the unfortunate and 
sent a chill through him.

Bryn looked around wildly. Not a build
ing on the block held a living being, he 
guessed rather accurately. Just beside him 
lay a long, fenced lot with a huge “ This Plot 
for Sale” in white-painted letters. Behind, 
across the street, were dimly lighted, closed 
stores with shutfered windows above. What
ever district of Wilksburg it might be, the 
police alone must have charge of it at night.

And this poor devil—Bryn knelt beside 
him suddenly and tried to lift his head.

It hung limply, and the moan grew louder. 
A tug, and Bryn had turned him over.
And he started back with a gasp.
The man was in evening clothes. The 

white bosom of his shirt showed all too plainly 
the source of that thin crimson line. From 
the temple, too, came another fine trickle.

Things whirled about Bryn for half a min
ute, and he turned sick.

Then, with a hasty glance around, he no
ticed that there was no weapon in sight; that 
the man’s hands were limp and open; that, 
unless a weapon were hidden somewhere un
der his open overcoat, it was a plain case of, 
at the least, attempted n*irder!

\ \  ith a gulp, he raised the unlucky one’s 
head again, and, however witlessly, shook him 
violently as he cried:

“ Hey! Are you—are you-—”
Startlingly the eyes came open. They were 

dazed, dull eyes, and for an instant they 
winced with pain. Then they stared up at 
Bryn, and:

“ You—he— ” the fellow mumbled.
“ Who are you? What’s your name?" the 

new man in town asked loudly.
“ N-name? ” Only a groan followed.
“ Do you know who shot you ? ” Bryn tried 

again.
“ Know ? Yes—I know,” came hoarsely. 

“ Say! You—you—him— ”
“ Well, who was i t ? ” the New York man 

cried, his voice shaking with excitement.
For answer, the other gripped hard at his 

sleeve.
“ Lemme—lemme—get u p !” he choked. 

“ We’ll—get him—you’n I .”
The muscles strained hard and relaxed in 

an instant. The man on the sidewalk dropped 
back with a loud groan.

“ I—he—you—you get— ”
“ What the deuce is th is?” cried a voice 

over Bryn’s shoulder.
The New York man turned, and a tidal 

wave of relief swept over him.
He was no longer alone. Bending over 

them was a thick-set little man in a business 
suit, whose paling face looked down at the 
terrible sight.

“ This man’s been shot. Isn’t there any 
way of getting an ambulance here?”

The man stood erect quickly.
“ Certainly there is. Isn’t there an officer 

about ? ”
“ No. I seem to have been the only one 

to hear the shots.”
A bunch of keys rattled.
“ St. James Hospital is only two blocks 

off,” the newcomer said crisply. “ I'm a
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trustee there, and they’ll answer my call with
out waiting for the police. Stay with him.” 

Locks snapped back at the store door be
hind Bryn. Electric lights, suddenly switch ’d 
on, illuminated the blood-curdling little scene 
and cast a w-eird semicircular “ Real Estate ” 
in shadow letters on the pavement.

The injured man’s eyes were closed again 
now, and he was breathing very slowly. Lit
tle as Bryn knew of the doctor’s calling, it 
seemed a very safe guess that the poor fellow's 
very minutes were numbered.

Inside the store there was a sharp jingle 
of a telephone-bell— some few sharp words 
— and the man was beside him again with: 

“ What is it—suicide? ”
“ Can’t be,” said Bryn, as he stood erect 

helplessly and stared at the victim.
“ E h ?”
“ There are no powder-marks on him.”
“ You didn’t see him shot, did you ? ”
“ I saw him fall.”
“ Were you down here?”
“ No,” Bryn answered abruptly. “ I heard 

three shots and I came to see what was Ihe 
matter. I saw him fall, up at the corner of— 
Wilks Avenue, isn’t i t ? ”

“ From the corner?” the business man 
asked, rather incredulously.

“ I have good eyes.”
“ You must have almighty good eyes!” 

the other commented, as he looked back o'’er 
the long block.

A little period of silence followed—nervous 
silence, in which Bryn could not keep his eyes 
from the figure at their feet. Meantime, the 
man of the real-estate office glanced alter
nately at Bryn and at the corner ahead.

Then, without its usual clatter, an ambu
lance whirled up the street.

It came to a sudden standstill before ~he 
real-estate office, and the tall young surgeon 
swung down, bag in hand, and was all but 
through the door before he caught sight of the 
business man.

He pulled up with a sigh of relief.
“ We thought something had gone wrong in 

your place, Mr. Ludlow,” he explained, 
ra th e r  deferen tia lly .

“ Something evidently went wrong in front 
of my place! ” said that gentleman grimly.

The surgeon knelt swiftly beside the in
jured man, and Bryn knelt beside him, watch
ing fascinatedly as the former looked over 
the case quickly and talked the while. 

“ Shot?”
“ Yes. Twice—there on the temple, too.”
“ Gee whiz! ” remarked the doctor, a iter 

a glance. “ How did it happen ? ”

“ Well, how the deuce do I know?” Bryn 
asked. “ I was a good block away when I 
heard the shots and saw him drop.”

“ Yes, this gentleman saw that much from 
Wilks Avenue,” Mr. Ludlow put in.

The surgeon looked at Bryn.
“ See anybody running away?”
“ No.”
“ Nobody in sight when you got down 

here ? ” the surgeon pursued.
“ No.”
“ Nobody else hear the shots?”
“ Apparently not,” said Bryn, rather im

patiently.
“ He wasn’t shot from any great distance,” 

the surgeon commented. “ You hear the dis
turbance, Mr. Ludlow ? ”

“ I found things just as they are now, 
when I came down for some papers,” the 
business man replied.

“ Umum. Has he been conscious? ”
“ He was half conscious when I found 

him,” Bryn replied.
“ Say anything? ”
“ Nothing coherent. I tried to get his name 

and find out who shot him, but he wasn’t up 
to telling.”

“ Well, what did he say?”
“ Well—only a mumble about getting up 

and getting after somebody. That was all I 
could make out. Is he badly hurt? ”

The surgeon stood erect.
“ If  we get him to the hospital alive, it’ll 

be a miracle—that’s all. He has about one 
chance in ten million. Jim! ”

The ambulance driver, after a look at the 
situation, had opened the back of the vehicle 
and was ready.

Crisp directions were given. The uncon
scious man was transferred to a stretcher and 
slid quickly to the cot, and the back of the 
ambulance was closed.

The driver was already on his seat. Lud
low stood back in the doorway and watched 
silently, as the surgeon held the seat poised 
with one hand and said:

“ Hop in !”
Bryn started.
“  I ?  ”
" Yes 1 H u rry  u p ! **
“ But I don’t know—”
The surgeon snapped the fingers of his free 

hand.
“ My dear sir, nobody can force you to 

come, but you’ll be a great hdp in making out 
our report. Moreover, if we bring this man 
back to life, the sight of your face may recall 
tilings more rapidly—if he remembers you. 
Meanwhile, he is losing his last chance— ”
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Bryn was climbing in, bowing low under 
the top.

In a twinkling the seat was down and the 
strap hooked. And with a touch of the whip, 
the horse broke into a dead gallop, and the 
light of the real-estate place flitted away be
hind.

It was not quite the sort of ride to which 
Bryn was accustomed. Swaying from one 
side to the other, his whole attention was con
centrated in bracing himself.

Vaguely, he knew that the surgeon was 
kneeling over the patient. Vaguely, as he all 
but swung out of the ambulance, he knew 
that they had turned a new corner and that 
the gong was clattering its message -to the 
operating-room.

Then the horse came down to a trot and 
they drove into a broad alley—and backed 
around toward the open, brilliant doors, where 
two orderlies were waiting.

With speed born of long practise, the in
jured man was carried in— and to an elevator 
—and with the surgeon and Bryn, was going 
up!

And then, at what seemed to be the top 
floor of the small hospital, the doors of a big 
white room swung open. The patient went 
in. Bryn caught a glimpse of the operating- 
table, with a blaze of electricity above, the 
surgeon waved toward a chair—and as the 
doors closed again, the new man in town drew 
his first real breath in several minutes!

Verily, if everything in Wilksburg moved 
as rapidly as the people connected with the 
hospital, he was going to earn his fifty dollars 
each week!

A middle-aged man, with pointed beard, 
came hurrying through the anteroom, clad 
in slippers and trousers and a pajama blouse, 
rubbing his eyes and muttering deeply. That, 
doubtless, was their head surgeon.

A nurse ran lightly after him, and as they 
passed through the doors Bryn turned away. 
He had no desire whatever to know what was 
going on.

The orderlies came out after a little, and 
slowly walked to the stairs and down—and 
Bryn was left to his meditations.

In this shining hardwood room, or vesti
bule, or whatever it might be, with its trim 
chairs and inlaid floor, he grew rather more 
calm. And as his excitement lessened and 
lessened, his annoyance increased.

This certainly had been a choice way of 
passing his first evening in Wilksburg. He 
was sorry for the poor devil, of course, and 
would have done anything he could to help 
him; but after all, the said poor devil, while

of no concern to him, was probably going to 
interfere markedly with his business and 
prospects.

For a little, Bryn could have sworn aloud. 
To-morrow morning at nine o'clock, accord
ing to his plans, he would have walked into 
Bennett & Brand's office, asked for Mr. King 
—and half an hour later, at the most, been 
settled down to work harder and more ef
ficiently than ever before in his life! And 
thereafter, six days in every week. 1

He broke off with a savage little snort. As 
matters stood now, the unhappy man in that 
room was either dead or about to die. It 
would be bad enough, if he lived, for Bryn 
saw very clearly that much of his time for the 
next few days would be occupied in talking 
to detectives and reciting his part in the 
affray.

But if he died, there’d be inquests and 
hearings and investigations and identifica
tions and Heaven alone knew what more; and 
by the time the officials felt able to allow him 
a full day of work, Bennett & Brand might— 

The ambulance surgeon was at his side, 
and gave him a furtive glance.

“ Will you come in, just a moment, 
please?” he said softly.

Bryn arose with a sigh of resignation and 
followed.

“ There’s no hope for him,” the surgeon 
whispered as they passed into the hot, white 
place. “ We’ve got him back to conscious
ness, but he can’t live ten minutes.”

“ I believe it's my duty to learn if this 
man can recognize you.”

Bryn shut his lips and followed.
The man was stretched upon the table now, 

a sheet covering him and a bandage about 
his head; and the elder surgeon, standing 
gravely beside him, beckoned.

The injured one’s eyes were open, but the 
gaze in them was very distant. As they 
rested on Bryn, though, they lightened with 
recognition.

The man from New York moistened his 
lips and waited. The younger surgeon 
forced him a trifle closer and spoke in the 
patient’s ear:

“ This—man—do you know him? ”
“ Yes—yes— He—the lamp-post—shot! ” 
The eyes were closing slowly.
The bearded surgeon darted forward and 

clutched the dying man’s shoulder—and they 
opened a little as he cried:

“ Is—this—the—man—who—shot—you ? ” 
The eyes turned dullv toward Bryn.
“ Yes. He— ”
His lips worked for a little, but no sound
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broke the vault-like stillness of the operating- 
room. The surgeon bent close.

And, as Bryn stood there frozen with hor
ror, the eyes closed forever.

CHAPTER III.
PERILOUS PROSPECTS.

For a minute no one moved, no one spoke.
A nurse tiptoed forward then, and, glan

cing at the doctor and receiving his grim nod 
of confirmation, drew the sheet lightly over 
the dead man's face—and the tension broke.

As concerned Bryn, he knew that his throat 
had closed, and that his knees threatened to 
give way.

That unlucky thing upon the table—de
lirious, mistaken, dazed, or whatever else— 
had identified Bryn as the man who killed 
him.

And the younger surgeon was gripping his 
arm hard now, with a hand of no childlike 
proportions. The elder man still stared 
grimly at him; then, walking around to them, 
vouchsafed:

“ You did a clever job— getting him here, 
Thurston.”

“ The idea struck me the moment I saw 
the case,” the ambulance man responded in 
a brisk, low tone. “ Ludlow must have ar
rived a second or two after it happened, and 
he was afraid to run then.”

Firmly Bryn was being walked out of the 
operating-room. The doors swung behind 
them, and they were in the empty, immacu
late anteroom again. The man with the 
beard looked him over with a hard smile.

“ Every doctor his own detective,” he ob
served sharply. “ If this town doesn’t get 
a new administration and a new police-force, 
we'll all be wearing shields and carrying 
clubs for our own protection.”

He spent some twenty seconds staring into 
Bryn's eyes. “ Gad, you don’t look capable 
of a slaughter like that! ” he burst out.

“ And I'm not capable of it,” Bryn shout
ed, as his voice returned with a rush. “ I 
tell you, I never saw that man in my life 
until I found him lying there. I never— ”

“ Be quiet! ” broke in the other. “ This 
isn’t an insane asylum. There are sick peo
ple here. You needn't say anything. We 
understand perfectly. And if you create any 
disturbance, we’re capable of quelling it here 
without any undue excitement.”

“ But you— ”
A large hand went over Bryn’s mouth. 

Quite unceremoniously he was walked to the

stairs and down them, and eventually to
what seemed the extreme rear of the second 
floor.

The elder doctor opened the door, and 
Bryn saw before him a comfortable room, 
with a badly rumpled bed at the side.

It was the surgeon’s own apartment, 
plainly enough,, for he walked straight to 
the bureau and found a heavy revolver in 
an upper drawer.

“ That will keep your nerves quiet for a 
little,” he remarked. “ Now, Thurston, if 
you’ll telephone— ”

A sharp knock sounded. The doctor 
scuffed across in his slippers and answered it.

There followed a few7 words in a woman's 
voice, and he turned back and handed the 
pistol to Thurston.

“ Our friend in thirty-two is having his 
usual spell,” he said wearily. “ I ’ll tend to 
telephoning for the police. Just keep him 
here, Thurston—that’s all. Keep the honors 
for yourself.”

The doctor slipped on a bathrobe and left 
hurriedly; and Bryn was alone with the large 
young physician.

A faint, rather nervous grin rested upon 
the latter's lips. He seated himself on the 
edge of the couch and said:

“ Sit down there.”
“ I prefer standing up,” answered Bryn, 

breathing hard.
“ Don’t try any little capers. You'll be— 

um— shot if you do, you know7.'’ He tapped 
the pistol beside him. “ Sit down there.”

Somewhat astonished at himself, Bryn 
obeyed. His rather wild eyes were fixed on 
the ambulance man, but his brain was racing 
along other lines.

In the eyes of these two medical persons, 
as surely as he breathed, he was guilty of 
cold-blooded murder. They were keeping 
him there, an innocent man, awaiting the 
police.

And when they came he'd be locked up. 
Whoever the real murderer might have been, 
he was far away now7 — and the eternally 
sealed lips had placed the guilt upon Bryn.

He was grow'ing a little calmer now7, and 
calm brought reason; and reason brought 
sheer desperation.
' Not ten minutes back he had contemplated 

escape to avoid losing his valuable time. Now 
he was contemplating escape to avoid losing 
—perhaps his very life.

His hands twitched and his eyes snapped, 
and—

“ Cut out that jerking around,” the doctor 
commanded.
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“ W hat! ” Bryn stood erect, and the other 
grew tense.

“ Sit down there again and tell me about 
it, Bill,” the ambulance man suggested with 
some nervousness.

“ Tell you! I tell you I ’m innocent. I—” 
“ Well, don’t shout. We— ”
Bryn swallowed hard.
“ I ’ll tell you just this,” he cried. 

“ Whether that dead man was out of his 
head or— ”

“ He wasn’t out of his head.”
“ Or whether it was pure maliciousness, I 

never laid eyes on him until I saw him fall. 
You’ve no right to detain me here.”

“ We’ll take the right.” Dr. Thurston, 
having watched Bryn’s striding up and down 
for a minute, himself arose; and he was 
rather paler. “ Now, just quiet down and— ” 

“ And, by Heaven, I ’ll make you suffer for 
it! If you try to bar my way—”

Bryn walked to the door and laid a hand 
on the knob.

The other doctor apparently had locked it 
from the outside, and for the moment Thurs
ton seemed quite as interested in the phenome
non as Bryn himself.

“ No—no use trying that,” said the for
mer, somewhat breatlilessly. “ You’re not 
going to get away.”

Bryn bit his lips.
“ So sit down,” concluded the doctor. 

“ The best thing for you, if you’re innocent., 
is to wait and prove it. If you can’t. Heaven 
help vou! ”

“ Eh ? ”
“ We’ve got a new district attorney here. 

You’ll be his first murder case, my boy.”
The words went through Bryn as he walked 

back and forth. A new district attorney— 
and a first murder case. That, he fancied, 
would have meant a conviction for the first 
man found near the seat of the crime.

For him, discovered alone with the dying 
man, later identified as the slayer, it meant 
neither more nor less than the death penalty.

His innocence would have no bearing on 
the case now. tie  had no way under the sun 
of showing it, no way of controverting the 
testimony of the victim himself, no way of 
doing anything save going to trial, sentence, 
and execution.

But he was innocent. And being inno
cent—whatever the legal view of the case 
might be—he had every human right to de
fend his innocence, here and now, as best he 
could.

Cornered there as he was, he was never to 
see Celia again on earth, save with bars be

tween them. The boy would never again 
climb on his lap and hang tight around his 
neck for a good-night kiss. Never—

An extremely peculiar sensation was steal
ing over Bryn. ' From a thoroughly thunder
struck, every-day citizen, he seemed to be 
turning into a being of unearthly craft and 
con fidence.

He was going to get out of that apartment 
and make good his escape. There was no 
question about it, and there would be no 
delay.

The other fellow held a pistol, and was 
watching. It did not matter in the least. 
He might as well have had a cannon for all 
the difference it made to Bryn.

Just what was going to happen Bryn 
could not have told in those few startling 
seconds of the odd change within him. 
Whatever else jje might lack in the way of 
accomplishments, he could wrestle pretty 
well; and he could hammer most men of his 
weight to pieces in the way of boxing.

Not that either of those things were likely 
to be of use to him here. There could be no 
disturbance without complicating matters.

But he looked Thurston in the eye quite 
placidly now. The man was nervous and 
white, and Bryn’s heart beat harder. Thurs
ton’s hands were shaking a little, too, and 
his grip on the pistol was tense. Further, 
the contraction of his eyes told too plainly 
of a sincere desire to see the uniformed law 
enter.

Bryn glanced at the pistol again from the 
corner of his eye as he walked slowly across 
the room. Dr. Thurston's nervous trigger- 
finger was white as it tugged unconsciously 
at the metal. Had it been upon the trigger 
itself, the weapon would have been dis
charged long ago. It happened to be press
ing on the outer guard.

“ See here, doctor,” said Bryn, “ can’t you 
understand what you’re doing to an innocent 
man ? ”

“ What? Get back there!” the surgeon 
commanded.

Bryn paused, and there were not two yards 
between them.

“ Good Heavens, m an! ” he cried forlorn
ly. throwing out his hands helplessly. “ Can’t 
you see—”

It had happened! And it had happened 
almost before Bryn himself realized the fact!

His hard, white fist had doubled into a 
knot of iron. His right arm had swung back 
in the barest fraction of a second. He had 
seen the pistol jerked upward and at him— 
he had seen the momentary look of horrified
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amazement in Thurston’s eyes—and between 
those eyes he had landed a blow with his 
whole weight, his whole muscle, his whole 
terrified desperation behind it, that might well 
have gone through the plastered wall.

The pistol dropped soundlessly to the sofa. 
With a little leap, Bryn caught Thurston’s 
form as he fell toward the cushions, and 
dropped it there without the crash that would 
have followed a second’s hesitation.

Then he stood erect and panting. He had 
knocked the senses out of the ambulance sur
geon, and the way was clear.

Or clear for whatever number of seconds 
or minutes might elapse before the shock 
passed away. They might be very, very lim
ited, and—

The door was locked. The window? Well, 
whatever might lay beneath that window, 
Bryn would have to chance the drop.

Noiselessly he sent up the’lower sash and 
looked out for a moment. It was peculiarly 
black and still down there. Certainly, it 
wasn’t the street — although a street-lamp’s 
light seemed to be shining around the corner 
of the hospital, or something of the sort.

One leg went over the sill and then the 
other, and he rejoiced to find it broad. He 
turned quickly and closed the window. That 
meant a few minutes more, perhaps, before 
his means of escape would be noted.

And then—without hesitation he took a 
grip, allowed his body to slide until he hung 
at arm’s length—and dropped.

Prepared for the shock, he hardly felt it. 
He could not have been six feet from the 
earth when he released his hold.

And it was earth, too—not stone or asphalt, 
but soft ground. Also, conditions just above 
the earth were pitchy black for the moment. 
Bryn squinted about eagerly, and as his eyes 
grew accustomed to the dark, the street-lamp 
came to his aid.

He was within the high-walled hospital 
garden. He ran to the wall on tiptoe, across 
the dry grass; and he found the top a yard 
above his reach. Quickly he felt his way 
along, toward the hospital. There must be 
a gate of some sort and—yes! The gate was 
there! Not that alone, but it was secured 
within by a heavy spring-latch.

Deftly, cautiously, he drew it back, and 
never a creak came to betray him. The gate 
came open; and the instinctive craft seemed 
still to be with Bryn, for he stepped out bold
ly and drew the gate after him very' quietly.

He turned and walked away, briskly' and 
openly; and the ears that had perforce to do 
his backward gazing told him that he was

not pursued. Inscrutable Providence seemed 
to be traveling hand in hand with his inno
cence that night.

Where the street led mattered not at all. 
He contrived a low, whistled tune and 
marched on, with one solitary7 thought—No. 
50 Elm Street!

He'd get there first, and then think. He’d 
get into that room unnoticed and plan — 
whatever was to be planned. Just now, where 
was Elm Street?

Five blocks in Heaven alone knew what 
direction, and he found a broad, well-lighted 
avenue, with a callow and overdressed youth 
on the comer. Bryn halted, with:

“ Pardon me. Am I on the way to the 
Empire Theater? ”

“ Eh ? The Empire? ”
“ Yes.”
“ Well—you’ve got to go about twelve 

blocks this way to— let’s see. This is Ches
ter—the next is Wrav—the next is Beech— 
the next is— Elm—say! Walk down to
Beech and then go over—that way—and take 
the Wilks Avenue car. That’s the shortest 
way from here.”

Bryn thanked him and walked on. Ches
ter—-Wray— Beech—and the next is Elm. 
Fate was pointing the way for him; he had 
not even to board a car and ask a conductor 
the way to Elm Street.

And something like a superstitious chill 
went through him; runs of luck like this 
business of getting away usually have a sharp 
break ahead.

He struck Elm Street in the low three hun
dreds; he turned down and walked placidly 
to No. 50. He found his blessed latch-key 
and entered quietly.

The lights were low in the corridors. He 
made his way’ noiselessly to his room, and 
lighted his own gas-jet.

And, with his door locked, something 
seemed to snap. Mr. Bryn dropped weakly 
into a chair and stared at the wall. There 
was no fear of immediate capture, and the 
physical part of him turned decidedly limp.

His brain, though, was busy enough, and 
it was chiefly concerned just now in cursing 
its owner for the most unmitigated fool that 
ever walked.

An hour or two ago, with the morrow open
ing the brightest kind of future, he had 
imagined himself miserable.

Now he was a fugitive from the law—and 
liable to be held for murder in the first 
degree!

The cold fact, now that his excitement had 
■departed, staggered him. He’d have to act,
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and act quickly. He had made one break 
after another; now he might find the way out 
as best he could.

He could have taken the same course at 
the rest of Wilksburg—and let the dying man 
alone. He hadn't. He could have declined 
to go to the hospital; it was no affair of his. 
He hadn't. He could have refrained from 
stunning that nervous young physician and 
escaping, and thus confirming his guilt.

But, after all, there was nothing particular
ly foolish about that escaping trick. Five 
minutes more, and he’d have been in the 
hands of the police-—just as he might be five 
minutes from now.

Bryn licked his lips. He had two choices. 
To remain where he was and communicate 
with King, and depend upon his innocence— 
he shook his head.

The case, whatever his innocence might be, 
was too black. In the hands of an energetic 
prosecuting attorney, he would be “ railroad
ed ” to death.

Let that sting as it might, it was the truth, 
and his only course was a quick exit from 
Wilksburg. Yes, the quicker the better. Even 
now a general alarm was probably out for 
him.

What with the day of travel and the eve
ning of excitement, he was deadly weary; 
and he’d have to find the way out of town 
and walk to the next station, wherever t 
might be. His future was gone—and he'd 
have to go after it.

Stiffly he rose to his feet. He’d leave suit
case and all behind and merely walk out with 
his ninety dollars and the pistol he had al
ways carried in the store, as baggage, and—

With a gasp, one hand went to his hip- 
pocket. The pistol was gone.

With a stifled shriek his left hand went to 
the other hip-pocket—and Bryn tottered 
against the bed and sat down, swaying and 
mouthing.

In the wild excitement he had taken small 
account of the lightness of those pockets. 
Now, as the two were turned inside out, Bryn 
collapsed.

He would stay right in Wilksburg now and 
take whatever might be coming; for both 
pockets had been deftly picked. His wallet
—and his precious money—was gone!

CHAPTER IV.

T H E  MORNING PAPERS.

Bryn stretched and blinked, happily as 
usual. It was time to get up.

And the four panes in the upper sash and 
the stiffness in his body dispelled the happy- 
blinking within one second.

Bryn, wrinkled and towsled and glaring of 
eye, sat up very abruptly and looked around 
the room. The whole wild nightmare was 
perfectly real. He was in Wilksburg, and, in 
the boarding-house, stretched across the bed 
and fully dressed—and a fugitive!

Instinctively he listened for steps in the 
hall. Then he smiled rather sheepishly. It 
was hardly likely that any one was coming 
for him on the second of his awakening— 
and he seemed to have slept all night.

Indistinctly, he remembered throwing him
self across the bed and choking back a very- 
genuine desire to weep. Then utter exhaus
tion had come and—

Well, it was morning now, at all events. 
He reached for his watch. That, too, had 
been stolen.

A groan escaped Bryn. His pistol might 
have protected him, at the worst. The pick
pocket had taken it. His ninety dollars might 
have helped him out of town. The pick
pocket had taken it. His watch, at a pawn
shop—if he dared appear in public—might 
have given him the means of getting a little 
way from Wilksburg at least—and the pick
pocket had taken that, too.

And now—what?
He dared not communicate with King, old 

friend though he was. King might come and 
urge him to give himself up and depend upon 
his innocence; which would be perfectly good 
advice, because King wasn’t under suspicion.

He dared not try writing home for money 
and remaining in the boarding-house until 
it Came.

Such a letter would tiring Celia to Wilks
burg, just as surely as the sun rose, and per
haps to find him behind the bars. Now, very- 
likely, she was reading about the Wilksburg 
murder in the morning papers, and wondering 
whether he had seen anything of it. It was 
better so. It might be even better, he re
flected gloomily, if she never heard from him 
again now.

He looked forlornly at the one-dollar bill 
and the two or three silver coins he still pos
sessed, and he wondered with a dreary smile 
how the pickpocket had neglected them.

Where the dickens had his pockets been 
picked, anyway?

In a crowd somewhere, doubtless. On the 
station-platform—passing through the station 
—on the street without—and, yes, on the 
crowded car, too. And during the street 
fight he’d been in the thickest jam of all!
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Quite true; but in the other places he had 
had his overcoat swung over his arm, while 
in the evening he had worn it buttoned. It 
lay between two places.

Either in the crowded, inadequate station 
or, more probably, in the jammed street-car, 
a neat professional worker had had perfect 
access to those two hip-pockets—and had un
wittingly stolen things of more value than he 
knew.

Of course, there was the barest possibility 
of the theft having taken place in the crowd, 
for he had been pretty well pushed around 
there; once, indeed, he had been almost pro
pelled through the man in gray, who stood in 
front of him, and—

The man in gray—the man with whom he 
had interchanged a few words!

Bryn’s heart began to pound. There was 
the proof of his innocence.

He arose, and walked rapidly up and 
down the room. The man in gray would have 
to be found—that was all.!

He’d been sent by Providence to pass those 
few sentences with Bryn. Why? Because, 
beyond a doubt, there was a record at police 
headquarters of the exact time at which that 
fight call was sent in! And there was an
other record at the hospital of the exact time 
the ambulance call was received.

The man in gray could testify that he had 
left Bryn in the fight crowd at the time the 
call went in for the patrol. Probably, for 
that matter, people enough could be found 
who could swear that he was with the crowd 
when the wagon left.

But the man in gray was the one who 
could identify him positively!

Then, taking into consideration the lack 
of any motive, his easily proven ignorance of 
Wilksburg, and his good record, and the man
ner in which he would have had to race several 
blocks and commit a murder for no earthly 
reason, if they could make a case against him 
— bah!

And—by thunder! The pickpocket had 
done him a service! Even though he himself 
was ignorant of the fact at the time, he’d been 
unarmed!

Penniless or not, Bryn seemed to find new 
life. He’d get out and look for that man in 
gray!

At best, the authorities could have no de
scription of himself that differed much from 
that of any other well-built citizen of medium 
height, with gray eyes and no distinctive fea
tures. Unless he ran upon Ludlow or some 
of the hospital people, he was almost safe to 
wander abroad, for a little, at any rate. He’d

put on the old brown trousers he had brought 
in the suit-case for lounging; his overcoat 
would cover up the new blue coat and vest that 
might have been noted. And a low collar, 
with a dark bow-tie, would change the looks 
of a man who had been seen with a high 
collar and a bright four-in-hand. He’d trust 
again to last night’s luck.

When he descended to breakfast he was 
very nearly himself.

The breakfast-hour was long past. The 
clock marked half past nine, and no other 
boarders were in sight.

His breakfast arrived from the kitchen. A 
little later, as he ate rapidly, his landlady 
herself appeared on the scene and settled 
down at the head of the table, with:

“ I thought most likely you’d be dead tired, 
so I let you sleep, sir.”

Bryn ate on, after thanking her; and the 
lady seemed to appreciate his devotion to 
breakfast.

It was an excellent breakfast, and he ap
preciated it highly just now. His brain grew 
more and more easy. He saw clearly that 
the whole thing hung on a fool young doctor’s 
fictional detective mind and the identification 
of a man plainly out of his senses, dazed, and 
dying.

Older physicians enough would swear that 
such' a thing was worthless as evidence.

His lips attended to the landlady. Yes, his 
room was excellent; his bed was first class; 
everything was all right. And tht?n, just as 
peace had settled on his soul, Bryn’s heart 
stopped short at:

“ You're glad your initials aren't ‘ T. Z. B.’ 
this morning, aren’t you ? ”

Mr. Thomas Z. Bryn merely stared, with 
popping eyes and a heart that threatened to 
break through his vest; and he managed a 
faint:

“ I beg pardon? ”
“ 1 T. Z. B.’” the landlady repeated dis

tinctly. “ Oh, you haven’t seen the papers, 
though, Mr-— Why, I never asked your 
name! ”

“ Rollins!” said Bryn almost in a shout.
His back was toward the window, his ex

pression and his shout seemed both to have 
passed unnoticed: his hands clenched beneath 
the table.

What in the name of Heaven did that 
“ T. Z. B. ” mean ? He hadn't given any one 
his initials, and that infernal “ Z ” in the 
middle—

She had found the paper now, and was 
glancing over the flaring front page.

“ Yes, that was right—‘ T. Z. B.,’ Mr. Rol
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lins. Why, there was a fearful murder on 
Stevens Street last night! ”

“ Indeed?”
“ Yes; there was a terrible time. Some poor 

man was shot to pieces down there in a lonely 
spot. And they caught the murderer-^-and 
he escaped again. He nearly killed one of 
the hospital doctors and then jumped out of 
a window. All they know about him is that 
his initials are ‘ T. Z. B.’ The police found 
the pistol he used, and there was ‘ T. Z. B.’ 
engraved on it.”

The napkin in Bryn’s hand began to tear 
apart. He realized it suddenly and ground 
his teeth as he strove to control the sudden 
violent trembling. Then, rather hurriedly, 
he glanced at the clock and managed to ex
claim:

“ Fearful! Those things happen every
where, though. I never read murder cases 
in the paper.”

“ I don’t blame you one bit. They give me 
the creeps, too. But hadn’t they ought to 
lynch that scoundrel when they find h im ?” 
asked the lady fervently.

“ He—he probably deserves it! ” said Bryn.
“ I ’m awful sorry if I let you sleep too late. 

You didn’t say nothing about being called.”
“ It—it doesn't matter,” Bryn contrived; 

and he escaped.
In his room, he clutched the bed and shook 

for a full minute.
The man had been killed with his own 

stolen gun! Besides having seen him, the 
authorities had that much more clue to him ; 
but—what wild, outlandish freak of fate had 
ever possessed the murderer to steal a gun for 
his purpose?

What string of evil happenings had ever 
sent his own pistol to do murder? 'Worse— 
what unearthly, far-seeing accursed force had 
ever caused him to let his confounded en
graver-cousin decorate the weapon when he 
first owned it, years back, to become now a 
curse to him?

It had been a unique sort of thing—that 
monogram cut through the heavy nickel plate. 
Now— non’ it was a new, overwhelming piece 
of evidence against him. Without it, that pis
tol would have been like tens of thousands of 
others; with it, it stood absolutely alone and 
damning!

And his suit-case! There was his suit-case 
right in front of him, with “ T, Z. B.” glaring 
at him in black letters.

Had the landlady seen that last night?
No, thank goodness, for she herself had 

been unsuspicious. But the servants? They 
would have read the papers; they would be

w ild ly  excited about the same “ T. Z. B.”— 
and if  they came across it on his suit-case 
when they arrived to tidy up his room!

Swiftly he grabbed the thing and ran to the 
closet; and, with the initials pressed tight 
against the wall, he left it in the darkest 
corner.

Further than that he dared not go. Even 
locking the closet door, it seemed to him, 
would excite suspicion.

“ T. Z. B J r
Obliterate that “ T. Z. B .! ” For the mo

ment it was Brvn’s one surging thought. If 
it had been “ T. F. B. ” or “ T. J. B.,” or 
anything else, things would have been differ
ent ! Almost any man might own such a set 
of initials.

But that Z !
What in blazes had ever possessed any one 

to give him Zachariah for a middle name? 
What on earth did he care about his greatest 
ancestor, Zachariah Bryn, who had been 
something or other in the Revolution and 
governed something afterward? The very 
dead gentleman who had aided in freeing his 
country promised now to aid in sending his 
descendant to death!

Yes, that Z—Z—Z—Z ! Bryn’s head 
whirled crazily.

But he couldn't stand there cursing a letter 
all day. He’d have to get out and hunt for 
that man in gray. He’d have to go to the 
hotels, first of all, and ask if such a person 
had put up there yesterday, and feign to have 
forgotten his name.

Then, when once he got him, he’d lay the 
case before him, and—give himself up!

He found his overcoat, and buttoned it up 
tightly. He stood before the mirror and 
stared at himself until convinced that his 
ey. s were not as frightened and furtive as they 
felt.

Then, as calmly as might be, he left the 
house.

First, to find the hotels. He’d have to in
quire of some one. He’d make his wav to 
Wilks Avenue, at the other end of the block, 
and halt the first apparent man about town 
he encountered.

H e w alked  off w ith  head  erect an d  arm s 
sw inging, an d  an  eye w hich, p erh ap s , looked 
a little  too square ly  a t people.

Even up-town here Wilksburg’s main ave
nue was a busy enough spot. Men hurried 
along with papers in their pockets. Bryn 
knew perfectly that their sole object in buy
ing a paper that morning was to read about 
the murder.

Other men on cars were reading papers.
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They were reading his own description, prob
ably, at that very moment. Nothing else in 
the world could be so important, and Bryn 
knew it.

Proprietors of news-stands were looking at 
their stock; if they should happen on his de
scription and glance up suddenly—

Half a block of the hurrying thoroughfare, 
and Bryn turned to stare into a store win
dow. Every eye in town was on him ! Every 
policeman stared him out of countenance— 
and he could endure it no longer. He'd rest 
here a moment, looking at the shoes in the 
window; and then try to face it all again!

And as he looked, it seemed to Bryn that 
a man stopped short behind him, turned, 
came to the window beside him and was 
examining him.

He dared not look around. He tried to 
whistle softly, and:

“'Bryn, did you kill that m an?” asked the 
yoice of the man next him.

CHAPTER V.
QUESTIONS AND NEW S ITEM S.

T h e r e  was no mistaking the words. 
(There was no mistaking the name.

And even as he winced and started, with 
sheer terror, Bryn turned to ice. Fascin
ated, beyond his control, his eyes met the 
other’s.

He’d been caught within five minutes of 
coming into the open and—

“ King! ” he croaked suddenly.
“ It's King, Bryn,” said the other quickly. 

“ Where are you staving?”
“ At—at SO Elm Street.”
“ That’s where I was going to look for 

you ! ” said the other, rather amazingly. 
“ Come back there. I want to talk to you.”

He turned without more ado, and Bryn 
turned with him, and struck off at a brisk 
pace for the boarding-house.

“ We won’t talk on the street! ” King said 
sharply.

Bryn’s half-open lips closed suddenly. 
This, emphatically, was a different King! 
This rather stout, keen-eyed, sharp-voiced, 
bustling man of business was not the King 
who had left New York six years ago!

They’d been pretty good friends since boy
hood. Bryn could not remember when King 
had addressed him as “ Bryn” before; it 
seemed, somehow, to sting! And the chuckle 
and the dreaminess and the slenderness had 
all left King, too; and now King had even 
forbidden him to speak!

They came quickly enough to the house. 
King drummed on the upper step with one 
foot as Bryn found his latch-key and en
tered. Then, without comment, he followed 
the latter to his room and locked the door!

“ Any one likely to hear us here?” he 
asked, as he took a chair to the far corner 
and sat down.

“ N—n o !” Bryn said faintly, as he fol
lowed. “ I suppose not.”

He found a seat beside his one friend in 
town and stared blankly at him for a mo
ment, un til:

“ What have you done, T om ?” was shot at 
him in a low voice.

“ Nothing!”
“ Do you mean to tell me that there are 

two pistols on earth with that monogram on 
them ?”

“ No. It was— ”
“ It was that same old gun of yours, wasn’t 

i t ? ”
“ I— I suppose it must have been, but—” 
“ Well, who fired i t ? ” King asked flatly. 
Bryn drew a long, shaky breath.
“ Jack !” he gulped. “ Jack—da—do you 

think I ’m capable—guilty—of m urder?”
“ Do I? No, I don’t ! ” King answered. 

“ I wouldn’t believe it, if you said so your
self! But—look here, Tom! Have you
taken to drink or—anything worse since I 
left New 'Y ork?”

“ I never took a drink in my life! You 
know that.”

“ I know you never did when I was with 
you. Are you sure— ”

“ Good Heaven, man! With a wife and 
child and a living to make—do you suppose 
I ’m a lunatic? ”

“ If I had, I ’d never have sent for you! ” 
King crossed his legs and drew breath. 
“ Did vou get in last n ight?”
“ Yes.”
“ Thought you were going to land this 

morning. I ’ve been expecting word from you 
•—I had been, until I read the Globe this 
morning.”

“ I changed my mind.”
“ Well, why didn’t you communicate with 

me? Why didn’t you come up to the house 
for dinner, or telephone at least?”

“ I—I thought I ’d rather be a trifle inde
pendent,” Bryn stammered.

King looked at him sharply.
“ Well, it was a blamed queer notion! ” he 

commented.
“ It was because— ” Bryn started to con

fess.
But King had drawn a paper from his
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overcoat pocket and spread it out before 
him; and cold business alone was in his 
eve.

“ Now, well get straight to the bottom of 
this thing,” he announced. “ The whole 
town's excited over it—three pages in the 
Globe, and that's supposed to be the paper 
for accuracy. W ait Here! Here it is ! 
Unidentified man is found dying, all shot 
up, with a man answering your description 
perfectly! Why, even to that old trick of 
yours, of scratching the back of one hand 
with the nails of the other, when you’re 

nervous. You’re doing it now!”
Bryn’s hands flew apart as if a bomb had 

exploded between them!
“ Were you the man who was found with 

the fellow that was shot ? ” King fired at 
him. *

“ Yes! I heard shots and found him— ” 
“ Hold on. You were taken to the hospital 

with the wounded man, and before he died, 
he identified you as the fellow who killed 
him! Is that right? ”

“ The man was dazed—crazy—deliri
ous— ” Bryn began wildly.

“ After that, they held you. You nearly 
killed an ambulance surgeon— ”

“ I hit him once! ”
“ He’s in bed still. Then you escaped and 

the police and everybody else lost track of 
you. Is that correct?”

“ Y es!”
“ Tell me exactly why and how it hap

pened ! ” King commanded. “ Did the man 
attack you? Was it somebody with a grudge 
against you, or a drunk, or what? The po
lice know nothing about him, save that his 
clothes were made in Los Angeles! What 
trouble did you have with h im ?”

“ I had no trouble with him ! I never saw 
him before he was shot, I tell vou, Jack! 
I — ”

“ That’s the story the Globe said you told. 
The comment is that you’d shot the fellow, 
heard this man Ludlow coming and hadn’t 
time to run. They—they say you’re the 
nerviest criminal—oh, thunder! ” King broke 
off short and stared at the carpet. “ What 
was it, Tom ?”

“ The story I told was the truth and noth
ing but the truth,” Bryn answered quietly.

“ Then why did you do that spectacular 
escape? ”

“ Jack, if you’d seen that man, dying, ac
cusing you just as he died—”

King shook his head.
“ B-r-r-r! I understand. Now w hat?”
“ There is one man in town who knows

5 A

that I was attending a street fight just a 
few minutes before—that I'd  have had to run 
all the way to get to that corner and shoot 
a man.”

“ W hat?”
Bryn told his whole story in detail.
King listened. And at the end;
“ I t’s a chance!w he admitted. “ Your 

man in grav.”
“ I t’s mv only chance! ”
“ I don’t know.” King stood erect and 

stared out of the window. “ I should advise 
you to give yourself up and face the music. 
I know you’re innocent. So much for that. 
But we've got a new man here for district at
torney, whose’® been praying for a sensational 
murder for all his five weeks. With a death
bed identification, he’d convict you as sure 
as God made little apples!”

Bryn did not speak.
“ The fact that the police might search 

for—and not find—the pickpocket who 
trimmed you would be laughed out of 
court. We may as well face that squarely. 
On the other hand, if you run, you're ad
mitting your guilt still more completely.”

“ If I can find that man— ”
“ He may be of use and he may not. They 

might smash his evidence and they might 
not. I ’m not saying that our district at
torney’s office is corrupt, of course, but—I 
know him—and I ’d bet a hundred to one 
that, if it came to a last pinch, he’d produce 
an eye-witness to the m urder!”

“ But— ”
King was thinking again. When he faced 

Bryn once more, his face had taken to hard
ening.

“ Tom," he said, “ I've gone to work and 
cracked you up to the skies with Bennett & 
Brand. Both of them are expecting to see 
a perfect man before night. By the mercy 
of Heaven, I don’t think they know your 
middle initial—or your first name, for that 
matter—and here you go to work and get 
yourself mixed up in the murder of the dec
ade, even before I know you’ve arrived in 
town! ’’

He looked away.
“ I ’ll tell you the frank, candid tru th !” 

he muttered. “ I think I ’m going to disown 
any knowledge of you, if I can! I'm not 
sure of it yet, but— I think so. I ’ve got 
a dandy job there!”

“ I don’t blame you! I don’t want to 
involve you— ” Bryn began miserably.

“ Yes, I think I ’m going to disown you. 
You haven't a chance in the world, save in 
flight. I hate like the deuce to say it, but
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you’ve got to run! If you're caught now. 
it means almost certain death for you and 
more notoriety than I ever want for myself 
in a lifetime. I ’ve stood sponsor for you with 
the finest concern that ever did business on 
earth, and you’ve knocked everything heel- 
over head now! When they come here for 
you— ”

“ Xo one knows that I ’m here—”
“ They don’t ? ” King looked at him with a 

hard, dry smile. “ You’d better invest two 
cents in a morning paper and learn more 
about yourself. Why, right at this minute, 
in all probability, the police are going 
through all the boarding-houses in town 
looking for new arrivals.”

“ W hat?”
“ Why not? That’s the plan the Globe 

says they’re following. It didn’t take them 
long to discover that nobody in the new 
Wilksburg directory—and it’s a darned ac
curate one, too— owned those confounded ini
tials, T. Z. B. They can do mighty quick 
and successful work, you know, by going 
through all the hotels and boarding-houses 
in the different precincts. I found you at 
the first of the advertised boarding-houses I 
tried.”

Bryn rose in a panic.
“ Then, while we’re talking here— ”
“ Exactly 1 And that’s why I ’ve been talk

ing so fast. Look here, Tom! ”
"“ W ell?”
“ You've got to get away from here some

how. You’re broke. Here’s a ten-spot—it’s 
all I have on me. You’d better hide right 
here in town during the day. Call up the 
house about seven, and I ’ll make an ap
pointment and—er—have some one meet you 
with a couple of hundred in cash. ”

“ But— ”
“ Pay it back a hundred years from now 

if you want to.” King hurried on. “ Then 
hire an automobile or a rig and drive over to 
Lay-more. I t’s twenty miles north of here, 
and you can get a north-bound train on the
I. O and R. branch there, that’ll land you al
most in Chicago. After that, do what’s best.” 

Bryn turned away with a groan. King 
looked at his back—and bared his teeth and 
shook his head exasperatedly as he snapped:

“ Well, you don’t expect me to take you to 
the concern and say ‘ Here’s Mr. Bryn. The 
city’s ready to lynch him for murder, but I 
assure you he isn’t guilty; which desk shall 
he have ? ’—do you ? ”

Bryn turned slowly.
“ Xo. Never mind. I ’ll keep this ten, be

cause I ’ll have to get a little distance from

here. Never mind any more. I won’t call 
up. Good-by, King. You’d better get away.”

“ I ’m going.” King avoided his-eye and 
reddened annoyedly “ You — you call up 
just the same. I've been responsible, in a 
way, for getting you into this. Xow I'll have 
to get you out of it. Around seven. Tom. 
Good-by.”

“ Good-by,” said Bryn faintly.
He did not watch, as King unlocked the 

door. He paid no attention to the soft-called:
“ Xow get out of this house in a hurrv, 

Tom.”
He did not even turn as the door closed 

gently behind King.
He’d give that gentleman five minutes’ 

headway now—and clear out. And King be
lieved him guilty. Or, if he didn't believe 
quite that, he wasn’t willing to side with him, 
in the face of the black evidence.

Well, the blame for King was small 
enough, Bryn thought bitterly. An older 
friend might have deserted him in the same 
way.

He had an idea that if he himself had 
sufficient faith in a person to bring him one- 
third across the continent, he’d let the faith 
extend a little further—but King knew his 
own business best.

The five minutes came to an end, and the 
end found Bryn in rather a different mood.

He was, to all intents, sure to be captured. 
If he were captured with his unlucky case in 
its present standing, there could be but one 
end. But if he could find that very large in
dividual in gray, he’d at least have one shaky 
leg to stand on, he imagined.

And he might better be taken looking for 
that leg than sitting here, under an assumed 
name even, and waiting for the police.

With teeth shut and jaw squared, he pick
ed up his hat, buttoned his overcoat once 
more and walked out of the house.

He’d walk light to Wilks Avenue again, 
and resume his hotel tour until—he was 
forced to desist, at any rate. He’d go to the 
heart of the business section and find the 
main hotels for himself, this time without 
quite so much confidence in the value of the 
man in gray and with the knowledge that he 
could not appeal to his only friend in town.

The walk was not startling. Hotels seemed 
to be few. He found the Wilksburg House 
and the United States Hotel. He walked in
to them boldly and asked his questions.

Xobodv resembling the man in gray had 
put up there»last night—and the man in gray- 
had arrived yesterday, according to his own 
statement.
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• Moreover, they were second-class places, it 
seemed to him, and not the sort at which 
that particularly dignified and well-dressed 
gentleman would stop. Further inquiry, and 
he learned that the Inwood and the Bilton 
were Wilksburg’s two fashionable stopping 
places.

The)' were over on the west side of town, 
it seemed, and having gained the general di
rection, he started for them less hurriedly. 
He had nowhere to stay now but outdoors, 
and he seemed to be attracting little or no 
attention in the crowd.

He turned west and found the little square 
park where Wilksburg’s first court-house 
had stood. He walked through it and sat 
down upon a bench, and for a long time he 
stared at the big electric cars running on the 
street beyond the fence.

They were big fellows, he noted absently, 
displaying signs of “ Denton Manor ” and 
“ Whitlette” and “ Heatherford and Carni
val Park.”

They were suburban lines; and the cor
ners of his mouth went down, down, down. 
If  nothing had happened last night, what 
would he be thinking about those cars now?

Thinking of the trolley rides they’d take 
next summer—the boy and the boy’s mother; 
thinking of the suburbs of Wilksburg, where- 
ever they might be, as they’d look in the late 
spring—wondering, probably, whether, some 
day or other, they wouldn’t build a place of 
their own outside of the city and—

Hurriedly, he broke off his meditations., 
That sort of. mental trend was hardly in 
order, if he hoped to walk about town with 
a cheery and unconcerned air.

A newsboy came hurrying through the 
park, shouting his extras with a vigor that 
seemed to mean real news.

Bryn started as the word “ murder” was 
bawled into his very face. He stopped the 
boy, found a penny, and an extremely damp 
and inky newspaper was thrust into his hand.

It chanced to l>e the Wilksburg Evening 
Times—a special edition, apparently, that 
had been in the press twenty minutes back. 
Bryn shut his lips and opened the sheet. 
Now, for the first time in liis life, he would 
have an opportunity to read the public’s 
opinion of himself.

And in glaring black letters across the 
ipntire front page, he saw, amazedly:

EYE WITNESS OF LAST NIGHT’S 
TRAGEDY DISCOVERED!

But it was only for an instant that he 
studied the line. His eyes went magnetically

to the big, rough, quarter-page picture in the 
center of the page, and the caption below it:
J. R. SCARFORD, W HO CALLED AT POLICE

HEADQUARTERS, TOLD OF WITNESS
ING THE STEVENS STREET MUR- /  

DER, AND CONFIRMED THE 
DESCRIPTION O F  T H F ’

ESCAPED MURDERER.
-1

Bryn emitted one dry, involuntary gasp. 
His wide eyes went back to the oicture.

It showed a man descending a flight of 
four or five stone steps. Plainly, he had 
tried to shield nis face from the photographer, 
for his hat was in his hand and, blurred, had 
evidently been moving forward to cover his 
features, and he was laughing.

But the Times photographer had been ex
pert at catching people who did not wish to 
be photographed.

Through his paper he had given to the 
public a perfect likeness of the man in gray.

CHAPTER VI.
T H E  HUNTED ONE.

T h e  p a p e r  d ropped  to B ry n ’s knees.
He stared and stared, until the picture be

gan to swim and broaden out and turn into 
a great solid gray blotch.

The man in gray— Scarford, or whatever 
his name was. That man had seen him kill 
the unknown. The one person on whom his 
slim hope rested had shattered every last 
shred of hope by turning straight against 
him, coming forward to describe him afresh, 
stating that he saw—

Bryn blinked wildly at the sheet.
Why—why— had he actually committed 

the crime? For a moment or two, his sorely 
tried mind raced back to cases in which 
people had lost their mental selves for a little, 
and done things quite as outrageous. Was 
it possible that he’d suffered some kind of 
aberration and done cold-blooded murder?

No! It was not!
Breathing hard, Bryn gathered his senses. 

After thirty years and more of sane and calm 
existence, he hadn’t taken to brain spasms; 
he remembered every detail of last night 
altogether too clearly.

But—he took to the paper again, as it lay 
across his knees.

Every patrolman and detective in the city, 
not to mention several eminent detectives 
who were on their way thither, and including 
the whole population of Wilksburg, were on 
the hunt for the slaughterer of the night be
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fore—said the grand opening of the article. 
Happily, one or two tricks or mannerisms of 
the murderer had been observed during his 
short stay in St. James Hospital, and the 
peculiar one of scratching one hand with the 
other—

Bryn looked at his hands suddenly—and 
as suddenly they flew apart. He was at it 
again — that infernally idiotic trick of 
scratching the back of his right hand with 
the fingers of his left, when his mind was 
perturbed, or when he chanced to be think
ing hard.

And as he took the Times by the edges and 
spread it before him, he glanced about fur
tively.

The glance was not altogether in vain.
The policeman outside seemed not to have 

noticed him, but— who was the active little 
gray-haired man ?

Who was that brisk little old gentleman 
in the frock coat and slouch-hat, away off at 
the other end of the walk, who was approach
ing so rapidly? Bryn’s all too good eyes 
narrowed as he looked at him.

He was smiling — an eager, triumphant 
little smile. He was looking straight at Bryn, 
too, and trying to make time without the sem
blance of hurry.

Yes, and the right arm ceased swinging as 
he found Bryn looking at him, and the right 
hand beckoned quickly to Bryn.

It was enoilgh.
Be the gentleman policeman or detective, 

native or imported, or merely a sharp-eyed 
dweller of Wilksburg, it was enough.

There was still two-thirds of a long block 
between them. The old man was going away 
from his gate; 'Bryn sat almost beside the 
other gate—and there were cars passing. 
One of the big fellows was coming up the 
side of the park at this minute.

The old man might call to the policeman— 
the policeman might be able to stop him, but 
— Bryn left the bench and went through the 
gate in the same second.

A woman with a baby-carriage drew back 
and screamed as the figure shot by, waving 
the newspaper at the approaching car. The 
crossing sweeper stepped back in time to 
avoid being bowled over.

But the remarkable clear-headedness off 
his last night’s escape was with Bryn again. 
He gaged the distance between the car and 
himself—he noted the speed, as it slowed 
under the motorman’s brake-twisting efforts. 
He could cross about six feet ahead of it, at 
the risk of his life.

And so that his life would be beyond all

risk by not catching the car, he crossed with 
a margin of perhaps six inches!

Windows rolled past above him—the car 
was going even slower—and he leaped for the 
rear platform; and'the conductor, dragging 

■him aboard with one hand and ringing his 
bell with the other, remarked:

“ What d’ye wanter do? Kill yerself?” 
There was a challenging, homelike sound 

about that! Bryn returned the glare with: 
“ Isn’t this line running any more?”
“ We’re on time—we left on time! ” the 

conductor responded.
“ Well, I ’ve been waiting twenty minutes 

for this ca r!” said Mr. Bryn fiercely.
It seemed the most natural chat he had 

had since reaching Wilksburg, and it was 
serving him, he imagined. A man wijth 
murder on his mind would hardly pause to 
exchange compliments with the conductor.

He proffered his dollar bill, and the con
ductor inquired:

“ How fa r? ”
“ End of the line!”
“ T ’ the park ? ”
“ Well, isn’t that the end of the line?” 

Bryn risked.
The conductor said nothing as he slid the 

change into Bryn’s hand. Instead, he re
garded the passenger with supercilious con
tempt; and as Bryn stepped within the big 
car he murmured:

“ Aw, what you want’s an automobile!” 
“ And what you want is a new job—and 

I ’ll see that you get the chance to look for 
i t ! ” announced Mr. Bryn, turning savagely.

And then, after a correct and formal ex
change of hostile stares, he turned back and 
settled himself in one of the cross seats. All 
in all, he imagined that bit of street-car 
etiquette had settled him in the conductor’s 
mind as a Wilksburg crank—and the mur
derer was supposedly a stranger!

There were only four or five people in the 
car. They were not interested in him, ap
parently, and, quivering inwardly, he unfold
ed his newspaper once more and—-read!

The Times seemed to be an enthusiastic 
little sheet.

It gave the information Bryn knew, and 
the further information King had imparted 

* to him, and then added a little all its own. 
The Times reporters, as usual, were about to 
take the criminal. Two of them were certain 
that they had seen and talked with the man 
in a down-town saloon last night, before the 
crime was committed. They had not ascer
tained his name, but knew that he was a 
stranger in town from his own lips.
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Further, he had a grudge against some one 
in Wilksburg for, half intoxicated, he ex
hibited a revolver and talked about ‘‘getting 
square,*’ They had not seen the engraved 
“ T. Z. B.,'* for that side of the pistol was in 
the man's hand, as he showed it; but it cor
responded in shape and size and caliber with 
the one now at police headquarters.

Still further, there was some sort of red
dish rash on the back of the man's right 
hand, at which he scratched occasionally. 
Hence, chanted the Times, “ Look for the Red 
H and! ” and opined that it was more das
tardly than the black extremity!

Bryn found the unembroidered details of 
the news report, too— the discovery of the pis
tol, with three chambers discharged and two 
loaded cartridges—the fact that two suspects 
had been arrested, but that Drs, Gritt and 
Thurston, of St. James Hospital, had stated 
that neither was the man.

Then, ignoring the rest, Bryn settled to 
the matter of the man in gray,

It made weird enough reading.
Mr. J. R. Scarford, an extremely wealthy 

New York merchant, who was in Wilksburg 
on business, and stopping at the Inwood 
Hotel, had called at police headquarters be
fore eight that morning and asked for an in
terview with Chief Scanlon, the substance of 
which was later given exclusively to the rep
resentative of the Times.

According to Mr. Scarford’s statement, he 
had been walking on Fenmore Avenue, near 
Stevens Street, on the previous evening, when 
he heard loud talking perhaps one hundred 
feet up the darker street. He paused for a 
moment and was able to discern two men, 
apparently in yiolent argument, in the light 
of a street lamp.

One of them was in evening clothes, and 
the other, Mr. Scarford was astonished to 
find, was a younger man with whom h him
self had passed a few words perhaps a quar
ter of an hour before, as they stood in a 
street crowd watching a brawl.

Mr. Scarford was about to pass on when, 
to the best of his seeing, the younger man 
was pushed violently away by the elder. As 
he reeled, the former drew a pistol and fired 
three shots, thereafter throwing the pistol to 
the street.

He then turned to run, but some one ap
peared, hurrying down the block from Wilks 
Avenue, and the younger man quickly 
dropped to his knees and raised the wounded 
man’s head, obviously to create the impres
sion that he was a mere passer-by who 
wished to give aid.

Mr. Scarford stated frankly that, seeing 
help of some kind on the way, and being 
himself very much occupied with his busi
ness interests, he had hurried away from the 
scene, rather than risk wasting valuable time 
later in the courts.

When, however, he had read of the un
known’s death and the desperate character 
of the criminal, he felt it his duty to come 
forward and lend whatever aid he could in 
taking the man. According to statements 
made to Mr. Scarford, the man was a stranger 
in Wilksburg, and had come from New York 
that evening.

Mr. Scarford could identify the man at one 
glance, he stated. At three o’clock that after
noon, he was to call at headquarters again 
and visit the morgue with Chief Scanlon. 
Meanwhile, at the Inwood, all reporters were 
denied access to Mr. Scarford!

The paper slid from Bryn's hands to the 
floor.

Heaven alone knew how long he had been 
riding and reading. Save for himself, the 
car was empty, and traveling at a high speed 
—through fields that had been cultivated, 
with a house here and there; between lots that 
wore aged “ For Sale ” signs and many tin 
cans and rubbish.

They were well outside of Wilksburg, at 
all events, and going—where?

And when he came to that “ where," what 
was he going to do next? Would there be 
a railroad station within walking distance? 
Could he hire a rig to drive him to a station 
one side or the other of Wilksburg, and still 
have money enough to pay his fare for one 
or two hundred miles farther on ?

He shook his head in bewilderment, and 
stared out of the windows again.

It was all bare waste now; but far, far 
ahead he made out what seemed to be a great, 
fenced-in area, with perhaps half a dozen 
houses in the neighborhood. He stared at it 
uninterestedly as the car drew closer and 
closer. At last, over a great gateway in the 
high boarding, he made out the letters, worn 
and faded, on the big semicircular sign:

CARNIVAL PARK.

So he’d caught one of those “ Carnival 
Park ” cars, and that was where he was due 
to' land—in apparently as barren and god
forsaken a region as could have been found 
in the whole country.

The big car slowed down at last—and 
stopped.

And with as much of a business air as he 
could assume, Bryn arose briskly and stepped
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out. The conductor looked at him with a 
curious grin, but made no comment. The 
motorman, coming to the rear of the car with 
the controller handle, stared at him; and 
Bryn caught from behind:

“ What's the matter with that guy, Jim? 
Don't he know summer's over?”

There was a laugh from the conductor - 
and Bryn was out of hearing.

And he was out of civilization, too, he re
flected, as he looked around the bare country.

Carnival Park, plainly, was the local 
amusement park, and it was a big fellow. 
Inside the fence, at the far distant corner, he 
could see a steel tower rising high in the air: 
there was a hint, to the left, of some sort of 
roller-coaster device within; the tops of two 
poles, not very far apart, suggested that in 
the hot weather, somebody’s big tent show 
held forth on the right side of the enclosure.

He took to examining the houses nearer at 
hand, and the absence of civilization became 
less marked to a degree.

Two of them were plainly big booths closed 
for the winter. There was a dwelling- of 
some size, also boarded up in front, but with 
smoke coming from a lean-to chimney. There 
was a small cottage, and on the steps sat two 
rather rough-looking young men, reading a 
paper between them!

But, more than all, there were four or five 
hard-appearing, assorted citizens on the porch 
of “ Bilmer’s Hotel and Summer Garden ” : 
and there was one who leaned against a tall 
beer sign and read a paper aloud; and the rest 
were looking at Bryn!

And, just then, one of their voices rose 
with:

“ What if his pants ain't blue? Can’t a 
man have two pairs o’ pants?”

CHAPTER VII.
IN  CARNIVAL PARK.

Bryn’s heart took the liberty of stopping 
once more!

His feet experienced an intense desire to 
break into a run. He subdued the desire; 
if anything, he walked a little slower. But 
his heart took to pounding as if trying to 
break into a run. He subdued the desire:

This crew out here was reading its morn
ing papers—perhaps, for all he knew, they’d 
had time to receive that smudgy edition of the 
Times. They knew all about the murder; 
they knew all about the description of the 
murderer; they were duly excited about the 
whole thing.

And right in front of their eyes stood one 
lone man who answered the description per
fectly ! I he fact that his trousers were brown, 
and not blue, was perhaps; accentuated by the 
rather marked tan of the former—and verv 
likely that very fact had caught the eye of the 
speaker on the porch!

In a crowd in the city he would have been 
comparatively safe.

Out here, where, apparently, he could have 
no possible business, he had been spotted be
fore he’d walked ten yards! If ever a man 
lived who could do the wrong thing at the 
wrong time, Bryn reflected bitterly, he was the 
m an !

The rising buzz of voices was behind him 
now. He dared a backward glance. It was 
a brief enough glance, but it told the worst. 
Ihree of the inquisitive gentlemen had left 

the porch; the motorman and conductor had 
left the car; and, with the motorman standing 
with folded arms and the heavy handle dan
gling suggestively from his fingers, they were 
all staring straight after him.

The pair by the cottage had risen, too.
They looked back at the other group as he 

approached; then they looked at him.
And. to Bryn’s utter consternation, the big

ger one came within some ten feet of him, and 
said:

“ Mister! ”
Brvn paused with what calm might be.
“ Well ? ”
“ Did you—did you want to see any one 

out here ? ”
“ W hat?”
“ I mean, were you looking for anybody? ”
“ No one in particular,” Bryn contrived in 

a commendably steady voice. “ Why?*
The other laughed uneasily and changed 

his fireless pipe to the other side of his 
mouth.

“ Why, there ain't many people out here 
when the park’s closed, y’know. Thought 
you might be hunting for some one that wasn’t 
here this time o’ year.”

“ No, just looking around, between cars.”
His voice sounded quiet enough, and he 

gave thanks for that. He even went so far as 
to smile quizzically as the other said halt
ingly:

“ Got a match, mister? "
Instinctively Bryn's hands came out of his 

overcoat- pockets—empty.
“ Sorry— ” he began.
The other turned a little paler. He hesi

tated for a moment, and his jaw threatened to 
drop. Then, as he backed away, his eyes 
seemed fixed on Bryn’s side, and he muttered:
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“ It—it—it don’t matter! It—don’t mat
ter ! ”

Conversation seemed to have reached its 
end.

Bryn resumed his lonely walk once more, 
and by the time he had taken three steps he 
was wondering what the other had been star
ing at so intently. There was nothing about 
him to attract attention, or— A great light 
came to him! “ Look for the Red H and!”

So the Times evidently had reached here, 
and the fellow had been looking for the red 
hand—in vain. Well, thank Heaven, he 
owned nothing in the nature of a rash on that 
hand.

That swinging right was clear and right; 
and he stole a downward glance at it. And 
what with the unmerciful treatment it had 
received in the last few hours, he had man
aged to claw it to a point of brilliant red 
rawness that was on the point of bleeding!

A low groan escaped Bryn.
He had managed to manufacture the last 

necessary touch of evidence to secure his cap
ture. His insane, lifetime habit had created 
for him the final dash of color needed to 
identify him with the Times’s own private 
suspect.

And out here!
Out here, where there were not even police 

to protect him! Out here, where at any sec
ond nearly a dozen men might take a notion 
to rush him—batter him to pieces, perhaps, in 
their desire to subdue a desperate character— 
lynch him, perchance, if they felt that to be 
proper—but let him out of their sight, never!

Well, it was practically all over but the 
shouting!

By evening, just about the time that Celia 
would be watching the letter-man on his last 
delivery, for her first word from Wilksburg, 
just about the time Jones rapped on the door 
to find out if the “ old scout” had got there 
all right—just about that time the New York 
papers might be publishing a brief account of 
his capture or his killing by an “ infuriated 
mob ” !

He breathed hard as he walked. If they 
pursued, he’d make a stand and die facing the 
enem y— for w hatever g lory  he m igh t find in  
that. If they did not pursue, he’d walk on 
and on, past the big amusement park; per
haps, by some miraculous chance, he would 
find a path to freedom for another little 
space.

The park’s big semicircular sign and the 
park’s high gateway were hardly a dozen 
yards away now, displaying a riot of bizarre 
colors that had been. Through the gate, the

little door that had been cut for between- 
seasons entrance was padlocked heavily. 
Bryn turned and walked toward the corner.

And as yet he was not pursued.
With two good city blocks behind, he was 

at the angle. He turned it and strode along 
steadily.

Once or twice, he glanced up the high fence 
beside him. The top was all of nine feet 
above his head. If he could get over that 
confounded thing. There might be some one 
inside; there might be a telephone inside; 
and if there were—well, if there were, Bryn 
had a very strong notion that he’d call up the 
Wilksburg police and give himself up to 
whatever men they could rush out.here rather 
than risk the crowd behind.

The side fence seemed endless. Ahead, it 
stretched and stretched and stretched onward, 
a countless procession of broad, up-ended 
planks, some new, some old, some flawless, 
some cracked.

And two, by thunder!—two that had ar
gued the entrance matter with an automobile, 
some time during the bygone summer, Bryn 
saw suddenly.

Whenever the tragedy had occurred, there 
were strong traces of the struggle. One 
board was smashed out to a distance of a 
foot from the ground. Its neighbor had been 
pretty thoroughly cracked and splintered. 
Half buried in the dust was the best part of 
a tire, tom to shreds; the tarnished remains 
of what had once been a headlight, lay 
crushed some feet away; a forlorn hint of a 
hub resembled a dry land starfish.

But Bryn took little account of the late 
machine. His interest .lay in the splintered 
board. There was a waving section of timber; 
he clutched it and pulled. He pushed hard 
against its abused neighbor, and the aperture 
widened.

His head and shoulders went through, 
scraping. Another violent push at the loose 
board—and he was in Carnival Park.

His excited eyes swept the great space 
quickly. There were broad walks—boarded 
booths—a tight-shut Japanese tea-house— 
what seemed to be a theater, at the other end. 
A nd there  w as n e ith e r stick  n o r stone w ith  
which to defend that opening.

Overhead loomed the weather - beaten 
trestle of the roller-coaster. That could do 
him no good. Off toward the gateway—■ 
what was the little house, standing high in 
the air on its thick stilts?

There was a ladder leading up to its ele
vated door; there were round holes and 
square holes in the sides—and Bryn started
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on a dead run toward the deserted motion- 
picture box of Carnival Park.

There, at least, he could hold them off for 
a time, if they followed him. There was the 
bare possibility, too, that the crowd wouldn't 
find him— for a time at least. And in that 
time some one outside the park would have 
communicated with Wilksburg’s police.

It was a faint enough hope, but his only 
one—and he raced on across the wide space, 
a cloud of dust behind him, and slid at last 
to tire foot of the ladder.

Like a sailor, he ran to the top and stepped 
upon the square yard of platform outside the 
door.

He seized the knob and twisted violently. 
There came a creaking of a rusting latch, 
and the door opened.

Bryn slammed it, and leaned against the 
wall, breathless in the half gloom. Whether 
it had been wisdom or blind following of 
primal instincts, he was out of sight of the 
crowd at the end of the car line.

For a minute or two he panted hard. Then 
he began to take account of his odd surround
ings.

There were two or three shelves, empty. 
There was a rough little desk, with a dried- 
up bottle of ink. There was a solidly-built 
stand.

That, probably, was for the moving pic
ture machine, and there was a round hole 
before it, and a tiny paneless window. For 
that matter, he noted, there were several more 
of the paneless windows on the other sides; 
and, curiously, he looked out.

He was several inches higher than the 
fence. Just then, he was looking back at the 
suburban electric car that had brought him. 
The motorman and the conductor were Still 
standing there—alone.

Yes, alone. And the former knot of men 
were nowhere in sight.

Mr. Bilmer’s place of business showed no 
sign of humans. The man who had been 
seated before the cottage was out of sight. 
Incidentally, though, there was a faint dust- 
cloud floating in the air, just beyond the side 
fence.

They were following him.
In all probability, they’d armed them

selves. They were coming in a body to take 
him.

Doubtless, they’d find the hole in the fence; 
doubtless they would enter as he had entered; 
then they'd look about for him. It might 
take them a little time to locate him, but—

He stepped to the other side of the box
like little house and surveyed the other side

of the park, the side of his entrance. His 
sharp eyes found the broken boards; and 
Bryn watched—and waited—and waited— 
and watched, minute after minute.

He took to the other little apertures in his 
observatory, and strained his eyes. Unless 
they’d slipped in elsewhere and were hiding 
behind distant booths, none of the crowd had 
seen fit to follow him.

It was odd in the extreme. He crossed again 
and looked in the direction of the houses.

The suburban car — the car he never 
should have boarded—was starting on its re
turn trip now. Indeed, it was well under 
way and gathering speed every minute, and 
another cloud of dry dust was swirling up 
around it, and—

What the deuce was that?
Farther off—a good half mile, if Bryn 

judged correctly — a miniature cyclone was 
approaching—a cyclone with a black spot in 
its center. He watched it breathlessly.

Whatever it was, it was coming like an 
express-train and—vest Of course, it was 
an automobile, and a big black one.

It had stopped suddenly, too, and the sub
urban car had come to a standstill beside it. 
Bryn could just discern the motorman leaning 
over the side and talking to some one in the 
machine. The tiny figure of the conductor 
left the platform and ran to the automobile.

And then the motor started again, head
long, in the direction of the park; and the 
suburban car took up its way .afresh.

Beyond any question, some one was as 
anxious to reach the park as he was to leave.

The machine was shooting up to the sum
mer garden now; and Bryn caught his breath. 
The man in the back seat—the white-haired 
little man—that was the very man who had 
been beckoning to him back in Wilksburg.

Yes, as his car whizzed by the garden, 
Bryn could see the brisk features and all. 
And then the car had come so near to the 
fence that it popped out of Bryn’s vision.

And now he might cease to worry.
Five minutes more and he would be offi

cially captured, for there could be no ques
tion of the capable little man’s business. He 
was very evidently the particular detective 
of Wilksburg who was going to gain the 
credit for capturing the murderer.

They were shouting in the park itself now.
Grimly Bryn went back to his other peep

hole. The crowd was engaged in crawling 
through the hole in the fence. The eight or 
nine men already within were listening to 
the fellow who had accosted him by the cot
tage, and Bryn caught distantly:
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“ Sure he’s up here. Look where he run.”
He indicated the too plain trail to the mo

tion-picture box, and waved a revolver. The 
eves turned upward.

“ Well, keep back. How do you know he 
ain’t going t ’ shoot from there?” bawled 
another voice. “ He can’t git away now, any
way. We got him covered.”

They had, too, Bryn observed. From the 
double-barreled shotgun visible at the rear of 
the knot to the flourishing horse-pistol in 
front, every man was armed. He prayed 
only that they might refrain from opening 
fire on the box until—

With a faint crack the loose board had 
snapped off short. The crowd had turned; 
and walking toward them briskly was the 
little man with the slouch-hat.

He paused. Some few words were ex
changed. Half a dozen fingers pointed to
ward Bryn’s elevated refuge.

The little man started straight for it. The 
man with the horse-pistol caught him by the 
shoulder and proffered the weapon. The 
man in the slouch-hat laughed and waved it 
away, and steered for the box.

Well, he had a good bit of pluck, anyway, 
Bryn reflected. For all he knew to the con
trary, the presumed desperate murdere- 
might have a Gatling gun with him, and be 
ready to blow him into the next world. Yet 
he was walking straight to the house.

And he was so close that Bryn lost sight 
of him.

And now he was ascending the ladder.
And as he landed on the platform, the 

door was opened without a second’s hesita
tion.

The short man walked in and closed the 
door behind him—and Bryn was captured.

For the moment his throat closed; then, 
hoarsely:

“ Who—who are you ? ” he managed to 
say.

The other looked at him with peculia- 
directness.

“ I ’m the best friend you’ve got on earth,” 
he said quietly. “ Do as I tell you and you’ll 
be all right.”

“ i _ ”
“ Nevermind. Come on. That crew’s go

ing to try shooting you up in another two 
minutes. I ’m going down first.”

A black automatic pistol came out of his 
pocket and a pair of handcuffs. And the old 
gentleman stepped out and went lightly down 
the ladder.

And from the ground, as he waved the 
little crowd back:

“ Come down! ”
Limply, Bryn followed. He stood on solid 

ground then, and the short man was prof
fering the handcuffs with a low:

“ Put up your wrists.”
“ Fll—go’ quietly.”
“ Put them on, you confounded fool! 

There! What did you ever give me this 
chase for, anyway?” the other demanded 
impatiently. " Now, act like a cowed pris
oner. Come! ”

At the moment the words did not impress 
Bryn as odd. His heart was bursting, and 
his head hung low as the other took his arm 
and pointed his pistol at the crowd with a 
loud: “ I'll shoot the first man that moves a 
step.”

The group seemed turned to stone.
“ Now quick, you T. Z. B .! ”
Side by side, the pistol swinging threaten

ingly, they strode away to the broken spot in 
the fence. The little crowd remained judi
ciously motionless. Then:

“ Get through there!”
Bryn obeyed dumbly and his cheeks felt 

ready to explode as a yell of excitement went 
up from the group of natives lingering out
side. The small man was with him again— 
the crowd had backed away hurriedly before 
his pistol—and Bryn was being forced 
through the open door of the waiting auto
mobile.

And as he dropped into the seat he heard 
dimly:

“ What did you stall that motor for, you 
clown? Get out and crank it up! Move!” 

The driver jumped from his seat. The 
elder man took his place beside Bryn, and 
slammed the door as the motor began to 
roar.

“ Police headquarters. Hustle!”
Bryn’s chin dropped lower and lower. 

He’d been taken. He’d be convicted and 
murdered by the State, just as surely as he 
sat there. And the wife and the little boy 
back home—his heart broke!

“ My God, m an! ” he cried piteously, as 
his handcuffed wrists stretched toward the 
other. “ I'm—I ’m not guilty. I— ”

The car was whirring now and gathering 
speed. The old man jerked a bunch of keys 
from his pockets, hastily found a little one, 
and, grabbing Bryn’s wrists unceremonious
ly, unlocked the steel bracelets.

“ I know dam well you’re not,” he snapped, 
as he pocketed them. “ Now, hang on like 
grim death! ”

The amazing person slapped the chauffeur 
smartly on the shoulder.
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“ What is this thing—an ice-wagon ? ” he 
demanded. “ Take your foot off the brake 
and give it some gas, or—•”

The chauffeur turned one dry, pitying 
glance backward.

Immediately after which the machine fair
ly left the ground behind.

CHAPTER VIII.
WITX-I TH E POLICE.

W i l k s b u r g ’s police headquarters is rather 
imposing. It was built only a year or two 
back, and the architects sensed the future 
day when Wilksburg shall be among the big 
cities.

The automobile paused at last before the 
doors. The old man stepped out with the 
same remarkable briskness, and Bryn fol
lowed, thoroughly puzzled.

But there was hope. He’d had a tiny 
chance at meditation during that furious ride. 
Why, under the sun, should any detective re
move the cuffs from his prisoner, inform him 
that he was innocent, and then— ”

“ Well, come along,” said the sharp voice. 
Side by side, they went up the steps. 

Moving smartly, they passed the doorman; 
and the elderly mystery strode to the uni
formed officer behind the desk with:

“ Chief here?”
“ Yes. Who— ”
“ I want to see him! ”
“ What’s the business ? ”
“ Blast the business! I want to see him 

quick! I ’ve got your ‘ T. Z. B.’ man here! ” 
An exclamation, and' the officer was on his 

feet and looking at Bryn with popping eyes.
“ Well, if that's the man, you sure 

have— ” he began.
'“ Certainly. Where’s the chief's office?” 
“ On the second floor. He— ”
“ Come up-stairs!” the white-haired 

man ordered, as he twitched Bryn’s sleeve.
He led the way. Bryn followed. Staring 

after them, the officer called to the doorman 
to take his place at the desk, and trailed in 
their wake.

The old man looked briskly around at the 
landing. The big, ground-glass door at the 
front of the hall identified itself suddenly, 
for a young man with a note-book hurried out 
with: “ Very well, chief!”

The old man gripped Bryn’s arm.
“ What’s your full name ? ” he asked.
“ Thomas Z. Bryn! ” escaped from that 

person.
“ Tell me one thing more. Did the fellow

that robbed you get anything more than your
gun ? ”

“ How do—do you know any one— ”
“ Did he get anything else? ”
“ My wallet and my watch.’’
“ Was the watch expensive?”
“ Yes! ” Bryn found himself answering 

breathlessly.
“ Was it marked in any way?”
“ My monogram was on it.”
A burst of laughter escaped the other.
“ Holy smoke! ” he cried. “ It couldn't be 

better!” He poked Bryn’s ribs! “ Plow 
much money?”

“ All I had—ninety dollars! ”
“ Bills of course? ”
“ One fifty and two twenties? ”
“ Been folded up some time in your wal

le t?” the other asked keenly.
“ Y es!”
“ How! ”
“ Why—twice over, to fit the wallet!” 
“ Come along!” cried the. elderly cyclone, 

as he headed for the ground-glass door.
He did not pause to knock. He walked 

in and dragged Bryn after him—and the 
heavy-browed man at the big desk started 
up with a snarled:

“ What the—”
The short man walked straight to the 

desk.
“ Pardon the intrusion,” he said. “ I've 

caught your ‘ T. Z. B.’ suspect! Chief Scan
lon, Mr. Byrn! ”

The head of Wilksburg’s force, who was 
evidently a policeman first and an executive 
afterward, strode around his desk and made 
straight and rather threateningly for the 
short man. And at the same second the short 
man came close to the chief and said some
thing that ended in:

“—ctmvince you in two minutes!-’
Scanlon stopped short and stared at Bryn; 

and the old man was asking quickly:
“ Will you please get this Mr. Scar—-what 

was it?—Scarford here at once? I want 
to have the identification complete!-’

Briskly enough, the chief telephoned his 
orders. The door was closed, and the short 
mysterv took the liberty of locking it. He 
motioned Brvn to a chair in the far corner— 
and Bryn sat down there dazedly.

“ Can you get the district attorney here in 
a hurry—just for a little conference? ” was 
the next request.

“ I've been sitting here for some tim e!” 
observed the lean individual across the room!

The old man turned swiftly, and fairly 
Beamed.
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“ Mr. Steele?” h'e cried eagerly.
“ Yes.”
“ I t’s F ate!”
And there, while Bryn watched wonder

ing]}’. his exuberance seemed to subside. He 
was settling to business; and from an inner 
pocket he produced a long black wallet, and 
from it two long envelopes. The first he 
handed to the chief, and waited, while the 
latter opened a sheet—stared at it a moment 
— and muttered:

Credentials from Governor—um ! ” And 
then, as he finished reading, he rose and 
grinned admiringly and thrust out his heavy 
hand with:

“ Are you really—him? Well, I ’m darned 
glad to meet you! ”

They shook hands. The second envelope 
was proffered, and the chief glanced through 
it.

“ Look here, Steele! ” he said, extending 
the papers. And to the small man: “ We
can’t doubt you after these, hey. Well, well, 
well, well, Mr.— ” he stopped.

“ Oh—Remsen.”
“ Mr. Remsen! ” chuckled the chief.
He turned and regarded Mr. Bryn much 

as a pleased cat might study a well-fed 
mouse.

“ Well, you've got him subdued at that! 
He don’t look much for that kind o’ job.” 
He nodded. “ And you went out of your 
way— ”

“ I often go out of my way.” The mys
tery drew up a chair to the desk and turned 
to the district attorney. “ Will you come 
over here, Mr. Steele.”

The district attorney complied. They set
tled down comfortably. The chief produced 
a box of cigars and they smoked.

For Bryn’s part, he seemed to be merely 
part of the general scenery. Perfectly in 
sight, no anxious glances were cast in his 
direction! He watched the trio in astonish
ment until, having considered his cigar, the 
short man began:

“ See here, gentlemen, I ’m going to speak 
with perfect frankness. Mr. Bryn, over there, 
won’t repeat anything.”

He winked at Bryn!
“ You, Scanlon, want to keep up the record 

of your all-star detective bureau, eh ?”
“ It could be better,” the chief admitted.
“ And you, Mr. Steele, being new in office, 

would like to get a straight, quick conviction 
of the right man, eh ?”

“ Naturally.”
“ By the way, have you identified that 

cYnd m an?”

“ Not yet.”
“ Um! ” Remsen gazed dreamily at the 

ceiling. “ Well, we’ve got a clear case now, 
haven't we?”

“ Circumstantial evidence couldn’t be 
much stronger,” said the county prosecutor. 
“ If this is the right man, of course.''

"Oh. this is old ‘ T. Z. B.’ all right. I 
saw him get off the train last night and no
ticed the initials on his g rip !”

Bryn started. Remsen leaned far back, 
and his eyes closed.

“ Wouldn't it—wouldn't it be a whole lot 
better, if you had a real case?” he mused.
“ I mean a case with a motive and eye-wit
nesses and all that sort of thing?”

“ What’s wrong with this case, as it 
stands ? ”

“ No end of things,” Remsen chuckled. 
His eyes closed as he sent a cloud of smoke 
toward the ceiling. “ You know— ” he 
yawned. “ Since I left the service and—so 
on— I ’ve seen some of the funniest cases! 
Some of ’em— ”

He yawned again and sat up with an 
effort. He blinked humorously at the chief.

“ It isn’t often a man has to come to this,'’ 
he observed. “ But you keep things too blis
tering hot in here for m e!”

Plis hands went up to his white hair. For 
xa little, they felt carefully about the locks 
and tugged hither and thither, and Mr. Rem
sen winced with apparent pain. Then, with 
a subdued oath, he dislodged his rather long 
white hair and rubbed one hand ruefully 
over a close-cut blond crop, very faintly 
streaked with gray!

If Mr. Remsen was over forty, not more 
than a year or so had elapsed since that 
birthday!

Bryn stared agape.
“ Say, that is one slick wig! ” the chief ob

served. “ I was honestly wondering— ”
“ It ought to be. It stood me seventy-five 

dollars! That's the first time I ’ve made up 
in eight years, Scanlon—but it had to be 
this time.” He glanced toward the open door 
of the chief’s sitting-room. “ Bath-room in 
there ? ”

“ A peach ! ’’
“ I'll remove the footprints of time,” Rem

sen Said as-he moved toward it. “ Don’t an
swer any yells for help. This stuff’s no 
grease paint. I t’s a devilish French mess 
that takes the skin along with it when you 
have to scrub it off.'’

He disappeared.
Bryn looked from one to the other of the 

pair.
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The chief was staring at him interestedly, 
when the telephone bell rang. Then:

“ What? What? Conductor reported— 
what? Carnival Park? Hey?” He put his 
hand over the transmitter and said to Bryn: 
“ Did you come from Carnival Park just 
now? Yes? All right! Hallo! Well, he’s 
here now. I say. he's here now. Yes, I 
guess so. Well, it's the man, all right.’’

The chief was studying him anew, and 
Bryn’s lips began to open. As a matter of 
fact, he didn't seem to be of much account 
here!

He was a sort of cherished exhibit, a bit 
of glory in the way of a capture, a matter of 
future glory in the way of future conviction 
—but hardly a human being with ideas of 
his own or views regarding that same fu
ture ! He’d ask—

The telephone bell rang again. The lord 
of the police department picked up the re
ceiver impatiently,

“ What’s that? Scarford? Yes, Scarford. 
What about him? Not at the Inwood? 
What? Depot, eh? Telegram called him 
away, did it? What? No, he hasn’t phoned 
me, whatever he said. I say, I haven’t heard 
from him; he was coming here at three. 
Well, Rvan’s bringing him in now. isn't he? 
What? So much the better?”

The chief chewed thoughtfully on his 
cigar. The legal protector of the county had 
pursed his lips and was considering Bryn 
pensively when a knock came on the door.

The chief stepped around and opened it 
quicklv. The big man with the heavy-soled 
shoes stepped aside, and, upright, smiling, 
dignified, the man in gray walked in.

He shook the chief’s hand heartily and 
said:

“ I phoned—left word for you—that I'd 
been called to Chicago. I'd  have been back 
day after to-morrow, but one of your men 
found me at the depot. Have you really—"

The chief turned to Bryn.
“ Stand up."
Bryn obeyed. The man in gray looked 

squarely at him: his eyes widened and he 
smiled.

“ Y ou 've got your m an , c h i e f ! ” h e  e x
claimed softlv. “ You’re to be congratu
lated!”

“ There is no doubt about him ? ” Scan
lon asked. “ That’s the man you saw—”

“ That is the m an!” replied Mr. Scar
ford emphatically.

He looked straight at Bryn and Bryn 
looked straight at him, and a roar was com
ing up in Bryn’s throat when:

" Ever see me before, Jim? ” asked a sharp, 
distinct voice from the sitting-room door.

Scarford turned suddenly. In the door
way stood Mr. Remsen, in his shirt-sleeves 
and collarless, with a towel in his left hand 
and the automatic pistol in his right!

Mr. Scarford stood perfectly stiil. Second 
after second, he looked at the muzzle of the 
pistol—and moved not a muscle. But, how
ever great his self-control might be, his 
cheeks' betrayed him.

Slowly, their healthy red faded to white— 
to a faint greenish tinge—and to the ashen 
pallor of death itself!

“ Put up your hands, palms out! ” ordered 
Remsen.

Scarford obeyed silently.
“ Walk over there to the desk. Sit down.” 

The mysterious gentleman followed the lit
tle walk with his pistol. “ Now put vour 
hands out flat on that desk! T hat’s the 
way! Chief!”

“ Uh—what?” gasped Scanlon.
“ I'm not nervous, but I want you to put 

two men outside the door here. So!”
The chief picked up his telephone. Mr. 

Remsen tossed aside his towel and drew a 
chair to the big flat desk.

“ Just sort of cluster^around here, gentle
men. That's right. Let Mr.—er—Scarford, 
isn't it, sit alone over there—don’t wiggle 
your fingers, J im ! ”

CHAPTER IX.
HOW IT  WAS DONE.

I t  was a breathless little group that set
tled down as heavy steps approached the door 
and stopped. Mr. Remsen planted his arms 
on the table, the gun covering the man in gray 
with a sort of careless grace.

“ Now. gentlemen,” the rapid-fire voice 
shot forth. “ A murder has been committed. 
We suspect that Bryn here committed the 
murder. There is everything to show that he 
did—except 'the obvious fact that he didn’t. 
Item one, he never saw the dead man before.”

“ What ? ” asked the district attorney flatly.
“ Because the dead  m an has never been fa r 

ther East than Chicago, and I ’ll gamble that 
this fellow has never been two hundred miles 
from New York before. Can vou prove that, 
Brvn ? ”

“ Certainly!”
“ By any one in this town?”
“ Yes. A Mr. King, at Bennett & 

Brand's— ”
“ Their place is only around the corner,”
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the chief observed, as he took momentarily to
his telephone once more. “ Go on—er— 
Remsen.”

“ Item two. Never having seen or heard 
of the man, he had no motive."

“ What? He might have been attacked?” 
questioned the attorney.

“ Greenfield never carried a gun in his 
life. A bull couldn't pick a fight with him! ” 
Remsen exclaimed impatiently.

“ What Greenfield was that? " the chief 
inquired suddenly.

“ Harry Greenfield, the big California 
gambler.”

“ Great Scott! ” muttered Scanlon. “ Was 
that him that was shot ? ”

“ It was. Let's get on with your suspect. 
I don't know him. I never saw him before 
the train got in last night, when I was watch
ing the station. Then I only noticed him on 
account of that ‘ T. Z. B.' on his grip. It 
was the ‘ Z ’ that struck me, at that. I sized 
him up as a good, energetic clerk, or some
thing like that. Right, B ryn?”

“ Yes.”
Remsen leaned back.
“ I don't say that I've proved him inno

cent,” he said. “ But let’s get down to our 
tall friend here. Know h im ?”

“ No.”
“ Well, let me introduce Mr. James Blake, 

alias McCarthy, alias Scarford, alias Heaven 
knows what else. Under the name of Mc
Carthy, and with a mustache on, his picture 
was all over the country two years ago.”

He paused for a study of Mr. Scarford.
“ Jim, you nice, clever, greedy, cheap crook 

—you low-down robber and murderer, this is 
Chief Scanlon. You’ll be better acquainted 
shortly.”

Scarford said nothing; but Bryn caught 
the gleam in his eye and shuddered.

“ Now, I ’ll tell you exactly what Mr. James 
Blake has done,” Remsen went on. “ He 
graduated from picking pockets and so on 
after he’d reached perfection. He cornered 
all the nerve on earth for his own use. Then 
I guess he looked around for some real, profit
able field of crime. Anyway, he took to 
counterfeiting. That’s where I met him first, 
nine years ago, and— I couldn't get a con
viction. Maybe counterfeiting wasn’t to his 
taste; probably burglary was too common— 
so Jimmy took to bank work.

“ I ’ve followed his career with deep inter
est. I thought I had him good in Savannah, 
four years ago. Three of them cleaned up a 
bank, killed the cashier, and—well, I didn’t 
get a conviction that time, either.”

Mr. Remsen reddened a little; the faintest
smile came to Scarford’s lips.

“ Now to come down to last night. I ’ve 
been looking for Blake for three weeks, in 
connection with that big box-busting, regular 
old-time stunt in the Denver bank— the one 
where they got away with a clean seventy 
thousand dollars in cash. I ’ve got a warrant 
in my pocket for Mr. Blake. I ’m going to 
take him along with me, if you don't want 
him by the time I'm done," grinned Mr. 
Remsen pleasantly.

“ However, I got it pretty straight that Mr. 
Blake was either here, or coming here, for a 
little rest. My partner and I didn't pick him 
up yesterday afternoon— we got here the night 
before. I met my partner somewhere around 
eight, and he'd spotted Blake coming out of 
the Inwood, and then managed to lose him in 
the crowd. And, by the way, the nearest 
Blake got to stopping at the Inwood was risk
ing last night’s dinner there and getting per
mission to have his mail received there.

“ Well, we knew he was in town, and I got 
the notion that he knew that we knew, for the 
estimable James here can usually scent a 
chase ten miles away. I started off for the 
depot again, with quite a little hope of get
ting him as he passed onward. That's how 
I ran across Greenfield—and it nearly took 
my breath away.”

“ W hy?” the district attorney asked 
pointedly.

“ Well, that's a story in itself,” said Rem
sen. “ There’s been bad blood between them 
for three years or more. It was a matter of 
some diamonds and a woman. Greenfield 
got the best of it, and Blake promised to 
shoot him on sight. And he’s kept several of 
those promises in his time. He—say!” He 
glanced at the chief. “ Did you happen to 
find a diamond on that dead man, about the 
size of a walnut ? ”

“ Is that thing real ? " demanded the chief.
“ It'll bring twenty thousand dollars, cut 

up. So he had it on him, eh? Well, to get 
back to Greenfield. We’ve known each other 
for years. I told him Blake was in town, 
and to get under cover and stay there till he 
was arrested. He laughed at me. I tried to 
drum it into him that he’d be shot-—and he 
laughed some more, and said he’d kept out 
of Blake’s way up to date and he could do 
it a little longer.

“ He headed up Stevens Street, to keep an 
appointment some of his friends had made 
by telephone at the saloon at the head of the 
street. I tried to tell him that it was ten 
chances to one that Blake was getting ready
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to do him; he laughed at that, too; lie knew 
Casey's voice—or whatever his name was— 
as well as he knew his own name.

“ Well, to make a long story short, he in
sisted on saying good night and going up the 
street. I followed him, and I had to keep a 
block or two behind, for it made Greenfield 
sore to think he needed any protection.

“ And then it happened—and I was a full 
block off! ”

“ And you saw the shooting?” asked the 
prosecutor.

“ I saw just this. I saw a tall man step 
out, apparently from a doorway,, and stop 
Greenfield. I saw Greenfield push him away 
suddenly. Then I saw three spurts of flame 
and heard three shots, and by that time I 
was running for the scene of the trouble. 
When I was pretty near the corner, I saw 
Blake here, who was the tall man, shoot right 
around it, under the light on the opposite 
side of the way, and head up the avenue 
block with those six-cylinder legs at a mile a 
minute. I saw some one racing down the 
block—Bryn, evidently—to see what had hap
pened, and I was foolish enough to run after 
Blake.”

A short, bark-like laugh escaped the man 
in gray, and Rernsen glanced at him.

“ Yes, you got away, I doubt like the 
dickens whether you knew any' one was after 
you. I didn't understand until I saw the early 
editions of the evening papers, this morning, 
that you were absolutely unaware that we 
were here looking for you. I don't pretend 
to know where you went; but I knew for a 
pretty sure thing you wouldn't try leaving 
town after kicking up such an excitement, 
when some one might possibly have seen you.

“ And to conclude the story,” said Mr. 
Rernsen, “ I saw by the papers that he had 
had the chilly nerve to come to you, doubt
less after he’d read the morning reports and 
seen the ‘ '1'. Z. B,’ business, and offer his 
services in identifying Bryn.”

The district attorney was tapping his 
glasses on the desk.

“ We can't doubt your integrity or your 
positive value as an eye-witness,” he said 
slowly. “ At the same time—where have you 
injured our case against B ryn?”

Rernsen leaned forward.
“ Gentlemen, we’ll have to take a little 

glance at the psychology in Blake. He is, I 
think, the meanest, greediest, nerviest crook 
doing business to-day. He would just as 
gladly steal a workman’s wages as he’d open 
a bank—if he needed them.

“ If  you people are willing to go to the

expense, I can prove that eight years ago in 
Montreal, when, in a general mix-up, he got 
a peculiar, German-made pistol from a man’s 
pocket, did some shooting with it, and threw 
it away and later identified it and got the 
poor devil three years in jail. By the way, he 
was caught that time just leaving town, too.

“ I don't say that he started out with any 
intention of using Bryn’s pistol. I do say 
that he'd looked over everything—knew just 
about how Greenfield would come. He was 
on his way down Stevens Street, counting on 
getting Greenfield either there or as he left 
the saloon. Somewhere or other, he rubbed 
against Bryn and felt the pistol — and he 
took it with great pleasure. B ryn!”

The absorbed man looked up.
“ Did you actually talk with this fellow in 

the fight crowd, as the papers state?”
“ Certainly! But—but he was ahead of 

me and my coat was buttoned—”
Rernsen leaned back and laughed aloud. 
“ My dear boy,” he cried, “ if you’d been 

in a steam boiler and Blake had needed your 
collar, he’d have had it, and you’d never 
have known that a rivet had been disturbed 
until long afterward. Blake had cleaned you 
out long before you saw him, Bryn.”

He turned to the chief.
“ What I want to show is that Blake was 

in the neighborhood at the time of the shoot
ing, and I've smashed all automobile records 
to get Bryn here to prove it— and incidentally 
to save his own neck. What time did the 
patrol go to that fight?”

“ I got a record of it,” said Scanlon, look
ing over his papers. “ Eight-fifty-three. The 
driver says it got there at eight-fifty-seven.” 

“ Three minutes of nine,’’ Rernsen com
mented. “ Bryn, was this man with you when 
the wagon came?”

“ Xo. He left before that.”
“ How long? ”
“ Well, perhaps three minutes—four at the 

most,” Bryn said.
“ Which way did he head? ”
“ Up-town.”
“ Toward Stevens Street. Thank you,” 

Rernsen laughed. “ And now for the last little 
bit of confirmation. It is my positive opinion 
that this man cleaned out Bryn thoroughly, 
chief. He’d never leave money behind, or a 
valuable watch, once he was in a man’s 
pockets. Logically, since he hasn't had a 
chance of getting rid of a watch here, he 
ought to have one with ‘ T. Z. B. ’ on it, 
somewhere on his person. Stand up, Blake! 
Take off vour coat and vest! Put them on the 
table!”
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The man in gray obeyed.
“ Look through them, chief I Hands in the 

air, you! ”
“ Well, there’s your watch! ” the chief re

marked.
" Now, just remove that infant ten-inch 

gun from his pocket, chief, and go into the 
other pocket for his roll of ready cash. That's 
it, I guess. Now, see if you can find one 
fifty and two twenties that have recently been 
folded twice over! ”

Close to a thousand dollars in bills lay on 
the table. Quite obligingly, three of them 
began to crinkle into their old folds.

The three men laughed dryly. The chief 
walked to the door and opened it, and two 
uniformed officers entered.

“ And I ’ll go down and see him locked 
up,” volunteered Mr. Remsen. “ It may take 
three men.”

The four departed. The chief looked 
long and dryly at Bryn.

“ Well, you got off by the skin of your 
teeth!” he remarked. “ I ’d never have 
thought it. Where do you live?”

“ At Fifty Elm Street,” Bryn said with 
some difficulty.

He wasn’t guilty! The amazing little old 
man had, in cold truth, saved his life. Things 
were beginning to swim all around; his blood 
seemed to have turned to a very weak kind of 
water; his bones felt rather like worn and 
aged lengths of rubber.

“ You’re going to stay here, eh ?”
“ I came on here to take a position—yes.”
“ You’ll be on hand for the trial—that’s 

all we want,” said the district attorney, with 
a sigh of relief.

“ I certainly will! ” replied Bryn fervently.
The chief considered him again; and the 

chief was a judge of men.
“ That firm was Bennett & Brand, wasn’t 

it? All right. You can recover your property 
later, in the formal way. You may go; and 
I wish you the best of luck.”

Vaguely, Bryn recalled later, he seemed to 
have thanked both men several times. In a 
sort of mist, he seemed to soar downward, 
until he landed in the broad corridor on the 
ground floor of headquarters.

He was free. The nightmare was over. 
They weren’t going to hang him. Nobody 
was pursuing him, nobody could hound him 
now.

He fancied he’d go and apologize to that 
ambulance-surgeon. He—he was face to face 
with the small man of the blond hair, and he 
burst out:

“ How can I ever— ”

“ Dry u p ! ” said the other impolitely, al
beit he grinned. “ You don’t grasp my side 
of it. I wanted that man bad, and the extra
dition laws here are open to any old concep
tion with the present Governor, as I happen to 
know. Furthermore. Blake is the most ac
complished crook I ever met. And he won't 
get loose on a first degree murder charge; I ’ll 
get everything I  want out of that desperate 
criminal now.

“ .Another thing, I never expected he’d 
dare repeat that Montreal stunt, to make a 
getaway. But when I struck the red-hot ex
tras this morning, and doped the whole thing 
out to my own satisfaction, I wanted you and 
I wanted you quick—and I got you quick, 
and you panned out exactly as I had 
figured! ”

“ But who— " Bryn held out his hand and 
the other shook it briefly.

“ I am Mr. Remsen, a private citizen, and 
don’t you forget it, either!” said the small 
man forcefully. “ After this thing’s over, re
member that you wouldn’t know me if we met 
face to face in the middle of the Sahara. I ’m 
just the individual that is going to collect a 
ten-thousand-dollar reward on Blake, in ad
dition to my regular fees—and who saved 
your neck! So long! ”

He started for the stairs—and into Bryn’s 
swimming vision rushed King, who was pant
ing for breath.

“ I just got back to the office—the boss 
said they'd got you! ’’ he cried, in wild excite
ment. “ Tom, I acted like a cur, and I want 
to beg your pardon, old man. I told the firm 
and—Tom, nobody else like ’em was ever 
born—and they said that they’d take you at 
my estimate, and they've instructed their own 
lawyers— " _

King’s breath gave out. Bryn laid a hand 
on his shoulder and swayed as he said with 
great joy:

“ I won't need ’em. I ’m free—vindicated. 
Where’s a telegraph office?”

“ What ? ”
“ A telegraph office!” said Bryn force

fully.
“ Well, come and—”
“ Where's the nearest one?” demanded the 

late captive savagely.
“ Why—you can send a message from our 

place. Come and meet the firm, and then you 
can send your telegram.”

Mr. Bryn gripped him hard and fixed a 
pair of blazing eyes on him.

“ To blazes with the firm !” he thundered. 
“ Can’t you understand that the devilish pa
pers in New York may have made a big news
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item of this? Can't you see they may be 
reading it all this minute? Haven't you any 
wits left? Where's the nearest—”

“ Well, who— ” King began amazedly, 
Bryn drew a long breath and gulped hard. 

His excitement was dying away and things
T H E

were growing hazy again; his lips were 
twitching a little and he stared straight 
ahead, as he took King’s arm and said, 
quietly and very thickly:

“ Take me where I can send a wire to— 
to Celia and the kid, King! ”

END.

FARCE-ADVENTURE STORY No. 3.

H is M orning A fter Vacation.
BY  F R I T Z  K R O G .

A Memorable Ride in a Taxicab, with 
Horrors Accumulating upon Horrors’ Head

YOU know,” she said coyly, “ I feel 
rather sad than otherwise.”

“ But why ? ” he asked as tenderly as ten
derness is possible with a two-hundred-pound 
man trying to step on one's toes, and a tall, 
nervous lady trying to shove an umbrella-rib 
into one’s eye.

For they were standing in the crowd be
fore the gates of a ferry-boat churning near 
the end of its trip across the Hudson, New- 
Yorkward.

“ You see the summer is over,” she went 
on, “ and we are near home again.”

“ That won’t keep me from calling, will 
i t ? ” he replied, “ You live in New York, 
don't you? and I work there, don’t I ? ”

“ Yes, Chick, but they say these summer 
friendships— ”

“ Friendship?” he demanded fiercely. 
“ Clarice, is that a ll? ”

Just then the two-hundred-pound man 
came down on Chick’s toes like a pile-driver, 
the long, thin female rammed her umbrella 
into his nostril,- a boy with a basket hit him 
in the small of the back, and somebody else 
jabbed him in the pit of the stomach. For 
the boat had struck the outermost piles of the 
ferry-slip.

“ U m ph!” Chick exclaimed.
Clarice sighed.
These two— Clarice and her Chick—were 

returning from a month’s stay at Coral Beach, 
where their kindred souls had fused together 
under the spell of big round moons, the roar 
of the surges, and shore dinners. But “ busi

ness is business ” ; Clarice had to go home to 
her father, and Chick to his duty by the soap 
business.

Clarice had a “ Mrs.” attached to her 
name, but Chick had got over that in quick 
time when she told him that she was a widow. 
She was the sweetest, youngest-looking widow 
Chick had ever seen and most unaccountably 
shy. Heretofore, Chick had always had a 
prejudice against widows, but far from that 
now.

“ You haven’t given me your address yet,” 
said Chick.

“ No,” Clarice replied. “ You know I 
said I wouldn’t until we reached the parting 
of the ways,- and then if you still want it— ”

Chick went through the pantomime of lick
ing his chops, no doubt, to prove how much 
he wanted it.

“ You better give it to me now,” he went 
on. “ The boat will be tied up in thirty 
seconds; it’s just nine o’clock, and I must be 
at my desk at nine-thirty without fail. The 
old man always gets sore when returned va
cationers report late. So I ’ll have to run for 
it.”

“ But you'll have time to help me get my 
things in the ca r?” said Clarice reproach
fully. “ John is meeting me with father’s 
automobile, and it’ll only take a few seconds.”

Chick pricked up his ears. So her father 
owned a motor-car! He had a swift vision 
of himself ordering that car out some of these 
days.

“ You didn’t think,” Chick exclaimed,
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“ that I'd leave you like this — in such a 
crowd ? ”

The fat man with his heels, and the long, 
thin lady with her umbrella, reminded Chick 
now that the boat had landed. Whereupon 
he and the dashing widow moved on with 
the streaming crowd and ran the gantlet of 
insistent cabbies to the rackety area before 
the ferry-house.

“ Oh,” said Clarice, staring about, “ I 
don't see John anywhere.”

“ What sort of car is i t ? ” asked Chick.
“ A purple one,” Clarice explained, “ with 

gold trimmings.”
Not only a motor-car, but a purple one 

with gold trimmings! Chick’s excitement in
creased.

“ Such a car would be easy to find,” he 
said. “ I don't see it anywhere.”

Clarice dropped her baggage and clasped 
her hands.

“ Oh, what shall I do? ” she exclaimed.
“ Don’t cry,” said Chick, drawing himself 

up to full height and expanding his chest 
until his necktie stood out almost at a hori
zontal.

“ Cabby!” he went on, raising the fore
finger of his right hand.

Cabby was bright eyes on the job. He had 
a brand-new yellow taxicab alongside in 
three ticks of a dollar watch.

“ And now the address! ” said Chick when 
Clarice was w’ithin.

“ Are you going to leave me now ? ” asked 
Clarice, raising her eyes in surprise. “ You 
won’t—”

Chick blushed. Clarice might just as well 
have asked: “ Are you going to let me pay
the fare?”

Chick was beside her with a bound that 
would have done credit to a kangaroo.

“ The address?” he asked again.
Clarice murmured the name of a hotel on 

Fifth Avenue that made Chick’s eyes grow 
round as saucers.

“ The P lacid!” he repeated.
Even the chauffeur took a brace when 

Chick called that at him.
“ Well,” thought Chick, “ I see where I 

get down to work about lunch-time. But 
here’s a widow in distress and that’s no light
some matter. After us the deluge. Let 
soap bide its time.”

Chick was hard at it, telling Clarice that, 
considering a proper conservation of national 
resources, it was a crime to keep the stars lit 
when she was out nights, when he stopped 
midway in his oratory to grow deadly pale 
and gasp for breath.

6 A

“ What's the matter ? ” Clarice asked in 
fright. “ Dear me, my smelling salts are in 
my trunk.”

“ Nothing—a mere nothing,” Chick as
sured her and continued about starlight and 
eyelight with feverish energy.

Chick had said nothing and he meant 
nothing. That is to say, he had suddenly 
recalled the fact that he had nothing where
with to meet the fare, which was rolling up 
dollar after dollar on the meter without.

Chick had forgotten for the moment that, 
as almost invariably happens, he was re
turning from his vacation—dead broke.

He thought of his watch as they passed a 
pawn-shop, but remembered that it was one 
of those cheap nickel-plated affairs.

He became rattled.
“ Stop the car! ” he yelled.
The chauffeur shoved down the brake.
“ Go on!” Chick yelled.
“ Why, what’s the m atter?” asked Clar

ice.
“ I t’s too late,” Chick replied, licking his 

lips. “ I thought I saw a ten-dollar gold 
piece on the street, but if it was there, it’s 
gone now.”

Clarice murmured a little something and 
then looked up archly at her companion.

“ Speaking of gold pieces— ” she began.
“ Don’t,” Chick whispered.
“ Do you know,” Clarice went on, “ I have 

a special reason for being glad that you are 
still with me.”

Chick struggled bravely to turn on a smile.
“ Yes,” Clarice continued happily, and 

opening her hand-bag so that Chick could 
look into its emptiness, “ because I haven't a 
cent of money. I think it’s about lunch-time. 
I'm hungry as a wolf. I believe I could eat 
a five-course dinner—”

“ Wow! ” Chick shouted. “ Stop the car! ”
This time, when the chauffeur obeyed, 

Chick wrenched the door open, leaped out on 
the street and found a book-store entrance 
staring him in the face. He darted in among 
the last editions and seized a bilious-looking 
clerk by the arm.

“ Is there a side door to this place?” 
Chick hissed.

“ Over there.” The clerk pointed it out.
Chick was out like a scared rabbit, and off 

up the side street like another scared hare. 
But after the third leap toward disgraceful 
safety, he stopped.

“ This will never do,” he soliloquized. 
“ Leave that peach to face the music alone? 
No; never. I'll keep the cab rolling until I
see a friend.”
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Back to the taxi he sped. As he stepped 
in, he noted that the chauffeur was a pow
erful looking man with a very uncompromis
ing-looking jaw.

“ W hy?” said Clarice. “ Where have you 
been ? ”

“ Er—ah,” Chick answered unblushinglv, 
“ I stopped in the book-store to—to telephone 
the office. And ” — Chick’s face lit up as 
an idea occurred to him— “ the boss wants to 
see me right away. Do you mind if we turn 
around and run down there before we go on 
to the Placid ? ”

“ Oh, no,” Clarice assured him, “ it will 
be jolly.”

“ Yes,” Chick smiled. ‘‘We can be to
gether so much longer.”

When the cab rolled up before the Ran- 
keller Company’s office, where the sales of 
Grandma’s Marvel Soap and Other Ex
traordinary Toilet Preparations were engi
neered, Chick glanced at the taximeter. It 
read, seven dollars and sixty cents. Chick 
multiplied by two and added ten as he 
brushed past the doorkeeper.

Inside he stared about him in bewilder
ment. Where once had been a score of 
friends and desks, there were now only three 
desks and two boys. • Behind the railing 
where once Mr. Rankeller had scowled and 
smoked, sat a stranger.

“ What is the meaning of th is?” Chick 
gasped.

“ 'Who are you?” the stranger demanded 
coldly.

“ I had charge of the city sales,” Chick 
replied.

“ A h!” the stranger exclaimed, raising his 
eyebrows. “ You don’t know of the change?”

“ Change?”
“ Yes, the Rankeller Company was ab

sorbed two weeks ago by Hiram Talcum of 
Amalgamated Potash. This office is only 
a branch house now.”

Chick’s legs began to wobble.
“ However,” the affable stranger contin

ued, “ if you will write to Mr. Talcum, or 
call at his office, perhaps he might, some 
time in the future, take some interest in your 
case.”

Chick laughed bitterly and dashed out on 
the street. He arrived beside the taxi door 
with his hat in his hand, his hair on end, 
and such a wild look in his eyes that Clarice 
shrank back in dismay.

“ Dear m e!” she exclaimed. “ How you 
look! What—”

“ I t’s all right,” Chick interrupted hastily. 
“ Drive on, chauffeur!”

Chick glanced at the meter as he stepped 
in. It had rolled up thirty cents while he 
was getting the information that he was out 
of a job.

“ W here?” asked the driver.
“ Anywhere,” Chick jerked out— “ into the 

East River—that is, up-town, you fool, 
that’s where!”

All the way up the perspiration poured 
down Chick’s haggard cheeks and dripped 
off his chin.

“ Poor boy,” said Clarice, “ are you so 
warm ? ”

“ I was never in a hotter place,” Chick 
muttered. “ But, anywhere, as long as you’re 
with me.”

Clarice sighed.
“ Da you love me so much ? ” she whis

pered.
“ I do.”
“ Do you love me just because I ’m m e?” 

Clarice went on.
Chick’s mind was in no shape to solve 

Chinese puzzles, but he was game.
“ I loved you when I first laid eyes on 

you in your new bathing-suit,” he said. “ I 
love you now, and will forever. Nothing can 
come between us. I ’ll marry you to-morrow 
if you’ll say the word. I ’ll marry you right 
now. We could spend the honeymoon in jail 
—I mean, I would if we had to.”

“ Oh, you dear Chickey bird! ” Clarice ex
claimed, wrapping her arms around Chick’s 
neck and planting one on his sagging mouth.

“ And now,” she went on. “ I am going to 
make a confession.”

Chick’s lawer jaw began to wobble.
“ I ’m not a widow,” Clarice began.
Chick began fanning himself with his 

hat.
“ My father isn’t stopping at the Placid.”
Chick slid forward in his seat until he was 

sitting on the small of his back.
“ He has no purple motor-car.”
Chick closed his eyes and his head fell 

over to one side.
“ Clarice!” he gasped, starting n .
“ What is i t ? ”
“ I ’ll make a confession, too.”
Chick swallowed hard once or twice be

fore he could make his tongue perform.
“ I ’m broke,” he burst out. “ I didn’t have 

a cent with me when we hailed this cab. I 
found out at the office that the Imuse had 
sold out and I couldn’t borrow from the 
boys I had worked with. Clarice, prepare 
for the Tombs! ”

“ Here we are,” Clarice murmured ab- 
sentlv.



THE BIG OBSTACLE. 659

“ We can't stop," Chick exclaimed. “ Who 
told the chauffeur to stop here?”

“ I did,” Clarice replied. “ I told him to 
drive up home while you were in your of
fice.”

Chick stared out of the cab window in 
utter bewilderment.

“ There's father! ” Clarice burst out, and 
jumped past Chick into the arms of a short, 
fat, choleric-looking gentleman.

“ Father," said Clarice, “ this is my 
fiance.”

“ Your what? ” shouted the old man, while 
some of that choler sprang into his face.

“ Yes," Clarice went on, “ he's going to 
marry me.”

“ What is h e?” the father went on in a 
hard voice, “ Duke, lord, or m arquis?”

“ No, no," Clarice replied, “ he's just a 
plain American and he loves me because I ’m 
me. He doesn’t even know my name. I 
told him I was a widow.”

Father cast four baleful looks at Chick 
and hitched up his cuffs.

“ Say! ” the chauffeur put in gruffly at 
this stage of the proceedings and pointed at 
the taximeter. It read nineteen dollars and 
forty cents.

“ Father," said Clarice, “ pay him."
Father paid, but when he returned from 

that amusement, Chick began to look around 
for some handy haven of refuge.

“ Say, young man," said father fiercely, 
“ what’s your business?”

“ Soap," said Chick, “ but—but— I hope 
to do better soon."

“ Soap!" exclaimed father. “ My boy, 
come to my arms. I am the king of soap, 
Hiram Talcum, sir, who has done more for 
cleanliness than the inventor of the bath
tub,”

Only one thing remained to disappoint 
Chick; his vision of a purple motor-car with 
gold trimmings never materialized. The 
Talcum cars (note the plural) were all pink 
and bore a distinct resemblance to a bar of 
Talcum's Finest Coralynne—the Soap That 
Made Washing Popular.

T H E  B I G  O B S T A C L E .
B Y  B E R T R A M  L E B H A R ,

Author of “ The Odds Against the Banner,” “ His Handicap Mate,” ‘‘ The Isle of Mysteries,” etc.!

The Thing a Man Did When He Didn’t Care What Happened to Him and 
Why He Had Cause to Regret It Later.

CHAPTER I.
A COLD RECEPTION.

ELL? What do you want?”
The bookkeeper of Philip Rousey 

& Co., stock brokers, eyed the shabby young 
man with disfavor. It was plain that he did 
not at all like the visitor’s looks.

“ I wish to see Mr. Philip Rousey,” re
plied the caller, with an air of dignity which 
seemed ludicrously out of keeping with his 
ragged clothes, unshaven face, and general 
run -d o w n  appearance .

“ Oh, you do, eh ?” sneered the book
keeper. “ And what do you wish to see him 
about, if you please ? ”

“ I beg your pardon. I do not care to dis
cuss my business with you," retorted the 
young man. “ Be good enough to tell your 
employer that I am here.”

The bookkeeper’s glance fell upon the 
package the visitor carried under his arm.

“ I suppose you are a canvasser,” he re
marked knowingly. “ Want to sell the boss 
a set of encyclopedias or the latest edition 
of ‘ The World’s Best Literature,’ in twenty 
volumes, eh? Well, young man, there’s 
nothing doing. When Mr. Rousey wishes to 
buy anything he goes to a reliable store for 
it. He is too bus}- a man to be bothered by 
pedlers, so you might as well be going."

“ You are mistaken," was the haughty re
ply to this. “ I have nothing to sell. It 
seems to me that you are inclined to be im
pudent, m y friend. I shou ld  strongly  advise 
you to be a little more civil—otherwise you 
may have cause to regret it. • Go and tell your 
employer that his nephew wishes to see him.” 

The bookkeeper laughed boisterously.
“ His nephew, eh ? Well, that’s pretty 

good. Do you think you can \york that bluff 
with me? I'm quite certain that if the boss 
has a nephew, he doesn’t look anything like 
you. Do you think I am an idiot? ”
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“ I think you are a very impertinent fel
low,” rejoined the other indignantly. “ If 
you question my identity, perhaps this will 
serve to convince you.”

He took from his pocket a much-worn 
leather card-case and extracted therefrom a 
card, which he handed to the bookkeeper.

“ Mr. Cowper Rousey,” was the name en
graved thereon. The bookkeeper read it and 
glanced at the visitor incredulously.

“ I suppose I've got to take it into the boss,” 
he said hesitatingly. “ If you’re really who 
you say you are, sir, I beg a thousand par
dons; but if you’re not, I ’ll kick you out of 
this office when I return, I warn you.”

The young man shrugged his shoulders. 
The bookkeeper, muttering to himself, went 
through the doorway leading to the private 
office, the card in his hand.

“ If you please, sir,” he said deferentially 
to a lean, shriveled, white-haired man, of 
very sharp features, who sat at a mahogany 
desk, “ there’s a young man outside—a shab
by fellow who looks as if lie’s got something 
to sell—and he says that he is your nephew. 
Here is his card.”

The man at the desk glanced at the card.
“ Humph I ” he exclaimed. “ Cowper 

Rousey, eh? What does he want, Johnson? ”
“ He savs he wishes to see y o u , sir.”
“ What about?”
“ He wouldn't tell me, sir. He said that 

he did not care to discuss his business with 
me.”

“ Well—send him in here.”
Johnson returned to the outer office, still in 

doubt as to whether the visitor was really 
Mr. Rousey’s nephew or not; for his em
ployer’s replies had not enlightened him on 
this point.

“ Step inside, sir. The boss will see you,” 
he said, with tentative courtesy in his tone.

The young man walked hastily into the 
private office and carefully closed the door be
hind him.

“ Hallo, Uncle P h ilip !” he exclaimed, ap
proaching the white-haired man at the desk.

The latter did not rise; neither did he 
grasp the hand which the other impulsively 
extended toward him. His own hands ap
peared to be glued to the arms of his chair as 
he stared coldly at his visitor.

“ W ell?” he demanded in a rasping tone. 
“ What do you want ? ”

“ What do I want ? ” repeated the caller, 
with a bitter laugh. “ Say, uncle, that’s a 
pretty poor sort of greeting to extend to your 
dead brother's son whom you have not seen 
for four years.”

“ Well, I assure you that I have not missed 
you, ” replied the older man. “ You could 
have stayed away forty years without my 
feeling at all neglected. Why have you come 
to me now ? ”

“ Why shouldn't I come to you, Uncle 
Philip ? You're my own flesh and blood— 
the only relative I have in all the world. I 
have just returned to the United States, so 
isn’t it quite natural that I should pay you a 
visit? ”

“ I don’t know about that,” replied the 
other gruffly. “ So you have been abroad ? ” 

“ Yes, sir, for four years.”
“ Where to, may I ask?”
“ Certainly, uncle. I have been to Austra

lia.”
“ Why did you go there?”
“ To seek my fortune,” answered the 

nephew, with a whimsical smile.
“ Hum ph! ” grunted old Rousey, his keen 

eyes summarizing every detail of the other’s 
appearance. “ You don’t seem to have suc
ceeded in your quest. You look like a 
tramp.”

“ I feel like a tramp,” declared the young 
man. “ I can scarcely blame your book
keeper for treating me as he would a beggar, 
just now. I realize that I must look the part.

“ The fact is, Uncle Philip,’' he went on, 
“ I have had a wretched spell of bad luck. 
Everything I put my hand to out in Aus
tralia seemed to turn out wrong. I have 
come hack here absolutely penniless. I had 
to work my way to Xew York on a freighter. 
It was rough, I tell you, and the ship was 
none too clean—hence my present shabby 
and bedraggled appearance.”

“ Serves you right.” declared the old man 
viciously. “ You had your chance four years 
ago and you let it go. I wanted you to give 
up your foolish art notions and go into a le
gitimate business, and you wouldn’t do it. I 
wanted you to marry Margaret Adair, and 
you refused. You declined to obey my 
wishes, so you have only yourself to blame 
for your present straits.”

“ I realize that,” said the young man con
tritely. “ I assure you that I am indeed 
sorry for it now, Uncle Philip. I thought 
that I J>ossessed artistic talent and could 
make my living with my pencil. I have been 
trying to sell my sketches for the past four 
years without any success, and now I am 
prepared to agree with you that I am no 
good as an artist.”

“ If it took you four years to find that out, 
you must be even a bigger fool than you 
look,” snapped the old man.
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“ As for marrying Margaret.” went on the 
nephew, ignoring this gibe and speaking very 
earnestly, “ I assure you that you do me a 
great injustice in saying that I refused to 
marry her, uncle. I would gladly have 
made her my wife, even without any prompt
ing on your part, for I love her dearly—but 
she would not have me.

“ We had a quarrel and Margaret told me 
that she never wanted to see me again. That 
is the real reason why I went to Australia— 
and that is why I have come back now,” he 
added quietly.

“ What is why you have come back?— I 
don't understand that,” exclaimed the uncle 
quickly.

The young man sighed.
“ After my quarrel with Margaret I sailed 

for Australia, determined to forget her. I 
have tried to do so for four years, but with
out success. Since the day I sailed I have 
not heard a word either from her or concern
ing her; but nevertheless I find that I love 
her more than ever. A yearning to see her 
again and to try to win my way into her good 
graces once more has brought me back here 
now.”

The old man grunted disdainfully.
“ So you want to make another attempt to 

win her, eh?” he sneered. “ You’re in a fine 
condition now to entertain such hopes, aren’t 
you? You’re a pretty looking specimen of 
humanity to think of paying court to a fine 
girl like Margaret Adair.”

“ Well, of course I am not going to make 
any attempt to see her in my present condi
tion,” declared the nephew, flushing. “ I 
must pull myself together first. I want you 
to loan me a little cash, Uncle Philip—just 
enough to buy me some decent clothes and a 
shave and admission to a Turkish-bath. And 
after I have got these very necessary things,
I want you also to help me to land a job of 
some sort.”

He smiled at his uncle confidently, but the 
latter scowled and banged his fist on his 
desk emphatically.

“ You won’t get a red cent from m e!” he 
declared. “ Not a red cent! I don’t care if 
you look like a vagabond for the rest of your 
days. You are a vagabond, so you may as 
well sail under your true colors. And I won’t 
help you to get a job, either. I won’t give 
you any assistance at all. I told you four 
years ago, when you refused to listen to me, 
that I was through with you entirely, and I 
am going to show you that I meant exactly 
what I said.”

“ But I am penitent now and eager to car

ry out your wishes in every respect, Uncle 
Philip,” pleaded the young man.

“ You are too late—just four years too 
late,” was the grim reply.

“ But, uncle— ”
“ It is no use arguing, I tell you. It won’t 

do you a particle of good and you are de
laying me in my work. This is my busy 
hour. I must ask you to go now.”

“ Go? Where shall I go?” laughed the 
young man bitterly. “ I haven’t any place 
to go to. I haven’t any place to sleep to
night.”

“ Go to the devil for all I care,” growled 
the uncle.

The young man’s eyes flashed.
“ It seems to me that I came to the devil 

when I came here to you,” he declared. “ It 
is hard to believe that a fellow’s own flesh 
and blood could treat him in this manner. I 
guess I was a fool, though, to expect anything 
different of you. You always were a hard, 
cross-grained old skinflint. I shall not bother 
you any more, no matter what happens to me; 
but I tell you now that some day you will be 
sorry for this.”

He turned on his heel and strode angrily 
out of the office.

CHAPTER II.

HIS RIVAL.

I t did not take Cowper Rousey long to 
discover the distressing fact that when a man 
is down and out he loses his friends.

Four years previously, before he had quar
reled with his uncle, and while he had en
joyed a liberal monthly allowance from that 
wealthy relative, he had possessed friends in 
abundance.

Being a good-natured, generous, and rather 
dashing sort of fellow who had spent his 
money freely on “ the bunch,” he had been 
quite popular.

He had hoped that this popularity had not 
waned, despite his four years’ absence and his 
greatly altered circumstances; and, having 
been turned down by his only relative, he 
determined to apply to some of his old friends 
for aid.

“ It is a bitter pill to have to show’ myself 
to any of the fellows in my present condi
tion,” he reflected as he stood on the sidewalk 
deliberating what should be his next move. 
“ But I ’ll have to put my pride in my pocket 
and brace somebody for the loan of a few 
dollars. I've got to get out of these rags 
and look like a gentleman again before many
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hours have passed. I am heartily tired of 
appearing like a tramp.”

As he arrived at this determination he 
suddenly espied a tall, slender, flashily- 
dressed youth strolling toward him.

“ A h! ” he exclaimed. “ Here's a piece of 
luck! Here comes Reggie Dingwall—just the 
fellow I want. Reggie always carries plenty 
of money in his clothes and he was always 
willing to loan me cash in the old days, so 
this ought to be easy.

“ Hallo, Reggie!” he exclaimed as the 
tall, languid youth was about to pass him by.. 

The latter started, and a scared look came 
to his face.

“ You’d better go away,” he said nervously. 
“ I ’ll call a policeman if you attack me, you 
know. I haven’t anything to give you.” 

Then he stopped short and uttered an ex
clamation of astonishment. “ By Jove!” he 
exclaimed. “ I t’s Cowper Rousey, isn’t i t ? ” 

“ Of course it is,” replied the young man, 
with a smile. “ Didn’t you know me, Reg
gie ? ”

“ No. Ton my honor, I didn’t, old chap. 
If  you'll excuse me for saying so, you look so 
much like a beggar, you know, that I didn’t 
recognize you at all. I took you for a con
founded panhandler and they're getting so 
bold and desperate nowadays that I was 
afraid you were going to hold me up.”

“ Heavens! ” exclaimed Cowper with a rue
ful laugh. “ Do I look quite as bad as that? 
So you took me for a highwayman, eh? 
Well, as a matter of fact, Reggie, old fellow, 
I am going to hold you up. I want to bor
row a hundred or so for a few days.”

The languid young man stiffened percep
tibly.

“ I'm sorry, my dear fellow; but really I 
haven’t got a cent,” he said. “ I was cleaned 
out last night playing the wheel at Stanch- 
field’s—really I was.”

“ That's too bad,” rejoined Cowper, great
ly disappointed. “ Well, anyway, Reggie, 
you can take me to your tailor and vouch 
for me there. I've got to get out of these 
rags and into some decent clothes, and, judg
ing by your present appearance, your tailor 
seems to know his business. I ’ll go with you 
now, old chap, and get fitted with a suit on 
your recommendation.”

Reggie Dingwall’s manner became even 
more distant.

“ I ’m sorry, my dear boy; but I can’t do 
that, either,” he said. “ The fact is, I ’ve 
stretched my credit at my tailor’s to the burst
ing point, and the low fellow has actually 
begun to sue me. He wouldn’t extend credit

to a new customer on my recommendation. 
I ’m afraid you'll have to try somebody else.”

As though determined to put an end to a 
distasteful conversation, he hurried away 
without even a word of farewell, leaving the 
unfortunate Cowper rooted to the spot with 
amazement.

“ Well, I'll be darned,” he muttered. “ This 
is indeed a surprise. I did not think Reggie 
would treat me in this fashion. I always 
supposed that he was a good friend of mine. 
I could tell by his manner that he was lying 
when he said that he didn't have any money. 
It was a cold and deliberate throw-down. 
I ’m sorry now that I humiliated himself by 
approaching him at all.”

But the experience did not dissuade him 
from seeking aid elsewhere.

Being desirous of emancipating himself 
from his rags and wretchedness as soon as 
possible, he proceeded to hunt up the ad
dresses of past acquaintances, and humbled 
himself by braving the astonished stares of 
men who had known him in his days of pros
perity and requesting their aid.

In each case he met with disappointment. 
His former boon companions offered him va
rious ingenious excuses for failing to respond 
to his appeal. They also offered him much 
sympathy and plenty of advice. They ap
peared to be willing, in fact, to offer him any
thing except the practical aid he so sorely 
needed.

As stated at the beginning of this chapter, 
it did not take him long to discover that when 
a man is down and out his friends abandon 
him like rats deserting a sinking ship.

The discovery hurt him so much that he 
walked the streets like a man in a trance, his 
head down, his feet dragging wearily, a va
cant, dreamy look in his eyes.

In this condition he collided forcibly with a 
man, who cursed him roundly for his clumsi
ness and followed the imprecation by an 
exclamation of surprise.

“ G ad!” cried the man, who wore a high 
silk hat, a frock coat, and was faultlessly 
attired in every detail. “ Aren’t you Cowper 
Rouse}'? ”

Cowper looked at his interrogator and rec
ognized Oscar Harmsworth. a young man 
whom he had greatly disliked in the old davs. 
and who had disliked him equally as much.

Harmsworth was managing clerk of a big 
law firm. He was thirty years old, tall, 
swarthy, and very handsome—the kind of 
fellow whom women like, but who, for some 
reason, is not popular with his own sex.

He and Cowper had been rivals for the
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love of Margaret Adair. That was one rea
son why the two men disliked each other.

Under the circumstances, it was especially 
painful to Cowper Rousey to be discovered by 
Harms worth in his present wretched condi
tion. He would gladly have tramped all 
around the globe to avoid such a meeting.

He would have turned away now without 
speaking, but Harmsworth adroitly blocked 
his path.

“ You are Cowper Rousey, are you no t?” 
he insisted. “ Yes, I am sure that I recog
nize you. You have changed a whole lot 
since I last saw you, four years ago. I was 
in some doubt at first; but now I am sure 
that it is you.”

“ Yes, I am Cowper Rousey,” growled the 
other. “ What of it ? What does that matter 
to you? Step aside and let me pass.”

Harmsworth continued to block his path.
“ Don’t be so savage, old chap,” he said 

pleasantly. “ Why should you and I bear 
each other any ill will? After all, there is 
no real reason for it. Why not be friends? ”

At these words Cowper was seized with a 
sudden qualm of apprehension. His rival’s 
desire to be friendly seemed to him to be 
fraught with a most alarming significance.

The last time they had met, Harmsworth 
had not felt in this mood toward him. Then 
Margaret Adair, the girl they both loved, had 
evinced a decided preference for him— Cow
per Rousey. The girl, in fact, had treated 
Harmsworth with a coldness which indicated 
dislike. At that time Harmsworth’s attitude 
toward his successful rival had been openly 
bitter and hostile.

And now Harmsworth’s manner toward him 
was cordial. The fellow wished to be friend
ly. Did this mean that, since Cowper’s quar
rel with Margaret and during his four years’ 
absence from his native land, Harmsworth 
had stepped in and managed to win his way 
into her affections?

This disturbing thought caused Cowper to 
turn pale.

“ It certainly looks as if this fellow has 
managed to cut me out,” he mused. “ Other
wise, why should he now feel any more friend
ly toward me than he did four years ago? 
His present mood is inspired by triumph, I 
fancy. It pleases him to extend the olive 
branch to a conquered foe—confound him.”

“ Come,” went on Harmsworth, who ap
parently did not guess what was passing in 
the other man’s mind. “ Don’t scowl at me 
in that ferocious manner, old fellow. What 
have I ever done to incur your dislike? I 
say, again, let’s be friends.”

Still Cowper did not make any reply. He 
half hoped that Harmsworth would proceed to 
break the news of his conquest to him. It 
would be galling, to be sure, to learn the bitter 
truth from his successful rival’s own lips; but 
then, on the other hand, he desired to know 
his fate without delay.

“ If  you will pardon my mentioning it,” 
continued Harmsworth, “ you seem to have 
met with some reverses since I saw you last. 
Your present appearance indicates that you 
are up against it.”

Cowper turned fiercely upon him, his face 
red with anger and humiliation.

“ What business is that of yours? ” he fairly 
shouted. “ How dare you make any com
ments upon my personal appearance? Con
found your impertinence! If you dare to 
say another word to me, I ’ll— ”

He did not complete the threat in words; 
but the menacing manner in which he ad
vanced upon Harmsworth caused the latter to 
recoil hastily.

“ Good Heavens!” he exclaimed. “ How 
hot-headed you have grown since we last met! 
I assure you I meant no harm. I did not 
intend to be impertinent. I merely wanted to 
tell you that, if you are broke or—er—tem
porarily embarrassed, it would give me much 
pleasure if you would permit me to help you.” 

He pulled from his pocket a substantial- 
looking roll of bills.

“ There's a couple of hundred here,” he 
said. “ All or any part of it is yours for as 
long as you need it, my friend.”

Cowper stared at him in incredulous aston
ishment. Then he swallowed hard, like a fish 
out of water.

It seemed to him that his apprehensions 
were now fully confirmed. Surely his rival’s 
offer to loan him two hundred dollars could 
be accounted for only by the fact that Harms
worth had won the girl and therefore was 
disposed to be generous.

“ Put your money away,” he said huskily. 
“ I don’t want any of it.”

“ But I insist. Really, I can easily spare 
it. It won't inconvenience me in the slightest, 
and you can return it to me when you get on 
your feet again . You must take it, Cowper.” 

“ I don’t want it, I tell you,” retorted the 
other fiercely. “ Put it back in your pocket. 
I t’s like- your confounded impudence to offer 
it to me. I ’ve got plenty of money—more 
than I can use, in fact. I ’m as rich as 
Crcesus, if you want to know.”

“ Well, you certainly don’t appear to be 
prosperous,” said Harmsworth incredulously. 

“ Perhaps not. But appearances are often
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deceptive,” retorted the other. “ Maybe I ’m 
wearing these rags to win a bet. I t’s no busi
ness of yours, anyway. I don’t require your 
help, Mr. Oscar Ilarmsworth, and I don’t 
want your friendship. I never liked you, and 
I don’t like you now. You’re not the sort that 
appeals to me at all.”

Harmsworth shrugged his shoulders. 
“ You are very foolish,” he said quietly. 

“ There is really no reason why you should 
assume this attitude toward me. I desired to 
show you that I was willing to let bygones be 
bygones. I am really sorry that you won't 
have it that way. Since you are so churlish, 
I  won’t detain you any longer.”

“ You’d better not,” replied Cowper. “ I'm 
in an awful hurry, so I guess I ’ll be on my 
way.”

He strode off rapidly, and when he had 
walked half a block glanced over his shoul
der, and was pleased to see that Harmsworth 
did not appear to be following him.

“ I ’d rather starve than accept any money 
from him, even as a loan,” he muttered. “ I 
wonder if he really has won Margaret’s love? 
If  so, I am indeed an unhappy fellow.”

CHAPTER III.
A GREAT SHOCK.

Co w per  R ousey had been guilty of no 
exaggeration when he had told his Uncle 
Philip that it was a yearning to see Margaret 
Adair and to be restored to her good graces 
which had brought him back from Australia 
on a freight steamer, on which he had earned 
his passage by the sweat of his brow.

He and Margaret had been sweethearts 
since childhood. They were both orphans. 
Cowper was the son of Philip Rousey’s only 
brother; Margaret was the daughter of Robert 
Adair, who had been Philip Rousey’s busi
ness partner and best friend.

Cowper’s parents had died before he was 
five years old; Margaret’s father and mother 
were killed in a railway accident before she 
was two. Philip had become the guardian of 
the boy, and the girl had been reared by a 
maiden aunt.

Philip Rousey, himself a bachelor, had 
made up his mind that some day the orphan 
son of his only brother should marry the 
orphan daughter of his best friend.

It was this romantic arrangement which 
had really caused the breach between Mar
garet and Cowper. Left to make their own 
choice, the couple, in all probability, would 
have been glad to join hands in wedlock. The

knowledge that by doing so they would be 
carrying out the wishes of another proved a 
disturbing factor.

Tell two young people that they have got 
to marry each other, that the match has been 
fully decided upon by more mature minds, 
and at least one of them is almost sure to 
rebel, no matter how much they may really 
love each other.

Margaret’s maiden aunt thought well of 
Philip Rousey’s plan, and was always dinning 
into her niece's ears the fact that some day 
she was destined to be the wife of Cowper 
Rousey.

As a result, when Cowper went to Mar
garet and asked her to be his wife, the girl 
proudly refused. She felt certain that Cow
per had proposed to her out of a sense of 
duty.

The young man’s vows that he loved her 
could not shake her opinion. She even fan
cied that she detected a jarring note of self- 
assurance in his tone when he proposed, and 
her proud nature rebelled.

They had had a bitter quarrel, and the 
young man, in his rage and disappointment, 
had said things which caused the indignant 
girl to declare that never again did she wish 
to see him.

This fact, and the additional one that his 
uncle had forbidden him to pursue a career of 
art, had caused the young man to sail for 
Australia, determined to erase all memory of 
Margaret from his mind, and also to show his 
uncle that he could get along without his 
help.

He had lost out in both endeavors. He 
had come back penniless and more in love 
with Margaret Adair than ever.

And now he had good cause to believe that 
during the four years of his absence Mar
garet, instead of mourning his loss, had con
soled herself by encouraging the advances of 
his old-time rival, Oscar Harmsworth.

“ It can’t be so,” he groaned, as he tramped 
the streets, a prey to the most profound 
gloom. “ It must not be. I ’ve got to win her 
back again. No matter how far this affair 
between Margaret and that fellow has gone, 
I ’m  going to enter the lists and  cut him out. 
I ’ll not believe it.

“ I feel sure that she loves me. Oh, what 
a blind fool I was not to have communicated 
with her even once during the past four years! 
That fellow, of course, has profited by my 
silence. He managed to make her like him. 
I know that she did not do so in the old days.

“ She told me once that there was some
thing about him which made her mistrust
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him. He must have succeeded in overcoming 
her aversion. But, of course, she does not 
really love him. I ’ll not believe that Mar
garet loves Oscar Harmsworth until I hear it 
from her own lips.

“ I must go to her right away. I must tell 
her that I have come back even more in love 
with her than when I went away, and beg for 
another chance. I must have a talk with her 
before this day is done.”

As he walked along, muttering these dis
jointed sentences, he suddenly caught sight of 
his reflection in a mirror in a candv-store 
window.

“ Heavens 1 ” he groaned. “ I can’t go to 
her looking like this. I must get some decent 
clothes somehow. Was ever a fellow as un
fortunate as I ? ”

He thought of the two hundred dollars 
which Harmsworth had offered him. He 
found himself half regretting that he had not 
accepted the loan.

“ I could have fixed myself up in fine 
shape with that sum,” he mused. “ I could 
have gone to Margaret looking like a gen
tleman.”

Then he fiercely reproached himself for 
entertaining such a thought.

“ I ’m getting to be a fine sort of fellow to 
think even for a minute of accepting help 
from a man I don’t like!'” he declared angri
ly. “ And to use Harmsworth’s money to 
make myself fit to go to Margaret and en
deavor to win her away from him would have 
been a rank piece of treachery. Of course I 
could not be capable of such a dirty trick."

He must get the necessary money some
where else, he told himself. But how? He 
had exhausted his list of friends. He could 
not recall another person to whom to turn 
in his hour of need.

He thought of returning to his uncle’s office 
and once more pleading with the obdurate old 
man to come to his assistance; but he realized 
that such a step would be in vain.

Philip Rousey was the kind of man who, 
right or wrong, stuck to his word. Once he 
had said “ no,” that was the end of it.

Suddenly Cowper recollected the bulky 
package which he carried under his arm. 
This package contained rough pen-and-ink 
sketches which he had made during his 
travels.

Perhaps he could sell these to some news
paper or magazine. He did not entertain 
much hope of this, however, for he had al
ready tried to find a market for the sketches 
in Australia and also in London, but without 
success.

Art editors and dealers h»d turned up their 
noses at his work, and had told him, with 
more or less bluntness, that the sketches were 
too crude and characterless to be available.

Nevertheless, spurred on by the courage of 
despair, he determined to make another effort 
to sell the pictures. If  he could exchange the 
whole lot for the price of a suit of clothes and 
a shave he would be more than satisfied.

He tramped down-town to the newspaper 
offices and interviewed the heads of many art 
departments. At each place he was turned 
down.

The art editors took a cursory look at the 
collection of sketches and shook their heads 
with finality. One of them brutally remarked 
that he had a five-year-old boy at home who 
could draw much better.

Still hoping against hope, the unfortunate 
artist then tramped up-town and visited the 
offices of several illustrated magazines. He 
fared no better there.

After that he tried several picture-stores. 
Here the criticisms were even more harsh. 
Many of the dealers were rough, unsympa
thetic men, who lacked the courtesy and 
consideration which most of the editors had 
displayed.

They laughed in Cowper’s face. Some of 
them were even angry that he should have 
insulted them by offering such rubbish.

*• It vas a shame, mein friendt, to spoil 
such good cardboard mit such poor vork," de
clared one outspoken Teuton picture-seller.

This was the last straw. In a fit of rage, 
disgust, and despair, the unfortunate young 
man walked out of the store and threw the 
package of sketches into the gutter.

" I'll carry them no longer,” he muttered. 
” I haven't any doubt but that they’re quite 
as bad as those fellows pronounce them. As 
an artist I ’m a rank failure, without any 
question. It begins to look as if I ’ll have to 
go to Margaret in these rags or not at all.”

As he stood muttering on the sidewalk a car
riage dashed bv. It was a closed brougham 
drawn by two spirited horses. Inside the car
riage was a young girl dressed all in white.

Cowper caught a glimpse of her as she 
drove past him. That glimpse caused his 
heart to beat faster and a queer little cry to 
escape his lips.

He needed only one glimpse to recognize 
that face. Such glorious blue eyes, such a 
dainty little mouth, such a wealth of copper- 
colored hair could belong to only one girl— 
Margaret Adair.

Without knowing what he did or why he 
did it, he started to run after that carriage.
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He would not for worlds have had Mar
garet recognize him in his present condition; 
but he did not stop to reason or to weigh the 
consequences. For the moment he was quite 
insane.

That rapidly moving brougham drew him 
on as if the vehicle had been a magnet and 
he a fragment of steel. The attraction of the 
girl inside was stronger than centrifugal force. 
And so he ran.

He did not have to run far. The carriage 
came to a stop within a half block. Cowper 
noticed that it had halted outside a church.

The girl got out. A man came out of the 
church and offered her his arm. With stately 
tread she walked through the little crowd of 
curious spectators gathered on the sidewalk 
and entered the edifice.

Cowper, with a thrill of horror, suddenly 
realized that she was attired in bridal array.

A fit of dizziness overcame him. The 
buildings seemed to be spinning around. The 
sidewalk appeared tc/ be oscillating like the 
deck of a ship in a storm.

Lurid spots danced before his eyes. He 
saw stars just as vividly as a man who had 
been hit on the head with a hammer.

As a matter of fact, no blow inflicted with 
a hammer could have crushed the unfortunate 
young man as completely as the blow which 
had just been dealt to him by Fate.

As he vainly strove to steady himself and 
master his emotion, another carriage drew up 
in front of the church.

Out of this carriage stepped Oscar Harms- 
w'orth. His high silk hat, frock coat, white 
tie, and the flower in his buttonhole were 
significant.

“ Here comes the bridegroom! ” exclaimed 
somebody in the crowd, and a shout of ap
plause went up.

Harmsworth smiled and walked briskly 
into the church. Cowper Rousey uttered a 
deep groan.

“ Too late! ” he muttered. “ Too late! I 
am the unhappiest man in all the world. 
Now I know why that fellow offered me that 
two hundred dollars and wanted to be friends. 
He could afford to be generous, confound 
him.”

“ Come, move along there! ” exclaimed the 
rough voice of a big policeman. “ You peo
ple will have to keep moving. Don’t be block
ing up the entrance to the church.”

He gave Cowper a vigorous shove.
“ Why don’t you move when I tell you to? ” 

he said irritably. “ You're no better than 
anybody else. What are you gaping at, any
way? There’s nothing to see. There ain’t

anything particularly wonderful about a cou
ple of young fools gettin’ married. Anyway, 
it ain't any concern of yours. Move along! ”

CHAPTER IV.
A SURPRISING OFFER.

To stand outside a church while the girl 
one loves is being married to another man 
is, without doubt, a bitter experience.

But to be inside the church—to be an eye
witness to the ceremony which is dashing 
one’s hopes to pieces is, without question, an 
even more agonizing ordeal. For this reason 
Cowper Rousey did not enter the sacred 
edifice.

If he had entertained the slightest hope 
that by going into the place he could have 
prevented that wedding from proceeding, 
wild horses could not have held him back.

He realized, however, that it was now 
too late to-dream of intervening. He knew 
Margaret Adair’s character too well to be
lieve that she would have given herself in 
marriage to Harmsworth unless she really 
loved him.

And if Margaret loved Harmsworth, what 
could poor Cowper hope to achieve by re
vealing himself to the bride?

This wedding was sufficient proof that she 
did not care for himself, Cowper argued; 
therefore any appeal he might make to her 
would be in vain and doubtless would arouse 
her indignation and scorn.

He might rush into the church and forbid 
the marriage to proceed. That would be 
intensely melodramatic; but of course it 
would accomplish only a sensation.

He had no authority to forbid the bans. 
He could advance no just reason why the 
ceremony should not take place. The fact 
that Cowper himself loved the bride was 
scarcely calculated to cause the clergyman to 
refuse to proceed with the service.

Desperate though he was, Cowper had 
sense enough left to realize this. He told 
himself that all was lost, as far as he was 
concerned, so he gave heed to the policeman’s 
command to “ move along ” and walked 
slowly away.

For three hours he tramped the streets 
without consciousness of where he was walk
ing, his head bowed dejectedly, his eyes blood
shot, his fists clenched so tightly that the 
finger nails lacerated the flesh.

Thoughts chased each other through his 
befevered brain like clouds across a starry 
sky.
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He thought of Margaret as she had been 
when a little girl. He thought of the only 
time he had ever kissed her and how angry 
she had been. He thought of their quarrel 
four years previously and of the angry words 
he had uttered ? He thought of his efforts 
to forget her after he had gone to Australia 
and how miserably he had failed.

Once he laughed. The grim humor of the 
situation dawned upon him. He had worked 
his way across from Australia on a dirty 
freight steamer in order to see her again and 
lie had arrived on the very day on which she 
was being wedded to his rival. Surely Fate 
was the greatest practical joker that ever was.

The sun went down and the night fell; but 
he was not conscious of the change. His 
sun had gone down three hours previously.

. He felt convinced that for him there would 
never be light again.

He ought to have been hungry; but his 
despair prevented him from noticing the 
gnawings of his neglected stomach. It was 
getting near bedtime: but he had no place 
to sleep, so there was no reason why he 
should not continue to tramp and to brood.

At length he came to a bridge, and he 
stood leaning against the rail and gazing 
at the smooth river beneath his feet.

A dark thought entered his head—the same 
thought which has entered the head of many 
a poor fellow who has been hit between the 
eyes by Fate.

“ Why not?” he reflected. “ I suppose it 
would be cowardly; but why shouldn't I lie a 
coward? I'm down and out and I ’ve lost my 
girl, so why struggle any longer?”

He stared down at the black waters hesi
tatingly. A hand was laid on his shoulder.

"Better not,” said a deep, pleasant voice;
“ the river is very wet to-night.”

Cowper wheeled sharply. He discovered 
that the man who had spoken was a tall, 
thin fellow with a very long nose and the 
smallest eyes he had ever seen in a human 
being.

The man’s hair was a vivid red. His 
ears were large and outstanding. His mouth 
stretched almost from ear to ear. He was 
certainly one of the homeliest men Cowper 
had ever beheld.

“ I say that you’d better not try it,” re
peated the stranger with a grin. “ You’d 
probably be sorry. You’d find the water 
very cold as well as wet.”

“ Confound you,” exclaimed Cowper won- 
deringly. “ You must be a mind-reader. 
How the deuce did you know what I was 
thinking of doing?”

“ Oh, that is easy,” laughed the other. 
“ It doesn't take a mind-reader to assume 
that when a young man, shabbily dressed 
but with a look of refinement on his face, 
stands on a bridge at night gazing moodily 
down at the river, lie's wondering just how 
big a splash he'd make if he dropped over
board.'’

“ Well, I might as well admit that you’ve 
guessed right,” said Cowper bitterly. “ I 
was trying to make up my mind whether I 
should leap or not when you interrupted me. 
I don't suppose, though, that I should ac
tually have done it, even if you had not in
terfered. I have always had considerable 
contempt for the man who commits suicide.”

" Of course you have,” replied the other 
cheerily. “ All right-thinking men feel that 
way about it. Besides, at your age, life is 
too precious to be thrown away.”

Cowper shrugged his shoulders.
“ I don't know about that,” he said; “ I 

can’t say that mine is particularly precious 
to me, at this moment.”

“ Pooh. How foolish of you to talk that 
way,” rejoined the stranger chidingly. 
“ When a fellow is young his troubles are 
only transitory. You may feel blue to-night, 
but to-morrow or the next day your heart in 
all probability will be as light as a feather 
again.”

“ You are wrong," declared Cowper, with 
a sentimental sigh. “ My heart will never 
be light again. I am sure of that.”

“ Yes, it will," the other insisted. “ Excuse 
me; but I know better. This world is full 
of opportunities for a nice young fellow like 
you.

“ Now, I take it that you are in a bad way 
financially. Money—or rather the lack of 
it—is generally at the bottom of all our trou
bles. You are broke, my friend, are you 
not ? ”

“ Of course I am broke,” replied Cowper 
impatiently. " I would not be wearing 
these rags if I weren't; but— ”

“ I thought so,” exclaimed the stranger, 
without giving him time to finish. “ Well, 
how would you like to earn five thousand 
dollars ? ”

Cowper stared at' him in blank astonish
ment.

“ W'hat's the answer?” he inquired, after 
a pause.

“ The answer is very simple,” replied the 
other earnestly. “ I know how you can 
make five thousand dollars within a few 
hours if you want to.”

“ A h! ” exclaimed Cowper, with an air of
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disgust. “ I ’ve got you sized up right now. 
You puzzled me at first. You're one of those 
get-rich-quick schemers and you take me for 
a sucker. Well, my friend, you’ve come to 
the wrong shop.- I haven’t got a red cent, 
so you’re only wasting your time with me. 
Go and sell your gold brick to somebody who 
has money.”

“ You do me an injustice,” declared the 
man with dignity. “ I am not trying to 
sell you a gold brick. I don’t want to sell 
you anything. I realize that you are penni
less. I want to tell you how you can make 
five thousand dollars within a few hours.” 

“ Without spending a cent?” inquired 
Cowper incredulously.

“ Without spending a cent,” replied the 
man. “ If I was looking for a fellow with 
money I would scarcely tackle a shabbily 
dressed young man standing on a bridge at 
night contemplating suicide, would I ? ”

“ I should think not,” Cowper agreed. 
“ That’s just where you’ve got me puzzled. 
I can’t make you out at all. If you are 
really serious, I should be glad to have you 
explain.”

“ I intend to explain, of course. Let me 
begin by asking you a question. Are you 
a married man ? ”

“ No,” replied Cowper with a rueful smile. 
“ Good,” said the other; “ do you want to 

get married ? ”
“ A few hours ago there was nothing I de

sired more. Now I would sooner be buried,” 
was the bitter reply.

“ Do you really mean th a t?”
“ I do.”
“ I am sorry to hear you say so, because 

in order to earn that five thousand dollars 
you will have to get married.”

Cowper laughed boisterously. “ In that 
case you needn’t bother to state your propo
sition,” he said. “ The girl I love is now 
the,wife of another man, so of course I can- 
not'marry her.”

“ Then, why not marry another g irl?”
“ For the reason that I don’t love any other 

girl.”
“ That is no reason,” said the man earnest

ly. “ I am not suggesting that you marry 
for love. I am suggesting that you marry for 
—that five thousand dollars.”

“ Ah! The five thousand dollars is to 
come to him in the form of a dowry, eh ? ” 
sneered Cowper.

“ You can call it that, if you like.”
“ And you, of course, are a marriage 

broker. I am on to your game now. You 
have been commissioned to find a husband

for a certain young woman and therefore 
you have appealed to me. Is that the idea? ”

The man nodded.
“ Well, you have come to the wrong fel

low,” cried Cowper indignantly. “ What do 
you take me for, anyway? Do you think I ’d 
marry a girl just for her money? I'm not 
that kind of a man, I assure you. I ’ve a 
good mind to punch your ugly head for sug
gesting it.”

“ Don’t be hasty,” said the man calmly. 
“ You don’t quite understand. When you 
have heard the conditions you may think 
better of the offer.”

“ I don’t care what the conditions are,” 
retorted Cowper with rising wrath. “ Do you 
think I ’d sell my liberty to a girl I've never 
seen, for five thousand dollars? Do you 
think I am so lacking in self-respect and 
manhood that for the sake of a little money 
I ’d be willing to live the rest of my days 
with a woman I don’t love? Go away 
from me before I lose my temper and throw 
you into the river.”

“ You would not be selling your liberty,” 
persisted the man, unperturbed by this threat. 
“ And you would not have to live for the 
rest of your days with a woman you don't 
love. The proposition I desire to make to 
you is a most unusual one. Let me ex
plain.”

“ I tell you I don’t care to hear any ex
planations,” cried Cowper angrily.

The other paid no heed to this rebuff.
“ I am commissioned to find a suitable 

young man and to offer him five thousand 
dollars in cash to accompany me blindfolded 
in a speedy automobile to a certain house 
situated many miles distant,” he said.

“ In that house a wedding party is now 
gathered—all in readiness for the ceremony 
except for the lack of a bridegroom.

“ In order to earn the five thousand dol
lars the young man whom I take along 
with me must become the bridegroom at that 
wedding.

“ During the ceremony the bandage will be 
removed from his eyes so that he will be 
able to see his bride.

“ After the clergyman has said the words 
which make the couple man and wife, the 
young man will once more be blindfolded, led 
to the waiting automobile outside and 
brought back to our starting place.

“ He will never again see the girl he mar
ried. He will never hear from her. He 
will never learn what her real name was. She 
will be as completely lost to him as if she 
had dropped dead at the ceremony.”
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Cowper, interested despite himself, listened 
to the terms of this proposition with growing 
astonishment.

“ Say,'’ he exclaimed incredulously, when 
the man had ceased talking. “ What are you 
giving me? It sounds like a page out of the 
‘ Arabian Nights.’ Do you mean to tell me 
that if I accepted this offer and married this 
girl, I should never have to see my wife 
again? ”

“ Certainly,” was the reply. “ You 
wouldn’t be able to see her after the cere
mony even if you wanted to. After you have 
laid eyes on the young lady you probably 
will be most unwilling to part with her, for 
she is very good to look upon. But, never
theless, after the service is performed you 
must part—never to meet again.”

“ But what is-the reason for this queer ar
rangement?” demanded Cowper, his curi
osity thoroughly aroused. “ What is the 
game, anyway? If this young lady does not 
desire to retain her husband, what on earth 
does she want to get married for?”

The stranger shook his head.
“ That is a question which I am not at 

liberty to answer, my friend,” he replied. 
“ I can give you no explanation. You can 
rest assured, though, that there is a thorough
ly good reason for the carrying out of this 
unique plan. People don’t throw away five 
thousand dollars for nothing, you know.”

“ It is the craziest proposition I have ever 
heard of,” declared Cowper. “ I don’t under
stand it at all. Would you mind telling me 
why you have selected me for the role of 
bridegroom ? ”

“ I happened to hit on you by chance, of 
course,” answered the man. “ I was walk
ing around the neighborhood looking for a 
likely young fellow, and when I saw you 
standing on this bridge I saw at a glance 
that you were the .very man for my purpose."

“ But how do you know that I would lie 
acceptable to the young lady.-'” inquired 
Cowper. “ Perhaps she would not fancy me 
for a husband. I can’t flatter myself that I 
am very good to look upon in my present cir
cumstances.”

“ The young woman has left the choice of 
a husband entirely to me,” was the astonish
ing reply. “ You need not have any fears 
on that score, my friend. If you will con
sent to come with me I will assure you that 
you will be accepted and the five thousand 
dollars will be yours as soon as the ceremony 
is performed.”

“ But can’t you give me some slight idea 
of what it all means?” asked Cowper, al

most pleadingly. “ Won’t you tell me why 
my services as a bridegroom for a few min
utes only should be worth five thousand dol
lars to anybody? ”

“ I have already told you that I cannot 
give you any explanations,” replied the other 
firmly. “ You have heard my proposition, 
my friend. What do you think of it? Are 
you willing to accept it and win that five 
thousand ? It will be the easiest money you 
have ever earned in your life.”

“ I don’t know,” said Cowper hesitatingly. 
“ Five thousand dollars would put me on 
Easy Street, of course. It would enable me 
to throw off these rags and lead a respectable 
life for a time; but after all, now that I have 
lost the girl I love, what does it matter to me 
whether I have rags or riches? ”

“ The money would enable you to brace up 
and be a man again,” answered the stranger 
earnestly. “ Surely you are not going to 
throw your life away because a girl has 
thrown you down. B eam an! Earn this five 
thousand dollars. Put good clothes on your 
back and plenty of cash in your purse and 
look the world bravely in the eye.

“ Don’t give the girl who has jilted you 
the satisfaction of seeing that you cannot get 
along without her. Have some pride! Show 
her that you don’t care. Show her that you 
can be happy without her. That is the way 
to treat a girl like that.”

“ By George! You are right,” exclaimed 
Cowper with sudden enthusiasm. “ It 
wouldn’t do to let her and that fellow see 
how hard they have hit me. I ought to make 
a bluff of not caring. You speak the truth.

“ I believe I ’ll accept your offer. I think 
I ’ll go with you and earn that five thousand 
dollars. It will be the craziest adventure I 
have ever undertaken: but I am desperate 
enough to go into anything.”

“ Good!” exclaimed the man, his little 
beady eyes sparkling with satisfaction. “ I 
am sure that you will have no cause to regret 
your decision.”

“ But I can’t get married in these rags,” 
objected Cowper with sudden consternation. 
“ I ’m a pretty looking fellow to fill the role 
of a bridegroom.”

“ Your clothes won’t make any difference,” 
the man assured him ; “ anybody can see 
that you are a gentleman despite the shabbi
ness of your attire. Besides, there is no time 
for you to make a change. We must start at 
once.”

“ How can we start?” inquired Cowper, 
greatly puzzled. “ I don’t see that automo
bile you spoke of.”
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“ Wait here on this bridge a few minutes. 
I will go to summon it,” said the man. “ It 
is not far away."

He disappeared and a few minutes later 
Cowper heard the chug-chug of an approach
ing motor.

A black touring car came to the edge of 
the bridge and stopped. A fur-clad chauf
feur sat at the wheel, his face concealed by a 
pair of automobile goggles.

The' strange man who had made this 
amazing proposition sat in the machine and 
beckoned to the young man to join him.

As Cowper climbed aboard the other took 
from his pocket a piece of white cloth.

“ I shall have to tie this over your eyes,” 
he said; “ as I have already informed you, 
it is necessary to blindfold you during our 
journey.”

Cowper shrugged his shoulders and nod
ded. The strange man adjusted the ban
dage.

Then he called to the chauffeur:
“ Drive to our destination as fast as you 

can go,” he commanded.

CHAPTER V.
A MYSTERIOUS JOURNEY.

T he automobile started off at a lively 
rate of speed.

Despite the bandage over his eyes, Cow
per was made aware of the fact that they 
were moving very quickly by the swift rush 
of cool air past his cheeks and the swaying 
motion of the car.

“ Isn't your chauffeur afraid of being ar
rested by some bicycle policeman for viola
ting the speed law ? ” he inquired of the man' 
seated beside him.

“ We must run that risk,” replied the lat
ter. “ We have quite some distance to travel 
and I desire to reach our destination as soon 
as possible. Besides, at the rate we are going 
there isn’t much chance of any policeman 
being able to overtake us.”

“ Why have you blindfolded m e?” Cow
per asked a little later. “ I assure you it 
isn’t p leasan t  r id in g  in  such a swiftly moving 
machine without being able to see. I feel 
every second as if we were going to smash into 
something. Can’t you remove this bandage 
from my eyes ? ”

“ No, that wouldn’t do at all,” was the 
reply; “ I am sorry if it annoys you; but it 
is absolutely necessary that you be blind
folded on the way both to and from the 
house.”

“ W hy?” Cowper persisted.
“ I should think the reason would be ob

vious enough. It is very necessary that you 
should not have the slightest idea of the 
route we are taking. We don't want you to 
be able afterwards to find the house in which 
the marriage occurred.”

“ Why no t?”
“ Because if you succeeded in finding the 

house you might be able to trace the girl you 
marry. I have already informed you that 
after the ceremony you are never to see her 
again.’’

“ It is certainly a most extraordinary ar
rangement,” exclaimed Cowper. “ I can’t 
for the life of me imagine what it all means. 
Can’t you give me • some slight idea why, 
after the wedding, I am never to see the girl 
again ? ”

“ No. I have already told you that I can
not explain that.”

“ Well, there is one thing I must insist 
upon knowing,” said the young man, seized 
with a sudden suspicion. “ I want to know 
whether the young lady is a willing party to 
this crazy plan or whether she is being forced 
to take part in it against her wish. If  you 
won't answer that question you had better 
stop this automobile and let me out. I am 
not going to take any part in a villainous 
conspiracy to dupe or force an unfortunate 
girl into contracting a marriage. I wouldn’t 
do that for fifty times five thousand dollars.” 

“ You won’t have to do it,” replied the 
other calmly. “ Don’t worry about that. I 
can assure yrou that the young woman is a 
perfectly willing party to these proceedings. 
You need have no fears on that score.”

“ I hope not,” replied Cowper with con
siderable heat. “ I trtist you are telling me 
the truth. I won’t stand for any crooked 
work, I warn you. I believe you told me 
that this confounded bandage would be re
moved from my eyes during the wedding 
ceremony, did you not? ”

“ Yes. You will not be blindfolded then.” 
“ I am glad of that. I shall be able to see 

the face of the bride, and if its expression 
conveys any hint of unhappiness or coercion 
I  shall refuse to go ah ead  w ith  the  cere
mony. I warn you of that in advance.” 

“ That’s all right,” replied Cowper’s com
panion, with an easy laugh. “ You will not 
find any such expression on your bride’s face. 
She is perfectly happy and is entering into 
this marriage of her own free will. You will 
probably find her face wreathed in smiles.

“ Perhaps she will be under hypnotic in
fluence,” suggested Cowper, still suspecting
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that villainy was at the bottom of this queer 
adventure. “ Shall I be allowed to talk with 
her? ”

“ Well, I don’t suppose there will be any 
objection to your exchanging a few words 
with her before the ceremony,” answered 
the other, after a thoughtful pause. “ You 
will not be allowed to talk with her, though, 
after the marriage.”

“ I shall ask her whether she is entering 
into this thing of her own free will,” de
clared Cowper, “ I think I shall be able to 
tell, by the intonation of her voice, whether 
or not she is under hypnotic control. If my 
suspicions are aroused on that score you— 
you will have to find another bridegroom.”

“ Your suspicions will not be aroused,” 
replied the other confidently. “ The young 
lady is not under hypnotic influence or any 
other kind of influence? Everything will 
be perfectly straight, I assure you. Aside 
from the unconventional manner of obtaining 
a bridegroom, there will be nothing at all 
irregular about this wedding.”

Cowper found it difficult to believe that 
the fellow was speaking the truth. He felt 
very positive that there was mischief of 
some sort afoot.

For the next hour he was silent. He was 
deep in thought, endeavoring to supply an 
answer to this perplexing problem.

It occurred to him that this whole affair 
might be nothing but a ruse to lure him to 
some lonely spot where he might be kept a 
prisoner or even murdered.

This alarming thought, however, did not 
fill him with great terror nor cause him to 
shrink from going ahead with the adventure.

His life was not of much value to him, 
anyway, now that Margaret Adair was lost to 
him. If anybody wished to take it from him, 
they were welcome—although he would put 
up a good fight just for the sake of fighting, 
he told himself grimly.

But on the other hand why should anybody 
conspire against his life or liberty? He 
could not think of any reason why this queer 
man, with the shock of red hair and the 
little beady eyes, should harbor murderous 
intentions towards him.

Perhaps the fellow was insane, he reflected. 
Certainly the offer of five thousand dollars 
and the astonishing marriage plan the man 
had described sounded like the conception of 
a crazy man.

True, he spoke quietly and appeared to be 
perfectly self-contained; but, then, Cowper 
had often heard that such qualities were often 
to be found in the most dangerous maniacs.

He would not have been at all surprised 
if at any minute the man had hurled him
self upon him with a savage cry, and under 
the circumstances it was not exactly agreeable 
to be blindfolded.

But even this disquieting thought did not 
terrify Cowper to the extent of causing him 
to urge his companion to stop the automobile 
and let him out.

He felt listless and reckless enough to go 
ahead with the adventure let come what 
might.

The man beside him appeared to read his 
thoughts, for he suddenly remarked, with a 
laugh: “ I suppose you are wondering whether 
or not I am sane, eh, my friend ? ”

Cowper started as if he had been pricked 
with a needle.

“ Holy smoke! You really must be a mind- 
reader,” he exclaimed.

“ Well, I don’t make a specialty of the art,” 
was the chuckling response, “ but it isn’t 
difficult to read your thoughts, my boy. I 
realize that the terms of my proposition must 
strike you as so decidedly queer that you 
could easily question my sanity. You need 
not be alarmed, though. I assure you that I 
am not crazy, nor is my offer of five thou
sand dollars a spurious one.

“ I give you my word of honor that you 
will get the money as soon as you have 
earned it.”

“ It seems to me that you ought to pay me 
part of it in advance,” said Cowper. “ After 
I have married this mysterious young woman 
and thus fulfilled my part of the bargain,
I shall be entirely at your mercy. Should 
you desire to welch I should not be able to 
prevent you. You ought to pay me some of 
that five thousand now as a guarantee of 
good faith.”

He made this demand mainly with the ob
ject of testing the sincerity of his strange 
companion. He still entertained strong sus
picions as to the genuineness of the latter’s 
proposition and he expected that the fellow 
would refuse to pay him a cent in advance.

Greatly to his surprise, however, the latter 
said, without a moment’s hesitation: “ Your
contention is very just, m y friend. It is 
scarcely fair to ask you to carry out your 
part of the bargain without any guarantee 
that I mean to keep to mine.

“ To show you that I have no intention of 
deceiving you, I am willing to hand you the 
five thousand dollars now—not part of it; 
but the entire amount.”

He slipped a big roll into Cowper’s right 
hand.
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“ Here is the money/’ lie said. You 
will find, in that roll, forty one-hundred- 
dollar bills, and fifty twenties, making five 
thousand in all. I hope that you are now 
satisfied.’’

“ But with this bandage over my eyes I 
cannot see the money,” argued Cowper. 
“ How do I know that you have not handed 
me a roll of blank paper.”

11 You are certainly a suspicious young 
man,” chuckled the other. “ but of course I 
don’t blame you for being so. In a little 
while we will come to a road through some 
thick woods, and as I don’t think there will 
be any chance of you recognizing your sur
roundings in the darkness, I guess.it will be 
safe to remove the bandage from your eyes for 
a few seconds to enable you to count the 
money and satisfy yourself as to its genuine
ness.”

“ Woods!” exclaimed Cowper in surprise. 
“ Are we in the'country ? ”

“ Sure. We have left the city limits be
hind us long ago. I should think you could 
have told that by the fragrance of the at
mosphere.”

The man was as good as his word. A few 
minutes later he shouted a command to the 
chauffeur, and the automobile slowed down.

Cowper’s companion untied the bandage 
which covered the young man’s eyes.

“ Now examine that roll of bills,” he said. 
“ Hurry u p ; because we have no time to lose. 
I will "light a match so that you can get a 
good look at the money.” ^

As soon as the bandage was removed 
Cowper cast a hurried and curious glance 
around him. He saw nothing but big trees 
on both sides of the car and he realized that

the man was right in assuming that he would 
not be able to identify this wild spot after
ward.

His companion struck a match and he 
glanced at the roll in his hand. The bills 
had every appearance of being genuine.

“ Count them,” advised the red-haired 
man, striking another match and holding it 
in front of Cowper's eyes. “ Convince your
self that it is all there.”

Cowper rapidly counted the money and 
then nodded his head.

“ There's five thousand dollars here, all 
right,” he reported.

“ Good! Put the roll in your pocket and 
let me adjust the bandage over your eyes 
again. We must be on our way.”

The man blindfolded Cowper once more 
and shouted to the chauffeur to go ahead. 
The automobile dashed off through the 
woods.

An hour later the machine once more 
came to a stop and Cowper’s companion 
tapped him on the shoulder.

“ Come," he said. “ We are at the end 
of our journey now. Let me assist you to 
alight. I cannot remove the bandage until 
you are inside the house.”

Cowper got down from the car with his 
companion's aid and allowed the latter to 
lead him a few steps along a gravel path.

“ Careful now; there’s a step here,” said 
his guide. “ Be careful you don't stumble! ”

Cowper obediently stepped upward and, 
groping with his right hand, found that he 
was passing through a doorway.

A second later he heard the slamming of 
a door and the bandage was suddenly torn 
from his eyes.

(To be continued.)

BATTLEDORE AND SHUTTLECOCK.
Without we heard the north wind roar, 
The night we played at battledore;

Without we heard the north wind mock, 
The night we played at shuttlecock.

And more and more, and more and more— 
The night we played at battledore,

I felt my heart with every shock 
Tossed like the smitten shuttlecock.

And since that night my heart is sore— 
The night we played at battledore;
And since that night I take no stock 
In battledore and shuttlecock.

Clinton Scollard.



The Man Who Came Back to Jail.
BY R.  K.  T H O M P S O N .

What Was Wrong with the Prison System, 
and How It Came to Be Found Out.

IT'S the cleanest escape that was ever pulled 
off in this jail,” said the warden, touch

ing the flame of his match to the half-smoked 
cigar between his lips.

“ Or any other,” supplemented the turnkey 
with a wise shake of his head.

“ That ”—and the warden threw away the 
match— ‘‘ I can't say. But I'm dead certain 
that there never was, and never will be again, 
a case of jailbreaking on the records of 
Aminta prison to equal this of Number 117.”

** It's the slickest getaway I ever heard 
o f! ” remarked the other.

“ Slick is no name for it! ”
“ Regular vanishing act," suggested the 

turnkey with a second head-shake.
“ That's more like it! ” assented the warden 

ruefully.
For a moment there was silence between 

the two uniformed men in the little lamp- 
lighted room.

Then the warden broke the pause.
“ I'd  give a month's salary right now,'’ he 

said, “ to know how he did i t ! ”
“ It's a .brain-teaser! ” nodded the jailer. 
“ Xot a bar of his cell sawed or monkeyed 

with in any way," continued the first officer 
of the prison. “ Xot a single trace left be
hind to show how he got away. Seems as 
though he simply got up and walked out 
without a bit of bother—vanishing into thin 
air!*

He knit his heavy brows and peered be
neath them at his companion in the small 
office.

“ Do you suppose,” he went on, “ that is 
to say, you’re sure, are you, that none of the 
guards under you were approachable?”

The turnkey shook his head.
“ .Now, chief!” he protested. “ You know 

as well as I do that there’s not a trusty nor a 
regular in this whole jail that can be bought 
—no matter what the price. And it’s a lead- 
pipe cinch that Xumber 117 didn't have 
nothing that he could buy his freedom with.” 

“ You're right there!” said the warden.
He walked to his desk at the other end of 

the room and brought back a box of cigar-;
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other than that from which had come the cigar 
lie had just been smoking.

“ He never got anything that was sent in 
to him by his friends outside,” he remarked, 
setting down the box on the table near the 
turnkey. “ So I agree with you that no 
money could have been smuggled in to him 
with which to bribe his way out.”

He paused to open the cigar-box.
“ This is a little present for Xumber 117 

that I carelessly forgot to deliver to him,” he 
said grimly. “ Have one? They're good— 
so good that they give me a headache in the 
morning if I smoke more than one.”

“ Thanks!” said the jailer.
“ Here—light up!" The warden held out 

a match. “ We'll smoke a toast to the jail- 
breaker at his own expense—good riddance to 
him !”

“ Then you've given up hope of catching 
him ? ”

“ Yes,” replied the warden. “ I called in 
the boys to-night. What good was there in 
keeping them out any longer?”

“ But lie's onlv been gone a day and a 
half— ”

"Yes. and what clue to his whereabouts 
have we found in that time ? ” interrupted the 
other. “ Thirty-six hours lie’s been awav—- 
and have any of the guards, scouring the 
country continually during that time, seen 
hide or hair of him?

“ X'o, sir; and they never would catch him, 
if they stayed out hunting his trail from now 
till doomsday, in my opinion.

“ A man who could get out of this prison 
as easily as he did—as though the walls were 
green cheese—is clever enough to get clean 
away beyond ever capturing.”

The warden crackled a match along the 
under side of the table-ledge, and let the 
flaming bit of wood fall from his fingers to 
the floor.

He stumbled out of his chair with awk
ward haste, and stood staring, wild-eyed, 
toward the door across the room.

Wheeling in- his seat, the turnkey looked in 
the direction of his chief’s startled gaze.
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And, with a gasp of amazement, he, too, 
leaped to his feet.

A man stood in the doorway, and the man 
was Number 117!
, “ Don't move!”

The warden's words hissed into the tense 
silence of the tiny room with almost the same 
sound as that of a hot iron being plunged 
into a pail of cold water.

“ Don’t move! ” he repeated, looking down 
the gleaming muzzle of the revolver in his 
hand, “ or I'll pump you fu ll!”

The escaped prisoner glanced from the 
weapon in the grip of the warden to the 
pistol in the firm-aimed hold of the turnkey.

“ Put ’em up, friends,” he said, his voice 
hoarse with the strain of lowering his tone 
to one out of keeping with his usual fear
some growl. “ I ain't goin’ to give you no 
cause to use them guns. So hide 'em—put 
’em u p ! ”

Slowly the warden returned his pistol to 
his jacket-pocket. And, at a signal from 
him, the jailer lowered his weapon to his side, 
standing at attention beside the table.

“ So you've come back ? ” said the warden 
slowly, wonderingly. “ W hy?”

“ By jinks! ” murmured the turnkey. “ By 
jinks! ” he repeated incredulously, “ he’s come 
back! ”

“ Walk in here! ” ordered the warden. “ Sit 
down! ” and he bobbed his head toward a 
chair by the table. “ Now give an account 
of yourself! ”

The returned prisoner sat down gingerly 
on the edge of the chair. He looked up de
fiantly at the grim-faced officer standing be
fore him, and twisted his bull-neck around 
to flash a glance at the turnkey. Then his 
eyes dropped to his hands, clasped in his lap, 
and as his fingers began twisting together, his 
head sank down upon his chest.

There was silence for a moment while the 
two uniformed prison authorities surveyed the 
dejected attitude into which the man sitting 
before them had fallen.

“ This—” began the warden, and stopped. 
“ this—this— " he stuttered with sudden ex
plosiveness— “ this is the lim it! ”

T h e  convict stirred uneasily. H e  d id  not 
lift his eyes.

“ Here you break out of jail,” continued 
the warden, “ get dean away, leaving no trace 
behind that we can follow. We can’t find 
how you got out. We can’t discover a single 
clue to track you down. We give up the case, 
decide you can’t be caught—and here you 
come back yourself! ”

Again there was silence, broken only bv

the turnkey's appreciation of the unique situ
ation in bis murmured gasp: “ By jinks!”

The prisoner looked up lowering]}-.
“ Well,” he croaked, “ is there any reason 

why I shouldn’t come back if I happen to 
team to ? ”

The warden scratched his ear.
“ None.” he said laconically. “ As a mat

ter of fact, we’re delighted to see you—it’s a 
most pleasant surprise, I assure you. In fact, 
I can say to you, as I've already explained, 
what is sometimes said to a tardy guest—we'd 
about given you u p ! ”

The returned convict grunted and gave his 
undivided attention to watching the rubbing 
together of his two thumbs on his knees.

“ Then that’s all there is to it! ” he growled. 
“ I've come back—and, so long as there ain’t 
no law against my returnin', we're all sat
isfied.”

The officer watched him.
“ But why, m an?” he broke out finally. 

“ Why under the name of the sun, when you 
got away, did you come back of your own 
accord ? ”

The convict's eyes shifted from his lap to 
the floor, thence to the wall, half-way up its 
plastered surface, and swiftly across to the 
warden's puzzled face, and as swiftly away 
again.

“ It's a long story!” he muttered, moving 
uneasily in His seat.

The officer kicked a chair out from the 
wall with his foot, hooked around its leg, 
and sat down.

“ Spit it ou t!” he said gruffly.
“ I came back,” went on the prisoner, “ be

cause I couldn't stay away,”
There was a muffled thud as the turnkey 

dropped heavily back in his chair.
“ Well, by jinks!” he exclaimed. “ Well, 

by jinks! ”
A smile was twitching at the ends of the 

warden's mustache.
“ Treated you so well here, did we,” he 

asked jocularly, “ that you got homesick away 
from us ? ”

The man before him flashed a second, eva
sive glance into his face.

“ Don't kid m e!” lie snarled. “ I didn't 
come back here to listen to no jokes like 
them! ”

The officer scowled in turn.
“ Go on ! ” he commanded. “ Let’s hear 

what you've got to tell.”
The convict sat still further forward on his 

chair, pulled his feet in under it, and con
tinued :

“ The first place I headed for when I got
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out was the river. I used to think that, if I 
ever got away, a sail down the bay was the 
one thing I'd do first of all. I alwuz did 
love the water! ” and he paused to sniff.

“ So, soon as I landed in the city, I got on 
board an excursion-boat. I was goin' to en
joy myself right off in the way I wanted to 
most."

He stopped again and sighed heavily.
“ I got on at the up-town pier," he went 

on more quickly, “ and got off at the next 
stop, a mile farther down.

“ I was standin’ by the rail when the boat 
started. I looked behind me for somethin’. 
And then I see, printed on a bit of enamel 
nailed up to the side of the cabin, the word 
“ Aminta.”

He looked at the warden.
“ The name of this prison that I'd just 

escaped from was starin' me straight in the 
face, see? And I tell you it give me a bad 
turn—as you'd understand if you was to be 
in my place. I beat it away, quick, around 
to the other side of the boat.

“ And there, painted on the bow of a life
boat, was another one of them ‘ AmintaV ’ I

“ That was enough. I see then that the ex
cursion-barge I was on was named after the 
jail I ’d broken out of. I didn't want to stay 
on board it no longer than I could help. 
Bein’ a passenger there was too much like 
bein’ a prisoner here. So. as I say, I went 
ashore at the next stop.

“ Then I was goin' to do the second thing 
I ’d laid in my cell night-times dreamin’ of 
doin’ when once I was free again. I was 
goin’ to a theater.

“ It was two in the afternoon, and I was 
just in time fer the matinee. I bought my 
ticket. I had the stub tore off by the guy at 
the gate. The usher took it and paraded me 
down the aisle.

“ And then I got a worse shock than I did 
when I was on the boat.

“ That feller in the tuxedo suit slams down 
my seat and says to me:

“ Here y" are, 1171 ”
“ Right then he could have knocked me 

out with a tap on the wrist. I nearly dropped 
in my tracks at bearin' him call me by the 
number that was mine here in jail.

“ And then I see that I'd  bought a ticket 
with that same number on it. And the usher 
hadn't meant nothin' by what he said.

“ But I was too shook up by this second 
jolt to my nerves to stay and see the show. 
Instead. I ducked out of the theater, and took 
shock number three on the sidewalk outside.

“ A big guy was standin’ by the side of a

carriage that was pulled up in front of the 
playhouse. And, at sight of him, I pretty 
nearly passed in my checks.

“ He was wearin’ the same uniform as the 
guards of this prison !

They're after me! ' thinks I. * They've 
tracked me here to this joint. I'm pinched! ’

“ And then the feller in the blue uniform 
with the red stripe on the coat-sleeve and 
trouser-leg turns around, and I see in a min
ute that I ’d made a mistake. He wasn't 
nobody but the carriage-starter. And he was 
wearin' the livery of the theater, which hap
pened to look like the Aminta jailer's clothes 
from behind.

“ By this time my nerve was about gone. 
I'd been scared good and stiff three times in 
the last hour. And I had to admit that 
escapin' from prison wasn't so much good for 
you. after all-—if you had to have the life 
frightened out of you every minute you were 
out lookin' for a good time.

“ ’ Aw, buck up! ’ I tells myself. 'W hat 
you need to get you back your nerve and all is 
a good meal. When I get a swell feed inside 
me,' I thinks, 'I 'l l  be twict the man I am 
now. Livin’ on prison fare's made me weak 
in the knees and easy scared. I'll buy mv- 
self a good, big dinner and come around all 
right! *

“ So I looks up a hotel that I remembers 
as Lein' the best eatin’-place in town. I sits 
down to a table and orders up a twelve- 
course banquet fer myself—one just like them 
I used to think I'd eat as soon as I got out 
into the open air again.

“ But I didn't eat that dinner.
“ Xo. I was just goin’ to begin on the first 

course—had my fork all up in the air to spear 
an oyster—when I somersaulted over the ta
ble, fell out of the door, and ran to the 
railroad station for the first train back to 
jail.

“ Just as I was goin’ to begin eatin", a bell
hop comes through the dining-room and gives 
me inv fourth and last shock bv veilin’:

“ * Call fer 117 ! ’
“ He was pagin' somebody, and the some

body had the same number on his hotel door 
as was over my cell in the prison I'd  broke 
out of.

“ That was enough. It showed me that 
there wasn’t to be no peace in life fer me.

“ So that," finished the convict, as his head 
sank down upoi his chest again, “ that’s why 
I came back! ”

The warden rose hastily, turned his back, 
and wiped away the smile from his lips. 
iThen he faced the prisoner once more.
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“ Well," lie said coolly, “ you got what 
you deserved for breaking jail. And, now'' 
that you're back, suppose you tell us how you 
got out as smoothly as you did."

The man straightened in his chair. He 
looked firmly—for the first time—into the 
officer’s eyes.

“ That's my business, bo!" he said deter
minedly. “ It ain't goin' to be none of yours."

“ You won't tell, eh?" demanded the 
warden gruffly.

“ R ight!” laconically assented the convict.
* I t’s a secret you won’t find out from me."

“ Um !" grunted the officer thoughtfully.
“ Well ’’— he signaled the turnkey to rise 
and take the returned prisoner in charge—
“ well, we’ll see about that. Perhaps, when 
you've gone without your meals for three or 
four days, you’ll feel like talking for your 
dinner! Take him back and lock him in his 
cell! ”

Five minutes later the jailer returned.
“ Well, we're in luck!" he grinned at his 

friend.
“ Looks that way!" assented the warden.
“ We’ve got him back again—which noth

ing but luck could have done for us. Here,’’ 
he passed a handful of cigars from the box 
before him to the turnkey; “ we ought to cele
brate this event. Pass these around to the 
boys with Number 117’s compliments!"

The turnkey left the room.
“ We don’t have to swipe our smokes from 

the warden to-night! ’’ he chuckled. “ We get 
’em as a g ift! ”

II.

I t was half-past five the next morning, 
and Aminta prison was in an uproar.

Guards swarmed from tier to tier of the

jail. The sound of iron-barred cell doors 
slamming vacantly to and fro echoed through 
the granite building. Above this banging 
racket sounded, now and then, the booming 
of the big signal-cannon on the wall outside 
the prison yard.

“ Every one of 'em has gone! ’’ the turn
key who had sat with the warden the night 
before was yelling into the car of that pallid
faced officer. “ The whole twenty-eight pris
oners we had have got away! ”

“ Including— ?" gasped the warden. 
“ Including Number 117!” the jailer an

swered his timidly half-spoken question. 
“ Here—he left this note behind for you!”

A scrap of dirty, finger-marked wrapping- 
paper changed hands. And the warden bent 
his head to read these ill-written words 
which swam before his eves in a dizzy mist:

I t  wuz tu czy- I had to cum back and let 
the rest of them out. You wil hold-up things 
that is sent in to us wil you? Wei. be shure 
nex time that the cegars you " fergit ’’ to giv 
the prisoners frum their friens is o. k. before 
you smoak them. Mine had six pills of mor- 
phin in each one vhitch  was smugelled in to 
me by my pals who new I had the dope habit. 
You and youre gang of crooks got knocked out 
frum smoakin’ them. T hat's  how, when you 
wuz a! asleap, I  got out. Then I  cum back 
to clean out youre jail to git even on you fer 
robbin me. So long. No. 117.

The rudely-scrawled note slipped from the 
warden's hand. He sank down in a chair. 
His lips opened convulsively to speak, but no 
words descriptive of his fuddled state of 
mind escaped them.

The turnkey came to his aid.
“ Well—by—jinks! ’’ he muttered.

TH E ART TO PLEASE.

You may boast the wealth of Croesus, you may have a Caesar’s power,
And the fame that wins the future may be your easy dower;
But if one modest quality you cannot add to these,
Your case is poor and pitiful: I mean the art to please.

’Tis tact that parries eloquence, a famous poet said.
For it’s not the wisest intellect that always gets ahead:
There is a mild persuasion which plays so well its part,
It baffles pompous phrases and defies the speaker's art.

Since life is full of friction, and our paths are sore beset 
By obstacles that hinder us. ’tis better not to fret,
But try the gentle manner, whatever comes to tease,
And practise with a kindly heart the helpful art to please.

Joel Benton.
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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. -

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.
T h e  small Xew England town of Swazey is much excited over the advent of a  certain Professor 

Gray, who announces himself on a sign in front of the Widow Brown's as “ the W orld-Renowned 
Medium."' A man named Blake arrives a t about the same time, calls on the professor, and amazes 
the latter by announcing, himself as a  bank, burglar. He proposes that the professor shall help him 
rob the Swazey bank by calling on a deceased pal of his, one “ Stubby Martin,*’ as control, and after 
some demur the professor consents. He takes the widow's cat along, and, as it is raining, the anim al's 
cries to be let in out of the wet a ttract the night watchman to the window, where the professor calls 
upon him to be submissive to his will and open the door. This is done, and then, bidding the man 
sleep on for two hours, the professor and Blake penetrate into the interior of the bank.

The next morning Albert Benner, cashier of the  bank, is horror-stricken to discover the dead body 
of a man lying in front of the safe, a bag of gold clutched in his hand. H e proves to be Professor Gray. 
'The president of the bank and the chief ot police are summoned, and the time-lock .having been set for 
nine o'clock, all stand eagerly awaiting what may be found when the doors swing open. W hat they see 
when this takes place arouses exclamations of horror and surprise.

CHAPTER XII.
SUSPICIONS CLOSING IN.

O X the floor of the bis; safe lav the body 
of Blake.

The discovery of the professor had been 
sufficiently exciting to upset the employees of 
the bank for some time to come; but when a 
second ghastly find was made, several of the 
young men almost turned faint.

Some one rushed out into the principal 
street shouting the news, and all Swazey was 
thrilled.

It was necessary to close the doors of the 
bank in order to keep out the curiosity-seek
ers. A great crowd collected in front of the 
building, eager for details.

“ And to think that we were hoodwinked 
so bv that Professor G ray!” said Seth Hol
comb.

“ Oh, he was a good medium all right,'’ 
remarked some one. “ How were we to know 
that he was just as good a burglar?”

While the hubbub in the street was at its 
height, an investigation was being conducted 
within the bank.

The chief of police assumed charge of 
affairs and cast a glance around the interior 
of the safe.

“ First we will examine this man,” he an
nounced as he bent over the body. “ He's 
been dead some time—I should say seven or
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eight hours. There's no doubt about the way 
he died. He was suffocated in the safe.” 

Everybody agreed that he was right. With 
the big door closed, it was easy to see how a 
man could not breathe.

“ It is evident that he had come into the 
safe for money,” continued the chief, “ for 
here on the floor is a bag of gold which he 
must have dropped when he was overcome. 
Therefore, he was helping the other one.”

All listened in rapt attention.
“ Now, the question is, who is this man? 

Does any one know him ?”
Nick Brown again came forward and 

looked at the burglar.
“ I don't know who lie is," he said, “ only 

he was at our house all yesterday afternoon, 
talking to the professor about his dead wife, 
so the professor said; but I heard 'em plan
ning a trip somewhere. I thought it was 
funny, when the professor had just come.” 

“ This was the trip, evidently,” remarked 
the chief wisely. “ Well, they got all that 
was coming to 'em.”

“ This man came to town right after the 
professor did,” said X'ick. “ Xobody knew 
him.”

The chief dragged the prostrate form out^, 
of the safe to the floor of the vault.

“ Now, the next thing is, how much money 
is missing?” he continued.

It was strange, but up to that moment no-
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body had thought of suggesting a count of 
the money.

“ By all means, let us see how much has 
disappeared,” said the president of the bank.

The cashier and his assistant soon got busy, 
while the president anxiously awaited the 
result.

" Every penny is here, sir,” reported the 
cashier presently.

His assistant agreed with him.
All the money was checked off properly, 

and, upon examination, the counts tallied 
exactly.

“ A most remarkable affair,” commented 
the president.

“ I t’s got me going,” added the chief with 
a shake of the head.

“ The question now is, how did these two 
men get into the bank,” broke out the pres
ident, “ and who killed the medium?”

Every one at once started to examine the 
huge door.

“ There ain't a mark on it, sir,” insisted 
the chief, at the conclusion of a careful 
survey.

No one could find so much as a pin scratch 
on the highly polished surface of the great 
safe which had been the pride and comfort 
of the moneymakers of Swazev.

“ I t’s almost unbelievable,” declared the 
president. “ One man is found outside, the 
other shut within. How did they get there? 
There must be an explanation of all this.”

“ Before we answer that,” said the chief, 
“ we must first find out how they got inside 
the building. Maybe the night watchman 
can throw some light on this matter,” with a 
significant glance at the president.

“ A good idea. Where is the watchman?” 
demanded that gentleman.

“ Keeping guard at the front door,” replied 
the cashier.

“ Call him.”
The president then asked all to withdraw 

with the exception of the cashier, his assist
ant, and the chief of police.

The watchman entered the vault.
“ You know what has happened?” began 

the president.
“ I have heard about it,” answered the 

watchman.
“ In what condition was the building this 

morning when the cashier appeared ? ” asked 
the chief.

“ The same as it always has been, sir, 
since I have been in charge here. It was as 
safe and sound as when it was first locked 
up.”

“ Come with me,” said the chief.

The party made the rounds of the build
ing. Every part of it was carefully exam
ined.

“ It is locked up as tight as a drum,” de
clared the chief. “ This beats me. How did 
those men get inside?”

“ Did anything occur at all last night to 
arouse your suspicion that an attempt might 
be made to break into the bank?” inquired 
the president.

The watchman shook his head.
“ Xo, sir. I swear by the memory of my 

only child nothing at all occurred.”
All were greatly impressed by the watch

man's earnestness. The party then returned 
to the safe.

“ Look at these men,” ordered the president, 
indicating the two bodies. “ Have you ever 
seen either of them before.”

Miller did as requested.
“ Xo, sir,” he said; “ never.”
“ What occurred last evening during your 

watch ? ”
“ Xothing more than usual. The only 

thing I can remember was hearing a cat cry. 
I opened the window and took it in. It was 
a strange cat, and I felt sorry for it. And 
I was lonesome.”

“ How long was the window open ? ”
“ Only a moment. It was the one with the 

heavy bars. They haven’t been tampered 
with.”

“ Y'ou took the cat in ? ”
“ Yes, sir. After that, nothing happened.” 
“ Where is the cat now, M iller?”
“ I don’t know, sir. I looked for her this 

morning, but she had disappeared.”
“ A strange story,” declared the chief.
Still, he did not doubt the watchman’s 

word. Honesty was written all over t he 
man’s face, and there was nothing to indicafe 
a fear of the most rigid cross-examination. 
Besides, Miller was a man known to be of 
simple nature, with little education and cer
tainly no cleverness.

Although circumstances were suspicious, 
no one thought of connecting him with the 
crime.

“ I believe your story, Miller,” said the 
chief. “ If you could only produce that cat 
now, it might be a good witness for you.”

At this moment a plaintiff meow was 
heard, and into view came the Widow 
Brown’s cat, stretching itself as if from a 
good sleep.

“ Well, I'll be— ” began the chief, but he 
didn’t finish.

Nick Brown, who had managed to remain 
with the party, called out:
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“ That’s our cat! How did she ever get 
this far from home?”

While every one was wondering at the pres
ence of the cat, Nick continued:

“ The professor took an awful shine to her. 
Kept her in his room from the time he came 
to our house."

“ Then the cat followed the professor 
here." said the chief. “ We know how the 
cat got in; but how did the medium gain 
entrance? That's the question."

“ He didn’t come past me, that's sure, so 
help me God! ” solemnly declared the watch
man. “ Chief, you know me. You know 
what I am. I wouldn't do anybody harm. I 
would give my life to protect the bank. 
That's what I'm here for. I don’t know any
thing about the trouble.’’

“ I believe you, Miller," said the chief, as 
he watched the big tears drop down the sim
ple fellow’s cheeks.

“ I think he's honest, too,’’ added the pres
ident. “ There is, however, one conclusion 
to be drawn from all our observations in re
gard to the attempted robbery, and that is—”

“ And that is,’' interposed the chief with 
emphasis, “ that the two burglars had inside 
assistance.”

“ I agree with you," said the president.
“ And if the watchman did not aid these men, 
who did ? ”

“ Ah, that's it,” assented the chief. “ Some
body did. That's plain. But who was it? 
Who had access to the building at all hours.' ’

“ There was no dynamite used in opening 
this safe,'’ continued the chief. “ It was 
opened by someone who knew how, who knew 
the combination.'’

“ Yes,” said the president, “ there is only 
one conclusion to be drawn. Since the win
dow was not touched, since the doors had not 
been tampered with, since the watchman says 
lie saw no one, there is only one answer. 
The safe was opened by one who knew it 
well. Who could that person be?”

No one replied. Yet each man felt the 
same name burning in his brain.

At last the chief put an end to the embar
rassing silence.

“ Mr. Benner,” he said in a cold, signifi
cant tone of voice, “ will you kindly step 
into the inner office?”

CHAPTER X III.
BF.XNER GETS IX BAD.

“ W hat does this mean, chief?” demand
ed Benner in indignant tones.

“ You can take it for what it is worth,'’ re
plied the head of Swazey's police department.

“ Then am I to understand that I am under 
suspicion in this affair?” went on the cashier.

“ It looks like it. Mr. Benner. I hate to 
see you dragged in, but what are vve going to 
do about it? ”

Benner did not reply. He seemed over
come.

“ Circumstantial evidence is too strong 
against you." went on the chief.

"You did not seem to find circumstantial 
evidence of sufficient importance in the case 
of the watchman," said Benner. Why 
should you. use it against m e?”

“ Oh, you want to put the crime on the 
watchman, do you?” exclaimed the chief.

“ I beg your pardon," said the cashier, “ I 
want to do nothing of the sort. I believe in 
Miller's innocence as firmly as you seem to, 
but why should you attempt to fasten this 
charge on me when you exonerate him ? ”

“ Because lie hasn't got brain enough to 
try to rob a hank," coolly replied the chief. 
“ You hare. That makes the difference.” 

“ Oh, thank you,” retorted Benner, “ I 
must say you flatter me by your comparison.” 

“ I am sorry. Benner.” continued the police 
official. “ You have always had the respect 
and esteem of everybody in town. It makes 
me feel bad, honest it does, to see you in bad 
this way. But what else is there for us to 
th in k ' You could handle the combination. 
Nobody else could! Certainly the night- 
watchman didn't know it. And if he had 
been a party to the crime, do you suppose he 
would have been here this morning, after last 
night's tragedy. Nothing like it. He wouldn’t 
have sense enough to face the music and try 
to throw off suspicion. You would.”

Benner said nothing. He began to become 
conscious of the seriousness of his own po
sition.

“ If these men had only gained admittance 
to the bank and then made an attempt to blow 
up the safe or to tamper with it in some way, 
things would have looked different for you,” 
continued the chief. “ But the burglars ac
tually got into the safe without injuring it.”

“ i can’t understand how they did,” re
marked the cashier, with a puzzled look.

“ That's what we want you to tell us right 
now, before we go any further. You do know, 
now. don’t you? ”

“ I tell you, I know nothing about the 
wretched affair,” angrily replied Benner. “ I 
am as much in the dark as you are.”

“ Yes, I know you say so. But how 'are 
you going to prove it? ”
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Benner did not reply.
“ Saying and proving are entirely dif

ferent,'’ persisted the chief. “ The most no
torious crook I ever tackled insisted he knew 
nothing about the crime, even to the time he 
died, thirty years later in jail, but he was 
guilty just the same. Now you can help us a 
bit, if you make up your mind to do so.'’

“ I will do all I can.’’ replied the cashier.
“ That’s the way to talk,” and the chief 

gave him an encouraging slap on the back.
The president entered at this juncture with 

Adams, the assistant cashier.
“ This young man,” began the head of the 

bank, “ says that Benner made no effort to 
summon assistance this morning when he went 
to the safe, and was the first to discover the 
man on the floor. He tells me that Benner 
appeared to be in a dazed condition.”

“ So I was,” replied the cashier.
“ Why should you have been dazed?” in

quired the chief. “ There should have been 
nothing to worry you. Your first impulse 
ought to have been to notify the others with
out delay.”

“ I couldn’t think of that just then,” an
swered Benner.

“ He admits that he didn’t do the right 
thing,” said the chief in exultation, as if he 
had gained an important point.

“ Adams says that the cashier’s manner 
was most peculiar,” continued the president.

Benner gave a searching glance at the 
countenance of his assistant whom he had 
never especially liked, but had not previously 
distrusted. He had always known that the 
fellow was envious of his own position in 
having secured the place as cashier, and that 
he stood ready at any moment to step into 
his shoes. Still, this knowledge never 
bothered him seriously.

“ So much so,” continued the president, 
“ that he himself wondered at the cause of it, 
before the direct finger of suspicion had been 
pointed at his superior.”

“ So,” muttered Benner, “ I have found 
you out, have I ? ”

“ Is it true,” went on the president, address
ing Benner, “ that you intimated to your as
sistant yesterday afternoon that 1 something 
would doubtless happen before the morning 
that would set the whole town talking? ’ ”

All waited for the cashier's response.
Benner’s face became a bright red. He 

hung his head and appeared confused for the 
moment.

“ You also told him, did you not, that you 
would show Swazey a thing or two, or some
thing to that effect.”

Benner made no reply for an instant, then, 
“ you traitor,” he broke out at last. “ I said 
nothing of the kind, I merely remarked, that 
some day I would surprise everybody.”

“ Oh, he admits he said that, Mr. Presi
dent," remarked the chief of police. “ What 
more can he say ? ”

“ A dangerous admission certainly,” as
sented the president.

“ Couldn't be worse,” agreed the chief.
“ Kindly tell us, Mr. Benner, how you had 

planned to surprise everybody, for that is 
what you admit having said. We are not 
asking you to explain anything of which you 
are ignorant,”

“ I did say that,” said Benner. Then he 
refused to talk further.

“ But you must go on,” insisted the chief. 
“ You’ve got yourself in a tight place now, 
by your own say-so, and it's up to you to get 
yourself out again. Go on. We’re listening.” 

Still the cashier would not speak.
“ Do you wish us to believe, after that 

remark." continued the chief, “ that you are 
innocent of this crime?”

“ I am,” declared Benner 
“ Well, of all the concentrated nerve,” de

clared the chief, “ this takes the medal. 
You’re a wonder, Benner. If you hadn’t 
lived here all your life I would say you were 
an old hand at the business. You certainly 
know how to play the game at a cross-ex
amination as well as any crook I ever met.”

“ Come now, Benner,” urged the president, 
“ tell us all about it. It will be much easier 
in the end for you.”

“ There's nothing to tell," persisted the 
cashier.

“ Now, see here, Benner." persisted the 
chief, “ any fool can see that this job could 
never have been tackled without inside assist
ance. Nobody could manage the combina
tion but yourself. The watchman didn’t 
know it. Come, confess.”

But Bennett still shook his head.
The chief suddenly got up from his chair 

and placing a hand on each of the cashier’s 
shoulders, went on:

“ Benner, I know where you were between 
twelve and two last night.”

“ How do you know th a t?” demanded the 
cashier, for once taken completely off his 
guard.

“ Because you were followed,” asserted the 
chief in tones of firmness which left no doubt 
regarding some hitherto unrevealed knowl
edge in his possession.

“ I didn’t think anybody knew about 
that? ” remarked Benner.
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“ But you see, I did,’’
Something in the police official's tone told 

the cashier that a trick was being played on 
him.

“ I was at home in bed at that time,” he 
said.

“ You were not at home between twelve 
and two,” insisted the chief. ..“ That stands.” 

“ Well, if I was not. it's none of your 
business," said Benner.

“ Then you refuse to tell where you were 
at that time,” went on the the chief.

“ I do,” emphatically replied the cashier. 
“ You see,” said the chief triumphantly to 

the president. “ He admits he was not at 
home. If he wasn't there, where was he? ” 

Turning to Benner again, he went on:
“ Mr. Benner, your landlady is here to 

prove that you left the house just before 
twelve o'clock and you returned after two. 
Now, .it looks suspicious that a man like 
yourself, knowing the combination of the 
safe, should for the first time in years leave 
vour room at such an hour and stay out such 
a length of time—the exact time during 
which we all agree the crime must have been 
committed.’’

“ I can’t help that,” declared Benner. “ I 
have no explanation to make.”

At this moment the president invited a 
newcomer to enter the room.

“ Chief,” he said, “ this gentleman is the 
inventor of our new safe.”

“ Just the man I ’ve been waiting for,” ex
claimed the police official. “ I want to ask 
you just one question, then I will trouble you 
no further. Is it possible for this safe to 
have been opened by any other agency,” but 
a powerful explosive, or human hands?”

“ Certainly not,” replied the inventor with
out hesitation.

“ Thank you,” said the chief.
Turning to Benner he went on:
“ That settles it! Mr. Benner, I have a 

disagreeable duty to perform. You are under 
arrest, charged with being an accomplice 
in the robbing of the National Bank of 
Swazey.”

CHATTER XIY.

CONCLUSIVE EVIDENCE.

“ Well, what have you got to say for your
self, Benner? ” asked the chief.

“ Nothing more than I have said already,” 
replied the cashier.

“ You refuse to make an explanation, 
then ? ”

” I have told you there is none to make,” 
answered the young man.

rI'he preside;:; now came over to the 
cashier.

“ Benner," he said laying a kindly hand 
on the young man’s shoulder and looking him 
straight in the eyes. “ I am very sorry for 
you. I never would have believed it, only 
facts are so dead against you. I couldn’t feel 
more deeply affected were you my own son 
who had fallen into this terrible disgrace. 
Come, my boy, be honest now, and tell us 
all about it.”

Benner, however, refused to be persuaded 
bv kind words. He was touched by the ad
vance made by his superior, but he merely 
shook his head.

“ You won’t talk, then ? " persisted the pres
ident.

“ Certainly he won't,” interrupted the chief. 
“ They always behave like that. Can’t say 
that I blame ’em very much. I t’s better to 
keep a still tongue in your head until you 
are sure of your story. The trouble with so 
many crooks who are just beginning is they 
haven't learned that little lesson. Mr. Ben
ner, here, as I remarked before, is a bit wiser 
than most amateurs.”

Benner glanced contemptuously at him.
“ If you would only own up, right now,” 

continued the chief, paying no attention to 
his look, “ it would be so much easier for you. 
You would get off with a lighter sentence, al
though, goodness knows, as it is, you’ll have 
plenty of time in which to plan your next rob
bery.”

“ I can’t realize it,” said the president. “ It 
is too awful for words. Whv. Benner, I ’ve 
known you since you were a little fellow, and 
now, to have you turn out this way! Too bad, 
too bad! ”

“ Mr. Benner could help us all a whole 
lot if he would only tell where lie was last 
night between twelve and two," suggested the 
chief.

The young man made no response.
“ Seems to me that’s easy enough,” con

tinued the head of the police. “ Come, now, 
where were you ? ”

T h e  cashier d id  no t deign to reply.
“ Your landlady tells a pretty straight 

story,” went on the chief. “ She says she 
heard you creep softly out of the house just 
before twelve. She wouldn’t have known any
thing about the matter if you hadn’t stum
bled against the hat-rack.”

He studied the cashier’s face attentively as 
he spoke, hoping to make him betray himself 
by some change of color or expression.
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“ Mr. Benner, why did you leave your 
lodgings, carrying a large valise ? ”

“ I— ”■ began Benner as his face flushed 
crimson—■“ I— ”

Then he stopped short.
“ You see, Mr. President,"’ said the chief, 

“ he can’t deny that he went out in the dead 
of night, and had with him a valise. Mrs. 
\Y atson saw him. Now, I ask, why did he 
take a valise with hint at such an hour? The 
thing’s as plain as two and two.”

The president looked both amazed and 
grieved.

“ This is a startling feature,” he remarked. 
“ I t’s proof positive of his intentions,” said 

the chief. “ What would an honest fellow 
be doing at that time of night, stealing forth 
in the darkness—in the rain, too—taking with 
him a bag, unless he had something unusual 
on foot? ”

“ Where is the valise now?” asked the 
president. “ What became of it? ”

“ That’s the most remarkable feature of 
all,” went on the chief. “ When he returned 
to his house about two o'clock he brought the 
satchel back with him. Mrs. Watson found it 
this morning. It was all spattered with mud 
and spotted with the rain. One moment, 
please.”

He left the room for a second, and quickly 
returned, carrying a leather valise.

“ Do you recognize th is?” he asked Ben
ner.

“ Yes; it is mine. I don’t deny it.” 
“ Much good it would do you if you did,” 

sneered the chief. ■ “ Can you imagine what 
it contained?” he demanded of the presi
dent.

“ I presume it was empty.”
“ Now, that’s exactly what I supposed. I 

figured it out when I first heard about it that 
he took the satchel in order to carry away the 
money. Much to my amazement, it was used 
for an altogether d'fferent purpose.”

“ And what was that? ” asked the president 
eagerly.

“ It was full of wearing apparel,” replied 
the chief impressively—“ enough to last him 
some days.”

“ I can’t believe i t ! ” exclaimed the presi
dent.

“ His landlady opened the satchel before 
my very eyes. She hadn’t touched a thing. 
I t’was exactly as it had been packed by Ben
ner himself. Xow do you wonder that I felt 
so sure of my man ? ”

“ Then, you were really leaving Swazev 
in the dead of the night, Benner?” asked the 
president.

The cashier flushed again, and looked 
down on the floor.

“ Now, Mr. President, why should he be 
leaving with a good supply of clothes at such 
a time if he had nothing to do with this bank 
robbery ? ”

“ I had nothing to do with it,” said Ben
ner.

“ Why did you have your wearing apparel 
with you, then, when you so mysteriously left 
your lodgings? ”

But to this the cashier declined to make 
reply.

“ It does look dangerously conclusive, 
chief,” said the president. “ There is only 
one peculiar feature about his midnight ex
pedition. If he left Mrs. Watson's with the 
intention of not returning, why did he return? 
I can’t understand that. The two men found 
dead in the bank this morning had secured the 
money, and were ready to fly with it* when 
something happened. Now, what that some
thing was we will never know unless Mr. 
Benner decides to clear up the mystery.”

“ Maybe the three of ’em had a tussle, and 
that accounts for the dead man in front of the 
safe,” suggested the chief. “ Thieves some
times do have fallings out at the last moment 
and fall on each other, with the result that 
somebody gets it in the neck. However, that 
never seems to bother the survivors. The 
money goes farther with two than it goes with 
three.” he added wisely.

“ Yes; but why didn’t Benner take his share 
and leave Swazev, as he had planned to do?”

“ That’s one of them riddles that only the 
sweat-box and the third degree will ever make 
him tell,” replied the chief.

“ To be a bank robber is a serious enough 
crime,” remarked the president, looking sad
ly at Benner, “ but to be a murderer also is 
too terrible for words. I can’t believe thett 
you are a murderer, Benner.”

“ But you believe me to be a burglar,” in
terrupted the young man bitterly. “ It doesn’t 
matter much to me if you add another crime 
to my record. I might as well be two things as 
one.”

“ Well, of all the concentrated gall,” re
marked the chief, gazing at the cashier in as
tonishment. “ Say, Benner, you’re all right. 
There’s nothing like having the courage of 
your convictions. Now, if you would only 
clear up a little matter or two for us it would 
simplify the affair greatly. Just explain why 
you shut one fellow up inside the safe.”

While he waited for an answer a rap came 
at the door.

It was the office-boy.
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“ I beg pardon, sir,” he said, “ but the mail 
has just been sorted. Mr. Burns thought as 
how it might have something important.” 

Thank you, James,” said the president as 
he took the several letters marked personal. 
He glanced casually at them, and was'about 
to put them down, when one attracted his at
tention.

‘‘What's th is?” he asked. “ It looks like 
your writing, Benner.”

The cashier started from his chair. His 
face became red and white by turns.

“ It's written on the bank paper,” comment
ed the president as he prepared to open the 
envelope. “ And is stamped at six this 
morning. How strange! ”

“ Must have been dropped into the box 
pretty late to be stamped so early,” remarked 
the chief.

Benner seemed greatly agitated.
“ I beg you not to read that letter, sir,” he 

said.
The president looked keenly at him.
“ How's that? ” he demanded in cold tones. 

“ You send me a letter marked ‘ personal ’
(To be t

last night, and this morning you request me 
not to read it. Your conduct is becoming 
more and more incriminating, Benner. If I 
had the slightest belief in you at the begin
ning of this wretched affair, I assure you 
there is almost none left now. Perhaps this 
letter will shed some light on the subject,” 
and he spread the sheet of paper before him 
and glanced over the handwriting.

“ What's th is?” he exclaimed in tones of 
the greatest surprise as he read aloud the con
tents :

Am leaving unexpectedly on the early train. 
Please do not condemn me too harshly when 
you learn the news. There was no other way. 
Adams can take care of everything.

“ Well, this does settle i t ! ” exclaimed the 
president.

“ I guess we’ve got about all we are look
ing for to make a conviction,” coolly re
marked the chief. “ The State will make 
short work of this case.”

Benner threw himself into a chair and 
buried his face in his hands. 
itinued.)

BEVERLY’S NEW JOB.
B Y  V A N C E  M A Y N A R D .

The Awful State of Mind in Which a Telephone Message and a Letter Left 
the Fiancee of a Young Man Who Had Gone to Town to Better Himself.

ELSIE BRYAXT braided the last thin 
wisp of her hair, doubled the end back, 

bound it with a rubber band, and then en
circled her shapely head with the braid.

“ Oh, I do wish Jack would cornel” she 
pouted, jabbing a hair-pin through the rub
ber band, and thus impaling the braid firmly 
to the nape of her neck. A black velvet rib
bon followed, covering the band.

She looked out of the window. It was a 
perfect spring day. The sun poured in 
through the casement, lighting up the dainty- 
interior of her boudoir.

Down the quiet street of the little country 
town the trees rustled their green gowns, arch
ing across the roadway as if they were touch
ing finger-tips languidly. Checkered shadows 
trembled idly on the lawns.

As she sat. drinking in the beauty of the 
picture, a young man turned the corner and 
headed toward the Bryant house at a speed 
indicating either fear or eagerness.

“ There he is now,” cried the young lady, 
and proceeded to don such afternoon investi
ture as is calculated to leave young men 
stranded helpless on the coast of love.

Tlie door-bell rang furiously.
After due deliberation, Elsie answered it 

herself.
“ You little darling,” cried the young man 

impulsively, and, getting a perfectly good 
haif-Xelson hold on the vision before him, 
he kissed her with due deliberation and ardor.

“ Xow, just because we're engaged you 
mustn’t eat me alive.” remarked the vision, 
breaking the hold deftly.

“ Say, Elsie, I've got the very best of news 
for you,” remarked Jack, ignoring this com
ment. “ Come in and sit down. I want to 
tell you all about it.”

“ Oh, Jack, you haven’t got that position, 
have you?” The blue eyes were shining 
with anticipation.

“ That's just tlie story exactly, dear. You
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remember Mr. Alden promised to see what 
he could do for me when he got back to the 
city?

“ Well, read this letters’
He took it from his pocket. She read:

Come up by Wednesday morning. I have a
good opportunity for you. Tell you more later.
In  haste, etc.

“ That means I leave to-night, so I can 
call at his office to-morrow bright and early. 
Isn't that bully ? ’’ '

“ Ye-e-e-s," hesitatingly.
“ Aren't you glad, dear? ” he asked.
“ But you'll have to go away from me, 

Jack.” Tears sparkled in the two sunny 
azure skies that made the daylight for Jack 
Beverly.

“ Yes. but it won't be for long. Cheer up. 
As soon as I get-the job and find out what it 
is, I'll telephone you. Besides, I ’ll probably 
be able to run down pretty often. Let’s wait 
and see what turns up before we borrow mis
ery. Now, let's go out for a walk. It's such 
a day as was specially made for the happiness 
of engaged people.”

Jack Beverly had been graduated from col
lege the better part of a year. He had started 
in his father’s store, the finest one in Wau- 
seka; but found that the dry-goods business 
was dry in more senses than one.

Mr. Alden, a friend of Mr. Beverly, noting 
what a good-looking, energetic chap Jack 
was, had promised to see what he could do 
for him in the city. Mr. Beverly had no 
objection if the change would work for the 
benefit of his son.

“ I hope this chance will give me an oppor
tunity to disabuse your father's mind of his 
prejudice of me,” said Jack as the couple 
strolled out of the village and down the 
country road.

“ I hope so too, dear." replied Elsie fer
vently. “ What he can have against you I 
don't know.”

“ Oh, I suppose he thinks I ought to be 
better than a dry-goods clerk, even if the 
business will be mine some da}-. But I wish 
lie would take me more philosophically as a 
son-in-law. However, I'm going to do my 
best to show him that I've got the goods.”

Mr. Bryant’s disapproval of the young 
man was not severe enough to interfere with 
the consummation of Elsie’s happiness, but it 
was. the only cloud that darkened an abso
lutely perfect glimpse of heaven for the two 
young people.

“ I just know Air. Alden will have a per
fectly splendid opening for you,” Elsie said

reassuringly, and there the matter dropped.
That night Jack Beverly took the nine 

o'clock train for the city, fifty miles away, 
Elsie kissed him good-by, and smiled up at 
him bravely. When the train was gone she 
wept softly as she walked home with her 
father.

“ Well. I hope he does something worth 
while now that he's fallen in with * the 
chance.” remarked Air. Bryant crisply as 
they turned into the front walk of the Bryant 
home.

That night Elsie sat in the warm darkness 
by her window for a long time, dreaming 
dreams and seeing visions, into the depths of 
which, let us hope, we have all gazed on like 
occasions.

When she went to bed she was very happy.
Her dreams were of those enchanted days 

in which she had lived in childhood’s fancy 
with herself as the beautiful princess and her 
own Jack Beverly as the noble knight. Awa
king, the sweet fancies were still with her as 
day-dreams.

“ Oh. I do wish Jack would phone!” she 
murmured.

It was nine o'clock the next morning.
Just then the telephone-bell rang. Elsie 

hurried down-stairs and picked up the re
ceiver.

“ Oh, Jack! Yes, of course I do— with all 
my heart. And I ’m sending you one over 
the wire, too.

“ You've got a fine job? I'm so glad. 
What? I didn’t get that. Xo, nor that time, 
either. Carting, did you say? In the street?

“ And there's good chance for promotion ? 
It sounds like an odd sort of work for you, 
feut you know what’s best. Yes, do come 
down the first night you can get away. I 
want to know more about your work. Be a 
good boy. Good-by!”

She slowly hung up the receiver. She
could not understand why Jack should take 
a job of carting. In the street, too.

The only picture she could recall to fit the 
occupation was that of dirty individuals in 
dirtier white suits in the principal streets, 
driving bob-tailed wagons to the city dump
ing-grounds.

“ But Jack wouldn’t do anything like 
that.-’ she told herself. “ I know he's done 
the right thing, and I need never be ashamed 
of him.”

Yet the thought bothered her. She tried 
to reason out some other kind of work that 
would cause Jack to drive a cart through the 
city streets. But her imagination was not 
equal to the task.
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“ I surely didn't misunderstand him oven 
the phone, because I made him repeat it over 
twice. And that's what he said, ‘ Carting 
in the street.' ”

“ Well, even if he is doing that to start 
with," she maintained stoutly to herself, 
“ there must be a good reason for it. I know 
he has done splendidly, and I'm proud of 
him for being able to fill the position.”

She jerked her head up proudly.
And with this determination she decided 

to face the world.
The family was all through breakfast 

when she appeared at the table, all except her 
young brother Sam. Sam was at that period 
of life when inquisitiveness and acquisitive
ness are synonymous.

“ Heard from your best fellow, did you, 
sis?” he began when she had taken her 
place. “ What did he have to say ? ”

“ Never mind, Sam. Go on and finish 
those griddle-cakes.’’

“ Afraid to tell me what he said, are you? ” 
pursued her inquisitor.

“ No, of course not.”
“ Well, what's he doing? I bet he got a 

job digging a ditch or driving an express 
wagon.”

“ Sam, you arc entirely too curious. It 
doesn't concern you at all. If you are fin
ished with those cakes, please leave the table.

Sam wiped his mouth deliberately, dis
mounted from his chair, and vanished out 
of the door, delivering this parting shot:

“ Looks to me as if you were airaid to tell 
what he's up to.”

His sister sniffed contemptuously. But 
the shot had reached its mark.

“ Nothing of the kind,” she told herself. 
Yet she wasn’t so sure of her ground.

“ Even if I had told him what Jack is do
ing, he would not have understood it or seen 
it in its true light.”

Mrs. Bryant came in at the moment and 
interrupted Elsie’s none too pleasant reflec
tions.

“ Elsie,-’ she said, “ I want you to do the 
marketing for me this morning, dear. Here’s 
the list of things to get. Please go at once.’’

At the grocery-store Elsie encountered Mrs. 
Brooks, the most celebrated gossip in town.

“ Oh, how are you, my dear?” babbled 
Mrs. Brooks. “ I ’ve just heard that Jack 
Beverly went to the city. Was it anything 
in particular, or just a flying trip? ”

“ I think he has gone up to stay—that is, 
at least for a time,” said Elsie, mustering her 
sweetest smile.

“ Oh, then lie’s gone up on business? ”

“ Yes, that is—yes, on business.”
“ In connection with the dry-goods store, 

I suppose.”
“ It wasn't about the dry-goods store, Mrs. 

Brooks,” said Elsie desperately.
W by was she hesitating about disclosing 

what she felt sure was Jack's proudest 
achievement? v

“ N o?” inquired the tormentor, elevating 
her eyebrows and scenting something of in
terest to the community at large.

“ Jack has taken a position in the city 
through the kindness of Mr. Alden.”

“ Really? You don't mean it. How splen
did! ” gushed Mrs. Brooks, keen on the trail. 
“ What kind of a position is i t ? ”

“ I— I—I am not quite sure what it is,” 
stammered Elsie miserably, “ but he has a 
very fine chance of promotion. He— ” 

“ Yes.”
“ He is—er—oh, I beg your pardon, I see 

a clerk that is not busy. Now I can give my 
order. Good-by! ”

After leaving the grocer's Elsie made a 
stop at the butcher’s, and then started for 
home.

When nearly there she turned the corner 
and brought up with a thud against the 
manly bosom of Professor Berend, principal 
of the high school.

“ A h! Good morning, my dear. And so 
Jack has left you and gone to the city? The 
rascal! I couldn't have done it if I had been 
as fortunate as he was.”

“ How nice of you! ” cried Elsie roguishly, 
at the same time edging over to the outside of 
the walk in an attempt to get by.

“ I understand he has gone to take up his 
life-work there. Oh, he'll make good. 
Don’t you worry your head about that.”

“ I ’m not,” lied Elsie, thinking of white 
suits of clothes and garbage-carts,

“ There's a young man with principle,” 
went on the unsuspecting pedagogue. “ His 
ideals are high. He would consider no oc
cupation, however menial, beneath him, if if 
were free of all taint.”

“ Taint.” thought Elsie, her mind again 
recurring to the picture of a moment before.

“ Well may you be proud of Jack,” con
cluded the professor in his finest oratorical 
manner.

“ Oh, I am,” cried the girl, trying to look 
the part. “ I t ’s awfully nice of you to speak 
so highly of Jack. I appreciate it. Good 
morning,” and she skipped lightly by.

“ I never found out what the boy was do
ing, after all,” commented the professor to 
himself as he resumed his meditative way.
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“ Well, I didn’t have to tell him,” thought 
Elsie as she resumed hers.

Suddenly she stopped. What mental 
treachery was this she had expressed?

In spite of herself she was afraid to meet 
people, afraid to have them ask her about 
her fiance.

The realization of her state of mind was 
anything but pleasant. She had deliberately 
gone back on what she hud believed only a 
few hours before.

Now she was stammering and blushing in 
a panic when anybody that knew Jack came 
in sight.

“ Why, one would think the boy had done 
something wrong," she told herself angrily, 
as she mounted the front steps to her home.

As she entered the hall she gave a cry of 
joy, and, rushing to the little table, picked up 
an envelope and eagerly ripped it open.

“ Here's a letter from him. Now lie'll ex
plain all- about it. The dear boy, to write so 
soon! ”

Elsie felt vastly relieved, and began the 
perusal of the hastily scrawled pages.

At the bottom of one she stopped. Then 
she reread the last sentence and went on to 
the next page. Again she stopped, wrinkled 
her brow and went over the words carefully.

“ That's what it looks like," she finally 
announced dubiously.

“ Just what he told me over the 'phone.
1 Carting in the street ’ and then there’s a blot. 
I don't know whether it's an accident or to 
cross out a word.”

None of the rest of the letter cast any light 
on the subject. It was almost altogether 
taken up with a description of the light opera 
he had seen the night before.

“ Of course I don't know what the job will 
bring forth,” he went on, “ but I do know 
that I like it, and that I am working with a 
fine bunch of men. The fellows in the office 
of the company are mostly young college 
chaps like myself, and several of us are start
ing at about the same time. As soon as I get 
a better idea of my work I will let you know.”

And that was all.
Elsie puzzled over the letter several times, 

but remained just as much as ever at sea in 
regard to the exact employment of her fiance.

Then she went up-stairs. She found her 
mother in the sewing-room.

“ Mother, will you read part of Jack's let
ter and see what you can make of it ? ” she 
said as she entered.

Mrs. Bryant took the letter and cast her 
eves over the portion of it that had caused 
her daughter so much perplexity.

“ I'm not sure what he means,” she finally 
admitted, ‘’but it looks to me as if Jack said 
‘ carting in the street!

Mrs. Bryant looked at her daughter.
“ Is that what you read? ” she asked.
“ Ye'% mother. But why do you look so 

displeased ? ”
“ I suppose I oughtn't to pass judgment be

fore we are sure what Jack meant, but I don’t 
think I would publish this news to the town at 
large if I were you.”

“ Why not? ”
Elsie flew to quick defense of her lover.
“ Do you suppose that Jack would do any

thing unworthy of himself or of m e?” she 
went on. “ Whatever he means in that letter 
is sure to be right.”

“ I have no doubt about that, my dear,” 
said Mrs. Bryant soothingly, observing that 
her daughter was on the verge of tears. “ But 
I wouldn't mention this to your father if I 
were you, until you have more definite word 
from Jack. You know how he feels in the 
matter.”

“ Very well, I won’t, if you don’t think it 
best, but I want you to know that I am proud 
of Jack, whether he is president of a bank 
at this minute, or is a waiter in a Bowery 
restaurant.”

“ Of course, dear,” remarked the diplo
matic Mrs. Bryant. * Meantime, let’s have 
lunch.”

Elsie weathered the meal somehow, in spite 
of the persecution of Sam, who felt divinely 
appointed to conduct a third degree inqui
sition on the subject of Jack.

After lunch, Elsie flew to her room, seized 
pen, paper, and ink, and scratched off a very 
brief but vehement note to a certain young 
gentleman in the city.

“ Please, please,” she wrote,’’ explain to me 
in detail just what you have to do. Every
body is just crazy to know about your work, 
and I don't know enough about it to give them 
an intelligent answer. I never knew I could 
take such an interest in your business affairs. 
Aren’t you proud of me ? ”

She sealed and stamped the envelope, ad
dressed it, and got down-stairs just in time 
to give it to the postman who was delivering 
the afternoon mail.

“ I feel better now that the letter is on its 
way,” she sighed with a great feeling of re
lief as the mail-man went down the front 
walk.

She looked over what he had left. There 
was nothing for her from Jack, and she 
turned away with a slight feeling of disap
pointment.
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“ I do wish I could find out more about this 
matter." she said to herself, picturing the 
round of inquirers she would have to stave 
off until she heard from Jack.

“ Oh, I know,” she cried, suddenly struck 
with a brilliant idea.

She ran to the phone.
‘'Hello, Mrs. Beverly?” she queried, a 

moment later.
“ Yes,” answered a sweet, feminine voice.
“ This is Elsie. Do tell me what Jack is 

doing, what kind of work, I mean, in his new 
capacity. You must have heard from him by 
this time."’

“ Do you believe in telepathy ? ” asked 
Mrs. Beverly, laughing. “ I was just this 
minute coming to the phone to call you up 
and ask vou the same question."’

“ W hy?” began Elsie.
“ We have had absolutely no word from 

Jack, so far. Even the afternoon mail 
brought none. I am getting quite worried.”

“ Oh, I heard from Jack this morning,” 
said Elsie reassuringly, and then bit her lip 
in vexation at having so easily laid herself 
open to further questioning.

“ Oh, then he’s well. But surely, he must 
have told you what he was to be engaged in. 
Didn’t he? ”

And then Elsie launched forth into a vol
uble explanation that lasted five minutes and 
led nowhere, so far as information was con
cerned.

But finally she had to out with that hate
ful “ carting in the street.”

Mrs. Beverly stiffened perceptibly as she 
heard the words.

“ Oh!” she exclaimed, “ that’s quite im
possible. My boy would never lower himself 
to such an extent as to do the work of an 
Italian laborer. You certainly have mis
understood him.”

“ But he said the same thing over the phone 
and in his letter,” almost wailed Elsie.

“ Really, my dear, you must be mistaken. 
If you respect my wishes you will keep this 
as quiet as possible until we know7 more about 
it. I am coming over to call to-night and we 
can go over the letter together then. Good- 
by.” '

Elsie hung up the receiver in a daze.
She could not understand this attitude.
Even Jack’s mother had gone back on him. 

If she would not place faith in his word, who 
would ?

Elsie sat down, oppressed with a feeling of 
absolute hopelessness. Why should she be 
called upon to bear the burden of this worry 
all alone? Why should she be the one per

son of whom every curiosity-seeker should 
inquire ?

The tears welled up in her eyes. But she 
bit her lip determinedly to keep them back.

“ Let everybody in the world hold Jack up 
to shame if they will,” she announced to her
self. “ I am going to stick by what he has 
said and written until he tells me otherwise.

“ And I'm not going to be ashamed of it, 
either. Let them think what they will. I 
know Jack better than any of them and I trust 
him absolutely. So there! ”

Elsie went up-stairs, washed her eyes, put 
on her hat and started for the regular meeting 
of the girls’ club.

Just as she was about to leave the house, 
the telephone-bell rang.

“ This is the editor of the Gazette talking. 
Is Miss Bryant there?”

“ This is Miss Bryant.”
“ I heard this morning from Mrs. Brooks 

that Jack Beverly had secured employment 
in the city. I could not quite make out from 
her words what he is doing. I have just 
finished talking with Mrs. Beverly, and she 
does not know anything at all on the matter. 
Can’t you give me a little item for the paper 
this afternoon?"’

“ Why, certainly," said Elsie, and pro
ceeded bravely to tell the story over again.

“ Pardon me,” interrupted the editor when 
she was almost through, “ did you say 1 cart
ing in the street ' ? ”

“ I did," replied Elsie crisply.
“ Can you explain that a little better?”
“ Don't you know the meaning of that 

phrase?” said Elsie sweetly, replying. Yan
kee-wise. to one question by propounding 
another. “ Surely you ought to know that ex
pression.”

“ Why, yes—er, that is, of course,” replied 
the editor, rallying bravely to his guns.

“ Well, then, you won't have any trouble 
writing up the notice, will you? Thank you 
so much for calling me up. Good-by.”

Little did Elsie realize the fact that a very 
much bewildered editor spent half the time 
before going to press trying to find the ety
mology, derivation, gender, and meaning of 
the four words “ carting in the street,” and 
then inserted the notice without any elucida
tion whatever. Also, that he left word with 
the office-boy that he refused absolutely to 
answer any questions about “ that Jack Bev
erly item.”

At the girls’ club, Elsie found ten hungry 
pairs of ears. She fed them with the infor
mation at her command in regard to Jack, 
and then closed the subject abruptly.
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“ If you girls aren't up on what that ex
pression means,'' she said, after many impor
tunities, “ it is not my fault. Ask your 
fathers to-night at supper. They can tell you, 
beyond a doubt. And, meantime, did we 
come here to probe the affairs of ray future 
husband or play cards? Deal, Jessie."

Elsie was fast losing her equanimity over 
the subject of carting in the street. Her 
usual good-nature was a departed virtue.

She hated the sight of anybody that was a 
mutual friend of Jack and herself. She 
vowed to avoid all such people if she could.

Yet, when the card game was finished 
and the girls all went down to the drug-store 
for soda, she ran into Jack's chum, and had 
to tell him all about it. She retaliated by 
making him pay for her soda.

The girls went their various ways after 
leaving the soda-fountain; yet, before she 
reached home, Elsie had encountered the 
minister. As she left him she saw the oily 
Professor Berend on the horizon.

She promptly turned down another street to 
avoid him, and ran plump into Ann Abel, 
the one girl who had coveted Jack Beverly, 
and had wooed him desperately.

This ordeal was the worst of the lot. El
sie fairly boiled at the half-sneering smile 
that curled the thin lips of the defeated one.

Elsie could almost hear her say to herself:
“ Elsie Bryant must be proud to have a 

cart-driver for a husband. Quite a lucky 
escape I had, after all.”

The two girls parted, icily courteous; but 
Elsie felt very keenly the slight that she knew 
was being cast upon her and the man she 
was to wed.

Yet, out of decency, she had to answer the 
coldly civil queries that were put to her.

When she reached home, just before supper, 
she was in a state that threatened to become 
hysteria or collapse, or both.

“ I shall simply die if that miserable sub
ject is brought up again by anybody any
where. Oh, I wish I would hear from Jack. 
If he knew what I have suffered to-day for 
his sake, he would be more careful what he 
says and writes in the future.”

At the supper-table, Elsie prayed that her 
father would not bring the matter up. Elsie 
knew that her mother would probably say 
nothing, knowing as she did the opinion that 
Mr, Bryant had of Jack.

At first Elsie shivered with apprehension 
whenever her father addressed a remark to 
her. But as the meal wore away and he got 
no nearer the subject of her fiance, she be
gan to pick up hope.

By the end of the meal she was quite 
cheerful.

“ I'll surdK1 get a letter to-morrow that will 
explain everything, but until that time I 
tliink father had best remain in ignorance,” 
she told herself as the family rose from the 
table.

Sam passed Elsie on the way to the li
brary, and remarked, eu route:

“ Been playin’ Jacks to-day, sis;-'”
‘'Samuel," snapped Mrs. Bryant, “ you go 

right in the library and study your lessons. 
Stop teasing sister.”

“ Umph,” grunted Mr. Bryant, altogether 
in sympathy with his son.

■ At' half past eight the Bryant family sat 
perfectly happy, reading in the library.

Suddenly the door-bell rang, rather vi
ciously.

" Wonder who that ran b e?” thought El
sie, as she rose to respond.

She had a sudden, wild hope that it might 
be Jack. She threw open the door.

Her hope died a violent death.
“ Come in, Mrs. Beverly,” wavered the 

girl, trying to be cordial, yet 'with a sinking 
heart.

“ Now father will hear all about Jack— 
will want to see the letter and—oh, I don't 
know lohat I ’ll do,” she thought, as Jack’s 
mother took off her things.

In the library the Bryant family rose as 
one, greeted their future relative-in-law, and 
resumed their chairs when Mrs. Beverly had 
bepn safely ensconced in one of sufficient 
depth and latitude.

“ You haven't heard anything further from 
Jack, have you, E lsie?” queried the guest at 
once.

“ Xo, Mrs. Beverly,” answered the girl 
with a sinking heart.

Mr. Bryant laid down his paper.
“ What's th is?” he inquired. “ Have you 

had word from Jack? ”
His penetrating gaze sought his daughter’s 

face. She blushed and moved uneasily in her 
chair.

“ Elsie had a phone message and a letter 
from my son to-dav. Oh, by the way, will 
you get the letter, Elsie? She evidently mis
understood what kind of work he is doing, 
and I want to verify her words from the 
letter.’’

Elsie ran up to her room, took the missive 
from her writing-table, and entered the li
brary just in" time to hear Mrs. Beverly con
clude :

“ I don't believe my son would be carting 
in-the street, whatever that means.”
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“ Well, I should hope not,” retorted Mr. 
Bryant with considerable fervor. “ Carting 
in the street means only a few things, and 
any one of them is enough to queer your fam
ily and mine. Let us hope he is doing noth
ing of the sort.”

Mrs. Beverly eyed him belligerently, 
framed a fitting reply, and then changed her 
mind.

“ Show us the part in the letter, Elsie, in 
which Jack describes his work,” was her 
remark.

The girl indicated the passages that had 
puzzled her. Mrs. Beverly studied them 
carefully, and then shook her head dubiously.

“ See what you make of this,” she said, 
passing the pages to Mr. Bryant.

He scanned them closely several times.
“ I guess Elsie is right about it,” he an

nounced at length. “ That reads ‘ carting in 
the street,' as near as I can make out."

“ What did he say to you over the tele
phone?” he went on, turning to Elsie. There 
was displeasure and disapproval in his tone.

Elsie repeated the conversation accurately 
in so far as the business part of it was con
cerned.

When she finished Mr. Bryant turned to 
the visitor.

" I  am sorry to hear this about Jack," he 
said coldly. “ I thought the boy had higher 
ambitions than these.”

Mrs. Beverly was plainly perturbed.
“ I don't know what to think," she said 

slowly; ‘>but I do know that there is no rea
son for speaking so harshly of my son, Mr. 
Bryant. I feel that it is unjust.”

“ And so do I ,” burst out Elsie. Here, at 
last, was some one who would help her de
fend Jack.

Her father turned on hep.
“ What impertinence is this?" he roared.
His hands gripped the arms of his chair. 

The veins in his forehead stood out.
“ This just about ends this nonsense. I ’ve 

been against this match all along, until that 
boy proves himself a man. I'm not going to 
have my daughter marry a soulless driver of 
a garbage-wagon— "

“ O h ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Beverly.
“ Or an ambulance for dead horses—”
“ Oh ! * wailed Elsie.
“ Or—or—or— " Mr. Bryant’s voice

trailed off into nothing, and his eyes were 
fixed on the library door.

Everybody turned, as if by signal, and 
watched-it open.

“ lack ! '’ fairly screamed the chorus in 
unison.

S A

“ How did you get in ? ” snarled Mr. 
Bryant, recovering his mental equilibrium.

“ The maid, of course,’’ retorted Jack, not 
liking the tone.

Then he looked at the circle of open mouths 
before him.

“ I'm no dentist, but this is an awful lot 
of big cavities I see before me. What's the 
fuss—Elsie—mother? ”

“ What kind of carting are you doing in 
the street?’’ cried Mrs. Bryant.

“ You don’t drive a garbage wagon, do 
you ? ’’ pleaded his mother.

“ You don't really have to cart dead 
horses around, do you, dear? ” wailed Elsie.

“ Did you bring your ‘ white-wings ’ suit 
with you?” growled Mr. Bryant in his turn.

Jack Beverly picked out the largest and 
easiest chair he could see and dropped into it.

Then he doubled up with uncontrolled 
mirth. At the end of five minutes he sat up, 
wiped his eyes, took a full breath, and said:

" Will some one please tell me what I've 
done to deserve this assault and battery? 
Now, Elsie, tell me all about it.”

And Elsie did.
“ Why, you poor little kid,'’ he exclaimed 

when she had finished, “ and you, too, moth
er. I don't blame you for worrying your 
heads off about me. But that's the funniest 
coincidence I ever heard of.

“ I didn't say * carting in the street ’ over 
the phone. I said * carding in the street
cars '—only you missed one word.

“ And in this letter’’—he picked it up and 
pointed to the bottom of the page in dispute 
—“ you will see that what you thought was 
a cross on the t in * carting ’ is only the hy
phen between the syllables of the word when 
I carried it over to the next page.

“ Xow, let me explain what I'm doing. The 
fact of the matter is I'm a solicitor for a 
street-car advertising company. They make 
it a rule that all new men, before they go 
out on the road, must spend a day or two 
putting up cards in the cars. This is so they 
will know how to do the work if they are 
ever called upon for such service when the 
regular carder is sick or has quit the job.

“ \ \  hen I wrote and phoned you, Elsie, 
that was all I knew about my work. The 
day after to-morrow I go out to sell space.

“ I am clown here to get more clothes for 
my work on the road. It’s a splendid oppor
tunity for me, and it beats the dry - goods 
business all hollow. But you all looked so 
ludicrous— ”

And again Jack Beverly doubled up in the 
big chair.



The Worst Is Yet To Gome.
BY G E R A L D  N .  C O E ,

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.

SY N O PSIS O F C H A PT E R S PR E V IO U SL Y  PU B L IS H E D .

Mrs. H arvey H artley's uncle leaves her a twelve-room furnished dwelling at Outwood, and her 
husband suggests that they start a summer boarding-house for people who wish to do as they please. The 
house is soon filled with a queer lot of people, including a girl who rides a motor-cycle, and a barber 
with his invention of a flute with mouth-organ attachm ent. Just before they retire on the opening night 
they discover a pale young man in the upper hall. He admits he is a new boarder after H artley sug
gests it, but the next morning the Hartleys are horrified to read in the paper that a dangerous lunatic 
has escaped from an asylum in their neighborhood. They telephone the asylum that a man who seems 
to answer the description has turned up at their house, but when a party of policemen arrive the H a rt
leys discover that the man has not stayed at their place at all. But the officers insist on searching the 
house, and take away with them the barber, who is certainly queer enough.

The Hartleys try to make their boarders believe that all the excitement is over an escaped hippo
potamus, fearing to let them know the truth lest they take fright and leave. Meantime, while H a rt
ley is at the lunatic asylum in a futile attempt to secure the musical barber's release, a stranger ap 
pears at the house, and Airs. Hartley, fearing him to  be the real lunatic, tells him that this is the lunatic 
asylum, and sends him along to the real asylum as being the boarding-house of which he is in search. 
On H artley 's return  he has reason to suspect that th is is the other boarder expected, so that now there 
are two of their inmates incarcerated at the lunatic asylum.

But this other man, whose name is Dunham, a n  aspiring playwright, contrives to escape from Dr. 
Cummings at the asylum and returns to the H artleys. Meantime, the latter have a telephone message to 
the effect that Barone, the barber, is wanted at once at the barber-shop where he works, otherwise he
will lose his job. The asylum attendants arrive w ith  the police and demand that D unham  be given up.
T his Hartley refuses to do. However, he makes an  arrangement with the asylum over the telephone to 
give up Dunham  in exchange for the barber, and hopes to persuade the playwright to go back as a means 
of obtaining an experience he can use in one of his dram as. D unham  at first consents, but when the asy
lum attendants call for him  he claims he has changed his mind, and H artley is again at his wits’ end.

CHAPTER XV.
A SWITCH or RESENTMENT.

H ARTLEY was suddenly forced from 
the door against which he was weakly 

leaning by a compact bundle of fury which 
bounded into the room.

“ Where is he? Where is h e?’’ cried the 
newcomer.

It was the barber, brought back from the 
asylum.

His eyes glinted as they encountered those 
of Hartley. It was evident that he had come 
fo r h is  revenge.

In one wild bound he reached Hartley and 
sprang at his throat like a vicious animal, 
with a low hiss of rage.

Hartley braced himself and threw off the 
clutching fingers, but Barone’s blood was up.

“ Here ” he cried to Dunham, whom he 
recognized from having seen him at the 
asylum. “ Help me! Lend a hand! He's 
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betrayed us. He’s sold us into bondage for 
a mess of pottage."

With that lie gave a wild spring and 
leaped upon Hartley's back, while Dunham, 
swaying with emotional excitement, made a 
rush toward Hartley.

“ Help ! Help! ’’ cried the proprietor of 
the “ Do-as-you-please House,” dodging the 
attack of the sympathetic playwright and 
trying to fling off the enraged barber, who 
now had his smooth, strong fingers entangled 
in Hartley's hair.

A rush of feet on the stairs told that
H a r t le y 's  cry  fo r  a s s is ta n c e  h a d  been h e a rd .
The pair of boarders had managed to drag 
him to the floor and were endeavoring to 
hold him there when through the door burst 
three asylum attendants, headed by the pale- 
faced young fellow who had been such a 
frequent caller at Hartley's.

They pounced upon the combatants and 
quickly’ roped the hands of the playwright 
S in g le  cop ies, 10 cen ts.



THE WORST IS YET TO COME. 691

Then they shoved the barber into a cor
ner and pulled Hartley to his feet.

“ That's your man I ” cried the latter, 
breathing heavily as he pointed to the play
wright.

“ He the man Dr. Cummings wants?” 
asked the pale-faced attendant who headed 
the party.

“ Yes,” answered Hartley, turning with a 
glare to the barber and wondering whether 
or not it would be a good idea to have him 
sent back to the asylum, too.

But an idea occurred to him and he decid
ed to say nothing about this.

The little party soon filed down the stairs 
with the struggling playwright, who, having 
been pulled from his drama, was like a man 
suddenly awakened from sleep, and tried to 
fight back in a heavy, awkward manner.

When Hartley and the barber were again 
alone in the room, the former noticed that 
Barone had been cowed by the presence of 
the asylum men. He had a dazed, frightened 
look and Hartley took advantage of his con
dition to further a certain point that had been 
bothering him.

“ I could have you arrested for assault, 
Mr. Barone.” he said seriously.

The other looked up in a very humbled 
manner.

“ But you have given me a lot of trouble,” 
he declared.

“ Not intentionally,” Hartley hastened to 
assure him. “ It was only by accident that 
thev carried you off, and you must admit that 
I did all in my power to have you removed 
from the institution. It is Dr. Cummings 
who is responsible for your trouble.”

Hartley was lucky to hit upon the name 
which had became so abhorrent to the little 
barber.
_ “ Dr. Cummings!” cried Barone. “ Yes, 
he is one old fool. I would like to punch 
him.”

“ You might sue him for damages,” sug
gested Hartley, thinking of the job the bar
ber had lost through being carried off to the 
asvlum, and hardly knowing how to break 
the disagreeable news.

“ Good idea ! ” enthused the barber. “ But 
how much could I get on a charge against 
him? I have lost nothing through being 
examined by the doctor.”

It was Hartley's chance. The thing must 
come out some time. He had concealed it 
long enough.

“ Yes, you have,” he assured the man.
“ How? What have I lost? ” cried the lit

tle barber, frantically searching his pockets

and bringing out his precious flute with a 
happy smile.

“ You have lost your job.”
The news came as a great shock to the 

poor fellow.
“ My job !” he cried, throwing his hands 

to his head and grasping his hair as if for 
support.

“ That’s it.”
“ But how? When have I lost my jo b ?” 
Hartley quickly gave him the details. He 

felt that luck had suddenly played into his 
hands, for the barber seemed to look upon 
Hartley as a benefactor in suggesting the: 
suit against Dr. Cummings, against whom 
all his anger was directed.

“ I ’ll sue him for ten thousand dollars!” 
he cried. “ Will you help m e?”

“ Yes,” Hartley answered readily.- 
“ There is no chance to get my job back,” 

cried the barber. “ The boss is a very hard 
man. If he says six o’clock to-night, it is six- 
o’clock to-night. If I get there later he will 
not take me back again at all.”

“ Then you think there is no use in try
ing to get back your position ? ”

“ None at all. I will sue Dr. Cummings.” 
“ But it takes money to sue people. What 

if you haven’t enough?”
“ I have five hundred dollars saved away 

to go back to Italy on,” answered Barone. 
“ I will spend that and get ten thousand dol
lars instead.”

This statement took a great load off Hart
ley’s mind. He had feared that he would be 
held responsible for Barone's troubles.

^They were still talking about the suit when 
a timid knock came on the door.

“ Come in,” said Hartley.
In answer the door was cautiously opened 

and Miss Perkins peeked in, Rob Roy on 
her shoulder as usual.

“ Ah, I see Mr. Barone has returned. I 
thought I heard your voice,” she said.

“ Polly put the kettle on. Polly put the 
kettle on,” was Rob Roy’s addition to the 
remark.

Barone, always amiable in the presence of 
ladies—outside of Polly Washburn—drew 
his heels together, clicked them in military 
style and indulged in a bay rum smile, all 
for Miss Perkins.

“ We have missed you so much,” Miss 
Perkins went on.

“ That is good of you,” smiled Barone. 
“ Where have you been all this tim e?” she 

continued.
Hartley gave Barone a fierce look and mut

tered under his breath as the barber began
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to tell the story of his trouble: “ You've
been staying with a friend.”

“ I've been staying with a fr—a fr—” 
Barone stuck at the “ friend.” “ I have been 
staying with an enemy,” he finished in fine 
style, realizing that Hartley’s caution must 
have something to do with the suit he in
tended instituting and not wishing to imperil 
his chances of winning.

“ A queer kind of person to stay with,” 
remarked Miss Perkins.

“ Yes, yes, indeed,” answered Barone, his 
tongue rattling on between closed lips, for 
it was hard for him to refrain from telling 
the sympathetic lady all his troubles.

“ But it doesn’t matter as long as you are 
with us once again. We are so glad to see 
you. Will you come in now and play for 
Rob Roy? He’s been so anxious for your 
music.”

“ A true lover of music. A true musician,” 
enthused the little barber, looking appreci
atively at the parrot.

“ The deuce you say! The deuce you 
say! ” reiterated Rob Roy in a very pert 
manner.

“ You see,” interpreted Miss Perkins, 
“ lie's trying to tell you the great appreciation 
he has for you and your music.”

“ Oh, thank you,” murmured the barber, 
bowing repeatedly.

“ Can you play for us now?”
“ With pleasure.”
Barone turned to Hartley and received his 

hurried caution not to say anything at all 
regarding the insane asylum, for fear of 
jeopardizing his suit.

“ I won’t say a word,” Barone told him 
and left the room with a happy little skip, 
following Miss Perkins and her parrot with 
his flute tucked under his arm and a joyful 
smile beaming from his oily countenance.

As soon as he was gone Hartley drew a 
long breath of relief.

His wife, having heard the barber go out. 
now entered the room. The look on his face 
interested her; she studied it for a moment, 
then broke into a half smile.

“ Rather relieved at getting rid of die bar
b e r ? "  she ask ed .

“ Yes,” answered Hartley. “ It was easier 
than I expected. I managed to explain to 
him about his job, too: and he seems to blame 
Dr. Cummings for all his troubles,”

“ But you’re still worried about the play
wright?” she went on quickly, translating the 
other half of his expression.

“ Of course I am. I have a notion, from 
that young man’s manner, that he has a lot

more money and power than poor Barone, and 
he could certainly make it hot fpr me if he
chose.”

“ But you are not as much to blame as Dr. 
Cummings, anyway,” his wife hastened to 
assure him,

“ No, I'm not; but it might be hard to con
vince some people of that fact.”

“ I was scared to death when they attacked 
you in the room here. It was lucky the at
tendants from the asylum were on hand."

“ Yes: and I'm glad you didn’t rush into the 
room. It made things easier.”

“ I felt like throttling that little barber my
self,’’ she remarked.

“ I hope I do as well with the playwright as 
I have with the barber.”

“ Can’t you use Barone's threat to sue Dr. 
Cummings as a sort of lever to get him to re
lease Mr. Dunham? ” his wife suggested sud
denly.

“ That's pretty good,” replied Hartley, 
“ but Dr. Cummings is not easily scared, and 
I suppose he has right behind him.”

“ But you might try it, anyway.”
“ It wouldn’t do any harm." agreed Hart

ley. “ Besides, I ’m a good deal worried 
about that playwright. I wouldn't wonder 
if he were the son of some millionaire. I 
think I'll hear more from him for letting 
him fall into Dr. Cummings’s hands again.” 

“ But you couldn't help it. Why don’t you 
call up Dr. Cummings and tell him about the 
proposed suit by the barber. Maybe that will 
help you in getting back the other man.”

“ I will,” and Hartley went at once to the 
phone.

CHAPTER XVI.
A SMALL TORNADO. .

Ax hour later the Hartleys were preparing 
for bed. Hartley's conversation with Dr. 
Cummings over the phone had not been very 
successful.

The doctor refused to be bluffed, and said 
he would only return Dunham when he was 
entirely satisfied as to his sanity.

“ W Tll ,”  s a id  H a r t l e y  to h i s  wife ,  “ i f  I
ever get out of this mess I'll never touch a 
boarding-house proposition again as long as I 
live. I ’ll find a job as a clerk at fifteen dol
lars a week. It's a whole lot safer and just 
about as profitable.”

“ Cheer up,” replied Mrs. Hartley, who had 
recovered somewhat from the gloom that had 
settled over the little household after the dis
tressing evening.
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“ I can't cheer up,” said Hartley. Then 
he looked quickly toward the door and cried: 
“ Who's that ? ”

H is senses had become acute on account of 
all the trouble, and he anticipated the knock 
at the door.

“ It's only me—Jane,” was the reply.
“ What is it, Jane ? ”
Hartley stepped to the door and opened it 

a crack. The frightened face of the cook un
nerved him.

“ What's the matter with you ? ” he de
manded in a strained tone which brought his 
wife to his side in an instant.

"Please, sir,” said Jane in a wabbly tone, 
“ it's a tramp or something at the back door. 
He was here about an hour ago.”

“ A tramp,” repeated Hartley. "Well, 
what did he want? ”

" Says is there a new boarder here, sir, an
swerin’ to the name of Durham or Dunharm, 
or Done—something— ” replied the cook.

“ Dunham ?” and Hartley turned to his 
wife with a quick look of dismay.

"Yes; that was the name."
“ Well, what did you tell him ? ” Mrs. Hart

ley put in quickly.
“ Told him I didn't know, of course. He 

tried to shove a dollar-bill into my hand, and 
told me not to say nothing to whoever runs 
the house. I didn't take the money, an’ I 
wouldn’t have said nothing about it if he 
hadn't come back the second time just now.” 

“ Is he— still here?” asked Hartley anx
iously.

“ Xo, sir: he went directly after I slammed 
the door in his face.”

“ What did he say this tim e?” demanded 
Hartley.

“ He says: ‘ Are you sure there ain't no 
Dunham here? ’ ”

“ And what did you reply? ”
“ That there weren't, an' that I would tell 

you about him if he came back.”
“ But he didn't come back again? ”
“ No: but I didn't like his looks, an' I was 

afraid to go to bed without tellin’ you. He 
might do something. I didn’t want to be re
sponsible for no robbery.”

“ That’s quite right, Jane. Thanks for 
telling me,” said Hartley, starting to close the 
door.

But Mrs. Hartley was not satisfied.
“ Didn’t he say anything else? ”
“ Well, no’m ”—the girl twisted about a 

little uneasily— “ except that I was good-look
in’, an’ he’d like for me to go to an enter
tainment with him some night. But he looked 
too much like a tramp to suit my taste.”

“ Sure that’s a ll? ” queried Mrs. Hartley 
sharply.

“ Yes'm.”
“ All right. Let us know if he comes back 

again.”
“ I will,” answered Jane, going on to her 

own room at the back of the house.
“ Well, what do you make of i t ? ” Hart

ley broke the silence and looked over at his 
wife.

“ Couldn’t it have been one of the men from 
the asylum ? Or maybe Dr. Cummings hired 
somebody to try to find out through the kitch
en if Dunham was in the house.”

“ Y o; that’s impossible. The man returned 
just a few minutes ago, and the asylum au
thorities have had Dunham for over an hour. 
It's something more serious than that, Helen.”

She looked at him sharply. “ What do vou 
mean ? ”

“ There's something about that man Dun
ham that makes me nervous. We must get 
him out of Dr. Cummings’s as soon as possi
ble.'’

"But we don't want him back here if lie’s 
that kind of a man,-’ Mrs. Hartlev assured 
her husband in a startled voice.

“ I'd feel a whole lot safer if I had him 
where I could keep my eye on him.” answered 
her spouse. “ He’s going to make trouble. I 
can see it in his eyes and his calm, languid 
manner.”

“ Except when he's excited,” his wife put 
in, remembering the time she had encountered 
him alone, and the trouble he had made when 
the asylum attendants carried him away.

" Have you got any other theory about who 
the tramplike fellow at the back door could 
have been?” asked Hartley.

“ Mavbe it was the escaped lunatic, after 
all.”

“ Impossible. He is quite another man. 
You must remember that our new boarder has 
been seen by Dr. Cummings, and he would 
have been recognized quickly had he been the 
escaped lunatic.”

“ Gil, of course! How silly of m e!” Mrs. 
Hartley laughed in a nervous manner.

“ Well, I ’ve got to find out who this tramp 
person is,” sighed Hartley.. “ It makes things 
twice as hard, just when it was a bit clearer 
on account of the barber's return.”

“ You think the fellow who came to the 
back door is a detective, then ? ”

“ Well, I don't know.” admitted Hartley, 
“ but whoever he is, he’s certainly very much 
interested in Dunham or he wouldn’t be go
ing around offering dollar-bills to cooks just 
to find out if Dunham is in the house.”
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“ Maybe it's some other man he’s looking 
for. Cook wasn't sure about the name, you 
remember. ”

“ No. I t’s Dunham, all right,” answered 
Hartley. I've been feeling this thing com
ing.”

“ Won’t you explain?” cried his excited 
wife. “ I ’m all worked up over it.”

“ I can’t explain any more than to tell you 
that I don’t like this chap Dunham’s looks, 
and I think he has escaped to my place here 
for some reason or other in which the tramp 
at the back door is involved.”

They went to bed after that, and were awa
kened in the morning by a thunderous knock 
on the door. It was followed by a small tor
nado of hammerings, and suddenly the un
locked door flew open and in burst a fiery red
faced form with eyes the size of oysters.

“ What in the world is the matter, Jane?” 
cried Mrs. Hartley, stiffening up in bed and 
staring at the cook, who looked as though she 
were bereft of her senses.

“ I beg your pardon, ma’am !” cried Jane, 
turning quickly and looking behind her like 
a skittish horse, as she shied away from the 
open door and placed her broad back against 
it.

She was so out of breath that she could not 
.finish.

“ What is it ? ” demanded Hartley, throw
ing on a bath-robe and leaping to the floor.

“ I t’s that tramp again,” came in a pent- 
up gasp of breath from the cook. “ I was out 
getting the water, and splitting some wood for 
the fire, when he came along and scared the 
life out of me. ‘ Dunham is in that house, 
isn't he? ’ he asked, and he looked at me so 
ugly that I just turned an- ran.”

She stopped for breath, and then rushed 
on in a hectic flow of words:

“ He caught my dress as I slipped on the 
back stairs and started to pull me back; but 
I got away from him and ran right up here 
to tell.^otl, I beg your pardon, ma'am, but I 
just had to bust in without waiting for you 
to say ‘ Come! ’ I was that scared.”

“ What became of the tramp ? " queried 
Hartley, rushing to a bedroom window which 
overlooked the back lawn.

“ I didn't stop to see,” was the breathless 
response.

Hartley stared out of the window and gave 
a short, startled cry as he looked steadily 
through the pane, his eyes focused on a point 
some distance away.

“ What is it' Harvey?” cried his wife.
He did not turn from the window, but re

plied, “ Nothing.”

Cook went on adding details to the story 
of her scare.

“ He won’t bother you any more,” said 
Hartley, turning from the window abruptly. 
“ Don't mention this to anybody else, cook. 
I 'll promise he won't be back again."

“ If he does come back. I'll throw up my 
job here!” cried Jane in terror.

“ He won t. He's just some loafing tramp. 
There s no boarder here by the name of Dun
ham, and the tramp was just attracted by your 
good looks and wanted to become acquaint
ed,” he assured her.

“ Well, so long's he don't come back, I 
don t care,” replied Jane, bowing herself out 
of the room with repeated apologies at having 
taken the liberty to come in without knock
ing.

“ What did you see out of the window, Har
vey?" asked his wife the moment Jane had 
gone.

“ The tramp.'’ lie answered with a curious 
expression. “ I ’m going out and find him as 
soon as I get dressed. He was just disap
pearing in the woods over on the bluff.”

CHAPTER XVII.
A SECRET INTERVIEW.

I t was perhaps three hours later that H art
ley returned. He had gone off early, not 
waiting for breakfast, and Mrs. Hartley had 
watched him penetrate the wood into which 
the tramp disappeared.

She rushed out eagerly to meet him and 
learn the result of his search.

His face was drawn, and there was a 
weary, worried look at the corners of his lips.

" I wish we'd never gone into this business, 
Helen," he began in a hollow voice.

“ What on earth is the matter? Did you 
find the tram p?” she cried.

“ Yes,-’ he answered with a slow nod.
“ Well, what did he say?”
“ I can't tell you now. The story is too 

long."
’* Was he really a tram]) ? ”
“ X'o.”
“ Did you tell him Dunham was here?”
“ I can't answer that or any other ques

tions at present."
" But why not. Has anything happened? ”
" No. But something is going to happen.”
“ Has it anything to do with this tramp 

person ? **
“ Ye.f,®' he cut her off again. “ But please 

don't ask me any more questions now, Helen. 
I will tell you the whole thing as soon as I
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get the time. Just now I'm famished, and a 
little breakfast would be in order.”

This appeal effectually stopped her for the 
time being; but as soon as Hartley was seat
ed at table she took a place opposite him 
and began a line of rapid questioning.

“ Don't bother me now. Helen," he pleaded. 
“ I've got to figure this thing out.”

“ But tell me about this tramp. Did you 
have a fight with him, or what?”

“ Xo, I didn't fight with him,” Hartley an
swered mechanically, and looked quickly 
about the room as though he were in fear of 
being overheard. Then he beckoned to his 
wife, and when she came to his side he pulled 
her head down and whispered one sentence 
into her ear.

“ Good gracious!” she cried, throwing up 
her hands and staring at him as though some
thing terrible had happened. “ What are we 
going to do now ? ”

An expressive shake of his shoulders was 
the only answer she received.

“ It's simply dreadful. I'm afraid well 
be bothered by that escaped lunatic, too.”

Mrs. Hartley was in a startling frame of 
mind.

“ One thing at a time is enough. This 
conversation I had with the man who has 
been bothering Jane is far more important to 
worry about than anything concerning the 
escaped lunatic.”

“ Well, I should say so." breathed Mrs. 
Hartley. “ It's simply awful/'

“ But there's one good feature in it.” said 
Hartley.

“ What’s that?”
“ I can go to Dr. Cummings this morning 

and tell him what I have learned. He'll be 
glad enough then to give Dunham back to me. 
It is fortunate in that way.”

“ But we don't want Dunham back! " cried 
Mrs. Hartley.

“ The worst of it is, we've got to have him. 
He'll make all sorts of trouble for us if we 
don't. Remember what the man told me this ' 
morning, and he certainly knows all there is 
to know about this Dunham."

“ I can't believe it." said his wife incred
ulously.

“ Well, I know it's a fact, and you wait 
and see how it acts on Dr. Cummings."

Having finished his breakfast. Hartley 
took his hat and hurried over to the insane 
asylum.

He was admitted to Dr. Cummings at once, 
and asked if the examination of young Dun
ham had been completed.

“ NTo,” replied the superintendent, “ and

we don't expect to get through with him be
fore to-morrow. I can't, under any possible 
circumstances, allow him to go a minute be
fore, even if he proves sane.”

Hartley indulged in a smile, and leaned 
toward the doctor in a confidential manner. 
He drew the other's head close to him and 
whispered several quick sentences in his ear.

The doctor looked up in surprise and shook 
his head in a very worried manner.

“ Where did you learn th is?” he asked 
sharply, a moment later.

“ From a man who has been scaring our 
cook by asking to find out if Dunham is stay
ing with us.”

" What would you advise under the circum
stances.-''’ and Dr. Cummings became quite 
meek in his bearing.

"T hat you hand him over to me at once,” 
answered Hartley, “ and I will do what I 
can to straighten out matters with him and the 
others. ”

“ But he may be insane?” cried Dr. Cum- ■ 
tilings, returning to thoughts of his duty.

“ If you think for a minute of what I told 
you. you will know that he is not insane,” 
replied Hartley.

"Oh, to be sure. I had forgotten that."’
“ Then you will return him to my board

ing-house ? ”
“ At once.. It seems to be the on!v way out 

of it.”
“ Be sure to send him in a closed carriage, 

so nobody will know about it."
"Trust that to me," replied the doctor in 

a tone which showed that he was a little 
frightened for fear something would happen 
which would give his institution objection
able publicity.

Hartley grinned grimly to himself as he 
walked home alone. His interview with the 
person Jane had called a tramp had placed 
him in a very strange situation.

It gave him the power to get Dr. Cum
mings to release Dunham, and at the same 
time put him in a very hazardous position by 
again having the playwright under his care.

But Hartley had figured the thing out care
fully, and had done what seemed wisest to 
him.

When Dunham returned from the asylum, 
shortly after Hartley reached home, the ques
tion came up as to whether or not he would 
tell the new boarder all he knew.

Deciding that it would depend upon his 
actions. Hartley went up to his room and 
found the young fellow was again at work on 
his play.

“ How are you?” he said pleasantly
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enough, looking up at Hartley as though he 
had forgotten all the trouble.

“ Have you been working steadily since you 
have been away?” asked Hartley, surprised 
that the other should prove so amiable, and 
wondering whether or not to spring the sur
prise that he knew Dunham’s secret.

“ Yes, mostly,” was the rather vague reply. 
Then he looked at Hartley keenly. " Why, 
you were the fellow who suggested that I go 
back to the hospital for the insane and write 
up the experiences I had there?”

“ Yes, I suggested that,” said Hartley, 
happy to find his new boarder in such a pleas
ant frame of mind.

*' Well, it came out nicely,” enthused Dun
ham. “ You see, I used the scene I had with 
the doctor, and put it in my play. It is al
most finished."

“ Well, that's good. Then you weren't 
annoyed at all ? ” asked Hartley.

” Not a bit of it.”
For a moment Hartley wished that he 

hadn't gone to the trouble of getting the 
young fellow back; it had been merely to talk 
him around so that he would make no trouble.

So he now assumed a matter-of-fact man
ner. and remarked:

“ Have you met our other guests yet?’’
“ Xo, don't believe I have. I say: Are 

there any girls among them ? ”
“ There's one fine girl staying here," en

thused Hartley, wishing to please.
“ Good. May I have the pleasure of meet

ing her? I'm through working on my play 
for a while. I'd  like some one to read it 
to." was the reply.

Hartley's face sobered down a little at this 
last. He didn’t know just how Polly would 
like the idea of having to sit through the 
reading of a long play. But he must make 
things pleasant for Dunham at all risks,‘par
ticularly after what he had learned from the 
trampish person in the woods.

" I  will introduce you to her right away," 
he went on. “ Her name is Polly Washburn. 
She is quite delightful."

“ That’s nice," smiled Dunham. “ Have I 
seen her here? “

‘‘Xo, she’s u sua l ly  out o i l  her motor
cycle.”

” Motorcycle! Why, what an unusual girl 
she must be? ”

“ Oh, she is. I can assure you.”
He took Dunham down-stairs and intro

duced hint to the inventor, who was hard 
at work. Dunham seemed greatly amused by 
the peculiar machine and Dr. Honeycomb's 
excitement over it.

“ What's the invention fo r?” Dunham in
quired.

“ You shall know very soon. It is almost 
completed.” Dr. Honeycomb’s voice wavered 
with excitement.

“ But why do you object to telling a man 
what it's to be used fo r?” insisted Dunham.

“ Because, one never knows who is a friend 
and who is an enemy; you might try to steal 
my patent.”

Dunham coaxed him further, being much 
interested, and finally the old inventor 
snapped:

“ It's a crime detector. That's what it is.”
“ A crime detector' ” repeated Dunham. 

“W hat a rum idea. How does it work?”
“ You won't know that till I have it com

pleted,” answered the old fellow with a wise 
shake of his head.

“ Well, I guess we have the patience to 
wait," smiled Dunham, as he sighted Miss 
Washburn on her motorcycle.

Hartley introduced the two and they be
came friends at once. Before the day was 
over Hartley found Miss Washburn cozily 
seated in the hammock, while Dunham was 
stretched out at her feet, reading his play.

CHAPTER XVIII.
A WHOLESALE ALARM.

Two days passed in quiet and peace at 
the " Do-as-you-please House.” It was the 
first restful period since the beginning of the 
venture and the Hartlevs enjoved it to the 
full.

Nothing further was heard from Dr. 
Cummings. The boarders did not quarrel 
and the tramp who had scared Jane did not 
put in an appearance.

“ It's almost too good to he true," remarked 
Hartley, at the opening of the third peace
ful day.

" I t  can't last." his wife hastened to assure 
him.

“ No. I feel that way myself. But we're 
certainly lucky to have a breathing spell be
tween alarms.”

“ We misfit a.* well make the most of 
them." agreed his wife, with a tremblv 
smile.

“ What do you think of the romance de
veloping between Dunham and Miss Wash
burn?” asked her husband, changing the 
subject abruptly.

“ I think it is very beautiful,” replied 
Mrs. Hartley. “ It keeps both of them en
gaged. Miss Washburn hasn't had time to
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fight with the barber since Dunham began 
reading his plays to her.”

“ I don't see how she can stand them.”
“ A woman can stand anything from the 

man she loves,” answered Mrs. Hartley.
“ Rut surely a lover shouldn't ask his girl 

to listen to his plays,'" Hartley objected.
“ She seems to like them better than her 

motorcycle."
" Well, it's a mystery to me what they see 

in each other," admitted Hartley.
“ It's not so strange as the way Miss Per

kins and Dr. Honeycomb have been carrying 
on over his invention. She is very enthusi
astic about it and occasionally forgets Rob 
Roy in her interest.”

“ I've noticed it.”
“ The poor barber is the only one who 

doesn’t seem wholly happy,'* suggested Mrs. 
Hartley.

“ Oh, I think lie's been getting on nicely. 
Since he converted Jane to listening to his 
mouth-organ flute he seems to take a little 
more interest in things in general.'"

“ I wonder if he’ll sue Dr. Cummings?" 
remarked Hartley.

“ He seems to be almost over his worry on 
that score. I heard him telling Dr. Honey
comb last night that he thought he needed 
a change of work anyway. He said he prob
ably would never go back to barbering.”

“ What's he going to do?" asked Hartley 
with interest.

“ Said he was going to start an orchestra 
of his own."

“ Did the inventor suggest it to him ?"
“ No. he merely agreed that it would be 

a very good thing and offered to invent some 
new musical instruments for the use of the 
orchestra."

“ It will be a peach if they get together on 
it,” smiled Hartley.

At the supper all of the boarders appeared 
and a v e ry  pleasant evening was passed; 
Dunham talking plays to Miss Washburn in 
one corner and smiling benignly at the-gen
eral conversation in the room. The inventor 
was telling Miss Terkins about his great 
crime detector and site was playing with 
Rob Roy, w h i le  th e  barber strolled back and 
forth, fondling his instrument and breaking 
into the separate conversations at will.

Things were so strangely peaceful that 
Mrs, Hartley became worried.

“ Oh," she whispered to her husband, “ I 
wish something would happen.”

“ Don’t, Helen! Can't you be satisfied to 
have things running smoothly for a min
u te?”

“ But it's unnatural. It can’t last. If 
only the barber and Miss Washburn would 
have a little fight, or something to break the 
monotony.""

“ You can't mean it."
“ But I do." she assured him. “ I wish 

some small trouble would come up to make 
me forget that this is only a quiet lapse be
fore the worst happening that we can im
agine.""

“ But don't think of the worst,”
“ I can't kelp it. I feel it coming.”
“ Your woman's intuition, I suppose?” 

Hartley smiled cynically.
“ Yes, it is just that and the unnaturalness 

of things at present. It's an impossible con
dition in such a house as this.”

“ Maybe they've all reformed and quit 
Snapping." suggested her husband.

“ No, that’s impossible and. besides Dr. 
Cummings has kept so silent lately. Really, 
Harvey. I'm afraid to wake lip mornings for 
fear the house will be on fire or something 
dreadful like that."

“ Nonsense. Forget it," lie said and went 
to bed without further discussion.

In the ifiorning, as though in answer to 
Mrs. Hartley's fears, trouble came. Trouble 
never comes alone: it always firings a lot 
of little troubles along by the hand.

It started in this manner.
At breakfast Miss Terkins was the first 

one to dash in. Her face was crimson and 
she started talking the moment she entered 
the room.

The burden of her wo was that somebody 
had tried to steal Rob Roy during the night. 
She had heard him call out. and was .sure 
that some thief had attempted to take him 
from her.

Hartley endeavored to laugh at her fears, 
but just as he was almost succeeding in quiet
ing her down the barber danced into the 
room in apparent agony. He tried to splut
ter out words for a full minute; then Miss 
Washburn tripped in and he rushed up to 
her with a wild crv.

“ You stole my flute. What did you do 
with my flute?” lie cried.

Miss Washbunp-protested her innocence 
and became enraged. Hartley managed to 
quiet the barber when Dunham suddenly en
tered with the demand:

“ Where's my play? My precious play! 
Somebody has stolen it.”

Fie looked around from one to the other, 
his eyes open wide and his manner accusing.

The inventor slipped in and took his place 
without a word. He had not heard the trou
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bled voices and bowed politely to Miss Ter- 
kins.

“ Doctor,’’ exclaimed the latter, “ can you 
find out who tried to steal Rob Roy last 
n ight?” “ With pleasure," he-replied, look
ing up at her anxiously.

Then all the stories came out, and during 
the babble of sounds Polly Washburn slipped 
out of the room and came back in a min
ute with an agonizing shriek.

“ Who stole my motorcycle?” she cried.
“ Good Heavens! Is that gone, too!” 

shouted Hartley, jumping from his seat and 
striding back and forth, his hands clutched 
behind him and his brow knotted.

It was 'inexplicable. The barber's flute 
had been taken, Polly’s motorcycle, Dun
ham's play, and some one had tried to make 
off with Rob Roy. It was frightful.

Turning quickly to Dr. Honeycomb, Hart
ley suggested: “ Here's a chance for your
crime detector, doctor."

“ Exactly. I was just thinking of that,” 
cried the old fellow, with a pleased smile, as 
he hopped from his chair and rushed up
stairs for his precious box.

Meantime many theories were advanced. 
It was certainly strange that nothing had 
been stolen except the pet possessions of the 
boarders. Aunt Gertie made a hurried search 
of the Hartleys’ property and found that 
nothing of theirs was missing.

There was a great to-do in the dining-room 
that morning.

Mrs. Hartley, with chalky face, glanced 
over to her husband with a horrified ex
pression: “ I told you so,” she said.

“ Gentlemen and ladies,” cried Hartley, 
jumping up and endeavoring to calm the

(To be c

howling quartet. “ Pray be quiet a mo
ment. You have each lost a precious posses
sion. But that does not necessarily mean 
that you can’t get it back. I shall do all in 
m\- power to hunt down the miscreant who 
has done this. If  you will be patient until 
Dr. Honeycomb returns with his crime detec
tor, we will then have something to work 
upon and work with. I have great faith in 
the doctor's prowess, and I am sure we will 
catch the offender.”

“ Hear, hear!” cried the barber, excited.
Miss Perkins and Miss Washburn were in 

tears, the one over the fear of a possible loss 
and the other over a real trouble, the disap
pearance of her beloved motorcycle.

Hartley had no faith in the doctor's inven
tion, yet he knew that the boarders stood 
somewhat in awe of it, and he thought this 
would have the proper effect upon them.

“ If .you will only be patient.” he went on, 
“ until the doctor returns with his machine, 
we will hold a test right here and find out 
conclusively who is the culprit, and if he is 
not one of us, we will run him down out
side. Here comes the doctor with his ma
chine now,” he finished as he heard the in
ventor's step in the hall.

At that moment, Dr. Honeycomb’s form 
swayed through the door.

His agonized eyes were glassy and he sur
veyed the anxious circle with one hopeless 
glance. Then his hands dropped limply at 
his sides and he exclaimed:

“ The invention has been stolen too.'’
Hartley gasped. Now he was up against 

it. He swayed in his chair and saw ruin 
staring him in the eyes.

It was up to him alone to solve the mystery! 
itinued.)

A SOXG IX DOUBT.

Is it lover or friend that she holds me?
I know not, but know 

That she shapes me and molds me 
As sculptor the pliable clay:

My longing, it floods and enfolds me 
A s does e a r th  the  snow.

Or as, at the lapse of the thrush song, the darkness the day.
Her eyes are as skies at their fairest,

Unfathomable blue;
Her lips are as rarest

Anemones touched by the sun.
Ah, heart of my heart, if thou carest,

Then give me the clue
That shall point out the radiant pathway to paradise won!

Sennett Stephens.



H E R  B I D  F O R  F A M E .
B Y  L E E  B E R T R A N D .

This Young Worran’s Thirst for Glory Had Nothing to Do with 
Art or Literature, and It Was Assuaged in Dire Dilemma.

MRS. BELLA ATKINS PARKINSON.
the famous English suffragette, re

garded her audience with severity.
‘‘ I am sorry to have to say that you women 

of the United States are sadly behind the 
times,’* she cried. “ You are at least ten years 
behind my own brave countrywomen, in the 
great struggle for the emancipation of our
sex.

“ While you are merely talking about your 
rights over here, we are fighting for them in 
England. While you are making speeches 
and writing articles for the magazines, we 
are horsewhipping cabinet ministers and go
ing to prison for the great cause.

“ I had looked for a different state of af
fairs in this land of progress and opportunity. 
I am grievously disappointed in you, my 
American sisters.”

As the speaker delivered herself of this 
scathing arraignment, her eyes flashed and 
her bosom heaved with emotion.

Her audience, it was plain to see, was 
greatly stirred by her words. It was a large 
gathering, consisting mostly of women. A 
majority of those present were ardent suffra
gettes.

These women looked sheepishly at one 
another and whispered: “ She is right. We
ought to he ashamed of ourselves. What 
have we done, over here? What have we 
suffered for the cause? Nothing.”

In the center of the hall sat Jessie Mil bum, 
gazing at the woman orator with admiring 
ewes, and listening intently to her words.

Jessie was young and impressionable. 
She had read a whole lot about Mrs. Bella 
Atkins Parkinson, who had spent six months 
in an English prison for throwing an over
ripe tomato into the austere countenance of 
the British prime minister.

In the opinion, of Jessie, Mrs. Parkinson 
was a great and heroic character. She 
deemed it a rare privilege to be able to gaze 
upon her in the flesh and to be permitted to 
hear her speak.

“ Isn't she fine?” the girl whispered en
thusiastically to her companion, one of the

few men in the audience. “ Isn't she per
fectly lovely, D ick?”

“ Lovely?” snorted the young man. “ I 
should fay not indeed. She's horribly fat 
and she has an ingrowing face. Maybe she 
wouldn't look quite so bad if she wore her 
hair long and didn't dress quite so freak
ishly: but, as it is, I think she's one of the 
homeliest old— "

“ That will do, Dick,” broke in the girl in
dignantly, “ There are other kinds of love
liness besides the purely physical. There is 
such a thing as loveliness of soul, you know. 
I didn't bring you here to gazez on a pretty 
face—"

“ Well, that's the main reason why I came 
here," declared the young man, looking at 
Jessie ardently.

“ Don't he stupid, please. I want you to 
pay attention to what that distinguished wom
an is saying. I am sure it will do you a lot 
of good/'

“ I don't think so," declared Dick. “ In 
my opinion, she is talking a lot of rot. Take 
what he just said, for instance. I'm proud 
to think that my countrywomen have* got too 
much sense and too much good breeding to 
imitate their aggressive English sisters by 
horsewhipping inoffensive cabinet ministers 
and chaining themselves to lamp-posts. I 
consider such conduct exceedinglv unladv- 
like.”

“ Well, I thoroughly agree with what she 
says,” retorted Jessie warmly. “ I think the 
women of this country have been too meek 
and gentle hitherto, in their demand for the 
ballot. We ought to cease talking and start in 
to do things, as Mrs. Parkinson says. I
c o n s id e r  it h ig h  t im e  th a t  we su f f ra g e t te s— ”

“ H> suffragettesl ” gasped Dick. “ Holy 
smoke, Jessie, my dear little girl, you don't 
mean to say that you have become one of 
those things?”

“ Yes, I have joined the ranks of the suf
fragettes—if that is what you mean.”

“ Since when? You didn’t have any such 
idea in your head yesterday, to the best of 
my knowledge,” protested the young man.
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“ No, the idea came to me rather suddenly, 
I  must admit. You see, Linda Harrington 
called on me last night and spoke so con
vincingly on the subject that she made a 
convert of me. Linda is an ardent worker for 
the cause, you know. It was she who gave 
me the tickets for this meeting.”

“ Linda Harrington would be doing much 
better if she stayed at home and mended her 
husband's clothes,” averred Dick with a 
frown. “ I met Harrington down-town yester
day and I noticed that there were three but
tons missing on his waistcoat.”

“ Really, Dick Henderson, it seems to me 
that that is entirely Linda's own business,” 
said the girl haughtily.

“ Of course it is,” he assented. “ That is 
why I diink she ought to attend to it instead 
of spending all her time raving about the 
rights of women.

“ Can't you see, my dear little girl,” he 
went on earnestly, “ that you are much too 
pretty and sweet and young to be mixed up 
with a lot of frumpish women such as these 
here.”

“ Nonsense,” retorted his companion. 
“ These women are all sincere and earnest 
workers in a noble cause. I respect them 
from the bottom of my heart for their de
votion to our downtrodden sex.”

“ Your sex isn't downtrodden, my dear 
girl," argued Dick. ” You don't— ”

He did not finish the sentence. He was 
brought to a stop in a startling manner.

While he and Jessie had been holding the 
above conversation in an undertone, Mrs. 
Bella Atkins Parkinson had been going right 
on with her speech.

So intent were the young man and the girl 
in their discussion, that they did not realize 
that they were disturbing those around them, 
and annoying the speaker on the platform.

The latter suddenly came to a dead stop 
and glared at the interrupting couple.

“ When that ill-mannered young man, over 
there, sees fit to stop talking, I shall be glad 
to proceed with my remarks,” she cried angri
ly, pointing an accusing finger at Dick.

“ T h a t  y o u n g  m a n  ” w r ig g le d  u n c o m f o r t 
ably in his chair, painfully conscious of the 
fact that a hundred pair of eyes were flashing 
scorn and indignation at him.

“ Put him out,” shouted a long - jawed 
woman in the rear of the hall. “ They al
ways put us out when we disturb their meet
ings. Put the rascal out!”

Several other women expressed their ap
proval of this suggestion. It looked like a

good opportunity to teach a lesson to arrogant 
mankind. A large, massive female usher 
moved determinedly toward Dick.

The latter was wondering uneasily whether 
he would be permitted to walk out, or whether 
he would be thrown out bodily by this ladv, 
when Mrs. Bella Atkins/ Parkinson inter
vened.

“ No, my friends, don't put him out, I 
beg,” she cried, “ let him remain with us. 
Leave it to me to deal with him, please.

“ Will the young man kindly stand up so 
that everybody can see h im ?” she added.

“ Go on, Dick,” whispered Jessie. “ Do 
as she says.”

“ I'll be hanged if I will,” he muttered. 
“ I'm not going to be made a fool of before 
all these women.”

“ With the cowardice characteristic of his 
sex, he is afraid to show himself, I perceive,” 
sneered Mrs. Parkinson. “ Very well, we 
will let him remain seated if he wishes; but 
I am going to ask him a few questions. 
Listen carefully, my friends, to his answers.

“ Young man,” she cried, “ do you believe 
in the right of women to vote ? ”

“ Answer ‘ yes,' Dick,” whispered Jessie 
entreatingly.

“ I won't," he muttered doggedly. “ Why 
should I tell a lie? ”

Mrs. Parkinson repeated her question. 
Dick remained silent. A storm of hisses 
came from the audience.

“ He is opposed to woman suffrage, of 
course; but he is afraid to declare himself,” 
cried the English suffragette. “ It is always 
the way, my sisters. Show me a man who 
would deprive our sex of its rights, and I 
will show you a coward even- time.

“ We will now leave this worthless young 
man and turn to his companion. Will that 
young woman please rise?”

“ Don’t you do it, Jessie,” whispered Dick. 
“ She's got no right to make a show of us in 
this manner. I never heard of such a thing* 
being done before. It's an outrage. Keep 
your seat and take no notice of her.”

But Jessie paid no heed to what he said. 
Her face had turned very red, and she could 
not help trembling a little at the prospect of 
having every eye in the hall focused on her; 
but, nevertheless, she rose to her feet obedi
ently at the command of the revered leader.

“ My child,” cried Mrs. Parkinson in a 
kindlier tone, “ are you with us in our fight 
to obtain justice for our deeply - wronged 
sex? ”

“ I am,” replied Jessie very earnestly.
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At this answer the audience broke out into 
loud applause. Mrs. Parkinson beamed af
fectionately at the girl.

“ I am glad to hear you say that, my dear,” 
she went on. “ It shows that you are a 
young woman of sense and principle. Now, 
let me ask you another question. Is that 
young man beside you a relative of yours?”

“ No,” replied the girl faintly, her face 
turning to a deeper crimson.

“ Is it possible that you are betrothed to 
him ? ” demanded the English suffragette 
mercilessly. “ Come, my child, be frank with 
me.”

“ Ye gods!” muttered Dick savagely. 
“ This is intolerable. For downright nerve, 
that nosey old woman is the very limit.”

Everybody was looking at Jessie with eager 
expectancy. The poor girl’s eyes were down
cast; she was a pitiful picture of embarrass
ment.

Mrs. Bella Atkins Parkinson smiled com- 
prehendinglv.

“ I perceive that I have guessed right,” she 
cried. “ Now, my dear, I am going to ask 
you to do something for the cause.

“ You say that you are with us in our 
struggle. Well, here is a splendid chance to 
prove your loyalty. As I have said, our great 
light cannot be won by words alone. You 
women of the United States must be willing 
to make sacrifices—real sacrifices—in order 
to achieve success.

“ I call upon you now, my sister, in the 
name of our sacred cause, to renounce this 
young nian, who does not believe in woman 
suffrage, I ask you as a true suffragette to 
send this enemy of our sex about his busi
ness, Refuse to speak another word to him 
or to see him again.

If you will do this, you will be doing 
something really worth while. Hundreds of 
young women will follow your example. The 
young men of this land will be taught a 
lesson. When they realize that we will not 
be their wives unless we can vote with them, 
they will quickly come to terms.

“ Now, my dear girl, are you prepared to 
make this sacrifice? Will you renounce that 
misguided young man ? ”

“ I will,” replied the girl steadily, a look 
of determination in her eyes.

“ Jessie,” whispered Dick plaintively, tug
ging at her dress, “ what are you saying? ”

She paid no heed to his protest. She did 
not even turn her head in his direction. She 
was too much carried away by Mrs. Parkin
son’s words to give one thought to Dick’s 
feelings in the matter.

The audience cheered her decision wildly. 
The newspaper reporters seated at the press- 
table in front of the platform began to write 
rapidly. Mrs. Bella Atkins Parkinson, her 
fact aglow with joy and triumph, led the ap
plause.

“ My sister," she cried when the hubbub 
had subsided, “ I congratulate you on what 
you have done. You are a true and valiant 
suffragette, and we are all proud of you. 
Come up here and take a seat of honor on 
the platform.”

A committee of smiling suffragettes escorted 
Jessie to the platform,. The girl went with 
them, despite Dick Henderson's indignant 
protests.

That y o u n g  man, feeling that there was 
nothing to be gained by his staying longer 
at the meeting, rose from his chair and sul
lenly left the hall, the audience jeering and 
hissing him as he made his way toward the 
door.

“ Of all the awful experiences I ’ve ever 
been through that was about the worst,” he 
growled, as he stood on the sidewalk. “ I 
gave Jessie credit for having better sense. 
The idea of her making such a fool of her
self. I must read her a good lecture and 
drive all this suffragette nonsense out of her 
head. Of course, she can't really be serious 
about breaking our engagement.”

He waited around outside the building 
until the meeting was over with the inten
tion of escorting Jessie home.

Greatly to his chagrin, the girl came out 
arm in arm with Mrs. Bella Atkins Parkin
son and entered that militant lady's taxicab 
without deigning to notice him, although he 
called her by name as she hurriedly brushed 
past him.

Flushing angrily at this slight, he stood 
scowling at the taxicab until it was out of 
sight. A group of young men approached 
him.

“ I beg your pardon," said one, acting as 
spokesman for the rest, “ we are the news
paper men who covered that suffragette 
meeting in there, and we would like to have 
some of your latest photographs.”

“ You go to the deuce. growled Dick, 
and strode away in a fine rage.

Ten minutes later an alarming thought 
occurred to him. Those reporters had asked 
him for his pictures, but they had not asked 
him to tell them his name. That probably 
meant that they had already interviewed Jes
sie, and that she had supplied them with all 
the information they needed.

The papers would publish a full account
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of the affair, and lie would be “ guyed ” un
mercifully by the fellows down-town. He 
shuddered at the prospect of what he might 
expect.

That evening he called at Jessie's home, 
determined to come to an understanding with 
her.

He felt confident that by this time the girl 
must have repented of her foolishness and 
would lie glad to see him and beg his for
giveness.

He promised himself that he would be very 
stem and unrelenting with her at first. That 
would teach her a lesson she would not soon 
forget.

It was a great shock to him to be told by 
the maid who answered his ring that Miss 
Milburn was “ not at home.”

“ Not at home,” he repeated_blankly. 
“ Then, where is she, M ary?”

“ I couldn't say, sir. Wait a minute and 
I'll go up-stairs and ask her.”

She came down a minute later with a 
sympathetic look on her good-natured coun
tenance.

“ Miss Jessie's up-stairs, sir: but she told 
me to tell you that she ain't at home to you 
this evening and never will he at home to you 
no more.”

“ The deuce! ” muttered Dick with a 
frown, “ I wonder how long she intends to 
keep up this ridiculous nonsense. What can 
she mean ? ”

He went away in a very bitter frame of 
mind, resolved that he would make no further 
efforts to effect a reconciliation. It was up to 
Jessie to take the next step in that direction, 
he told himself.

The next morning a messenger-boy brought 
a letter and a package to his office. They 
were from Jessie. The letter read:

M r . R ic h a r d  H e n d e r s o n '  :
Dear Sir—In accordancv with the decision 

made yesterday. I  am sending you back your 
ring and the various presents you made to me 
during the period of our engagement. I  also 
return your letters.

Your portrait, which you gave me last week,
I  will send to you later. T cannot return it to 
you herewith as I have taken die liberty of 
lending it to the D a i l y  S p h e re .  A S p h e r e  re
porter called at the house last night and begged 
so hard for my picture and yours that I  gave 
them to him on his solemn promise to return 
them in good condition.

“ \Ye gods and little fishes!” exclaimed 
Dick. “ That girl must have gone crazy. 
The nerve of her, to hand my picture to that

newspaper! Those confounded suffragettes 
have already destroyed her sense of delicacy.”

A postscript to the letter read:

Dear D ick :
If you were to join our d u b  and become a

suffragette I guess everything would be ail right
between us again. Why don't you do this?

“ I'll be hanged if I will,” he growled, 
scowling at the letter. “ I'm more opposed 
to woman suffrage now than I ever was. I ’d 
like to see myself joining their fool club.”

He sent out his office-boy for the morn
ing papers. When he looked through them 
he found, as he had feared, that every one 
contained a sensational account of the part 
he had played at the suffragette meeting of 
the preceding day.

The Sphere’s narrative was the most ex
asperating of all. At the top of the page ap
peared his picture and Jessie’s, side by side, 
and surrounded by a mixed border of weep
ing cupids and ballot-boxes. The article was 
headed:

MRS. PA RK IN SO N  PA R T S A  PAIR.

Militant British Suffragette Persuades Girl to Jilt Her 
Young Man at"V otes for W omen” Meeting.

Of course his name was prominently men
tioned in all the articles. The result of this 
publicity was maddening. His telephone- 
bell began to ring early, and throughout the 
day was probably the busiest wire in that 
part of the town.

His friends called up to let him know that 
they had seen the newspapers, and to chaff 
him or sympathize with him, according to 
their natures. Strangers, impelled by curi
osity, telephoned hint to inquire whether the 
newspapers stories were reallv true.

The Sunday editor of a very yellow sheet 
offered him two hundred dollars to write a 
signed article to be entitled: “ How it feels
to lie jilted by a suffragette.” Three women 
writers for evening papers called to interview 
him. Newspaper artists came to sketch him 
in charateristic poses.

A man representing  a matrimonial agency 
turned up with an offer to supply him with a 
wife who did not believe in woman suffrage. 
This man assured him that his agency had 
several such young women on its books, and, 
just before Dick kicked him out of his office, 
urged the latter to cheer up, as there were 
“ just as good fish in the sea as ever were 
caught.”

The unfortunate object of all this atten
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tion was frantic with rage and humiliation. 
To add to his horror, when he went to a quick- 
lunch restaurant to get his midday meal, one 
of the diners who was reading a Sphere re
cognized him from his picture in the paper 
and eagerly pointed him out to everybody in 
the place.

The same thing happened on the Elevated 
train when Dick was on his way home that 
evening. Several persons who were reading 
Spheres recognized him simultaneously by 
means of the very good portrait of himself 
with which Jessie had supplied that news
paper. Their attention became so unbear
able that he was obliged to leave the train.

He hoarded a surface car, breathing a fer
vent prayer that there would not be anybody 
on board echo would recognize him.

This prayer was granted. Greatly to his 
relief he was allowed to complete his home
ward journey in peace.

At Ninetieth Street he alighted, and was 
about to proceed when his way was barred 
by a parade that was marching up the 
thoroughfare with a noisy brass band at its 
head.

The parade consisted of a hundred deter
mined-looking women, each of whom wore a 
large purple sash, on which was inscribed 
“ Votes For Women.”

In the center of this throng marched Jessie, 
her head raised proudly, her pretty face 
flushed with enthusiasm.

She, too, wore a purple sash bearing the 
legend: “ Votes For Women,” and in addi
tion, carried a big purple silk banner on 
which was embroidered in gold letters:

W OM EN V O TE  IN C O LO R A D O  AN D  W YO- 
M1NG—W H Y  N O T IN NEW  YO RK ?

A mob of jeering men and boys followed 
and flanked the paraders. A drunken man 
yelled “ look at the peach carrying the ban
ner! She can have my vote and the votes of 
my seven sons.”

“ Good Heavens!” groaned Dick. “ To 
think that Jessie has come to this already—■ 
my Jessie who used to be a model of modesty 
and maidenly reserve! Good Heavens! ”

Jessie Milburn was so enthusiastic about 
the cause of “ Women's rights,” and so busy 
with her work, which she solemnly regarded 
as her sacred mission in life, that she had no 
time to think of her fractured love affair.

She was a girl who ahVays put her whole 
soul into everything she undertook. It was 
not in her nature to do anything in a half
hearted way. Consequently, having enlisted

in the ranks of the suffragettes, she became 
one of the most ardent and active workers for 
the cause.

She spoke at meetings; she stood on soap
boxes and addressed street crowds; she 
marched in parades, she invaded the business 
section down-town, and went from office to 
office distributing handbills containing argu
ments as to why women should have the right 
to vote.

Her couth, enthusiasm, and courage, soon 
made her very popular with the other mem
bers of the equal rights club she had joined. 
She was appointed to serve on a couple of 
committees; the president of the club invited 
her to her home, several of the older mem
bers, veterans in the fight for the rights of 
their sex. paid her a flattering amount of at
tention.

But what pleased and gratified her most of 
all was the interest which the great Airs. 
Bella Atkins Parkinson manifested in her.

The famous British suffragette had taken 
a great fancy to the new recruit. She in
vited Jessie to take tea with her on several 
occasions, took her around with her to the 
various meetings she addressed, gave the girl 
permission to call her by her Christian name, 
and declared that if Jessie ever came to Eng
land she must be sure to visit her.

“ And you can rest assured, my dear,” 
said Mrs. Parkinson, “ that I shall not for
get you after I return to my native land. 
I shall continue to keep a watchful eye on 
your career.

“ I don't mind telling you that I confident
ly expect big things of you some day. I 
believe I am a pretty good judge of char
acter and I shall be grievously disappointed, 
my young American friend, if you don't turn 
out to be a great heroine of the cause, later 
on.

“ You are destined to make a great name 
for yourself—a name that will go down into 
history. I feel it.’’

Jessie's eyes sparkled at this prophecy and 
praise, and a responsive thrill of enthusiasm 
and ambition shot through her.

What chance had Dick Henderson of win
ning her back after that? Much as she had 
once cared for that young man, what did the 
loss of him amount to compared with the 
alluring prospect of undying fame which 
Mrs. Bella Atkins Parkinson had presented 
before her eager young eyes ?

Front that day on Jessie was obsessed with 
hut one desire—the ambition to make a 
great name for herself as a champion of 
woman's rights; to do something big which
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would prove her worthy of the distinguished 
Mrs. Parkinson's confidence.

She had only one regret, and that was that 
she did not live in England instead of in the 
United States.

England, it seemed to her, was the real 
land of. opportunity for an ambitious suf
fragette. It was so easy to become a martyr 
over there. One had to do scarcely anything 
in order to be sent to prison.

The New York judges, on the contrary, 
were not at all accommodating in this re
spect. They couldn't be prevailed upon to 
give a poor girl a chance to become a martyr 
by sentencing her to six months’ hard labor. 
A paltry fine was the heaviest penalty they 
ever imposed on workers for the cause— and 
there was nothing at all heroic about being 
fined a few weeks’ pin-money.

This discouraging leniency of the local 
bench exasperated Jessie. She tried to per
suade her parents to move to London, but 
her father could not be prevailed upon to 
abandon a flourishing New York wholesale 
egg and butter business even to accommodate 
an adored daughter.

Jessie derived some comfort from the 
thought that, after all, the New York judges 
had not yet had a fair chance. They had 
not been properly aroused. No American 
cabinet minister or public official had been 
horsewhipped by a heroic suffragette. Per
haps such a deed might be productive of the 
desired result—even in New York.

She seriously thought of putting this 
theory to a test, and with this object in view 
she attended a political meeting at which 
the Governor of the State was to be the chief 
speaker, and carried a rawhide whip con
cealed in her shirt-waist.

Her intention, of course, was to horse
whip tlie Governor and thus force the authori
ties to give her and her cause proper recog
nition.

But she did not carry out this intention. 
The Governor proved to be such a nice look
ing, inoffensive man, with such delightful 
fatherly chin whiskers that Jessie did not 
have the heart to cause him pain.

She would have to find some other means 
of acquiring glory, she told herself with a 
regretful sigh.

The very next day an exceptional oppor
tunity presented itself, or rather (to be more 
accurate) was presented to Jessie by her 
friend Linda Harrington.

Mrs. Harrington called at Jessie’s home 
with a very wobegone expression on her 
round, fat face.

“ M_v dear,” she said, “ I've had some bad 
news, I've got to start to-morrow for San 
Francisco to be at the bedside of a very rich 
aunt who is dying.”

Jessie expressed her sympathy.
“ Cheer up, Linda,'’ she added. “ Per

haps when you get out there you'll find 
that your aunt’s condition isn’t really so seri
ous, after all. While there is life there is 
always hope, you know.”

“ Oh, that isn’t what’s worrying me,” de
clared Mrs. Harrington, who was noted 
among her friends for her candor. “ The 
old lady is in her dotage and she’s going 
to leave me all her money when she dies, 
so I'm really not at all depressed at the 
thought of a funeral in the familv.”

‘‘Wliy then, are you so sad?” inquired 
Jessie curiously.

“ Because it is a great disappointment to 
me to have to leave New York at this time,” 
replied Mrs. Harrington, almost tearfully. 
“ I wanted to lie here for the election.”

“ For the election!” repeated Jessie. “ To 
what election do you refer, Linda ? ”

“ The mayoralty election, of course. Don’t 
you know that it is only three weeks off. The 
chances are I won't be able to get back in 
time to vote and, anyway, I sha'n't be here 
to register, and they won’t let you vote un
less you do.”

“ Unless you do what?’’
“ Unless you register. If I'm not here to 

register I won't be permitted to cast a vote, 
of course.”

“ What are you talking about, L inda?” 
demanded Jessie impatiently. “ They 
wouldn’t let you register even if you were 
here, and they certainly wouldn’t let vou vote. 
Have you taken leave of your senses? Can it 
be possible that you imagine that the suf
frage is going to be extended to our sex 
this year? ”

“ Not to all our sex,” replied Mrs. Har
rington. “ But I fully intended to vote if 
I could have been here on election day. It 
was a great idea of mine, Jessie—a most dar
ing and original idea.

“ I intended to have my name go down into 
history as the first woman that ever cast a 
vote for a mayor of New York. Just think 
of the glory of such a distinction as that! Do 
you wonder that I am terribly distressed at 
the thought of having to give up such an op
portunity to win undying fame ? ”

“ But I  don’t understand,” protested Jes
sie. “ I can’t see how you would have man
aged it. Surely they wouldn't allow a woman 
cast a vote under any circumstances.
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“ Yes, they would, my dear. They wouldn't 
have been able to help themselves in my case. 
You see, I intended to fool them into allow
ing me to vote. It was a great idea—a truly 
brilliant idea, if I do say so myself. I could 
almost cry to think that I shall nor be able 
to carry it out.

“ Jessie!" she exclaimed after a long 
pause, “ you and I have been friends for a 
long time and I think a great deal of you, 
dear. Inasmuch as I cannot use this plan 
myself, I shall give it to you.

“ I've simply got to start for "Frisco to
morrow morning, you see. If I don't go. that 
aunt of mine will probably cut me out of her 
will and leave all her money to California 
charities. I can’t afford to give up all that 
cash, even for the sake of being the first wom
an in New York to cast a vote.

“ Of course, I might keep my idea a secret 
for a year and use it myself at the next elec
tion; but I am afraid to wait that long. 
Some other woman may think of the same 
thing—it's such a simple plan, that it's a 
wonder to me that other suffragettes have not 
already thought of it and carried it out—and 
besides, maybe by next year the suffrage 
will be granted to all our sex and my idea 
wasted.

“ I think, therefore, that I had better not 
wait. I had better give my idea to you. My 
loss shall Ire your gain, dear. I will tell you 
my plan and you shall be the first woman to 
cast a vote for mayor of New York. Doesn't 
•your heart beat faster at the thought of such 
a distinction as that:? ”

“ Yes,” gasped Jessie excitedly. “ Tell me 
all about it please, Linda.”

“ It is very simple. All that you have to do 
is to dress up in man's clothes and, thus at
tired, go and register and vote just as if you 
were a man.”

“ Oh, is that a ll? ’- exclaimed Jessie blank
ly. “ Do you think that would work?”

“ Of course it would. I clon’t see how the 
plan could possibly fail. You’ll have to cut 
your hair short, of course, and you must 
practise how to walk with a man’s stride. 
You must look the part so thoroughly tha'. 
nobody will suspect that you are a girl.

“ All a man has to do in order to qualify 
as a voter, is to walk into the registry place, 
give his name, address, and age to the clerks 
and state how long he has been living in the 
election district. These particulars are en
tered in a book, and then the would-be vote ■ 
puts his signature in the book.

“ Of course my first name would give me 
away if I signed myself Linda Harrington;

U

but I intended to overcome that difficulty by 
signing myself Lind A. Harrington.

“ You won’t have any trouble on that score, 
though, because 'J e ss ie ’ is also a man’s 
name except for the letter ‘ I ,’ which you can 
leave out of your signature.

“ Having thus registered without arousing 
any suspicion, all you will have to do in order 
to cast a vote will be to dress yourself in 
masculine attire again on election day and 
go around to the same place. They will hand 
you a ballot without a word, and you will 
cast your vote for mayor—the first vote ever 
cast by a woman in this State.

“ After the election is over you will boldly 
announce to the world what you have done 
and prove it by the registration-books, and 
your fame will extend throughout the land—”

“ Oh, what a splendid plan, and how per
fectly dear of you to turn it over to m e!” 
cried Jessie joyously, throwing her arms im
pulsively around her friend's neck. “ I shall 
never forget your kindness, dear Linda.”

“ Don't mention it," replied Mrs. Harring
ton. “ I thought you'd like it. I wish you 
success, Jessie, with all my heart. I reallv 
don't see how you can fail if you are cau
tious. Of course, you must be very careful 
to keep the matter a secret until after the 
election is over. If the fact that you are a 
woman is discovered after you have regis
tered. they will not allow you to vote, you 
know.”

“ You can rest assured that I shall be most 
careful," declared Jessie. “ And what do you 
think they will do to me. Linda, after election, 
and when I proudly disclose what I have 
done? Will they send me to prison, do you 
suppose ?"

"No. I don't think so.” replied her friend, 
and, noting the look of disappointment on 
Jessie's face', she added: “ Still, my dear,
there will be glory enough for you in the fact 
that you have actually voted. It will be a 
great victory for us suffragettes, too. It will 
demonstrate to the world, that even though 
one of our sex has cast a vote, the country had 
not been ruined thereby.

“ It will make the enemies of our cause 
look ridiculous. The newspapers will doubt
less take the matter up editorially and will 
publish, cartoons on the subject. Really, I 
shouldn't be a hit surprised if it resulted in 
the suffrage being granted to our sex in the 
near future.”

Jessie clapped her hands delightedly at 
this prospect.

“ I t’s a bully idea,”’ she cried, “ simply 
bully. It’ll be even a greater achievement
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than horsewhipping a cabinet minister. Oh. 
won't the other girls be jealous!”

“ Father,” said Jessie, at the breakfast- 
table on tlie first day of registration, “ are you 
going to register to-day? ”

" Of course I am, my dear. I haven't 
missed a vote since I was twenty-one, and I 
always make it a point to register on the first 
day. I intend to drop in on my way down
town and get the business over with.”

“ Where do you register, father ? ” in
quired Jessie, striving hard to keep her voice 
from sounding eager.

u Right around the corner, in Malucci’s 
barber-shop. The board of registry of this 
district sits there every year. Why do you 
ask, my child ? ”

“ Oh, nothing. I was just curious to know, 
that's all,” she replied.

An hour later she visited her hairdresser, 
and ordered the latter to cut off her hair “ as 
short as a man’s.”

■' Mon Difii, mademoiselle,” exclaimed the 
horrified “ artiste,” who had always admired 
Jessie's luxuriant tresses, “ surely you must 
be jokeeng. You cannot seriously intend to 
part with such beautiful hair. It would be 
a sin.”

“ Cut it off,” commanded Jessie firmly. 
“ I'm perfectly seri'ous, I assure you, Mme. 
Gascon, and moreover, I'm in a great hurry. 
Kindly be as quick as you can about it, and 
remember I want it as short as a man's.''

With many sighs and deprecatory gestures, 
the horrified hairdresser proceeded to carry 
out this order. She was too good a business 
woman to keep up an argument when she saw 
that a customer was as determined as this 
one.

Fifteen minutes later Jessie looked in the 
mirror and scarcely recognized herself. Her 
golden locks had been cropped close to her 
pretty head. If it had not been for her femi
nine attire, she would easily have passed for 
a handsome boy.

With the object of exchanging the garb of 
her sex for clothes which would make her 
disguise complete, Jessie visited a big Broad- 
wav clothing-store.

“ I want to buy a suit," she said, a trifle 
nervously, to the" good-looking young sales
man who came forward.

“ Yes, miss. Kindly take that elevator to 
the third floor. You’ll find our ladies’ cloak 
and suit department up there.”

“ But I don't want a lady's suit.' protested 
Jessie. “ I— I want to buy a man's suit."

“ Certainlv, miss,” exclaimed the sales
man, trving hard to conceal his surprise.

“ but—er—don't you think you had better 
bring the gentleman along with vou? Our 
suits come in different sizes, you know. It 
will be impossible to get a fit unless the party 
comes here to he measured.”

“ Give me one—er—about my size,” stam
mered Jessie, blushing vividly and feeling 
very uncomfortable.

“ Your size, m iss!” gasped the astonished 
young man. “ Well, you know, there is quite 
a difference between—er— ”

He did not finish the sentence because his 
prospective customer abruptly left the store 
before he could get any further.

Jessie’s nerve had suddenly deserted her. 
She had not imagined that the purchase of a 
man’s outfit would be such an embarrassing 
procedure. She had detected a broad grin on 
the faces of some of the other salesmen who 
had been, standing near enough to overhear 
the conversation, and, suddenly seized with 
panic, she turned and fled.

But after she had reached the street she 
sternly upbraided herself for her cowardice.

“ Remember you are a suffragette and you 
are doing this for the cause,” she repeated 
fiercely, and fortified herself by conjuring up 
a mental picture of how her ideal, Mrs, Bella 
Atkins Parkinson, would have acted under 
the circumstances.

With renewed courage she was about to 
return to the store, when it occurred to her 
that it might be a good idea to go to some 
other clothing-shop—some place which was 
not so large and pretentious, and where, con
sequently, the salesmen would not he so con
scientious and painstaking in the matter of 
measurements.

She walked over to Seventh Avenue, and 
there found a store which appeared suitable 
for her purpose.

It was a little bit of a shop and exceed
ingly dingy in appearance. All sorts of suits 
hung in the window, and there were big 
pasteboard signs attached to them, calling 
attention to their cheapness and worth.

Jessie’s eyes fell on a suit in the window 
which was marked: ‘‘Very nobby—a great
bargain."

The trousers of this suit were not of the 
same pattern as the coat and vest; but the 
outfit appeared to be just about her size, and 
therefore she decided to take it.

“ How much is that light one over there in 
the left-hand corner of the window?” she 
inquired boldly of the bearded storekeeper.

“ Ten dollar, and very cheap.”
“ I'll take it," declared Jessie.
Much to her relief, the man made the sale
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without asking any questions, or even sug
gesting that the suit might not fit the person 
who was destined to wear it. That was the 
difference between the selling methods of 
Seventh Avenue and Broadway.

Jessie found that she could also purchase 
the other necessary articles of men's apparel 
in this store. She left the place, bearing a 
complete masculine outfit under her arm, and 
hurried to her home to don her disguise and 
see how she looked.

Half an hour later she seized an oppor
tunity to sneak out of the house unobserved 
by her mother and the servants, and, as
suming the stride of a member of the other 
sex, which she had been assiduously prac
tising for several days, she walked boldly 
into the barber-shop of Tony Malucci around 
the corner, where the local board of registry 
was in session.

The place was filled with men, who gave 
Jessie a casual glance as she entered, and 
then paid no further attention to her—to her 
great relief.

At a long, unvarnished table sat several 
men, with big books spread out in front of 
them. A policeman lolled in the doorway. 
He stared hard at Jessie as she entered, and 
the girl was afraid that the sharp eyes of the 
law might detect her disguise; but, much to 
her relief, the bluecoat said “ Good morning, 
sir," very affably and went on with his task 
of devouring a cheese sandwich which a 
friend had brought him from the saloon next 
door.

“ What name, s ir?” cried a fat man who 
sat at one of the long tables, looking at Jessie 
and dipping his pen in the ink.

“ Jessie Milburn,” she replied in a tone as 
masculine as she could make it.

“ J-e-s-s-e, of course,” he spelled, in a 
take-it-for-granted manner.

She nodded. The man made the entry in 
his book; the other men at the table, each 
with a book in front of him, made similar 
entries.

“ Your address, Mr. Milburn, please?” 
requested the stout man.

Jessie told it to him, and once more the 
pens of the registration board went scratch
ing across the ledgers.

“ Age next. Mr. Milburn ? ”
“ Twenty-one,” replied Jessie.
“ Ah, your first vote, I see! Thought I 

didn’t remember seeing you here last year.”
“ No, I've never been here before,” said 

Jessie.
“ Not even to get a shave?” laughed the 

man.

“ No, not even for that,” replied Jessie, 
and added audaciously: “ I always shave
myself.”

There followed several other formal ques
tions. which Jessie answered readily, and 
which were entered in the books of the board. 
Then Jessie was told to sign her name in the 
register, which she did with an unfaltering 
hand.

“ That's all, sir,” said the chairman of the 
board. “ Next gent, please.”

Jessie heaved a great sigh of relief as she 
stepped out of the barber-shop. It was done 
—and it had been so very easy, too. The 
danger was over. She now enjoyed the proud 
distinction of being the first woman to regis
ter in the State of New York, and, having 
succeeded thus far, it would be an easy mat
ter to complete her triumph, twenty days 
later, by returning to this same place and 
casting her vote for mayor.

She was feeling very jubilant as she walked 
slowly up the street. It was, therefore, a 
great shock to her to feel a heavy hand laid 
suddenly on her shoulder and to hear a deep 
masculine voice exclaim: “ One minute
there, young fellow. Before you go another 
step I want to know where you got those 
trousers? ”

“ What do you mean, s ir?” gasped Jessie, 
nervously confronting the speaker, a red
faced/rough-looking man.

“ I mean," declared the latter, “ that I am 
very strongly inclined to believe that those 
trousers you are wearing belong to me, and 
that you are a sneak-thief.”

“ You are mistaken,” faltered Jessie, her 
face very red.

It was certainly an embarrassing situation, 
even for a suffragette.

“ I think not,” retorted the man. “ They’re ' 
a very distinctive pattern, and I'd know them 
anywhere. I feel sure they're the pair that 
were stolen from my room yesterday while I 
was away.”

“ I'm quite sure they're not," gasped Jessie, 
ready to cry with shame and fear, for several 
men and boys had gathered around, attract
ed by the man's loud voice.

“ Well, we can easily settle it.'’ declared 
he confidently. “ I recollect that mine had a 
tiny moth-hole near the bottom of the left 
leg.”

Everybody in the small crowd glanced at 
the bottom of the left leg of the trousers 
which poor Jessie wore. There, sure enough, 
was a small round hole, so tiny that it would 
not have been noticed unless attention had 
been called to it.
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“ You see, they are m ine!” declared the 
man, turning triumphantly to the bystanders.

“ They’re not,” protested Jessie. “ They 
can't be yours. I bought them to-day in a 
store on Seventh Avenue. \Ye can go there 
and prove it.”
. “ Then you bought stolen goods,” af
firmed her accuser. “ They are my property, 
no matter where you got them, and I intend 
to have them.”

“ That's right, brother,” exclaimed a burly 
man in the crowd. “ Insist on getting them. 
You've got a right to what belongs to you. 
Why don’t you give the man his trousers, 
young feller, and avoid a whole lot of 
trouble ? ”

The crowd had grown considerably bigger. 
It was the kind of incident which street idlers 
thoroughly enjoy.

In a state of panic, poor Jessie tried to 
get away, but her accuser seized her roughly 
by the shoulder.

“ No, you don't,” he growled. “ You stay 
right here. You’re a thief and I ’m going to 
have you pinched. Will somebody go get a 
cop, please?”

Now, much as Jessie had yearned to be 
placed under arrest and sent to prison for 
the cause of women’s rights, she had no de
sire to be punished by the law on the shame
ful and distressing charge of stealing a man’s 
nether garments. That was an entirely dif
ferent matter.

“ Oh, please don't have me arrested!” she 
implored. “ I ’ll pay you what the—what 
they are worth.”

“ I don't want your money,” declared the 
man. “ All I want is my trousers, and I 
intend to have them, too. Won’t somebody 
please go for a cop? I'll have this fellow 
sent up for stealing.”

Jessie was on the verge of fainting. She 
was not familiar with police procedure and 
she was under the impression that when she 
was taken to the station-house her accuser's 
property would be taken from her by force 
and handed ove- to him.

This prospect was so terrifying, that sud
denly she broke down completely and began 
to weep.

Believing her to be of the sterner sex, 
the crowd greeted this display of weakness 
with jeers.

At this juncture a tall, broad-shouldered 
young man shoved his way through the 
throng. As she caught sight of him, Jessie 
rushed toward him and threw her arms 
around his neck.

“ Dick! D ick!” she sobbed. “ Save me!

Save me! It is I—Jessie. Oh, I shall die
of shame.”

Dick Henderson gasped with astonishment 
as he recognized the familiar voice of his 
sweetheart, who was blushing furiouslv.

“ Jessie,” he groaned. “ And in those 
clothes! Good Heavens! Has it come to 
this so soon ? ’’

“ Save m e!” implored the terrified girl. 
“ Don't let that horrid man have me arrested, 
Dick.'’

“ Arrested for what?” He demanded!
“ For stealing my trousers,” explained the 

man. “ The trousers that young man is 
wearing are my property and I want them. 
He says he bought them to-day on Seventh 
Avenue, but I don’t believe him. I believe 
he stole them from my room yesterday, and 
I ’m going to have him arrested.”

“ Help me, D ick!” pleaded Jessie, in an 
imploring whisper.

“ No, I absolutely refuse to help a suf
fragette,” he answered firmly.

“ I ’m not a suffragette, Dick—at least I 
promise that I won’t be one any more if 
you’ll only get me out of this terrible situa
tion,” she sobbed.

“ I'll do my best, on that condition,” he 
said, and turned to Jessie's accuser. “ Can 
I have a word with you alone?” he asked 
the latter.

A ten-dollar bill and Dick’s promise that 
his property would be returned to him later, 
finally induced the man to allow Jessie to 
go free.

This concession was secured only just in 
time, for the tall figure of a policeman was 
seen coming swiftly around the corner as 
Dick led Jessie through the crowd.

He escorted the trembling girl to the door 
of her father's house. When he called on 
her an hour later she was wearing the habili
ments of her own sex.

She and Dick " kissed and made up," and 
soon afterward visited Mine. Gascon and 
bought a wig to hide her cropped hair.

Even though .-he had registered, Jessie did 
not go to the polls on election day to cast her 
vote for mayor.

She spent that entire day in her home ad
dressing many envelopes and enclosing 
square engraved cards therein.

Dick helped her with this task. One of 
these wedding invitations was addressed to 
Mrs. Bella Atkins Parkinson, London, Eng
land.

Dick addressed that envelope himself and 
he dropped it in the mail-box with con
siderable satisfaction.
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Ted Corey’s Thoughtless Invitations When He Forgot That He Was Down 
and Out, and H ow He Made Good.

SY N O PSIS  O F  C H A PT E R S P R E V IO U S L Y  P U B L IS H E D .

At his graduating Columbia Clas3 Day Ted Corey, as related by his friend Weldon, meets Nellie, 
daughter of the railroad magnate, Jabez I’erli.y. Ted vows that she is the girl he will propose to within 
three months, but simultaneously his father, living out in Berkley, is juggled out of his narrow-gage rail
road, familiarly known as the Bow-Wow. by this vjtv same Jabez Perley, the same to be used as a con
necting link in the great Pansy Leaf system, on which Weldon secures employment. The two young 
men go out to Berkley together, chancing to take the same train as Mrs. and Nellie Perley, and are in
vited into the magnate's private-car. Dazzled by the presence of his divinity Ted makes all sorts of ex
travagant plans for her entertainment, the family having arranged to spend the summer in Berkley. In 
deed, they have bought the home that formerly belonged to the Coreys, the latter being reduced to living 
in what is little better than a shanty. Arrived here with Weldon, who is to board with them, Ted is 
horror stricken to discover that  things are much worse than he had supposed. Asking for the bathroom, 
so that they may get rid of the travel stains, lie is told by his mother that they will be obliged to use the 
washtub, alter heating on the stove water Ted must bring in a pail from the spring.

CHAPTER M IL
LETTING OFF STEAM.

T HE accommodations at my new board
ing-house did not improve upon better 

acquaintance. In fact, like a trip to the 
-north pole, the farther one advanced, the 
worse things got.

Our supper that night—the piece de re
sistance being, as I have previously indi
cated, fried pork, greasy and underdone, for 
Mrs. Corey was but an indifferent cook— 
was hardly what you might call an. enliven
ing occasion.

The builder of the “ Bow-Wow ” stumped 
in heavily, and, except for a few words of 
grumpv welcome to us. consumed his food in 
stolid silence.

He was evidently a broken man. dead to 
ambition and hope, nursing only a sense of 
injury and disappointment.

The mother, too, nervously hot and ha
rassed from her unaccustomed household 
tasks, had little to say; as for Ted, he sat like 
one in a daze, answering only when he was 
directly addressed, and then in the briefest 
of monosyllables.

I tried, it is true, to act as though I noticed 
nothing out of the way, arul made some 
futile efforts to relieve the prevailing gloom;

* B e g a n  O c to b e r  Aitaosy.

but, finding I elicited no response, gave over 
my weak attempts, and likewise subsided 
into self-communion.

It wasn't any too cheerful self-communion, 
either, as may well be imagined when I re
flected that I was in for a whole summer of 
this sort of thing.

Yet I couldn't desert a comrade in dis
tress: and I felt, too, that it would be almost 
brutal to Mrs. Corey to hunt other quarters 
after my agreement to stay with them: for I 
gathered from her air of anxious deference 
toward me, and one or two little things she 
let drop, that the modest stipend I had ar
ranged to pay was a pretty important addition 
to her slender resources.

The dismal meal over, I announced that 
I would take a stroll about the place, sup
posing that Ted wanted an opportunity for a 
private confab with his folks; but I hadn't 
gone far before I heard a hail, and, turning, 
saw him come pelting after me.

When he caught up he didn't say a word, 
but merely threw himself down full length 
upon the ground and buried his face in his 
arms.

For a long time he lay there so, giving no 
sign of what he was passing through, beyond 
a slight occasional quiver of the shoulders; 
while I sat miserably by, full of sympathy, 
S in g l e  c o p ie s , 10 c e n ts .
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1 nit unable to think of anything I could do 
or say to give him comfort.

The twilight faded into dusk, and the stars 
began to come out; but still he lay there, 
dumbly brooding.

At last, though, he roused up of a sudden, 
and turned to me.

" Weldon,” he said fiercely, “ you thought 
to-day, when I wouldn’t say the old railroad 
builder was my dad, that it was because I 
was ashamed of him, didn't you?

“ Well," he went on, without waiting for 
my answer, “ you were wrong. I had my 
own reasons for not enlightening those peo
ple just then, but being ashamed of dad 
wasn’t one of them.

“ But,” his voice lowered, “ you wouldn't 
be wrong if you thought it of me now, Wel
don. I am ashamed, bitterly ashamed that 
he can sit down to such a life as this, and be 
doing absolutely nothing to regain what he 
has lost. More than that, he seems utterly 
indifferent to the fact that mother has to 
endure it with him.

“ He has no plans to better our condition,” 
the boy railed passionately; “ but thinks that 
possibly if he and I get work on the railroad 
we may be able to pay off an overdue mort
gage on this wretched pig-sty and keep it for 
a home.

“ He loses no chance to curse and abuse 
Perley as the cause of all his misfortunes; 
vet he is perfectly willing to go cringing to 
him and beg for favors. He even suggested 
when I happened to mention we came through 
with Perlev’s wife and daughter to-day, that 
possibly I could get them to speak a good 
word for me.

“ Faugh!” Ted broke out disgustedly. 
“ When lie sprang that one on me, I couldn't 
stand it any longer and came away.”

“ But your father is an old man,” I inter
posed palliatingly. “ And besides, you must 
remember he had a bad knockout.”

“ Knockout?” he demanded. “ What's a 
knockout more or less? Other men have had 
’em, and only got up to fight on harder than 
ever. Didn’t I hear Mrs. Perley tell you 
to-day that no longer than five years ago they 
had old Jabez hanging over the ropes; v.et 
look where he is to-day. Did he sit down 
to growl and whine over how he'd been 
treated, and stick his wife and daughter up 
in a mountain cabin? No: he braced up and 
slammed back at his enemies for as good as 
they gave him, and now his family rides in 
private cars. And as for age, Perley isn’t 
a day younger than my father.

“ No wonder that his wife's eyes shone

when she spoke to you about him,” he con
cluded, tearing up great handfuls of grass 
and tossing them ruthlessly about. “ That 
is the kind of man one can be proud of. He 
plays the game, and plays it for all he is 
worth.-’

I couldn’t help 'showing some surprise at 
this unexpected tribute.

“ Oh,” he smiled, “ do you imagine from 
what I've said about him in the last day or 
two, that I think him the Old Boy himself 
with horns and a tail? Well, 1 don’t. I 
merely think he works under a wrong rule. 
He believes honestly in the creed, ' Business 
is business,’ and that whatever he does in
side the pale of the law is justifiable. He 
doesn’t deem himself under any obligations 
to look out for folks like dad who are too 
careless or incompetent to protect themselves. 
If they stand in the path of the steam-roller, 
they’ll get run over, is his motto.

“ I believe, on the other hand,’’ Ted went 
on, “ that there is a sort of Divine Justice 
which squares up every transaction at some 
time or another. A man may fancy he has 
gained an advantage by fraud or cunning; 
but some day somehow, when the books are 
balanced, whatever was wrongfully obtained 
will have to be paid back with interest.

“ And that is what I am going to prove 
to Perley,” he averred emphatically. “ 1  have 
no quarrel with him as a man. In fact, I 
admire him immensely. But I have a quar
rel with his creed, and I intend to show him 
where it is wrong. He believes that he has 
got the ‘ Bow-Wow ’ for little or nothing, 
doesn’t he? Well, let him keep that delusion, 
if he wants to; but I shall eventually demon
strate to him how. by stirring me up, he has 
had to pay three times the price he could have 
bought it for from dad at open sale.”

The idle vaunting of a kid, 1 know it 
sounds like, as I set it down here, especially 
when one considers the relative positions of 
Ted Corey and the big financier; and I re
member that instead of being impressed, I 
only yawned and ventured to suggest that 
perhaps we had better go in to bed.

I don’t suppose, come to think of it, that 
even his closest pal took much stock in David 
and his little sling, when the latter confided 
what he intended doing to Goliath of Gath.

CHAPTER IX.
A N'IGTIT OF HORROR.

T ed’s angry outburst up there on the hill
side, if it did nothing else, at least relieved



711JUGGLING THE “ BOW-WOW.”

his surcharged feelings, and brought him to 
something more nearly resembling his normal 
state.

He arose amiably enough at my intima
tion that I was ready to retire, and prepared 
to accompany me back to the house; but we 
had sauntered only a few steps when he halt
ed suddenly, and drew a little note-book from 
his pocket.

“ Wait a minute," he said: “ speaking of 
Perky, there is something I want to attend 
to before I forget it- To keep the account 
absolutely straight between us. I am going 
to charge off from what he owes me the price 
of two parlor-car seats out from New York.”

I laughed.
“ Aren't you over-generous?” I bantered. 

“ I ’m perfectly willing to regard my seat as 
a free gift from the Pansy Leaf.”

But Ted was in dead earnest.
“ Perhaps you are right." he said; “ but 

it is better to err that way than the other, 
and then, too, the accommodations of a pri
vate-car ought to be worth more than just an 
every-day Pullman. I guess I will let it 
go, as I said.”

Accordingly he duly made the entry, and 
then resuming his place at my side, strolled 
on toward the cottage.

Mrs. Corey was still up. and waiting for
us.

“ I have the water on the stove, boys,” she 
announced, “ for the bath you said you were 
wanting: but please be careful and not make 
any more noise than you can help. Mr. 
Corey has already gone to bed, and he sleeps 
so poorly nowadays that if once awakened, 
he may not drop off again all night.

It was very kind of her to get ready for 
us; but I can hardly aver that that bath was 
a howling success.

Indeed, if I had to take many more of the 
same kind, I should seriously consider join
ing that band of political martyrs who have 
heroically resolved to abstain from all such 
indulgences until Bryan is elected President.

In the first place, a single wash-boiler full 
of hot water is no very generous allowance 
for two husky six-footers, and when you con
sider, in addition, that the kitchen when 
closed up was as hot as Tophet, that we 
had to use a laundry soap so strong that it 
bit into the flesh like lye, and that besides 
carrying the heavy tubs back and forth from 
out doors, we had to adapt ourselves to their 
inconvenient shape, you will hardly wonder 
that we failed to find it a strictly enjoyable 
occasion.

To cap the climax, Ted while airily

perched on the rim of his tub, lost his bal
ance and went over backward with a bang 
that brought a torrent of whining complaint 
from the bedroom, and a deluge of sudsy 
water on the floor which kept us busy with 
mop and broom for nearly half an hour.

At last, though, the bath was finished, the 
various things put away, and less refreshed 
than when we essayed our scrub, we climbed 
up a shaky ladder to the loft over the kitchen 
which had been allotted to us for temporary 
sleeping quarters.

Our regular bedroom, so Mrs. Corey had 
apologetically informed me, was to be a 
ground floor chamber opposite the one oc
cupied by her husband and herself; but this 
at present was filled with old lumber and 
trash, and Mr. Corey, she explained, hadn't 
yet had time to clean it out.

Mr. Corey also, it seems, “ hadn't had 
time " to go down to the village and order a 
bedstead: but if I could put up for one night 
with a shakedown on the floor, she herself 
would assuredly go over to a neighbor's on 
the morrow, and telephone the furniture man.

I, of course, had assured her that sleeping 
on the floor was no hardship to me, and that 
in fact I rather preferred it; but I didn't 
know then that a knobby corn-husk tick was 
all that was to intervene between me and the 
hard boards.

Every time I moved, I seemed to strike 
more and more protuberances to bore into 
my anatomy, until at last I gave it up as a 
bad job. and choosing a level surface as the 
least of two evils, spread my blanket on the 
bare floor.

Xor was this all. The weather, as I have 
said, was sultry, and the small room with its 
one narrow window was so heated from the 
fire in the kitchen below, that the temperature 
was fairly stifling.

A swarm of buzzing, stinging mosquitoes 
invaded the place, a mouse ran across my 
face, and a couple of screech owls kept up 
a dismal hooting just outside the window.

I must confess I didn't sleep well; but Ted 
seemed to be even more restless than myself. 
Everv time I dropped off for a few minutes 
to wake and slap at a mosquito, turn a softer 
side to the boards, or execrate those diaboli
cal owls. I would hear him tossing and turn
ing; and when at last toward morning, hav
ing sunk into something more nearly resem
bling slumber. I roused up to find it broad 
daylight, he had already dressed and left the 
room.

Instantly I was filled with vague alarms.
“ Evidently the poor chap didn't sleep a
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wink," I muttered, reaching for my clothe.'. 
“ Maybe, lie's got so disheartened over the 
prospect here that he's up to something des
perate."

But as I stumbled, half-dressed and ap
prehensive down the ladder, I was reassured 
by the .-i.ght of him moving blithely about in 
the kitchen with a big apron tied under his 
chin.

“ Oh, is that you, Weldon?” he exclaimed 
as he glanced up at me. “ You don’t look as 
though you had passed a very restful night. 
Well, neither did I ; but it was chiefly because 
my mind was too active. And I bet you can’t 
guess over what ? ”

“ Over the situation here ? ”
“ Xo. Not the way you mean.”
“ Over your muddle of evasions to Miss 

Perley yesterday, then?”
Wrong again. Xo; I was figuring on how 

to get a decent bathing equipment into this 
house, and I think I have at last solved the 
problem.”

Before I could question him, however, his 
mother came out of her door, and paused, 
astonished, at the sight of us.

“ Why, Teddy.” she exclaimed, “ what are 
you boys doing up so early?” Then, as her 
glance wandered over the room: “ and you 
have actually laid the table and lighted the 
fire for me? ”

“ Oh, that is not all," crowed her son. 
“ Look."

And he kicked open the oven door to show 
her a pan of puffy corn muffins turning golden 
brown, lifted the cover of a spider to reveal 
some delicately-cut slices of bacon frying to 
a crisp, and waved under her nose the coffee
pot from whose spout was beginning to issue 
a delicious aroma.

“ Now, you just sit down, ma, and pre
pare to be waited on, and to eat, I haven't 
been nosing around that cooking school at 
Columbia and chinning the girls over there 
without picking up a few points, you see.’’

The poor lady sank into a chair and her 
eyes filled with tears.

“ Oh, it will be like Heaven to eat a real 
meal again,'’ she murmured. “ I never did 
have the cook's knack, and since your father's 
misfortunes have come, he has more than 
once declared that the food he has to sit 
down to is practically uneatable. I take the 
utmost pains, and do the best I know how, 
but for some reason I don't seem to succeed.”

“ Well, don’t you worry any more,” said 
Ted. deftly dishing up the bacon. “ Here
after I will look after the culinary depart
ment.

“ And that isn't all the reforms I am go
ing to institute, either," he added. “ The 
fence has to be mended, the roof patched, 
the yard mowed and the house painted. But 
first and foremost, as I was telling Weldon, 
this nuisance of chasing a quarter of a mile 
to the spring and back has got to be stopped. 
I intend to install water connections, and 
put in a bath-room.

She looked at him as though she thought 
he must have taken leave of his senses.

“ A bath-room?” she gasped. “ Here? 
Why, Teddy, I'd  as soon expect to witness 
a miracle.”

“ All right,” he grinned, “ wait and see the 
miracle performed.”

CHAIMER X.
T H E  SPRIXG OX TH E H ILLSID E.

A g o o d  lining to one's stomach is a sort of 
inside overcoat protecting one against the 
chilling blasts of doubt. The wise promoter 
always takes the capitalist he is after to lunch
eon or dinner before he broaches his proposal.

On top of that bang-up breakfast, I was 
disposed to be much less skeptical of Ted and 
his projects than I had been when my inter
nal machinery was wrestling with the under
done pork and overdone onions of his mother's 
supper.

I was still “ from Missouri ” : but I was 
in a mood where I was quite willing to move 
into some more trustful State.

So, when he proposed, after breakfast, that 
I lend my assistance to the plan he had in 
mind. I interposed no objections, but followed 
him rather curiously up the pathway back 
of the house.

His idea, lie explained to me as we went 
along, had come to him that morning while 
getting a fresh pail of water from the spring; 
and he caused me to take especial note of the 
topograph}- of the ground we passed over.

The path, as he pointed out. led straight 
up the hill from the house on a slant of, say, 
fifteen feet to the hundred for about two 
hundred yards, and then dipped over the 
summit to enter a narrow, high -walled gul- 
lv running back into another hill just beyond.

Up this gull}- was located the spring, and 
from the mouth of it flowed a sparkling little 
brook, which just beyond plunged over a 
high, rocky bank, forming a miniature cas
cade.

A little below us, and just on the edge of 
Mr. Corey's property, a steam-shovel was at 
work, and a great gash showed where a cut
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was in progress for the new I’ansv Leaf 
extension.

“ Right there,” said Ted, pointing to this 
spot, “ would be an excellent place for the 
road to locate a water-tank. They would 
have no pumping to do, and no bother of any 
kind beyond the laying of pipes; for a dam 
thrown across the mouth of this gully would 
turn it into a natural reservoir, and gravity 
would do the rest.”

I studied the situation a minute, especially 
regarding the trickling little stream as it 
flowed out of the ravine at our feet; then I 
shook my head.

“ Not enough water,” I dissented. “ One 
engine would drink up all that you could 
store in half a day.”

“ Ah, but you haven't seen it all,” he ex
claimed impatiently. “ Come with me,” and 
he led the way up the steep opposite bank of 
the gullv and through a tangle of underbrush 
and fallen logs until we reached the farther 
side of the hill.

Here, it appeared, was an almost similar 
ravine, but with a larger spring, and a brook 
of much more respectable dimensions flowing 
out of it.

“ And that is not all,” he informed me 
gleefully. “ Around this hill are five springs 
of greater or lesser size each, as I happen 
to know, continuous in flow the whole year 
around.

“ It reminds me,” he observed, “ of a place 
I've heard of down in West Virginia, where, 
within a radius of a dozen yards on top of a 
certain mountain, four big rivers have their 
source. Each takes a different direction and 
follows a distinct course for hundreds of 
miles; but in the end their waters mingle, for 
all go to swell the volume of tire mighty Ohio.

“ The fellow who was telling me about it,-' 
he went on with a smile, “ was wondering if 
Pittsburgh wouldn't be shut off from naviga
tion in case somebody should turn the springs 
forming the Allegheny and Monongahela into 
the one forming the Kanawha.

“ That, of course, is ridiculous; but it has 
given me the inspiration what to do here— 
divert all these springs into the lower one we 
first visited. And, don't you see, Weldon, 
you will have all the head of water in your 
reservoir that you can possibly use?”

There was no gainsaying his argument. 
The water was there, and the question of con
verging the different streams was practically 
a mere matter of digging a trench.

Moreover, the construction of his reservoir, 
as he had said, interposed only the slightest 
of difficulties. The mouth of the gully was

so narrow that one could almost leap across 
it; but it widened out behind, so that a mere 
apology of a dam would speedily transform 
it into a broad, deep basin covering an area 
equal to five or six city blocks.

“ Tin's water-tank scheme, however,” Ted 
confided to me, as we returned to our starting 
point, “ is a later idea. What I originally had 
in mind was merely to furnish a water supply 
to the house, and that is still the first thing 
I shall tackle."

“ But is it feasible?” I questioned doubt
fully, glancing at the high bank ahead over 
which the path clambered before it struck the 
slope leading down to the house. “ Seems to 
me, son, you've got a pretty tough engineering 
nut to crack in order to get the proper fall 
for your pipes. Indeed, I shouldn’t wonder 
if the spring is on a lower level than the 
house.”

“ No; you are wrong." he insisted. “ I have 
only been able to pace off the distances and 
figure roughly on the elevations; but I am 
satisfied there is ample leeway. For such a 
short distance, a fall of twenty or twenty-five 
feet would be all that is necessary, and I cal
culate it at nearer thirty.”

“ Well, be that as it may,” I still argued, 
“ there is plenty left to keep you guessing. 
From the looks of it, I should say that bank 
over yonder is one chunk of solid granite, and 
to steam-drill it and blast out a conduit is 
going to cost considerably more than the job is 
worth.”

“ Gee, but you are bright! ” and he eyed me 
sarcastically. “ If you spring many of that 
kind in public, Columbia will be asking for 
your diploma back. Who in his sober senses 
would ever dream of blasting a conduit for a 
little preposition of this sort? Of course, a 
siphon is the trick to use. You'll find, too, 
that it will work like a charm."

“ Oh," I said, considerably crestfallen at 
the ease with which he had been able to put it 
over me.

Nevertheless, a few minutes later I was 
back on the job. picking flaws and trying to 
prove him in the wrong. Corey always says 
that one of the chief reasons he likes me is 
because I am the original “ great objector,” 
and that if any of his schemes pass muster 
with me, he can be dead sure they are right.

“ But, Ted,” I now asked, when he had 
finally disposed satisfactorily of all the en
gineering criticisms I had to offer, “ how are 
you going to manage about the expense? 
Pipes and siphons and all that sort of para
phernalia are not to be got for the asking, and 
neither do they grow on trees.’'
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“ Ah, old spoil-sport,” ho laughed, “ I was 
waiting for that one. What else, do you sup
pose put the idea of the water-tank for the 
railroad in my head? I calculate on having 
the Pans}' Leaf pay for my bath-room all 
right, and I am going to sit right down this 
morning and write a letter taking up the mat
ter with the division engineer.

“ The only dickens of it all,” lie added rue
fully, “ is that, with official red-tape and the 
usual delay in such matters, it'll probably be 
Christmas before I find myself in the tub. ' 1

CHAPTER XI. 
t e d ' s a u t o m o b i l e .

As a matter of fact, Ted didn't have to wait 
for the decision of the division engineer; and 
this, more as a result of his own impetuous 
eagerness, coupled with a touch of luck, than 
from any other cause.

An idea, once in his brain, kept seething 
and simmering and popping out in all sorts 
of unexpected directions, like a handful of 
corn in a skillet; so it was no especial sur
prise to me, when I had dropped to sleep in 
a blanket out in the side yard after dinner, 
trying to make up for my wakeful night, to 
find him suddenly shaking me by the shoul 
der.

“ Weldon, I want to speak with you about 
that dam," lie said.

“ Oh. dam !” I muttered, but with quite a 
different meaning.

“ Yes, the dam,” he repeated, too full of 
his own purpose to heed my drowsy maledic
tions. “ It has just struck me that, in order 
to make a successful dicker with the division 
engineer when he comes, we must be able to 
show him that we've got all the water he needs. 
He isn't going to waste time trapesing to all 
those five different springs and figuring on 
the capacity of each. He'll just look at the 
first one, and v h |n  he sees only that thin 
trickle of water coming out, he’ll shake his 
head and say: ‘ Xixi.’

“ In other words." Ted went on, “ I must 
have my reservoir completed before he arrives, 
and consequently the dam must be built at 
once.”

“ All right,” I responded, burrowing deeper 
into my pillow. “ Go ahead and build it; 
but don't come around and wake me up even- 
time some wheel in your head starts a new 
revolution.”

My eye s were closed, but I could feel the 
look of reproach he cast on me for my somno
lent lack of interest. -

A moment longer I dallied with the temp
tation of my slothful yearnings; then sat up 
somewhat crossly and opened mv lids.

“ Oh, well,” I snapped, “ now that you've 
done the Macbeth act and murdered sleep. I 
suppose you might as well let me have the 
whole story. How is this dam to be built, 
that it can't wait until I have finished a half- 
hour nap? Some new and wonderful inven
tion, is it, which will make the Ashokan 
engineers take to the tall timbers?”

“ No,” he returned, passing over the un
gracious tone of my compliance, as was his 
way when he had some more important object 
in view than mere squabbling. “ No: noth
ing newer or more wonderful than good, old 
elbow-grease. We can do the work ourselves, 
Weldon, if you have got the sand to help me.”

“ It will take more than elbow-grease and 
sand,’’ I grumbled; “ yes. and more than 
earth and stones, too. You will need to have 
proper materials for a dam to hold back that 
weight of water. By rights, it should have a 
foundation and wings of solid concrete.”

“ Exactly,” he cried triumphantly. “ And 
what do you think? I've just discovered a 
lot of Portland cement back in the barn. Dad 
bought it once for the Bow-Wow and. having 
no immediate use for it, stored it up here and 
forgot about it.”

This revelation materially changed the 
complexion of things, for I didn't need him to 
tell me that there was an ample supply of 
gravel to form our concrete in the bed of the 
gully.

In fact, so far as I could see. there was no 
longer any reason why we two should not, as 
Ted had suggested, build a thoroughly strong 
and durable dam.

“ When do you want to begin?" I ques
tioned.

“ Right now, unless.” he smiled, “ you want 
to finish that nap you were so crazy about.”

“ No; I'm ready whenever you are. We’ll 
postpone the sleep job until a more convenient 
season.”

Accordingly, we spent the remainder of the 
afternoon rolling those heavy barrels of ce
ment up over the brow of the hill and down 
to the mouth of the gully, and in getting 
everything ready for our operations. And so 
tuckered out was I by my strenuous and un
accustomed exercise that, when I had downed 
the excellent supper Ted knocked off a half- 
hour earlier to prepare, and had stretched 
myself out on my corn-husks, neither mos
quitoes nor screech-owls nor anything else 
had power to disturb me.

I verilv believe that had a cannon been
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fired in our room that night, neither Ted nor 
I would have stirred.

Nevertheless, we were up bright and early 
the next morning, feeling like a couple of 
two-year-olds and, breakfast once despatched, 
we lost no time in getting back to the work.

For three days we worked like beavers, 
excavating down to bed-rock for our foun
dation, filling in the frames at sides and 
bottom with concrete, and then erecting a 
crisscross of logs and earth, the whole bul
warked with a rip-rap of boulders and solid 
masonry; and by sunset of the third day we 
had the satisfaction of seeing our dam com
pleted, eighteen feet high, properly propor
tioned in every particular, strong and sub
stantial as the granite walls of the gully 
clasping it on either side.

We stood on the bank watching the water 
rapidly fill up the basin behind it; for our 
trenches had been already dug, and it re
quired but the knocking away of a few ob
structions to turn the streams from our five 
springs into the single pool.

“ Well,” said I, “ there is the first step 
toward your bath-room, Ted.”

“ Yes, and I'm afraid the last step, too, for 
some time,” he returned moodily, for he was 
worried at having received no answer from 
his letter to the division engineer. “ I guess, 
old man, we’ll have to be content with nothing 
more than a swimming-pool for the present,”

As he finished, another voice behind us 
boomed out with an “ Hallo! What’s th is?” 
so abruptly, that we both gave a start, which 
came near precipitating us off the bank.

Turning, I saw a stout, red-faced man 
gazing with astonishment at our achievement. 
We had both been too engrossed in watching 
the inflow of the water to note his approach 
through the woods along the right of the 
ravine.

Ted at once recognized him, however, and 
introduced him to me as Mr. Dartle, a 
wealthy neighbor, the owner of the large stock- 
farm just across the line of the new railway 
from the Corey place and farther down the 
slope.

“ Mr. Dartle is one of the most noted breed
ers of fancy cattle in the country,” vouch
safed Ted politely.

But Mr. Dartle was too eaten up with 
curiosity to waste much time on the ameni
ties.

“ What you fellers tryin' to do here?” he 
demanded, his eyes and mouth still agape at 
the transformation we had effected. “ Why 
in Sam Hill should vou be dammin’ up this 
old gully?”

Ted explained that it was to furnish a 
water supply for the house, and went into de
tails showing how he expected to transport the 
flow.

“ Well, say, that's pretty cute now," ad
mitted Mr. Dartle. “ But why in Sam Hill 
did you want to make such a big reservoy 
fur? You'll have water there enough to float 
a battleship.”

“ Oh, we thought, while we were about it, 
we might build one of decent size,” answered 
Ted carelessly.

It was evident that he didn't intend to give 
away all his plans.

“ Jes’ so,” the stock-breeder nodded. 
“ Dunno but you're wise, too. A body never 
knows jes’ what is goin' to turn up.’’

He stood a few moments longer watching 
with us the pool fill; then, struck apparently 
by a sudden thought, he turned again to Ted.

“ Say,” he proposed, “ why can’t I git in on 
this here water-hole of your’n ? I spent seven 
hundred dollars pipin’ that spring on my 
place to my barns; but the pesky thing dries 
up every summer, and we have to be haulin’ 
water over half the time.”

“ Get in on i t ? ” hesitated Ted. I could 
see how he was struggling not to appear too 
anxious. “ Whv, I guess that would be all 
O.K.”

“ All right.’’ assented Dartle, ‘‘ if the 
charge ain't too high. What you goin' to tax 
me fur this here priviledge?”

“ Let's see. You've got about a half-mile 
of piping in over there, if I am not mis
taken. Mr. Dartle? That ought to be suffi
cient for both our needs without having to 
buy any new. Say, then, that you furnish 
me with all the pipe I require, and a couple 
of your hands to lay it, and I guess we can 
call your water-hill square.

“ Or Stop,” he interrupted himself with a 
sudden reflection. "Haven't you also got 
an automobile, Mr. Dartle, that you bought 
and never use ? "

“ Yes: but don't think that's goin' to be 
thrown into the bargain, son I've found 
that a boss suits me better'll one of them 
burned rattle-traps: but jest the same I ain't 
gives* it away."

“ Oh, I never dreamed of asking that,” 
Ted assured him. “ I only thought that, so 
long as you are not using it, you might be 
willing to let me have the loan of it for the 
summer.”

When the bargain was thus completed, and 
Dartle had moved on, I turned eagerly to my 
companion.

“ Will you kindly tell me what ever got
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you to propose such terms as those ? ” I 
asked. “ I can understand the pipe part of 
it; but why in Sam Hill, as Dartle says, did 
you  strike him for the loan of his automobile 
instead of a cash consideration?”

“ Oh. that's easy.” he laughed. ” In the 
first place, the old fellow is as close as the 
bark on a tree, and he would have squealed 
murder at the thought of giving up actual 
hard cash. But there was another reason 
why I especially wanted his motor,-' he ad
mitted.

“ And what was that? ”
“ In order that I -might make good my 

invitations to Nellie Perley."

CHAPTER XII.
A XKW OUTLOOK.

T he automobile from Dartle came over 
next morning at just about the same time the 
rural mail delivery brought an answer from 
the division engineer stating that he would 
be up that day to examine into the propo
sition which Mr. Corey had so kindly sub
mitted to him.

“ Gee. but it's lucky, I happened to re
member old Dartle had this thing," cried Ted 
exultantly, as he patted the side ef the car. 
“ Xow, I can receive his ‘ N il® ’ in proper 
Style when he comes; for, let me tell you, a 
bit of front goes a long way with some of 
these guys. Weldon. I am afraid you will 
have to act as my chauffeur to-day, and ad
dress me as Mr. Corey, whenever you speak 
to me."

Well, I couldn't see much sense in that; 
but I was game all right, so I dug into my 
trunk for a motor-coat and cap I had, stuck 
on a pair of goggles, and tried to look like 
the real article for all I was worth.

And, say, do you know, our darned tomfool
ery proved to be a winner; for Crosby, the di
vision engineer has since confessed to me that 
he came up there under the impression that 
he was going to meet the old bankrupt build
er of the Bow-Wow, and that if there was 
anything in the proposition, he could close 
a deal for little or nothing.

When he stepped off the train, though, 
and was hustled to a waiting motor-car by 
a shrewd-looking, well-dressed chap who evi
dently was in no pressing need of money, 
from the fact that he employed a chauffeur, 
Crosby says that he immediately made up his 
mind that the railroad would have to pay.

They were hard put to it for a water-tank 
along that section, it seems, except at con

siderable exjx'nse, and Ted's offer coming 
to them like a godsend, the engineer's in
structions were to clinch it without fail, but 
of course at as low a figure as possible.

Fifty or a hundred dollars for a perpetual 
contract, Crosby tells me, was the price he 
expected to pay.

I laugh still, when I remember how his 
eyes were almost popping out of his head, 
as Ted ushered him into the car, and taking 
a seat beside him in the rear gave me a curt;

“ Out to the reservoir, Samuel.’’
“ Pardon me, Mr. Corey," stammered 

Crosby; “ but I will have to admit I am sur
prised. I had expected to meet an entirelv 
different man in this matter, the late owner 
of the B., O. and W., in fact. His name, too, 
is Edmund K., you know.’’’

* Yes,” Ted smiled his stereotyped an
swer, “ but you see this neighborhood is full 
of Coreys.

Then, to get off the subject, the rascal be
gan to descant on me in a supposed under
tone, but every word of which reached my 
ear.

“ I pay him a big salary," he said with 
the air of a millionaire, "and also overlook 
a good deal of petty grafting that he does; 
for the fellow has been with me a long time, 
and I believe is really attached to me."’

He also took occasion to remark as we 
passed a fine estate just outside the town that 
he was seriously thinking of buying it.

“ Yes." said I to myself; "and so am I 
‘ thinking' of running for President, but 
that is alKiut all it will ever amount to."

However, Crosby was duly impressed by 
all this fol-de-rol, and every minute kept 
notching up on his figures, which after all 
was the main object to he attained.

By road, the nearest point to the resrvoir 
that we could reach was some distance up the 
hill back of Corey's house; so it happened, 
that alighting from the car, we approached 
the gully from above, and could see nothing 
of it or of our construction work until we 
Were directly on the bank.

If we could not see, we could hear, how
ever, and as we drew nearer, the sound of 
angry , fr ightened voices come u p  to us 
through the Woods, mingled with a strange, 
ever-increasing roar.

Involuntarily, we all three started to run
ning; but as we plunged through the under
brush, and came out on the edge of the 
ravine, we paused short, stricken with amaze
ment.

Below us. the basin, brimful, was pouring 
out its overflow over the top of the dam, turn
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ing the miniature cascade just below into a 
foaming Xiagara which flooded the cut 
where the railroad's steam-shovel was at 
work, and was even encroaching on Dartle's 
land upon the further side.

Beside the dam, stood a party of the steam- 
shovelers, Dartle, and a group of his men, 
all loudly disputing among themselves as 
to the cause of the phenomenon, and the 
best method whereby to put a stop to it.

The real trouble was that in our desire to 
show the division engineer an ample head 
of water, Ted and I had closed the safety gate 
that morning, never realizing how quickly 
the basin would fill.

But now as we saw the devastation which 
was being caused by our thoughtlessness, we 
sprang down the slope with one accord, and 
began tugging with all our strength at the 
heavy winch.

Slowly it yielded, the water began to 
come through more and more as the aperture 
widened; and then the gate fully opened, the 
imprisoned flood slowly receded from the top 
of the dam, and poured itself a rushing but 
harmless torrent down the runway.

“ By love," exclaimed Crosby, a far-away 
look in his eyes as he glanced along the line 
of the railroad in course of construction, 
“ there is certainly enough water power here 
to— "

Then, as he saw our questioning glances 
bent upon him, he halted in unmistakable 
confusion.

“ Ah, Mr. Corey," he said in a totally 
different voice; “ let me congratulate you on 
your dam. It must have been splendidly 
built to withstand all that pressure."

But Ted wasn't to be turned aside by a 
bit of taffy, no matter how judiciously ad
ministered.

I could see he was doing some pretty rapid 
thinking for the next few minutes, and pres
ently while Crosby was taking some addi
tional measurements, he drew me aside and 
whispered excitedly in mv ear;

“ I've figured out what he was going to 
say, and I know now how to bring Perley 
and the Tansy Leaf to time."

“ E h ? "  I  g a sp ed .
“ Yes, sir, it is plain as the nose on your 

face. The thought struck him that here was 
sufficient water power to allow the use of 
electricity on this division, and lie started to 
speak his idea aloud. Just think of the 
tremendous saving to be effected, if the trains 
were to be jerked over this extension by a 
water-power-generated current, instead of by 
steam. I ’ll bet you what you dare, that's

what he will recommend just as soon as he 
gets back to headquarters.

“ But the Tansy Leaf'll not get it without 
paying." he added emphatically. “ They'll 
find themselves bidding for the plum against 
their old rival, the D., X. and Q."

“ T heD .,X . and Q .?"
“ Certainly. Don't you think the D., X. 

and Q. would be tickled to death to parallel 
this extension of the Tansy Leaf and thereby 
knock out all the advantage the latter expects 
to gain from the cut-off?”

“ Possibly," I admitted; “ but the thing 
is impossible. As I understand it, there is 
only one possible right-of-way through Berk
ley gap.”

“ Ah, but don't you see my little dam 
settles that question, too, and knocks all of 
Jabez Terlev’s vaunted shrewdness and sa
gacity into a cocked hat. For a steam road, 
the right-of-way through the gap is a neces
sity; but an electric road, able to take stiffer 
grades, can go up over the hills; It is a 
life and death question in fact for the Pansy 
Leaf: for an electrified parallel line of the 
D., X. and Q. would simply send them to 
the scrap-heap.

“ But whoever gets it will have to pay," 
he repeated. “ Tliev will have to pav 
clearly."

CHAPTER X III.
A FRANCHISE W H IL E  YOU WAIT.

T ed 's glowing visions of future profits did 
not, however, obscure his eyesight in regard 
to the lesser transaction at hand.

He drove a stiff bargain—a very stiff 
bargain—with Crosby, securing not only a 
high annual rental for a stipulated number 
of gallons of water, but also an immediate 
cash bonus, which he elatedly whispered to 
me would a good deal more than cover the 
cost of the bath-tub and plumbing.

“ I suppose," remarked Crosby carelessly 
as he drew up the contract, “ that we might 
as well insert a clause providing that what
ever additional water the road may need for 
any purpose  it shall have  at the same rate, 
Xot that it cuts any figure in this case, of 
course, but they like at headquarters to have 
those little safeguards put in."

“ Just so," returned Ted dryly; “ but I 
also have a prejudice concerning such * little 
safeguards,’ and I guess, if you please, we 
will leave the clause you mention out."

He also gave the division engineer a shock 
when it came time to sign up; for the latter
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then first discovered that he had been deal
ing throughout with a representative of 
“ old Bow-Wow’’ Corey, Ted having secured 
from his father legal authority to close the 
transaction on whatever terms he saw fit.

“ I thought you said you were no relative 
of his," flared up the railroad man angrily.

“ Oh, no. I merely told you there were 
plenty of Coreys in the neighborhood, and 
that is the literal truth."

Xor was this the last time that poor 
Crosby was destined to suffer chagrin; for 
when he hastened to headquarters to report 
the astounding discovery he had made out 
in the Berkley hills, he found himself fore
stalled by a letter from Ted. giving the full 
details, and intimating pretty plainly tlnu 
unless the Pansy Leaf came down handsomely 
for the water power, the D., X. and Q. prob 
ably would, a a similar notification having 
been sent to them.

The sensation which those two missive-; 
created in certain Wall Street offices, and 
the results which arose from them are matters 
to receive attention a little further along and 
therefore shall not be touched on here.

To return to the thread of my story, we 
saw Crosbv off on the train, drove from 
there to the plumber's to order the bath-room 
equipment, and then Ted. sort of bracing 
himself as though about to dive into co d 
water, announced:

“ And now that business is over, let us 
attend to pleasure. I am going around to 
take Miss Perley on one of those motor rides 
I promised her."

He had been bold as brass up to this time, 
standing up for his rights with Crosby, a id 
carrying things off with a high hand; but 
now he turned nervous and fidgety as a cat. 
The color came and went in his face, his 
hands trembled, and he drove the car a; a 
funereal pace, taking the longest way he could 
figure out to reach the Perleys' house.

I actually believe he would have funked 
going altogether, if he hadn't been ashamed 
to weaken before me. It was his obstinacy 
kept him up to doing what he said he would.

As he stood waiting at the door, after he 
had rung the bell, he was the most perfect 
picture of a condemned criminal on the vay 
to execution that I have ever beheld.

But five seconds later you should have -een 
the transformation scene. Xell came ou. all 
smiles, and Ted was transformed.

Evidently she hadn't dropped to his du
plicity yet; for she was as gay and gracious 
as she had been either that day on the campus 
or during the trip out from Xew York.

In the sunshine of her favor, his spirits 
revived; and lie bore the scolding she gave 
him for not showing up before, with the 
look of a cat lapping down cream.

At first she declared that just to punish 
him she would not go out in his old motor 
car; but finally consented for the sake of a 
girl chum who was visiting her, and who 
she said would be down in a minute.

The latter, she insisted, we would both 
fall in love with the minute we saw; and 
although her prediction was not fully veri
fied, I must confess that it came a good half 
way to being true.

This is not my story; but possibly I may 
be pardoned for intruding a personal note, 
and stating that the young lady to whom 
I was then introduced, has long since become 
my wife.

Such being the upshot of the occurrence, 
it may well be imagined that the four of us 
had a delightful time together that afternoon.

On our return, Mrs. Corey urged Ted and 
myself so hospitably to stay for supper that 
we could not well refuse, and it was conse
quently eight o'clock or a little after when 
we again boarded the motor and started for 
the farm.

As we sped along the main street, I saw a 
throng gathered about the town hall and 
people passing in and out.

“ Hallo,"’ I questioned. ^W hat’s u p ? ”
For I had heard of no public entertain

ment in prospect.
'Fed glanced indifferently at the crowd. 

“ Meeting of the Board of Aldermen, I 
guess," he answered.

Then a sudden thought striking him, he 
ground down on the brake, and brought the 
machine to a halt with a jerk.

“ Suppose we attend, Weldon?" he sug
gested. “ I have an idea it may be worth 
our while.”

When we came out again, we had in our 
pockets, signed, sealed, and in legal form, 
fifty year franchises to supply the town of 
Berkley with water-works, and also with 
electric light and power.

The aldermen had treated the affair as a 
huge joke, but Ted got what he wanted.

“ Let them laugh," whispered Ted to me, 
“ He laughs best who laughs last.”

CHAPTER XIY.
PA c o r e y ’s b a r g a in .

For the explanation of Ted's purpose in 
those franchises, I had not long to wait.
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“ Weldon,” lie said, as we spun luxuri
ously along the road which less than a week 
before we had tramped with heavy hearts, 
" this water power is going to be a bigger 
thing than either of us have had any idea. 
Why, it opens up new vistas of wealth and 
power to mv mind almost everv minute.”

“ How so'? ” I asked.
“ Why, don’t you see? With that sheer 

fall just below the mouth of the gully, and 
the ability to increase our head of water to a 
much greater extent, we can supply almost 
unlimited power. What will be the result? 
Industries will cluster there.

“ First, the railroad power-houses; then, 
mills and factories, and shops of all kinds. 
Their employees will have to be housed and 
supplied with the necessities of life. First 
thing we know, we shall have a city springing 
up. Then our water and light franchises 
will be worth having.

“ I know one thing,” he added emphati
cally, “ I would not sell that worthless old 
farm of ours just now, if I was offered six 
times its market value.

“ Have you got any money?” He turned 
to me in his impulsive way. “ If you have, 
I ’d advise you to invest it in six months 
options on lan d . out in that vicinity, and 
make your eternal fortune.”

“ Oh, I haven’t enough to do anything 
with,” I deprecated. “ My uncle left me 
a legacy some years ago; but I used a good 
part of it on my education. What remains, 
all told, doesn’t amount to $1,200.”

“ Twelve hundred dollars! ” He opened 
his eyes. “ Good land, man, you can buy an 
option on half of Florida County with $1,200.

I didn’t know whether I was a fool or not; 
but the next morning I drew on the bank at 
home for my hoarded nest-egg, and sank 
every penny of it in taking options on that 
bleak and barren mountain side.

The next few days after the excitement 
we had been through seemed rather unevent
ful. We found some interest in watching the 
plumbers turn into a bath-room the little 
loft we had used as a sleeping chamber the 
night of our arrival; for the promised bed
stead had now arrived, and we were duly in
stalled in the room down-stairs.

The rest of the time we put in at various 
chores, and in bringing about much needed 
improvements on the premises. The fence 
was now mended, the yard mowed, the roof 
re-shingled, a girl hired to relieve Ted and 
his mother of the cooking and other work, 
and orders even given for the painting of the 
house and the erection of a front veranda.

All this had been accomplished, either by 
the labor of us two youngsters, or else with 
the bonus-money received from the railroad; 
yet Mr. Corey appeared far from pleased.

He had tried to get his son to turn over 
to him the payment made on the water-tank 
deal: but Ted firmly declined.

Now the old man grouched and sniffed 
around all day about the sinful waste of all 
that good cash which could have been in
vested to advantage by a shrewd, business 
man like himself.

He seemed quite to forget that the windfall 
was entirely due to his son’s enterprise and 
ingenuity, and talked about Ted as though 
he were some crook who by fraud and chi
canery had swindled him out of his rightful 
dues.

No one paid much heed to the old fellow’s 
grumblings, though. As for Ted and my
self, we had troubles of our own; for we were 
beginning to grow concerned over the failure 
of either of the railroads to pay the slightest 
heed to his letters.

Were all our rainbow hopes built on false 
premises? Were we mistaken in the mean
ing we had credited to Crosby's interrupted 
sentence? We could not believe it, and yet 
this continued silence certainly appeared omi
nous.

The only surcease we could find from our 
gnawing apprehensions was in the society of 
Nellie Perley and her chum, and we sought 
it with more and more regularity.

Nearly every afternoon, in fact, we were 
at Nellie’s house, or else out with the two 
in the motor, and at such times I guess 
we both forgot that there were such things 
as rival railroads, and water-power going 
to waste, and options drawing nearer ex
piration every day.

Yet there, too, I ’d wake up every now 
and again to a twinge of apprehension as 
might some fellow living at the foot of a 
volcano. Not that I personally was in dan
ger of the eruption, but I didn't well see how 
'J>d could possibly escape and I understood 
better now what it might mean to lose one’s 
girl.

And if I was perturbed on his account, 
imagine how he must have felt himself with 
that sort of danger constantly hanging over 
him. He has since told me that he started 
out time and again with the intention of 
’fessing up, only to weaken and hold back 
when actually in her presence.

Oh, his rule of divine justice worked to a 
T in this case. He got paid back for those 
fibs of his with compound interest.
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How Nellie had failed for so long to learn 
the truth in a gossiping little place like 
Berkley, I couldn't figure out anyhow; but 
at length concluded that it must be because 
she associated chiefly with the “ summer peo
ple, " and had few acquaintances among the 
native folk.

Still I knew that almost 'any day some 
chance remark or unforeseen incident would 
open her eyes and provoke the cataclysm. I 
knew it, and Ted knew it, too.

And, by Jove, I thought the time had come, 
when one afternoon about two weeks later as 
the four of us were sitting on Perley's porch, 
I suddenly glanced up and saw old Jabez 
turning in at the gate.

We had never happened to run into him 
before on our visits to the house; for he 
had come to Berkley but infrequently that 
summer, and indeed for the last three weeks 
had remained steadily in New York.

He was here now, though, without mistake, 
and, to my mind, his arrival made the ex
posure of Ted's silly deceptions certain.

He knew who the boy was, remember; for 
he could hardly have forgotten that intro
duction as he sat waiting in his automobile 
on Class Day.

Moreover, although he might have paid no 
heed when hearing his daughter speak of her 
acquaintance with a “ Mr. Corey," it was 
hardly likely that he would fail to mention 
the relationship to “ old Bow-Wow." when 
lie thus saw the boy with his own eyes.

No, I felt that Ted was cornered, and I 
am sure that he felt so, too.

He paled slightly, and involuntarily 
braced himself as though for a shock, as 
he saw the railroad president's eyes light on 
him with a quick gleam of recognition, fol
lowed by a sudden grim tightening of the 
lips.

The hostile expression faded from his 
face, however, and a warm, gracious smile 
took its place; for Perley, when he wanted 
could be as conciliatory as oil.

Merely nodding to the rest of us, he 
stepped toward Ted, and held out his hand.

“ Young Mr. Corey, I believe," he said 
affably. “ If  I am not mistaken, I had the 
pleasure of meeting you in New York? ”

I have always put it down to my chum’s 
credit that he didn't make an abject and 
gibbering fool of himself at this point. 
True, he was so taken aback for a second, 
that he reeled groggily, and grasped at the 
arm of his chair; but he quickly caught hold 
of himself and came back with an assent like 
a Chesterfield.

“ Well, Mr. Core)-." said the other, “ this 
is a rather informal way to talk business; 
but my time is limited and meeting you here 
saves me the trouble of hunting you up as 
I had expected to do.

“ To be brief, sir, and come to the point 
without delay. I am instructed by the di
rectors of the Pansy Leaf to inform you that 
we are ready to accept your proposition in 
regard to water-power, and accede to your 
rather onerous terms,"

He hesitated a moment, then added: “ You 
may have resented somewhat our seeming in
difference in this matter and our failure to 
communicate with you: but I assure you that 
our attention has been so engaged with—er— 
other matters, that it was only yesterday we 
could take up your proposal with a view to 
reaching a decision."

What those “ other matters ” which had 
engaged their attention were, he did not take 
the trouble to state; but we know now that 
it was a Kilkenny cat fight between them
selves and the D., X. and Q. provoked by 
Ted's duplicate letters to their respective 
chiefs.

According to the way of railroads, neither 
system was willing to buy what they wanted 
from an outsider. Instead, each determined 
to wipe the other off the face of the earth, 
and then having no competitor, purchase the 
water-power for a song.

The echoes of that memorable battle on 
the stock exchange did not reach us in our 
seclusion; but it must have been furious.

At the end of two weeks, though, it was 
still a draw; and Perley concluding that 
maybe discretion was the better part of valor, 
had persuaded his associates to pull off, and 
try what was really the less expensive tack.

They were all ready enough to quit the 
disastrous campaign against the D.. N. and 
Q .; but some of them still urged that a way 
be sought to thimblerig Ted.

Old Jabez, however, had had a report from 
Crosby on the water-tank deal, and told them 
plainly that there was no use in wasting 
time. They simply had to meet the terms 
proposed, and the sooner and more gracious
ly they did it the better.

So, now at last, Ted Corey’s boast was 
made good, and the Pansy Leaf was about to 
pay the debt it owed on the despised Bow- 
Wow.

“ I have full authority." announced Perley 
to Ted," and shall be prepared to close with 
vou, as soon as I have inspected your reser
voir and plant, and am satisfied that every
thing is as represented."
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Of course, agents for both lines had made 
a thorough examination long before, and he 
knew that the proposition was all right: but 
it would never have done for him to miss 
taking a squint at the dam himself and pok
ing 'a stick into the reservoir to measure its 
depth. Gosh, how much of a bluff there is 
in business after r-.ll!

I will say for rerley, however, that he 
made no pretense at lofty indifference as 
so many men in his position would have 
done. He was ready and eager to go out 
to the place at once; and frankly said so.

We persuaded him, though, to defer his 
visit for a couple of hours; for we wanted 
our undertaking to look its best for him, 
and to accomplish this it was necessary to 
shut down the water-gate.

“ All right," he smiled, when we had ex
plained our reasons, “ I will wait then as 
you say. Nell and I will take a run out 
there about six o'clock, eh, daughter?”

How we raced that car of Dartle's out to 
the farm! How our hearts thrilled with tri- 
.umph on the way! How we shouted, and 
cheered and laughed and slapped one another 
on the back once we were clear of the town

And then as we spun the machine up into 
the yard, and sprang, out, Mrs. Corey, her 
face radiant, came running to the door to 
meet us.

How it could have happened, I didn’t 
know, but I surely judged from her expres
sion that she. must have heard the good news.

“ Oh, Teddy, Teddy,” .she exclaimed, 
“ what do you think? Father has sold this 
worthless old farm ! ”

“ Sold the farm ?” gasped Ted.
“ Yes,” she replied proudly; “ and at a 

splendid price, too. He gets fifteen hundred 
dollars! ”

CHAPTER XV.

IX  T H E ’ XICK OF TIM E.

W e l l , say, maybe those D., N. & Q. people 
hadn’t been smart? While Perley and his 
associates on the Pansy Leaf were preparing 
to pay Ted a fortune for the coveted water
power, the other gang had ^ot next to the 
old man and scooped in the farm, springs 
and all, for a beggarly pittance.

Ted saw it all in a flash, and staggered 
back, white-faced and practically “ all in,” 
against the wheel of the automobile.

“ Yes," hi? mother ran on, so happy that 
she failed to notice his agitation, “ isn’t if 
glorious? The money is all counted out on 

10 A

die table, a great pile of twenty-dollar bills; 
and your father— ”

She was interrupted by the old man's 
querulous voice from within as he impatiently 
called, “ Mary! M ary."’

“ Ah "—she turned toward the door— “ I 
g u e s s  they must lie waiting for me to sign 
now.”

“ Waiting for you to sign!” Ted revived 
like a man charged with oxygen.

Across the yard he went like an unchained 
whirlwind, sprang up the steps at a single 
bound, and dashed after his mother into the 
room.

She had just seated herself at the table, 
and was dipping her pen into the ink.

Snatching the pen from her surprised 
grasp, he flung it across the room; then 
turned to face his father and the smug rep- 
resentativve of the D., N. & Q., both of 
whom had risen angrily from their chairs and 
stood glaring at him.

“ Why, what do you mean, Teddy?” qua
vered his mother.

"M ean?” Ted roared. “ I mean that you 
are not going to sign that swindling deed if 
I can prevent it."

“ Swindling deed ? " blustered the suppo
sitious purchaser. “ You don’t know what 
you are talking about, young man. At fif
teen hundred dollars I am offering really 
much more than the place is worth.”

“ Here, that'll do for you.” Ted turned 
on him. “ I know just what you want, and 
whom you represent. Never think that you'll 
get for fifteen hundred what is nearer worth 
fifteen millions, You can understand right 
now that the Pansy Leaf and I have come 
to terms: so, since your deed without my 
mother's signature is worthless, you can take 
it. and this "—he swept up the pile of bank
notes with a contemptuous gesture— “ and 
clear out.

" Or perhaps,” he added grimly, as the 
other seemed to hesitate, “ you would prefer 
to have me kick you off the place?”

The man cast one glance at Ted's face, 
quivering with righteous indignation, meas
ured his stalwart frame: then, quickly gath
ering  u p  the rejected bunch of twenties,  beat 
it for the door.

Old man Corey, however, was less easy 
to subdue. He got it into his head that Ted 
had killed off a profitable deal for the sake 
of some mere visionary project, and, refusing 
to listen to any explanations, raved and 
stamped around the room, until finally in his 
angry disappointment he stormed out of the 
house and off up into the woods.
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Neither did the mother seem able to get 
through her head what was up.

“ What does it all mean, Teddy?" she 
kept repeating. “ Why wouldn't you let me 
sign ? "

“ I haven't time to tell you now. ma," lie 
finally exclaimed in desperation at the seem
ing impossibility of making her understand. 
“ Only know that everything is all right, and 
that prosperity is here—a richer prosperity 
than we have ever known.

“ Come on, Weldon," he added, turning to 
me. “ That water-gate has got to be elosed, 
for Perley will be out now almost before we 
know it."

However, the magnate did not arrive too 
soon; for the springs responded nobly to our 
call, and by the time he appeared the basin 
stood brimful.

He expressed himself, too, as fully satis
fied, and announced to Ted that he would be 
ready to close their deal and pay over the 
cash as soon as the papers could be prepared 
on the morrow.

Just before he and Nell were ready to 
leave, the whole party of us walked out on 
the dam, and the father and daughter watched 
while Ted and I operated the gate to let out 
the confined flood.

As they stood there. Nell suddenly ex
claimed :

“ Oh, what is that? ”
Following the direction of her pointed 

finger, we saw down by the concrete base of 
the dam on the further side a sputtering, 
hissing thing, like a serpent of tiny .-park-— 
unmistakably'a lighted fuse.

For a moment we three men stood, para- 
1 vised with horror. We could see it was just 
about burned up. and there was no possibility 
with the intervening distance to reach it in 
time.

Another second, and there would undoubt- 
edlv come a terrific explosion which would 
blow us all to smithereens.

But at that instant, with a wild shout, a 
disheveled, gray-haired figure dashed down, 
that side of the pulley, pounced on the splut
tering bomb, and. straightening up, hurled it 
far out over the cliff beyond, where it went 
off with a deafening report, but harmlessly?,, 
in the bed of the stream.

The savior who appeared so opportunely 
was old man Corey. Tying buck in the 
woods nursing his grievance, he had chanced 
to overhear two rough-looking men talking 
of how they had arranged to dynamite the 
dam.

He gathered that their bomb was already

planted, and set to go off at six o'clock; but, 
fearful that if they discovered him they 
would prevent his coming to the rescue, he 
had to creep very cautiously and silently 
from his covert and make a long detour 
through the woods in order to reach his desti
nation.

And, as it was, he arrived, as previously 
related, not a moment too soc t.

“ All," cried Ted with sparkling eyes, as 
he pointed to the statuesque old figure with 
arm still upraised, " that is the ' old vision
ary of the mountains' and my father! 
Haven't I a right to be proud of him? In 
the slang of the day, he's ‘ made good!

He thought he was making a great revela
tion; but, as a matter of fact, Nell had dis
covered the fact long before, but kept her own 
counsel.

Nor. much as she hated deceit, did she 
blame 'Fed for his evasions, she has since 
told me.

“ No wonder," she says excusingly, “ he 
didn’t want to start out in life, or pay court 
to me, stamped with the handicap of his 
father's failures.”

I guess with her, as with most other 
women, there is one law for the "one man,” 
and another for all the rest.

Well, there is little more of my story left 
to tell. We have never found out who at
tempted to perpetrate the outrage at the dam, 
although we have some pretty well-defined 
suspicions. Far be it from me to ascribe any 
such despicable act to the estimable directors 
of the D., N. &: Q .; but I can understand 
how a railroad corporation might give their 
representative to understand that if he was 
outbid in the deal, a move of the sort would 
seriously discommode and harass their suc
cessful rivals.

However, there is no danger of any recur
rence of that sort of thing, for the dam is 
now almost as carefully guarded as the crown 
jewels'of England.

I may also state that, according to his 
promise. Mr. Perley the next morning duly 
ratified his agreement with the Corcvs, father 
and son. and the Pansy Leaf was once more 
saved.

“ Is there anything else I've got you 
want?” Jakez joked Ted after the papers 
were signed. “ You've overlooked my watch 
and scarf-pin.”

“ No, you may keep those." said Ted. Isold 
as brass: “ but I guess there is one more de
mand I will have to make of you."

" And what is that ? "
" Your daughter." .
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Jabez studied him for a full minute with 
his searching gaze.

“ What has £he got to say about i t? ” he 
asked at length.

“ Oh, I am under promise not to ask her 
for thirty days; but I guess it will be all

T H E

right. She understands that I can’t speak 
yet; but we have talked a good deal about 
what we expect to do after everything is ar
ranged and we are married.”

Well, after that, what could T  do but re
lease him from his pledge?

END.

Why He Got the Automobile.
B Y  F R E D  V.  G R E E N E ,  Jr .
How Chance Mishap Suggested a Look 
into the Mouth of the G ift-H orse.

M ILLER roused up from the doze into 
which he had fallen and, gripping 

afresh the pipe that had long since grown 
cold, stared down the road toward where he 
could hear the noise of an approaching auto
mobile.

The old storekeeper did not realize the 
picture he made as he sat there on the narrow 
stoop, with the fitting background of a plow, 
a roll of barbed-wire fencing, and the fertil
izer signs tacked on the building; but the 
driver of the automobile evidently did, for he 
smiled slightly to himself as he pulled up 
before the place.

After shooting a quick glance at the 
weather-beaten sign, he asked: “ Is Mr.
Miller about? ”

“ Guess he might be,” the old man replied, 
with no apparent interest in the arrival of the 
newcomer—he had already decided that he 
was an agent for some patent-medicine, and 
as he was well-stocked up with pain-killers, 
“ go.od alike for man or beast,” he felt that he 
had no use for the salesman’s goods.

“ I ’d like to see him,” the other went on, 
and, stepping from the car, he advanced to the 
steps of the porch. “ Can I do so? ”

“ Guess ye kin, if yer eyes is in good shape,” 
the storekeeper chuckled—there was some
thing in this man's deference that tickled his 
vanity.

“ Oh, are you Mr. M iller?”
“ Was up to yesterday, an’ ain’t heard of 

no one makin’ application to change it since.” 
“ Then you're the man I want to see.”
The stranger hurried lightly up the steps 

and, as he stood before the old man, he added:
“ I ’ve come all the way from New \o rk  to see 
vou, so that we could have a little conversa
tion.”

This statement did not tend to decrease the 
storekeeper's idea that the fellow had some
thing to dispose of. In fact, it increased it, 
and he queried bluntlv: “ Wal, wot ve got
to sell ? ”

“ Sell ? ” The man laughed lightly. “ I ’ve 
nothing to .sell. That isn't my mission.”

“ N o ? ” Miller remarked with a rising in
flection.

The other had already pulled the roll of 
barbed wire over beside the storekeeper.

“ No—just to the contrary. You see— ”
But the sentence was not completed just 

then. The man had seated himself upon one 
of the sharp points of the roll, and his sudden 
rise in the world brought forth the exclama
tion “ Ouch!” and also the necessary infor
mation that “ These points are blamed sharp.”

“ Just like the people here’bouts.” As 
Miller spoke, there was a gleam of suspicion 
in his eyes.

“ And that’s what we've all got to be now
adays,” the stranger agreed, as he tipped the 
roll over and seated himself on the wooden 
reel.

Then, with a sudden look of interest, he 
glanced up into the storekeeper’s face as he 
added: “ Mr. Miller, my name is Williams,
and I'm a special agent for the Elting Motor 
Car Company, who are manufacturing the 
very best cheap car upon the market to-dav/’

“ They be?” the old man remarked in a 
most disinterested tone.

“ Yes. The car they are making is the very 
one that all the manufacturers in the country 
have been working on for years, and upon 
which thousands and thousands of dollars 
have been spent. But we’ve beaten them all 
out. We’ve got the goods, and I tell you it’s 
a pleasure and a satisfaction to know that.”
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The man paused a moment, out Miller's 
face was as expressionless as so much molded 
clay. Plainly, the wondrous success of the 
lilting Motor Car Company aroused no great 
enthusiasm within the breast of this old resi
dent of the hills.

“ Ever ride in tin automobile?” Williams 
queried of a sudden.

“ Who? M e?” the old man asked quick
ly, and in his voice there was a plainly ap
parent alarm.

“ They’re great,” the other assured him. 
“ Just the very thing to get over these hills. 
With one of them— ”

‘'Look here, young man.” Miller broke in. 
“ I thought you said you wasn’t tryin' to sell 
nothin’.”

“ Whv— I'm not,” Williams asserted. 
“ I— ” ’

“ Ain't you fishin’ ‘bout, trvin’ to sell me 
one of them consumed things?” The store
keeper pointed a long, bony finger contemp
tuously at the brightly-painted car before 
them.

“ S e l l  one! ” the other laughed.
Then he faced the old man, and his voice 

dropped to one of confidence as he said: 
“ Mr. Miller, I told you I'm not here to sell 
you anything, and I ’m not. My errand here 
is to g i v e  you something, and, if you’ll take it. 
I'll make you a present of that little machine 
there, and I tell you honestly, no one can buy 
a more serviceable car at any price.”

For a moment the old man didn’t speak— 
he only stared incredulously at the other.

“ I mean it,” Williams continued. “ My 
company sent me up here to see you, and try  
to get you to accept that car with their com
pliments.”

A look of suspicion swept over Miller's 
weather-scarred face.

“ Folks ain't givin’ things away for nothin' 
nowadays,” he maintained.

“ Indeed they're not.” Williams agreed, 
much to the other's surprise. “ And my com
pany is no exception to the rule. But we've 
figured it all out, and we consider it the very 
best kind of advertising.”

“ Wal, I'm  listenin’,” Miller announced 
rather curtly, when the other paused an in
stant.

Williams’s tone of confidence appeared 
again as he began: “ It's this way, Mr. Mil
ler. The automobile manufacturers all over 
the country are advertisement-mad. Why, 
some of the companies spend fifty thousand 
dollars a year for advertising alone.”

“ It don’t seem possible.” The storekeep
er’s face showed that he was visibly impressed.

“ Now, here's where we come in,” Williams 
went on. “ We've figured the whole thing
out, and we've got a great scheme. It's an 
assured fact that one car sells others, and, 
working upon this theory, we've decided to 
give away—present to the leading man of a 
district—a car absolutely free, and appoint 
him our agent for his territory. \Ye are giv
ing away one thousand cars this wav, and 
even the cost of them isn't as much as we 
spent last year for advertising. So. you see, 
if each one of these cars sells five others, 
and each one of those five sells an equal 
number, you can readily realize how we can 
make the generous proposition which we know 
will repay us many times.”

The old man knocked the ashes from his 
pipe and. as he filled it again, he said thought
fully: “ Wal. now, settee you put it thet 
way, it do seem a good thing fer vou.”

“ And for you. too," the other laughed. 
“ In fact, it's a case of profit for all hands, if 
you’ll accept that car."

The storekeeper's eyes followed the other's 
finger, but his mind was centered upon the 
fact that his possession of an automobile 
would raise him far above his neighbors. He 
thought of how Cephus Buckley, the only 
owner of a car in town, would turn green with 
envy when he saw the comparison between 
this one and his own weather-beaten five- 
year-old model.

“ Think I could learn to run the thing?” 
Miller queried.

“ L e a r n  to run i t? ’’ the other laughed.
“ Why, man, that car practically runs itself. 

.There’s really nothing to learn about it. If 
v ou'll accept it—and I know you will—we'll 
take a short spin now, and in a half hour 
I'll explain all you need to know."

Then he added with mock seriousness: 
“ Will you consider that car your own per
sonal property ? ”

“ Wal. I'd be 'bout nineteen different kinds 
of a fool if I wouldn't." the old man an
swered dryly.

“ Then we'll just look over this paper,” 
'Williams remarked as he drew a typewritten 
sheet from his pocket, and proceeded to read.

It was a simple statement of the fact that 
the storekeeper—Williams filled, in the blank 
space left for this purpose, the old man's name 
—accepted of the Elting Motor Car Company 
one of their latest-model cars, at absolutely 
no cost to him; and further agreed to adver
tise it to the best of his ability; and should he 
succeed in making any sales, he was to re
ceive as a remuneration the sum of twenty per 
cent of the price received for same.
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“ That's fair enough, isn’t i t ? ” Williams 
asked, as he handed the document to the other.

“ Couldn't be more so,” the storekeeper as
serted emphatically.

“ Then just sign it, so that I can take it 
back to the company.”

Miller rose and, entering the store, went to 
the old-fashioned desk, the other following, 
and his scrawled signature soon closed the 
transfer.

“ Now for a spin,'1 Williams explained.
“ Why—I can't leave the store,” the old 

man faltered.
“ Isn't there some one you can get to look 

after it? ” and Williams's brow knit thought
fully. “ I must return to the city as soon as 
possible.”

“ I know what I ’ll do,” Miller exclaimed. 
“ I'll get Hiram Tingley's boy.”

The storekeeper clattered to the door and 
down the steps toward the old farmhouse 
across the road. He quickly reappeared with 
a youth at his side and, after a few direc
tions, joined Williams, who had meanwhile 
cranked the car.

“ That's the first thing to do,” he ex
plained. “ Then you throw this lever.”

Slowly the machine moved ahead, andf a 
strange tingling feeling of delight spread over 
the old man's big, bony frame. But, as 
Williams made the car circle about and start 
back the way he had come. M illers jaw 
dropped with disappointment as he thought of 
the fact that Cephus Buckley lived in the 
other direction, and of the satisfaction it 
would have given him to go speeding by his 
house. But he refrained from mentioning 
the fact, and the car shot down the dusty 
countrv road at a rate that caused Miller to 
grip timorously the sides of the seat.

Williams suddenly reduced the speed, and 
as the car came nearly to a standstill, he said: 
“ Now you take the wheel.” As they changed 
seats, lie gave some directions and, throwing 
on the power again, they shot ahead, with 
the instructor keeping a steady hand on the 
steering apparatus.

Miller was beside himself with joy and 
J  excitement, and the other threw on more 

power, until the machine beneath them seemed 
fairly to leap ahead. Then of a sudden, as 
thev swung around a sharp bend in the road, 
a solitary, dust-covered man appeared only a 
short distance away. Williams reached over 
and blew a long blast of the horn. But the 
pedestrian apparently did not hear it; he 
kept directly on in the middle of the road. 
Williams again pressed the bulb of the horn;

then he seized a lever in a wild endeavor to 
shut off the power.

“ Is lie deaf?” he exclaimed excitedly, as 
every second brought them closer to the man.

He tugged desperately at the brake in an 
endeavor to stop the car, which was now only 
a few feet from the stranger.

Just as the}- were almost upon him, Wil
liams gave a shout of warning, the other 
faced about quickly, and even Miller, in his 
excitement, noted the look of fear on his face 
as he saw the car bearing down upon him. 
He hesitated an instant, then gave one des
perate leap toward the bushes at the roadside.

But the second that he had hesitated had 
been just long enough to prevent his reaching 
a point of safety. A cry reached Miller’s 
ears, and he turned to see the man fall to the 
ground.

A few feet further on Williams brought the 
car to a stop and, springing out, ran back to 
where the man lay prostrate in the dust. He 
was apparently unconscious, and he turned 
him over tenderly as Miller hurried to his 
side.

“ Is he h u rt?” the storekeeper asked in a 
hushed tone of fear,but before Williams could 
reply, they both saw a big blotch of red on his 
forehead.

“ Get some water!" Williams directed 
hoarsely: but the storekeeper seemed rooted 
to the spot, and only stared about helplessly.

At that juncture the injured man opened 
his eyes, and suddenly sprang to his feet.

“ Why did you run me down ? ” he de
manded angrily of the old man.

“ IKM didn't do i t ! ” Miller gasped in 
fright.

“ Yes, you did,” the stranger insisted. “ I 
saw you running that thing, and I'll make 
you pay for it.”

The hand he placed to his forehead came in 
contact with the blood there and increased 
his rage.

“ I'm going to have you arrested for th is! ” 
he stormed.

Miller was too scared to speak, and Wil
liams, seeing the predicament in which he 
was placed, interposed in an attempt to soothe 
the man's feelings.

“ My dear sir, I'm awfully sorry it hap
pened. It was purely an accident.”

“ An accident, eh ?” the other sneered, as 
he turned from Williams to Miller. “ Did 
you attempt to turn out at all ? ”

As the storekeeper seemed unable to voice 
his words of regret or apology, the man 
stepped threateningly toward him.
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“ Do you own the road ? ’’ lie demanded. 
“ Haven't I as much right on it as you have?”

“ Yes, but— " Miller began.
“ Of course I have,” the stranger inter

rupted hotly. “ Of course I have, and you 
deliberately run me down. But you'll pay 
for it. You needn't think you can go racing 
about the country in that thing, killing dogs 
and chickens and injuring people, without 
paying for the damage you do. I'll show 
you— "

“ My dear fellow,"’ Williams interposed, 
“ it was purely an accident, and, as you've 
suffered, we are ready to pay you for any 
injury we've caused. What do you consider 
it worth ? ”

The stranger faced Williams and, after 
studying him keenly for an instant, replied: 
“ Well, I figure that about three hundred dol
lars would about cover all damages.”

“ Three hundred dollars! ”
“ That's my figure,” the man with the 

bloody forehead stated positively.
“ But it's out of all reason,” Williams 

claimed. “ Set a figure that's fair, and we'll 
settle, but for no such amount as that.”

Before he could say anything further, Mil
ler stepped to his side, and tugged on his arm. 
The two men walked away a few feet.

“ Have w e  got to pay him any money?” 
the storekeeper queried in an excited whisper.

“ 1 have,” Williams replied. “ The com
pany wouldn't have any trouble over this for 
three times what he asks. But I think I can 
get him to come down."

With Miller's mind now set at rest, the two 
men again approached the other, who seated 
himself upon a large rock by the roadside, 
holding his hand to his blood-stained fore
head.

“ Well, what are you going to do?" he de
manded.

“ Look here," Williams began. “ You 
know three hundred is an exorbitant claim, 
and so do I. But I'll tell you what I'll do. 
I'll give you two hundred dollars cash and 
call it square. What do you say to that?"

At first the man protested very strongly 
against such a figure, but when he saw Wil
liams was determined to give no more, lie 
reluctantly agreed to accept it, and the donor 
of the automobile turned to Miller.

“ Lend me that much for about an hour.” 
he suggested. “ I'll telegraph to New York 
and get it back bv that time, and then I'll 
pay you. We can't afford to have any trouble 
over this matter.’’

At first the storekeeper plainly showed that

such an arrangement was not particularly to 
his liking, but after a moment of quick 
thought, he realized he should not betray such 
feelings toward a concern that had shown it
self so broad in all its dealings with him. 
Upon his agreeing to the plan, the three 
crowded into the car, and it started on the 
return trip to the store, where the old man 
counted out the necessary number of bills 
from a roll he took from the safe, and ten
dered them to Williams.

“ You're sure the company'll not object to 
pa-yin’ it back?” he could not refrain from 
inquiring.

William's laugh reassured him.
“ I should say not,” he said lightly, and he 

faced the stranger to add: “ Here's your
money. Take it and get out, and in the future 
don't fall asleep while walking along the 
road. You may not get off so easily the next 
time.”

The man seized the roll of bills and shuf
fled out of the store, leaving the other two to 
watch him as he shambled along the dusty 
road in the direction of Weston, the nearest 
railroad town, about six miles distant.

Suddenly the wheezing and puffing of an 
antiquated automobile reached the ears of 
both men simultaneously, and Miller hurried 
to the door to see Cephas Buckley bring his 
car to a halt beside the new Kiting, and stare 
at it in amazement.

“ How do ye like it, Ceph?” Miller called 
from the porch, where he now stood with a 
triumphant smile lighting up his features.

“ Who owns i t ? ’’ the other called back.
“ I do."
As if unable to believe this assertion, Buck- 

ley stepped from his own car and toward the 
new one, as did Miller and Williams.

“ Putty slick lookin’ little hoss," the farmer 
admitted. .“ When did ye buy i t? ”

“ This mornin". Mr. Williams here jest 
brung it up."

“ And Mr. Williams has got to go to Wes
ton,” the deliverer of the car put in smilingly, 
“ That telegram, you know. Suppose we 
take your friend with us, so he can see how 
well she runs. He might want to buy one 
some day. So how'll this do—we ll ride down 
together, and I'll send my telegram and wait 
for the answer while you two take an hour's 
spin. Air. Buckley'll be able to run it without 
any trouble; and then, after I get my answer, 
I'll take the next train to New York.”

“ You won't get no train to N ’ York to
night," Buckley put in. “ The last one’ll be 
gone ’fore we get to Weston.”
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“ Thin I'll put up at the hotel— ”
“ No, sir!" Miller objected most strongly. 

“ You'll come back here and stay with me.'1
Williams voiced a weak protest, but as the 

storekeeper was so insistent, he agreed to ac
cept his hospitality, after which the three en
tered the car, and soon came within the out
skirts of Weston, Buckley still giving way to 
expressions of delight over the way the car 
ran.

They drew up before the telegraph office, 
and leaving Williams to send his despatch, 
Buckle}’ took the wheel, and the two country
men started on a short run through the town. 
They had only proceeded a short distance 
when a peculiar clicking beneath the car told 
them that something had gone wrong with the 
mechanism.

Buckley alighted, and endeavored to make 
an examination to find out what was wrong, 
but this new model was so entirely different 
from his antiquated affair that he was at a 
loss to determine what was out of order, so 
he climbed in again, and they slowly made 
their way back to the telegraph office.

A glance within showed them that Wil
liams was not waiting there, so they left the 
car in front of the building, and strolled to 
the hotel on the corner, where the)' entered 
the cafe. They were in the act of taking 
seats at a table near where a screen gave some 
privacy to those seated behind it, when Miller 
heard a familiar voice, and placing his finger 
to his lips to warn Buckley against speaking, 
he stood for a moment listening to the low- 
toned conversation that he could hear quite 
distinctly from the other side of the screen.

Had any one given the old storekeeper 
more than a passing glance, he would have 
noticed a peculiar look of resolution and 
anger on the man's fare, as he strained his 
sense of hearing to catch every word that was 
spoken by the two men so near him.

There was a grim look on Miller's face as 
he tiptoed toward the door, beckoning Buck- 
ley to follow him. They entered the car and 
the storekeeper related to the other what this 
overheard conversation had revealed to him. 
He then directed the other to take him to a 
certain house.

After a brief interview with the man who 
answered his knock. Miller once more 
climbed into the car, and the ride back to the 
telegraph office was entirely taken up with 
the laying of plans.

“ My answer hasn't come yet,"’ Williams 
told Miller as they ran up. “ I'll have to 
wait, I guess/’

“ T a in 't no use doin’ thet,” the store
keeper interposed. “ To-morrow’ll do jest as 
well. Come on home now. an’ come down 
ag'in in the morniiv.”

There was something so insistent in the old 
man's tone that the automobile agent looked 
at him quest ion ingiy, but the other's face be
trayed nothing out of the ordinary.

"Well, if that’s agreeable to you,” Wil
liams said.

" It suttinlv is,” Miller announced em
phatically, and with that the other crowded 
into the ear, and the return journey began.

Buckley called Willitfms’s attention to the 
clicking beneath the machine, but" as he de
clared it was nothing, the ride continued si
lently, quite a marked difference to their trip 
in the opposite direction.

They soon arrived at Miller's store, and 
after a brief, but earnest praising of the merits 
of an Elting car, Buckle}’ entered his own, 
which wheezed and puffed away, leaving the 
two men staring after him.

Then Williams turned to the other.
“ Where are you going to keep your new 

horse 1 he asked.
" I guess the carriage shed'll 'boat suit it, 

an' if you'll run her 'round there, I'll be 
much obliged. Then I'll take another lesson 
to-morrow mornin'. 'fore vou go.”

Williams did as directed, the old man fol
lowing on foot, and after the car was safely 
under cover, he snapped a padlock on the 
door,

“ Why, you don't lock up things in the 
country, do your" Williams exclaimed in 
astonishment. " I never heard of such a 
thing.”

“ Jest as well to do so.” the other remarked 
curtly. "You've heard 'bout the feller what 
locked the door after the boss was stolen, ain't 
ve? ”

“ Yes. but—’
“ Wal. I ain’t thet fellow." Then Miller 

forced a smile to his face, as lie added: “ I
ain't takin' no chances.”

They retraced their steps in silence, and 
Miller busied himself in the store, while the 
other sat idly by and watched him, wonder
ing at the old man's sudden change of de
meanor. He was anything but talkative now, 
and illiams decided that the accident and 
the money matter had upset him.

The call for supper came at last, after 
which Miller locked the store, and claiming 
that it was Ills bed-hour he showed Williams 
to the spare room, and agreeing to call him 
early, went to his own, but not to sleep. In
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stead, lie Carefully pulled down the curtains, 
and then going to the old-fashioned bureau, 
took out a revolver that, as a relic or curiosity, 
would have been eagerly purchased bv anv 
museum owner.

i lie old man carefully oiled and cleansed 
it, and then ramming into the one barrel a 
huge charge of powder, completed the load
ing with a bullet and cap. Then blowing 
out the light, he took up his post in the dark 
at a window from which he had a clear view 
of the carriage-house in which his gift-horse 
was stored.

His wife, whom he had already acquainted 
with the knowledge of his newly acquired mo
tor, had retired to her room, and was unaware 
of the vigil her husband was keeping, or the 
reasons that led him to do so, and it was well 
that such was the case.

After a brief wait, a quail down the road 
emitted its customary " Bob W hite" three 
times, and Miller hurriedly lighted the lamp, 
then as quickly extinguished it. Had any one 
noted the happening, he would have remarked 
upon the fact that quail do not move about or 
call after sundown, and he might also have 
wondered at the sudden lighting and putting 
out of the lamp in the back room. But to the 
old storekeeper each of these tilings meant 
something.

The following moments passed slowly, and 
once the old man gave a start as he imagined 
he detected a figure edging along in the shad
ow of the Carriage - house. He strained his 
eyes in an endeavor to pierce the darkness, 
but no one appeared.

Then, after a wait that seemed particularly 
long, a queer noise came from the front of the 
store, and while under ordinary conditions 
Miller would have decided that it was made 
by Some night-bird, on this occasion he at
tributed it to something else, and he stepped 
to the door to listen. As he pressed his ear to 
the panels, his suspicions were verified—he 
heard some one noiselessly descending the 
stairs, and a moment later the front door 
opened and closed softly.

Miller retraced his steps to the window that 
looked out upon the carriage-shed, and soon 
saw two figures sneak from around the side of 
the house. Thev stopped in front of the door 
behind which the n: .v car was stored.

The old man watched them, and his anger 
and indignation reached a breaking point as 
he heard a grating sound, and realized that 
the hasp of the padlock had been pulled out 
with a piece of metal, and then the hinges of 
the door creaked as they were thrown open.

“ What—what you doin' there ? ” lie de
manded from his window, and as the two 
figures faced about quickly, four men rushed 
from different parts of the yard and closed in 
upon them.

“ Hold 'em! ” Miller directed. He hurried 
from the room, dashed down the back stairs, 
and quickly joined the group in the c ard.

"W hat does this mean, Mr. M iller?" a 
voice which he recognized as Williams queried 
indignantly.

A deal of sarcasm and anger was thrown 
into the words, as the storekeeper retorted: 
“ It means. Mr. Williams, or whatever your 
right name may be, thet when you an7 your 
pardner was plannin' this very thing in the 
hotel to-day, an’ laughin' to think how easv I 
was, thet I was on the other side of the screen, 
an' heard it all. An' let me introduce ye to 
the sheriff an' his three constables."

"Why, Mr. Miller, I'm at a total loss to—”
“ Wal, the first tiling fer ye to do is to turn 

over my two hundred dollars which we gave 
to this here friend of yours fer runniiv him 
down. I heard him sayin' in the hotel thet 
thet imitation blood which he spread over his 
face wa’n't no good—it dried too quick—an’ 
thet before ye worked the same game ag'in, 
he'd have to get some better kind. An’ then 
ye both laughed, an' said,. ' Wal, he was a 
easy one,' an’ thet after ye got away with the 
car to-night ye hoped ye'd git 'em jest as 
easy for some days to come. But I reckon 
now thet I'm ‘bout the last one ye'll swindle 
for some time to come."

Williams turned slowly to his colleague.
“'Give him back his money, Jim, and he'll 

give us back the car. Then we'll be on our 
way."

" I  don't think you will." the sheriff spoke 
up. ‘‘In fact. I'm putty certain thet you'll go 
'long with us.

"You sec, Josiah," lie added to Miller, 
“ after you le f my house this arternoon, I got 
a telegram tollin' me to look out for these two 
fellers. They're wanted fer playin' the same 
game—runnin' off in the night with the car 
they give away, an’ fergettin' to pay the money 
the one borrowed to pay the other one fer run
nin' him down—in a few towns. An' last, 
but not least, this here car they stole in Palm
er, Connecticut. I guess all them things 'll 
l>e enough to keep ’em out of mischief fer a 
while.”

Suddenly the two men attempted to break 
away from their captors, but it was a case of 
live to two, and handcuffs bound their wrists 
together. The sheriff thereupon despatched

I
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one of his men for the wagon they had left in 
a secluded part of another road.

“ Wasn't jest sure, Josiah, whether ye 
heard our signal," the sheriff chuckled. 
“ Guess I must be a putty good one at imi
tatin' a quail.'’'

“ I heard it, all' right." the old man as
serted, as Williams turned toward where lie 
stood with the old-fashioned pistol still grip
ped nervously in his right hand.

“ The money's here in my trouser's-pocket,' 
he said grimly. “ Count out your two hun
dred dollars. There's lots more there, and 1 
want the rest back."

The storekeeper did as directed, and with 
the aid of lighted matches separated his 
money from the large roll the sharper had 
and returned the balance.

“ Looks like bizness lied been good," the 
sheriff remarked.

“ You'll always be able to find men who ex
pect to get something for nothing," Williams 
growled, and as the wagon drew up before the 
store, the group started toward it.

“ Don't let no one get diet machine till I 
come fer it," the sheriff warned, as the captors 
and prisoners climbed into the Wagon, and 
were soon on their way to the jail at Weston.

Slowly and thoughtfully the old store
keeper entered the house and made his way to 
his room, and as he passed his wife's door, 
she called nervously: "W hat's the matter?
Where you been, Josiah ?

“ Out by the carriage-house,"' he replied, 
“ learnin" the* any one what spects to git some
thin' fer nothin’ is a durned fool.”

DEVIL’S OWN i s l a n d :
B Y  G E O R G E  M.  A .  C A I N ,

Author of “ His Risen Past," “ Ways to Wealth,"  “ His Stolen Fortune," etc.

What Game of a Semistranding In Bangkok, Followed by the Victim’s Shipping 
Himself Aboard a Vessel Where He Wasn’t Wanted.

CHAPTER XVII.
T H E  KING HAS A SUBJECT.

IN such a position that it had been hidden 
from view from the middle of the is 

land, with its bruised and blood-stained face 
turned upward, lay the body of H ate Star 
kin, late of the Isabella.

Burnham's surprise gave place to quick 
hatred. All the wrongs he had suffered a: 
this man's hands, all the misery the mate had 
helped to bring upon Miss Bundle, all tire 
coarse jests and perianal insults Burnham 
had heard from those thick lips, the dark 
malice that had glittered from between those 
closed eyelids—all this flashed into the mind 
of Burnham.

He could hardly restrain the oath that 
sprang to his Bps. Fie felt an  intense long- 
ing to heat, pound, hurl stones at the ugly 
face, to grind it with his heel until it should 
lose what semblance it retained of a human 
countenance.

Then, when the paroxysm of hate reached 
a point where he clenched his fists and ground 
his teeth and dug deep holes in the sand with 
his heels, he saw a sudden change of colo- 

• Began August Argosy.

flash across the bruised features on the 
ground. One of the mate's thick fingers 
twitched.

Burnham started back with that impulse 
of fright that would come to any one on see
ing signs of life in what he thought to be a 
corpse. Realizing that there lay before him 
only another such half drowned being as he 
had been himself a few hours since, he came 
nearer and watched for another sign of re
turning life.

And now there arose in his mind the ques
tion whether he should end the miserable 
existence that was hanging only by a thread. 
A blow on the head with one of the stones 
would do it.

He had seen this man commit deliberate 
murder more titan once. He was king here,
and held state authority to execute a mur
derer. Burnham picked up a stone.

But it was a human life that he was about 
to terminate. There was something too cold
blooded about the deed. He could not do 
it. The stone was hurled into the sea.

Still full of hatred that just lacked the 
quality of being murderous, Burnham sat 
down and glared at the still form. He could 
Single copies, 10 cents.
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see the little vein on the side of the mate’s 
forehead pulsating rapidly. That was the 
only indication of life.

It seemed to his overwrought sense that the 
pulsations were growing weaker. He reflect
ed that there was little chance of the mate's 
returning to life or consciousness as long as 
he lay oh his back with lungs probably more 
or less filled with water.

He did not need to kill the man. The 
little pulse would beat slower and slower. 
Then it would stop—and the soul that still 
clung to that ugly form would have de
serted it.

A cry of horror escaped his lips.
“ No.” he almost shrieked. “ I can’t stand 

it! I ’ll do what I can.”
Quickly rolling the prostrate body over, he 

began to chafe the wrists as he worked the 
arms to and fro like pump-handles as he had 
seen the life-savers do the previous summer 
at Martha's Vineyard, when a bather had 
nearly drowned.

Sweating with the toil, he kept on and on 
until his own strength seemed well-nigh ex
hausted. It was not until he had fallen, ut
terly used up with the work, that a heavy 
groan from the limp body beside him told 
that his efforts had partially succeeded.

Burnham pulled himself together and re
turned to the task. At last he turned the 
breathing man over again, face upward. The 
bloodshot eyes looked up into his in wonder. 
The thick lips only sent forth moans of pain.

In the face was written the terror of death, 
the thirst for life. It was incapable of ex
pressing gratitude or any other decent emotion.

But Burnham's bitterest enemy, the man 
whom he would with reason have seen dead 
before all other men. he who had thrice at
tempted to kill his present rescuer, was alive. 
Burnham had saved his life. The king of 
the island had a subject in his domain.

The sun went down into the boundless 
waste of water. In the short twilight. Burn
ham watched his patient's return to life, and 
saw him close his eyes for natural sleep just 
as he himself had done when the first pains 
of recover}- had subsided.

U t t e r  w e a r i n e s s  S o o n  s e n t  t h e  k i n g  a f t e r  h i s  
subject into the Land of Nod. Broad day
light had returned when his eyes opened 
again.

He had just been dreaming that he was 
sitting down alone to a banquet that would 
have fed a dozen ordinary mortals. And he 
had turned to the butler or waiter, which
ever it was, and complained that there was 
not enough to eat.

His dreams seemed to have stopped coming 
true. There was certainly no banquet anv- 
where in sight as he sat up and looked 
around. He saw that the mate was sitting up 
and looking around too. A scowl of hate shot 
across the scarred brow of the Isabella's sec
ond officer.

But the scowl was quickly succeeded by a 
crafty smile.

" Hey; steward, where the Hades are we?” 
the fellow inquired with an attempt at forced 
good-nature.

I his assumption of authority aroused in
stant resentment in Burnham's breast.

“ I'm not your steward just now, if you 
please,” he snapped. “ This island belongs 
to me, and if you don't feel like behaving— ”

“ Oho! ” the mate grinned. “ Well, if y o u  
please, I'll inform you that if you get sassy, 
I'll plug you full of—”

He put his hand to his hip where his pis
tol usually reposed. Then he softened con
siderably.

" Oh. well, if you think vou're boss around 
these diggings, have it your own way. What 
you got to drink? ”

Burnham was almost glad of the lack of 
provisions. He waved Ills arm toward the 
ocean.

" I’lent}' of it.” he grinned.
But Mate Starkin could see no joke in this. 

He raised himself to his feet without emitting 
an}' of the groans he showed in his twisting 
face,

“ Don't you fool with me." he snarled. “ I 
want a drink, and want it quick,”

But Burnham was feeling fairly rested, if 
most uncomfortably hungry. He could see 
that the mate was in no condition for a fight.

“ Better go look for it," he told his late 
superior.

Starkin came toward him with clenched 
lists. Burnham stood up and looked his very 
readiest. The mate scowled again and 
backed away, Then he turned on his heel 
and walked off toward the boulders in the 
middle of the island. His walk showed about 
fifty-seven varieties of limp.

Burnham stood watching him. He was not
a t  a l l  s u r e  t h a t  h e  h a d  d o n e  u w is e  t h i n g  i n  
saving this man's life. Still, if worse came to 
worst, he could probably overpower the man 
in his present condition.

If, on the other hand, the mate was still 
strong enough to kill him, or should become 
so in a few hours, it might be an easier deatli . 
than one by starvation.

The mate limped on to the farther end of 
the island. Then he turned back toward the
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middle. Burnham decided to go to meet him. 
lie did not intend to exhibit any white feath
ers. But he walked slowly. There was noth
in!' attractive about meeting the surly fellow.

Starkin reached the tallest of the boulders, 
and stopped to lean against it and rest. He 
was standing just where Burnham had leaped 
down when lie discovered the chest.

Burnham called himself a fool for not hav
ing covered the treasure with sand again. Hi 
saw Starkin stoop and lift the lid, then dro| 
it and turn quickly and painfully to cast a 
suspicious glance in his direction.

Burnham looked squarely into the evil eye.- 
to show that he knew just what was the cause 
of the mate's interest.

Starkin was panting for breath after tin 
exertion of his short walk. He did not care 
to bring the treasure into dispute.

“ Steward,” he began again, “ for Heaven'.- 
sake, get me something to drink.

Burnham saw that the fellow was abso
lutely faint with thirst. A sickly pallor 
spread over the coarse features. The thick, 
lips parted and showed that they were burn
ing red inside. The sight of such suffering 
took away Burnham’s resentment fot the mo
ment.

“ There's not a drop of water here bu: 
that,” he said in a tone of regret as he again 
waved toward the shimmering sea.

Starkin lurched heavily to one side, lost hi; 
balance, and fell.

“ Water, water," he moaned. “ Dig here in 
the sand. It won't lie so salt for a little bit.”

Then he went off into a dead faint.
The idea that fresh water could be had 

aroused an intense fever within Burnham. 
He had resolutely kept his mind from the 
thought of thirst, knowing that it would onl v 
drive him to madness if he allowed himself 
to even admit its existence. He remembered 
now having heard somewhere that sea-water, 
filtered through some distance of sand, loses 
much of its saltness.

Heedless of the half-healed blisters on his 
fingers and palms, he began to dig with h s 
bare hands. Suddenly he thought of a golc - 
cn plate he had seen among the other things 
in the chest. He threw the precious vesse s 
right and left until he had found this. Using 
it for a shovel, he dug faster into the grit.

He had thought that his island was hardly 
two feet higher than the surface of the water. 
He had not noticed that the tide had steadily 
receded from the shore as he had first seen it. 
Now, as he dug down and down without even 
approaching signs of moisture, these facts 
were borne in upon his mind.

As fast as his arms could throw up the 
platefuls of soft sand, he dug for an hour. 
Then lie came to a stratum of thick mud in 
which there was no sand at all. The digging 
was heavier and slower, but he kept on.

The pile of waste mounted higher than his 
head. His breath came short and fast. The 
perspiration poured from his whole body. 
Iiis head throbbed violently. But his thirst 
increased the while, and drove him to renewed 
effort.

The mud grew more and more moist. At 
length, moving his heel from one spot to an
other, he discovered that the imprint wfis 
rilling with yellow water. He stooped and 
gathered a few drops in his fingers.

He was about to put these to his lips when 
lie remembered the other man lying uncon
scious from thirst above him. He hurried 
to scramble out of the hole.

Before he could do this the precious drops 
had passed out between his fingers. He had 
nothing to give. He had lost what lie craved 
for himself in attempting to pass it on to an
other. But, as his feet slipped back onto the 
bottom, they splashed in a thin surface which 
was only half dirt. A little more scooping 
thinned this still further.

He skimmed from the top as much as the 
golden plate would hold and carried it to the 
lips of the unconscious mate. Watching 
every drop as though it had been more pre
cious than the vessel from which he poured it, 
he saw it all gurgle into the gaping mouth.

The instant Starkin's eyes opened, Burn
ham plunged back into the pit and poured 
plateful after plateful down his own parched 
throat. It was thick with grit, but there was 
no taste of salt in it.

Isla de Diabolo contained a well of fresh 
water. And, should that become brackish, 
the king knew now how to get another well.

From the heap of tilings he had thrown 
from the treasure-chest, Burnham took a 
golden cup. This he filled with the water 
and carried to the prostrate Starkin, In the 
bloodshot eyes there came an expression that 
might almost have been translated into grati
tude.

The late mate of the Isabella did not, how
ever, seem inclined to talk or attempt exer
tion of any kind. He rolled over on one side 
and dosed his eyes wearily. Burnham stag
gered weakly around to the shaded side of 
the rock and lay down to rest from his labors.

He did not lie still long. The slaking of 
his thirst had eased the pangs of hunger for a 
few moments. But these speedily returned to 
force him once more to his feet and send him
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tramping around and around the island in a 
wildly futile search for food.

Twice or thrice he fell from sheer exhaus
tion, only to rise again and resume his hope
less hunt.

It was of no use. There was no hope. He 
knew this well enough. He knew that he 
was acting irrationally in using his strength 
in this incessant walking.

He believed he was going mad. He could 
feel that his eyes were well-nigh starting from 
their sockets as he stared at every pebble of 
tile glaring beach. He had lost control of 
himself. He could not stop.

His trembling knees bent beneath his 
weight, but. as if of their own volition, car
ried him ever forward, ever round and round 
the ghastly ellipse of sand.

And then, without any more reason than 
was ruling his other actions, he raised his 
eyes from the beach to the sea. Bobbing 
merrily upon the dancing waves, hardly more 
than two hundred yards from the shore, a 
handkerchief fastened to a stick like a tiny 
flagpole, was doing its best to unfurl itself 
and attract his attention.

CHAPTER XYIII.
A SW IM  FOR A DINNER.

F or fully a minute Burnham stared at the 
little banner »n amazed incomprehension. 
He had heard that the steamers passing San 
Miguel, in the Azores, drop overboard a box 
of mail for the inhabitants, and a fellow 
traveler on the Atlantic had told him that a 
“ dinky little flag” was stuck on the top of 
this box.

He wondered whether some steamship had 
adopted this means of delivering the papers 
to the kingdom of Isla de Diabolo.

Then his heart jumped to his throat in a 
manner that was quite dangerous. He sud
denly remembered that Marie Brindle, in 
telling him of the plan of the Isabella's offi
cers to leave him on a desert island, had prom
ised to get overboard a box of provisions, and 
told him to look out for it.

Tears o f  gratitude sprang to h i s  e y es  a s  he 
thought that almost her last act had been one 
of kindness toward him. Of course, he could 
know nothing of the horrors aboard the Isa
bella as she had gone down in that wild night 
of terror. But here was real evidence that, 
before the girl had been carried down to death 
with the helpless Chinamen on the ship, she 
had remembered lqm and done what she 
could for his welfare, perhaps, even at the

risk of her life with the angry officers of tilt 
ill-fated steamer.

As he unhesitatingly removed his clothes 
and plunged into the sea to wade out toward 
the bobbing little banner, he felt a greater 
longing for the possession of this token of the 
girl's regard than, for the food it contained. 
Without a thought of his weakness, he threw 
himself forward when the bottom suddenly 
dropped away beneath his feet. ■

He had not swum half a hundred yards be
fore it was brought home to him that he was 
not in the condition he had been in when 
across the Merrimac and back again was an 
easy boyish stunt. His breathing grew hard
er and harder. His strokes became shorter 
and weaker.

He turned over upon his back to rest, and 
used only his feet to propel himself. A little 
wave washed over his face and into his mo ith 
to .strangle him. He had to use his arms 
again to keep his head up while he choked.

Again the breast stroke, then the side, then 
on his back once more; he was getting to the 
point where he only tried each different stroke 
for a second or two, then swung to another 
for rest.

With a great effort he raised himself to 
look for the little flag. He saw it bobbing 
up and down, apparently as far away as 
ever. He glanced back toward shore, only 
to find that it was much farther away than 
he dared hope to swim.

He aroused himself to another effort. It 
lasted but a moment. He turned over and 
tried to float without motion. He could not 
hold his breath long enough to keep his head 
above the ripples. His feet, as he sought to 
use them barely enough to float him, seemed 
made of lead.

And then he simply floundered. It was the 
last effort. He was fighting one more useless 
fight. Full well he knew what the end would 
be. Utterly played out. he ceased his strug
gling. and the water closed over the top of 
his head.

Instantly his hands and knees came in con
tact with the smooth, sandy bottom. He 
thrust it away from him. and his whole body 
arose above the surface before his hands were 
free from the sand. He had been struggling 
over a bar. which, in the low tide, was less 
than two feet from the top of the sea.

He sat down with his head and shoulders 
out of water and panted until he had recov
ered breath enough to laugh. He waited a 
few moments longer, then started to wade to
ward the little flag.

Xowhcre was the water more than knee-
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deep. The box was resting upon the bottom 
every time it fell into the trough of one of the 
little waves.

Gently, almost reverently, he unfastened 
the handkerchief from its tiny staff. It was 
a dainty lace affair, such as women carry. 
Before he tied it carefully about his arm, 
Burnham kissed its embroidered border. Then 
he turned his attention to the task of shoving 
the box ashore.

As he waded over the shallow bar, his mind 
was taken up with wondering whether he 
might not find inside some other token or mes
sage of love.

He ascertained that the bar did not fall 
away until within twenty-five yards of the 
beach. But, unless you have tried it, you dc 
not know just how hard a swim twenty-five 
yard- can be when you are pushing a good- 
sized box before you. Burnham found that 
out.

More than once he was compelled to Stop 
and let the box play the part of life-preserver. 
It was not specially designed for the purpose 
and turned over and over, threatening tc 
drown him. By the time he reached the beach 
he was quite content to lie down and let hi.- 
dinner wait while he rested his weary limbs

Again the cravings of hunger cut short hi.- 
rest. He had before him the problem of open
ing the box, which, he knew, was carefully 
sealed to keep out the water.

He walked very cautiously around to where 
the mate was still snoring, and looked over 
the golden pile for something that would pry 
open a lid.

None of the precious objects seemed avail 
able. Only one way remained. He must 
batter a corner of the box to pieces with ;i 
stone.

He found a sharp-cornered rock of about 
the right size and set to work. It took a lot 
of pounding to split one of the inch boards, 
and he had reduced a good part of it to tooth
picks bv the time it was done. And each 
splinter he made reminded him that he was 
not ready for tooth-picks yet.

At last the thing was open. He seized tli; 
linen in which the provisions were wrapped. 
It did not yield promptly, and, in Ills eager
ness, he tore out the strip in his hand. And 
there, before his famished eyes, lay food-- 
dried meats, boxes of dainty biscuits, cans of 
preserved meats and fruits, two or three bot
tles of wine.

And it was his. He could eat it. He 
could stop and decide where to begin. Anc, 
once begun, he might eat and eat and eat un
til his starved stomach was filled.

He became giddy with the thought, and 
his hands trembled as he drew forth a small 
boiled ham and paused a moment to decide 
where to take the first delicious bite.

The particular spot where the rind lay 
open to disclose a solid vein of red leanness 
suited him best. Not having a fork or knife, 
he tore the thick skin loose with his fore
finger. Then, with, a sigh of greedy antici
pation, lie raised the whole ham to his lips,

A sudden chuckle behind him made him 
lift his face just in time to catch the full 
force of a well directed blow from Starkin's 
hard fist. The ham rolled from his fingers 
into the sand, as Burnham measured his 
length upon the beach.

He was just sufficiently stunned so that 
he lay still and saw the late mate of the Isa
bella carefully lift the ham, drop it into the 
opening in the box, then pick up box and all 
and stalk away to the far corner of the island.

Burnham had often seen his father feed 
his little stock of high-breed poultry. He 
had frequently been amused to see some pul
let show how low bred she really was bv run
ning away from the rest with a morsel half 
as big as herself.

But, as he watched Mate Starkin carry 
off that box, he did not think of high or low
bred birds that find their way to market as 
poultry. He could only think of a certain 
beast whose carcass figures at the meat-shops 
as pork.

CHAPTER XIX.

ONE M EAL, BUT NOT TWO.
*

Burki-tam was mad. He could feel the 
sharp pain over one eye, and knew that it 
was going to be beautifully black. That 
was one reason why he was mad.

When he raised his head, he could see the 
mate greedily devouring good food that had 
been meant for him.-elf. That was another 
reason why he was mad.

The worst of it was that he fullv realized 
that he was already too weak to attempt to 
assert his rights to the stuff. He was tired 
out. He had worn himself to the verge of 
exhaustion in getting water, primarily for 
the mate to drink. Then he had nearly- 
drowned in swimming for food—secondarily 
for the mate to eat.

He was down and out. And every min
ute was making him weaker while it was 
adding strength to the burly fellow on the 
end of the island. These thoughts made 
Burnham maddest of all.
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Once he rose dizzily to his feet with the 
determination to go and fight, even at the 
cost of being wiped out of existence entirely. 
Fortunately, he fell down before he had ta
ken three steps. As far as outward motion 
was concerned, he was pretty quiet after that.

But if one took into consideration his in
ward feelings, the “ Old Faithful” geyser in 
Yellowstone Park was not more ebullient 
than he.

The longer he watched the other man p t- 
ting more and more provisions within his 
belt, the more certain did he become that 
Starkin was overeating. He got to the place 
where he was absolutely sure that the ex
mate had eaten enough for two.

But, having his own dinner eaten by proxy 
did not tend to assuage Burnham's appetite. 
That kept right on gnawing inside him, just 
the same as though Starkin had stopped 
when he had finished what ought to have been 
a square meal for one.

It did not hurt his feelings so badly to see 
the contents of the second and third wine bot
tle follow the first down that capacious 
throat. Water had always been good 
enough for him to drink. But even in that 
matter, the mate was taking what did not 
belong to him. and Burnham did not love 
him any the better for it.

If he had but known it, all this while the 
ugly fellow was doing him an unintended 
kindness.

Any doctor will tell you that a man cannot 
eat all he wants when he has been starving 
for two or three days without disastrous con
sequences. Certainly Burnham would have 
made himself sick, had not Starkin provided 
him with a horrible example.

Watching the mate, Burnham saw the 
coarse features suddenly assume a purple hue. 
The purple was followed by pallor. Still 
trving to gulp down the contents of a jar of 
preserves, Mate Starkin gently toppled over 
and lay writhing and groaning in the sand.

It was Burnham's opportunity. He did 
not fail to seize it with both hands. This 
time he did not offer or attempt to do any
thing to relieve another man's sufferings. He 
had sufferings enough of his own tc attend 
to. He just .ran up and grabbed the open 
edge of that box and started to drag it away, 
heedless of the curses and threats of the 
other fellow.

There was still plenty to eat inside. Star
kin had not uncovered a third of its original 
contents. Burnham could have put himself 
twice over into the mate's present sorry con
dition. But lie had learned wisdom. He

ate spairinglv, just enough to satisfy his most 
acute cravings.

Then he sat down upon the box to wait 
for what he had eaten to digest before eating 
more.

But now it was the turn of sleep to get in 
its work. With blinking eyes, Burnham made 
sure that there was no immediate danger of 
assault by Starkin. That gentle rascal had 
fallen into a drunken slumber after disgorg
ing about two-thirds of what he had eaten.

Slipping from his perch on the box to' the 
sand, Burnham half reclined against his 
precious larder and passed swiftly away to 
dreamless repose.

It seemed hardly more than a moment be
fore he was startled wide awake by a fearful 
crash of thunder. He had not had time to 
pull his faculties together when a blinding 
flash was followed by another clap so close 
upon its heels that they seemed exactly simul
taneous.

T hai came that ominous silence which 
precedes a sudden tempest. Black darkness 
had settled over the little island. Whether 
it was only early evening or far on toward 
morning, Burnham had not the slightest idea.

A far-off hissing sound had caught his 
ear. It grew louder as the wind and rain 
came swiftly nearer. A huge drop of wa
ter splashed upon his face. Then he re
membered the box of provisions against 
which he was leaning.

His first thought was to turn it on one side 
to prevent the rain from spoiling the con
tents. But, as another bright flash of light
ning showed him the angry whitecaps ap
proaching across the sea, h e ' concluded it 
would be safer to put the box upon the flat 
top of the highest of the boulders in the mid
dle of the island.

He was just in time in throwing it across 
his shoulders. Even as he did so, a quick 
wave swept over the beach and nearly threw 
him from his feet. As fast as he could, he 
ran toward the rocks. It was the work of a 
moment to shove the box upon the big stone 
whose top he could just easily reach. Then 
he clambered up beside it and turned about 
to watch the storm by the light of the swiftly 
recurring flashes of lightning.

He heard the splashing of one ware at the 
basv'of the rock. Another he saw as it 
lapped higher against the side of his solid 
footing. The spray o f'a  third dashed over 
him and he grasped the box more tightly, 
fearing that it might be washed away.

Then he thought of Starkin. Where was 
the ex-mate? Had he, too, been awakened
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by the crashing thunder and gained safety on 
another of the rocks? In one flash of light
ning Burnham made sure that he was not on 
one side of him. In a second he saw that 
the rocks on the other side were bare.

He strained his eyes toward the point 
where the mate had lain when last he had 
seen him in his drunken stupor. The waves 
were already piling in qufek succession over 
the sand there. He concluded that one of 
them must have washed Stark in away.

Yet he could not feel quite satisfied with 
the conclusion. At first he was dissatisfied 
because he was not sure that he was rid of 
the fellow for good.

Then that strange impulse that had al
ready come near to being his undoing, the 
impulse to save a life if there was a chance 
of doing so—began to work upon him. He 
felt dissatisfied that he had not made some 
effort to get Starkin out of danger.

And every wave that broke in helpless fury 
against the base of his rock increased his dis
satisfaction with himself. He called himself 
a fool for not being glad of even a hope that 
his enemy was gone forever. But he felt 
himself a coward for not making an attempt 
to rescue a fellow creature in peril of his life.

In the end he slipped from his perch into 
the boiling surge that now reached almost to 
his waist.

He kept on the leeward side of the big 
rocks until he came to the last of them. Then, 
watching as best he could for a space be
tween the breakers, he made a quick dash 
for the end of the island.

Half way down, a wave caught him and 
hurled him from his feet. He arose and 
started forward again, only to be bowled over 
before he had accomplished three steps.

This time he was swept into deeper water 
and realized that he had left the central, 
highest ridge of the beach. He breasted the 
next wave and regained the shallower part, 
then turned for another yard of gain toward 
the end of the island.

Somewhere in his head, back of the no
tion of struggling to accomplish what he had 
undertaken, he knew he was silly for under
taking it. Once he paused and glanced 
back toward the rocks in the glare of a blind
ing flash of light. But he could not bring 
himself to return until he had made sure that 
rescue of Starkin was impossible.

Up to his shoulders now. he had to thrust 
himself into the face of each oncoming wave 
They caught him unawares in the dark and 
whirled him about unmercifully. Over and

over again he had to fight his way back to 
the ridge after one of the breakers had 
hurled him to where he could hardly touch 
bottom after it had passed.

At length, after he had succeeded in hold
ing his own while three successive waves did 
their worst to drown him, he saw by the 
friendly lightning that there was sufficient 
space between him and the next to warrant 
the hope of making a successful dash clear 
to where lie believed the mate had lain.

Rushing forward with all his might, he 
reached the spot. Still fighting to hold his 
ground as another trio of breakers hurled 
themselves upon him, lie felt the sandy bot
tom with his feet. He pushed into the face 
of the sea until this receded. He let himself 
be carried across the point until the water 
was over his head when he tried to touch 
bottom in the hollow of the trough.

He swam back again, using the utmost of 
his strength. His feet found nothing but sand.

Still fearing that he had not come far 
enough from the rocks to reach the real point 
he sought, lie made one more wild plunge 
forward till the bottom dropped away from 
his feet. And then a larger wave than any 
that had struck him yet caught him and car
ried him dear to leeward of the point. As he 
tried to swim back again, the second of these 
huge triplets swept him farther away.

A third lifted him upon its crest, so that 
he could look behind it and see the bare sand 
of the island. And he knew it was too far 
away from him for hope of reaching it.

And now began a battle royal with the sea. 
His only salvation lay in keeping alongside 
the island while swimming to the shelter of 
the rocks. It might not have been so hard 
had the beach not broken each wave that came 
and sent it, a surging, incalculable broth, 
down the leeward side upon him.

He was caught in swirling eddies and spun 
about in seas of briny froth. Often he saw 
only the pale green of water over his head 
when the lightning Hushed upon it. But, each 
time he came to the surface and got his bear
ings and liis breath, he saw that lie was ma
king some headway.

Then, just when the first of the rocks 
loomed up almost directly to the windward 
side, the deep made one last desperate effort 
to catch him. Over and over he was turned 
in somersaults by the rolling water. He 
thought lie would never come to the top again. 
But he did. and the comparative quiet in 
which lie now found himself told him that he 
had gained the shelter he sought.
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The crests of the waves were breaking again 
and again over the rocks. The water surged 
in and out between them. But its force was 
spent ere it reached him as he swam ashore 
and once more felt the firm sand under his 
feet.

Then it was that he knew it must be near 
morning. Had he not slept long, he would 
not have had the strength for the battle he 
had just won.

“ The mate of the Isabella is gone,” he told 
himself, as he made those brave strokes shore
ward.

The thought was rather quieting than oth
erwise. He was rid of the man. and he had 
done more than his duty to save him.

At last he reached the high rock from 
which he had started. He looked upward for 
a hold on its rough top as the lightning 
flashed. In the bold glare of white light-his 
eyes met the leering grin of Mate Starkin of 
the Isabella. He also saw that the box was 
no longer where he had left it. Evidently it 
had been washed away.

Equally evident, Starkin had climbed the 
rock from its windward side shortly after 
Burnham had started to find him.

Burnham recovered from his astonishment 
sufficiently to begin to lift himself upward by 
the time another flash showed. He felt the 
heavy foot of the ex-mate upon his shoulder.

“ You stay down there, you! ” Starkin 
shouted above the noise of the tempest. 
“ There ain't room for both of us up here! ”

CHAPTER XX.
A BAD DAW N' BRIKC.S A BETTER DAY.

Of course, there were other rocks that af
forded sufficient protection from the waves, 
so that Burnham was in no grave danger of 
drowning. There was no other upon which 
a man might safely attempt to stand or sit 
down.

He was forced to crouch beneath the lee
ward side of as big a one as he could find, 
and, drenched to the skin again and again, 
sometimes nearly washed from his place, to 
cling as best  he  m ig h t  to a j a g g e d  edge  a n d
wait for the storm to subside.

That he still had a chance for life he well 
knew was no fault of Starkin’.?, That mur
derous wretch had determined to kill him if 
possible. And this was the man he had twice 
preserved from death and once attempted to 
save almost at the cost of his own life.

It seemed now that he had been foolish. 
Yet, he could not quite bring himself to regret

what he had done. After all his struggles to 
keep himself alive, it was only too plain that 
he had preserved to himself but the briefest 
respite before death must claim him. And 
lie was glad that he had no other man's blood 
on his hands, even though he might have 
killed in self-defense.

A clean conscience, one with a few heroic 
acts of mercy to its credit, is a mighty con
soling thing when one knows that a few hours 
must bring him face to face with eternity.

As swiftly as it had arisen, the tropical 
squall abated. The wind died out, and the 
waves splashed less and less vehemently 
against the opposite side of his shelter. After 
the night of tempest, the dawn broke in the 
east, lighting up with wondrous golds, and 
purples the rapidly melting clouds.

Just as the great sun sprang forth from 
his bath in the sea, Burnham lav down upon 
the wet sand where the waves had ceased to 
wash between the rocks.

Tired, hungry, hopeless, he was yet at peace 
with himself, and could look up into the eye 
of the coming day without any shame for 
anything he had done.

His thoughts turned to the sweet girl whose 
spirit, lie believed, was happy somewhere be
yond that bright sky. A prayer of thanks
giving arose to his lips that he had kept him
self worthy to join her there. Lest any spot 
of hatred should remain upon his soul, he 
forgave the mate from the bottom of his 
heart.

Had he not known how such words would 
he received, he would have gone and ex
pressed his forgiveness to Starkin himself.

Suddenly he was aroused from all these 
kindly, generous, and religious thoughts. Out 
of his peace of mind he was dragged into a 
struggle of life and death. He heard Star- 
kin's harsh voice above him, and saw the 
ugly face peering over the top of his shelter.

" Still alive, curse you! ” the man was say
ing. “ Well, you won't be long.”

Burnham had barely time to leap to his 
feet as Starkin rushed around the corner of 
the boulder and hurled his heavy weight upon 
the worn-out man to whom he doubly and 
t r ip ly  owed  liis  life.

All the forgiving, kindly thoughts fled to 
the winds. Men can talk as they will of the 
possibility of preserving a love for your ene
mies while you are trying to overcome them. 
But that is not the way it is done.

Anger, rage, hatred—these were the feel
ings that took instant possession of Burnham 
and nerved him to contest every advantage 
to the utmost of his nearly exhausted powers.
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He kicked, bit, scratched, tore at the mate’s 
hair as he felt himself seized in the strong 
man's thick arms. He did not heed the sting 
of the blows that rained upon his chest and 
face. He did not feel the bruises as he fell 
and brought the big weight down with him.

Over and over they rolled in the wet sand 
among the stones that lay about the feet of 
the boulders. Now Burnham was on top, and 
futilely seeking a grasp at his antagonist's 
throat. In another instant he was underneath, 
and the mate's knee crushed down upon the 
pit of his stomach.

His eyes were bulging with the pain. The 
whole world seemed reel with blood. But In
still fought with the desperation of a madman 
to keep away the clutch of the big fingers 
that reached for his own throat.

Again and again he thrust the powerful 
arms aside. But with each thrust he knew 
that the strength of his own hands was 
waning.

At last the heavier hand gained the hold 
it sought. Burnham thought his eyes had 
popped out of his head as the -red light went 
out. He was still conscious enough to feel 
his tongue hanging dry and thick over his 
lips when the hard grasp suddenly relaxed.

In some way, he felt that the body upon 
him was moving about, as though searching 
for something while still holding him down. 
With a fearful effort of will he brought the 
red light back to his eyes. The mate was 
sitting upon his stomach. In his face was 
the bloody leer of murderous triumph. In 
his hand was a sharp-pointed stone.

Starkin held the stone before Burnham'- 
eyes.

“ Guess that will do the job." he grinned. 
"Now—one. two, three.”

He lifted the uglv piece of rock and 
brought it down with the last word to with
in an inch of Burnham’s forehead.

“ Made you blink.. didn’t it? ? 7 the ugly 
fiend laughed. "This time you'll be clone 
blinking."

Again the stone was lifted. Burnham 
closed his eyes. He opened them again a- 
the sharp snap of a pistol rang from behind 
the rocks. He saw the stone fall harmlessly 
beside him from the broken arm of his assail
ant. Somewhere a voice was saying: “ I’retty 
good shot, but why didn’t you aim at hi- 
heart ? ” „

“ To tell the truth, I did try to." another 
voice responded as the scurry of footsteps in 
the soggy sand carne near.

Burnham thought he could see, through the 
red in his burning eyes, a foot shoot up 
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against the mate's jaw. Tiy weight rolled 
from his stomach. One of the voices was 
raised to hurl curses at the weight.

Then Burnham's eyes closed and stayed 
dosed. He had a half-notion that he was 
being carried somewhere. He thought he 
heard the even dip, dip, of oars in the water. 
This grew fainter and fainter, and he knew 

no more, until his eyes opened under a white 
awning and he felt the grateful heat of bran
dy being poured into his throat.

For three whole days and nights he lay 
quite still. He vaguely wondered where he 
was. but the task of asking was too sreat.

He felt comfortable. Liquid food was 
given him in teaspoonfuls, and seemed to 
more than satisfy him. Most of the time he 
slept away the exhaustion of his terrible ex
periences.

Then one morning, he awoke with a feeling 
that he wanted to live. He wanted to know 
about things. He wanted somebody to tell 
him what had happened and how it had come 
to happen.

He heard a line, tnanlv voice speaking to 
him and sating: ’‘Well, you're looking
brighter this morning. How do vou feel?”

"All right." lie replied firmlv. “ Where 
am I, anyhow?**

’'C an 't tell you, Mr. Burnham," the other 
replied, showing that he had somehow learned 
the name of the man he had rescued. “ Wait 
a minute. Here comes the doctor. We’ll ask 
him if you can talk. I don't like to take any 
chances with these medical fellows.”

“ Good morning. Van.” another voice broke 
in.

" Hallo, Doc: your patient wants to know 
where he's at. Shall we tell him ? ”

Burnham looked back at the smooth-shaven 
face which was studying his own.

“ I'm feeling fine." he urged as the doctor 
felt his pulse.

“ Yes, you can go ahead and tell him.” the 
physician finally decided. “ I ’ve got to go 
and look after that other precious patient.”

“ Well, old man,-’ began the individual 
who had been addressed as “ Van,” “ so near
ly as I can tell this time of morning, vou’re 
in about one hundred and twenty-two east 
longitude,- four degrees and thirty minutes 
north of the equator. You're aboard the 
dinky steamship, Walawala, of the class com
monly known as cruising yachts, a fairly 
decent craft, of which I happen to be the ex
travagant owner. My name, by the way. Is 
Van Cleef. Now, is that clear? ”

“ Sounds pretty straight," Burnham smiled 
at tlie other's good nature. “ But I don't be-
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I'icve it would put me dear out of commission 
to hear how you came to pick me off that 
ghastly island of mine, and to know what my 
name is."

‘‘ Easy enough to tell. Six days ago we- 
sighted about as bad a specimen of wreck as 
ever waited a few hours to settle to the bottom. 
Locked up in the forecastle, we found the 
bodies of a few Chinamen, dead as mackerels, 
in some six feet of water.

“ We did better when we broke into the 
deck-house. The young lady we found there 
was still able to breathe. You will pardon me 
if I, as an old man who am only artistically 
interested in such matters, express the opinion 
that she is a remarkably beautiful young 
lady."

“ Marie! ” burst front Burnham's lips. “ Is 
she still alive? ”

“ So Dr. Rodney tells me. He says she will 
be able to leave her room to-day.”

“ Thank God,” Burnham exclaimed rever
ently.

The other man looked at him with a hu
morous twitching of the lips.

“ You interrupted my story,” he said with 
mock anger. “ Perhaps, you don’t care to 
hear the rest of it? ”

‘‘Go on, go on; pardon me; I forgot," 
Burnham cried.

“ Well, for a couple of days, the young 
lady kept raving about something going 
wrong with some diabolical island. She 
seemed to be out of her head completely. 
Then she got to mixing your name up with it. 
Of course, we are not making any very hot
footed business trip. So, when she seemed to 
grow calmer and told us a hair-raising tale 
about the island sinking into the sea or blow
ing up. or doing something—we didn't quite 
believe it, but we decided to cruise around a 
bit. “ Came near being witnesses of a mur
der."

“ And Starkin. what became of h im ?”
“ He's back yonder on the poop. Dr. Rod- 

nev is attending to him now. I don't believe 
he’ll pull through to get hung. He's been out 
of his head ever since I kicked him. Keeps 
raving about some darned treasure back there 
on the island. Wants us to go back and dig 
the whole place up for him."

CHAPTER XXI.
BACK TO BANGKOK.

“ Still got that on his brain has h e?” 
Burnham spoke half to himself.

“ Seems to have. Do you know anything

about i t ? ” Van Cleef asked without show of 
interest beyond the possibilities of a good 
story.

“ Oh," Burnham replied, without any show 
of interest at all, " I suppose it's worth a 
million or two to any one who cared to go 
back to that fiendish place.”

Van Cleef suddenly sprang toward the cot. 
“ W hat?” he-cried. “ Do you mean that 

there i s  something there? Are you telling the 
truth? Or, are you out of your head, too?” 

Burnham was beginning to feel weary, but 
he told the story of the finding of Jhe treasure 
in the ravine and again on the sand.

“ Unless it was washed away by the storm, 
it ought to lie there yet,” he finished.

Then, seeing the eager interest in the other’s 
eyes, he added: “ If you wanted it, I'd be
glad to have helped you get it in payment for 
what you have done for—us.-’

The plural he used to take in Miss Brindle. 
“ No, no, not so fast, my boy,” Van Cleef 

returned. “ From what you say, I think there 
is another claimant who must be considered.” 

“ Who?—-Starkin?” Burnham cried indig
nantly.

“ No. Starkin has no more claim to that 
stuff than I have. But the young lady down 
below is the daughter or granddaughter of 
the original pirate who stole the stuff. She 
has about the sort of claim most of us have 
to the wealth we have inherited.'’

“ But Starkin is the son of the old mate.” 
“ Well, don’t let that worry you. We’ll 

send him to the gallows before he can put 
in any claims—if he lives to get them. And 
now I ’ll tell you how you can help me a whole 
lot.”

The old gentleman's eyes looked very 
squarely into Burnham’s face for a moment 
before he began.

“ To tell you the truth, I'm a sort of fugi
tive from what is called justice, myself. “ I t’s
one of those mixed-up business affairs. A 
gang of bloodthirsty speculators first got me 
into a bad hole and then tried to turn me 
over to the mercy of a Federal sleuth—one of 
the kind that hunts clown ‘ predatory wealth.’ 
If I could raise five hundred thousand, I 
could put things straight in no time.”

“ Well, go in and take all you want. I 
don't care, and I don’t think Miss Brindle 
will feel very differently about it."

“ And I'll pay you any sort of usury you 
want to demand. Ahoy there, captain, put 
about and make for 'that little patch of sancl 
where we found these men," he shouted to the 
officer on the bridge.
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And m i , quite recovered, Robert Burnham 
found himself once more ashore on Isla de 
Diabolo three days later. Without much dif
ficult}-, the most of the golden articles were 
discovered under the thin coat of sand that 
had covered them. The gems were still un
disturbed under the broken lid of the chest.

“ And now, captain," Van Cleef ordered 
when thev had returned to the yacht, “ make 
for Bangkok as fast as your engines will spin 
the screws."

‘‘Where?" Burnham asked in dismay.
" Bangkok." Van Cleef repeated. " The 

King of Siam is a personal friend of mine. 
He'll give a small fortune for that crown and 
some of the other things, and help us to dis
pose of the rest. If he won't do it for old 
times' sake, I've got a case of champagne in 
the locker for which he'd quit his throne.”

Five days later, Burnham walked through 
the mangy, dog-ridden streets of the Siamese 
capital. Even the wretched curs did not look 
quite so laid as the}- had a few weeks before.

To tell the truth, he did not see much of 
any of the unpleasant sights. He was too 
much preoccupied, looking from the corners 
of his eyes at a certain face about on a level 
with his shoulder.

Of course, he and Miss Brindle had agreed 
to loan Mr. Van Cleef the half million of 
dollars. They must have come to some sort 
of understanding about another matter. For 
Burnham's first words, after he had reached 
the office of the American consulate, and 
greeted the son of the nominal official, were 
most enthusiastically spoken.

"M r. Jackson, let me present you. to Miss 
Brindle who is to become Mrs. Burnham just 
as quickly as we can find a priest."

“ I'll beat that,'-' Jackson replied warmly, 
as he bowed to the lady. “ There's a whole 
bishop living not two blocks from here.'’

“ By the way," he added as he picked up 
his to 'bie and placed it on his head. “ Here’s 
a letter of credit for you that was sent over 
by the English agent who didn’t know your 
address. I was going to forward it to Lowell.”

Burnham looked at the Siamese figures of 
the post-mark.

TH E

“ What do thc\- mean?" he asked of Jack- 
son.

“ January twentieth," Jackson translated.
" It came the day after I sailed on the 

Isabella,'’ Burnham exclaimed.
The girl looked at him to see if he showed 

a trace of regret.
" Aren't you sorry? ” she asked.
“ Sorry?" Burnham echoed. “ Why. look 

at all the money I ’ve got.” Then they all 
joined in laughter at his teasing.

"And, what are you going to do after the 
wedding?” Jackson inquired, adding quick
ly, “ if I'm not being too inquisitive.'1

Just at that moment an ugly-faced white 
man, who was coming toward them as they 
walked out of the door, turned back and slunk 
off across the street. Burnham started in sur
prise, the girl clutching his arm in terror.

"Who is that fellow, anyhow?” Jackson 
asked, noting their startled looks.

Before Burnham or the girl could answer, 
four little Siamese soldiers sprang from the 
opposite corner and leaped upon Starkin with 
a yell of joy. In spite of his curses, howls, 
and powerful efforts to throw them off, they 
soon had him down and bound his arms se
curely to his side, not even sparing the broken 
wrist.

Jackson, hearing the man's round English 
oaths, stepped over to interfere on behalf of a 
fellow American. After a moment's parley, 
he came back.

" Don't think I can do much for him. They 
want him for two murders here.1' he explained 
to the others.

“ Well," Burnham spoke up, “ if they 
didn't. I, as a secret service agent of the 
United States Marine Board should have 
ordered his arrest for as many murders more, 
and some other things. He was the mate of 
the Isabella.”

" You didn't tell me about your plans,” 
Jackson began again as they walked away.

“ We're going back to America to buy up 
the interests and the business of the bank
rupt firm of Howard & Sons," Burnham an
swered. “ And we're going first-class every 
mile of the way.”

END.

A CHOICE.

T his difference ’twixt the optimist 
And pessimist you find—

One notes the clouds, the other talks 
About the light behind.

A n o n y m o u s .



An Umbrella Entanglement.
B Y  G E O R G E  S T I L L W E L L .

Some Episodes That Followed the Eagerness of a 
Young Man to Restore Lost Property to Its Owner.

“ O  Y Jove! She's left her umbrella!”
L> joe Story pounced on a slim silk 

affair leaning against the wall, and darted 
out to the hall.

Too late! The girl was in the elevator- 
cage already passing the floor below. He 
was on the nineteenth.

“ Durn the luck! She must have just 
caught it. And it wouldn't happen once in 
a hundred times.”

The iron door of another cage clanged 
open before him.

“ Express! Going down!”
Joe leaped for the car. It shot straight 

to the bottom without a pause. As he stepped 
out, umbrella in hand, the other cage, which 
had stopped at nearly every floor, also 
reached the street level.

Several persons emerged. Among them 
was a pretty girl, with light hair and dark 
eyes. She wore a waterproof cloak.

“ Er—I beg your pardon! ” stammered 
Joe. “ You—er—forgot your umbrella in
our office—Mitchell & Grant, on the nine
teenth.”

“ Oh, thank you! ”
She smiled so sweetly that Joe Story 

simply could n o t  let it end there.
“ It is beginning to rain again. I'm glad I 

caught you.”
“ Yes. I should not have had time to go 

back for it. I have to hurry to the Subway 
and make a train.’’

“ You live in the country, then?”
“ Yes. In Jersey.”
She had been fumbling at the umbrella to 

get it open. Joe saw that, with a parcel of 
what seemed to be dry goods in her hand, it 
was awkward for her.

“ Will yoi permit m e?”
He took the umbrella and opened it. At 

the same time he observed that the letters 
“ C. L.” were engraved on the straight silver 
handle. As she tripped away in the rain he 
tried to imagine what the “ C. L." stood for.

When he turned to go back to the office the 
elevator man grinned at him sympathetically. 
Joe gave him a stony stare.

“ Those fellows are too nosey, altogether,” 
was his inward remark.

Miss Perrin, the stenographer who shared 
with Joe Story the outer office of the law firm 
of Mitchell & Grant, looked at him inquir
ingly as he came in.

“ Did you find her, Mr. Story? ”
“ A’os. She went down in a local elevator 

and I caught an express, so I met her at the 
bottom. I'm very glad I did. It's raining 
hard. She told me she had to go to the 
Subway.”

“ Yes. She will change at Fulton Street to 
the Hudson River Tube. She lives near 
Newark.”

“ In Xew Jersey? Your home is there, 
isn’t it? ”

“ Yes. She and I are neighbors. That's 
why she came to see me. There is to be a 
fair in connection with our church, and we 
are on the same committee.'’

“ I saw her initials on the umbrella, 
£ C. I " '

“ Her name is Cora Lane. Her mother is 
Mrs. Van Schuyler Lane. Her father is 
dead.”

Miss Perrin was always ready to talk when 
she was not busy. Joe Story was reading law 
with the firm. Law is a dry study, and he 
often dropped it for a few minutes' chat with 
the young lady of the typewriter.

The door of Air. Aaron Mitchell's private 
room suddenly swung open, and a middle- 
aged lady, evidently very angry, bounced out. 
She was followed by Mr. Mitchell, who had 
opened the door for her. and whose calm 
professional manner contrasted sharply with 
her excitement.

“ We will look further into the matter, 
Miss Linton,” said Mr. Mitchell, >n the 
sonorous tones which always proved so effect
ive with juries. “ But it is my opinion that 
nothing can be done.”

“ Something m u s t  be done. My deed gives 
me that strip of land, and I intend to have 
it.”

“ But, you see. Miss Linton, the other side 
also has |  deed covering that strip, and the

740
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date is prior to yours. There is no Haw in 
their title that we have been able to discover, 
and I'm afraid we have no case—no case at 
all."

‘'Humph! We 'll test that in court. You 
keep right on and we'll win."

" We will follow your instructions, of 
course: But I feel it my duty to warn yap
that we have practically no chance.”

" It's a question of right, not chance. I'm 
going to get that hit of meadow if I have to 
address the jury myself,*’ declared Miss 
Linton. "Where's my umbrella?"

The office boy. sitting half asleep at his 
little table near the gate of the railing which 
fenced off the office, jumped up as if touched 
bv a galvanic wire. He began to look for the 
umbrella.

"Where did you leave it. Miss Linton?" 
asked Aaron Mitchell.

"Leaning against the wall at the corner of 
the railing—just here.-’

She touched a certain spot in the wall with 
her forefinger and glowered at the office-boy.

" Where's that umbrella, Isidore" de
manded Mr. Mitchell sternly.

" I don't know. sir. I ain’t seen it." was 
the plaintive answer. " I didn’t see the lady 
put it nowhere."

"You're sure you had one. Miss Linton?"
"O f course I'm sure, Do you jhink. 

Mr. Mitchell, because people are trying to 
rob me of my real estate, that I don’t know 
whether I had an umbrella or not ? ”

This was unanswerable. So Mr. Mitchell. 
Isidor, the office boy, and Miss Linton, all 
began to look about the floor. The umbrella 
might have fallen down.

Joe Story, who had been interested in Miss 
Linton ever since he had heard her mention 
the name of Mrs. Yan Schuyler Lane, half 
rose from his chair. Then he sat down again.

He met the gaze of Miss Perrin, the sten
ographer, and shook his head. She under
stood that lie did not mean to offer any ex
planation about the umbrella. It chanced 
that Isidor had been in the room of Mr. 
Grant, the other member of the firm, when 
Joe had taken it from the wall and run 
after the supposed owner.

“ What kind of an umbrella was it.' Miss 
Linton ? "

Mr. Mitchell asked this in sheer despera
tion. He knew it was an inane question. 
What difference could it make what kind of 
an umbrella it was, if it was gone?

“ Silk, with a straight silver handle, and 
my initials, ‘C. L.’ on it. It was a present 
and I wouldn't lose it for a hundred dollars."

" Y o u  don't know where it is, I suppose, 
Mr. Story?”

" No, sir," replied Joe Store shortlv, and 
with perfect truth.

'A ery  strange!" murmured the lawyer. 
" Did any one come in while Miss Linton 
was in mi" room ? ”

“ Yes. A lady," blurted out Isidor. Then 
lie saw Joe shaking a fist at him behind his 
desk, and he added hastily: "But s h e  didn't 
take it.”

" How do you know?" snapped Miss Lin
ton. "Can you swear to th a t?”

" Be careful, Isidor.” added Mr. Mitchell 
sternly. " You know the meaning of the 
word ‘ perjury,’ don't you?"

" Yes, sir," faltered Isidor.
" That lad}" came in to see me, Mr. Mitch

ell." interposed Miss Perrin, with dignity. 
" She had no umbrella when she went out. 
I'm sure of that.”

Joe Story felt relieved. He did not know 
just what this severe-looking Miss Linton 
might do if she found out that her umbrella 
w as in the possession of the pretty girl.

As for himself, while lie was a man who 
obliged people whenever he could, (it was a 
constitutional weakness of his), he did not 
care to oblige Miss Linton by telling her the 
truth just then.

“ Well, somebody must have taken it. Um
brellas don't walk away of their own accord,” 
snorted Miss Linton.

“ The}- do on a rainy day.” ventured Mr. 
Mitchell, with a feeble smile.

"Why on a rainy day more than any other 
time? I can't see— ”

Mr. Mitchell tried again.
" Why, you know, on a rainy day um

brellas are in demand. So they vanish some
times without anybody touching them.”

“ Mr. Mitchell, how r a n  an umbrella, 
which is an inanimate object, go away with
out being carried, either on a rainy or a 
fine clay? That sounds to me like nonsense.”

“ Oh, gee!” groaned Joe Story, behind his 
desk. “ Poor Mitchell! She couldn’t see a 
joke with an X-ray.”

Mr. Mitchell gave it up.
" The only thing I can do, he said, 5j is to 

lend you an umbrella, and return yours when 
we find it. As you say. it must be here 
somewhere.”

" I want my own umbrella,” she insisted 
obstinately.

“ Of course, we shall find it. But in the 
meantime, won’t you use mine? ”

“ Yery well. Get it. I must have some
thing to keep off the rain.”
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She said this in a most ungracious tone. 
But Mr. Mitchell was used to her manner, 
and did not heed it. He ran into his room 
and came back with one of two neat um
brellas he generally kept there for emer
gencies.

“ Thank you. This will do for to-day. 
But I shall be in to-morrow for my own," 
warned Miss Linton, as she turned to go. 
“ I can't understand a thing being lost in 
that way, with people sitting right in the 
room.”

She sniffed so pointedly at Joe Story that 
he was obliged to bend down and begin wri
ting his name over and over on a pad to hide 
his confusion. Mr. Mitchell opened the gate 
for her. He bowed politely as he said:

“ Good morning, Miss Linton. We'll com
municate with you when there's anything 
new in the matter of that strip of land.''

“ You’d better let me know something 
about my umbrella, too. A h”—she brought 
her hand down on the wooden railing with a. 
s lap —-“ I've just remembered! A young 
man followed me into this office from the 
elevator. He was here when I went into 
your room.”

“ Oh, yes, I forgot him ! ” put in Joe Story. 
“ He was an insurance agent. He didn't 
stay half a minute.”

Miss Linton shook her finger impressively 
as she said in tragic tones:

“ That insurance agent took my umbrella. 
When I looked at him in the elevator I said 
to mvself: ‘ You’re just the kind of man
who'd steal things.’ I didn’t like his ex
pression. I can tell a dishonest person at a 
glance.”

“ Would you know him again ?" asked 
Mr. Mitchell.

“ Anywhere," replied Miss Linton. “ I 
never forget a face I've once seen.1

She stalked out without another word. 
Aaron Mitchell shook his fist at the closed 
door.

“ The old crank!” he growled. “ What 
do vou suppose became of her infernal um
brella, Story? It wasn't that . insurance 
agent, was it? ”

foe Story smiled, as he answered:
“ Well, hardly. It was your nephew, Mr. 

Richard Mitchell. He called to see you 
about that insurance. When he found you 
were busy he wouldn’t wait.”

“ And that old tabby had the nerve to say 
my nephew looked like a thief! ” bellowed 
Aaron Mitchell. “ The foul fiend seized her 
umbrella! ”

The lawver went into his room and

slammed the door. A minute afterward his 
bell rang. Isidor answered it on the jump.

“ Mr. Mitchell wants you, Mr. Story,” 
announced Isidor as he came out.

“ Story,. I want you to go to Newark, if 
vou will."

“ Yes, sir."
“ Mrs. Van Schuyler Lane has never seen 

you, I know. I wish you'd go there and ask 
her what she'll take for that strip of meadow. 
I don’t think Miss Linton has a valid claim 
to it. But she can make a lot of trouble.”

“ I see."
“ So it is possible that Mrs. Lane might 

be willing to compromise if it were put to her 
tactfully.”

“ Yes."
“ Neither Mr. Grant nor I could go as 

attorneys for the other side. But you are not 
known. You can do it as our confidential 
agent”

“ When shall I go? ”
Mr. Mitchell picked up a railroad sched

ule.
“ You couldn't make the twelve forty-two. 

It's nearly twelve now. But there’s one at 
one - nineteen. You can get that. You’ll 
have half an hour's ride on the trolley when 
you get to Newark. Mrs. Lane's house is in 
the suburbs.”

“ Very well, Mr. Mitchell."’
Joe Story caught the one-nineteen, and as 

the train pulled out to cross the swampy 
meadows on its way to Newark he sat back 
and thought.

“ This is the luckiest thing for me," ran 
his reflections. “ I intended to come out 
here to find Miss Lane this afternoon, anv- 
how. Now, the firm pays my expenses, and 
I don’t have to say I want the afternoon 
off. I'll see the girl and get hack the um
brella. Then I'll interview her mother for 
the old man. If I put it through all right, it 
may give me an excuse to call again. Cora 
Lane! That's one of the prettiest names I 
ever heard. .She ’s  pretty, too, and— "

His fancies became vague and disjointed 
at this point. They blended with the throb
bing of the wheels over the rails, and mixed 
themselves up with the scenery, as such im
aginings will. He came to himself with a 
start when he heard shouts of “ Newark!” 
as the train slowed down at the platform.

He made for a trolley-car, and at the end 
of abort half an hour was put off in a pleas
ant, tree-shadowed road, with spacious coun
try homes, each in its own grounds. It was 
still raining, but very little.

The third house he came to was that of
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Airs. Van Schuyler Lane, as he knew from 
the directions given to him by Mr. Mitchell. 
On one side of it was a large meadow. It 
was part of that meadow which Miss Linton 
claimed under the will of her late uncle, who 
in his lifetime had been a neighbor of the 
Lanes.

As Joe Story walked up the winding 
gravel-path to Airs. Van Schuyler Lane's 
house, he saw that" some one was in a rock
ing-chair on the wide veranda.

“ A g irl!” lie muttered. A little nearer, 
and he added: ” T h e  girl! ”

just then a cloud broke, and the sun 
lighted up her clear-cut profile and wove a 
more brilliant gold into her fair hair. The 
rain had ceased.

She was in a light summer frock, and her 
fingers were busy with some sort of fancy 
needlework. Not far from her. on the floor 
of the veranda, was an open umbrella. It 
had been spread there to dry.

“ MU- Lane ? "
His hat was off, and he stood at the foot 

of the veranda steps. She recognized him 
with a smile.

“ You are the gentleman who brought my 
umbrella to me, are you no t?”

” Yes. I represent Alessrs. Alitchell & 
Grant, counselors-at-law. I should like to 
see Airs. Yan Schuyler Lane, if possible. 
AIv name is Story—Joseph Story."

Somehow, he did not know how to tell 
this charming, self-possessed young lady that 
he had blundered in giving her an umbrella 
which belonged to somebody else. Apparent
ly she had not discovered the mistake. Her 
initials, “ C. I,.," were on the handle, and 
the general pattern of the article was identical 
with her own property, no doubt.

Why, the deuce, had Aliss Linton the 
same initials? Joe remembered that that 
good lady's first name was Caroline.

“ AIv mother is engaged just now. But I 
don't suppose she'll be long. Will you come 
up on the porch and sit down ? ”

Would lie? He went up the steps two at 
a time and took the rocker she indicated.

“ How beautiful it is out here!” he said. 
“ It's a treat to a person who lives in the city 
to get into such an Arcadia,”

“ Or even to one who visits New York only 
occasionally.” she responded. “ I am always 
glad to get home. But one meets very obli
ging people in the city. I can’t forget your 
kindness in coming all the way down in the 
elevator for my benefit. It was a great thing 
for a busy man to do. I should have been 
really in serious distress but for you. I was

not sure where I had lost my umbrella. It 
was my impression that I ’d left it in one of 
the elevators.”

Joe Story was glad to hear her say this. 
The elevator man probably would find it, 
and would give it to the superintendent of 
the building. From him it could be pro
cured on identifying the property. That 
kind of thing happened every day in all 
large business edifices.

" Oh. you think you left it in the eleva
tor ? ”

"Yes; I was almost sure I had done so 
until you said you found it in your office. 
But I get so confused in those bustling
places.”

" Yes, they a re  bustling."
Joe knew this was a feeble thing to say. 

But he could n o t  get out what he knew he 
had to tell her.

“ It was the first time I ever was in a great 
building like that alone.” she went on. “ But 
it was important for me to see Aliss Perrin. 
So, as I was in New York, shopping, I made- 
up my mind to venture. My mother did not 
want me to go. She is afraid of pickpockets. 
If I had come home without my umbrella, she 
would have said it was exactly what she ex
pected. ”

She laughed, and Joe Store- thought he 
had never heard a sound more musical. 
However, he m u s t  tell her she had the wrong 
umbrella. Aliss Linton would be back at the 
office the next day, and if her property were 
not there, it would mean more trouble, and 
perhaps the loss of a well-paying client to 
the firm.

“ Bv the wav. Aliss Lane,” he began.
- I—“

At thU moment a gust of wind swept up 
from the lawn, and, catching the open um
brella underneath, whisked it, bouncing, 
whirling and plunging, along the veranda.

Joe Story was out of his chair and after 
the umbrella all in one movement. The 
wind, precursor of another shower, blew 
harder. B a n g  went the parachute against 
the railing, and then up it flew.

Joe managed to catch it by the end of the 
handle. But his hold was not very firm; and 
the handle, being straight, slipped through 
his fingers.

“ Confound the thing! It'll blow dean 
away."

It did look like it. But the vagrant wind, 
veering suddenly, sent the umbrella in the 
other direction. It danced a few steps on 
its handle, and then swooped into the hou'w 
through the wide open doorway.
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There was a feminine yell, and Joe ran to 
the rescue. The umbrella was over the head 
of a lady, the handle sticking out behind, 
over her left shoulder. She was completely 
extinguished.

Joe carefully pulled the umbrella away, 
and—found himself looking into the flushed 
and angry face of Miss Caroline Linton!

“ Let' me see that umbrella! ’’ she de
manded.

She was trying to straighten her hat with 
one hand, while she held out the other for the 
article which had caused Toe Story so much 
trouble.

“ Certainly!” he answered.
He closed it and put it in her hand. She 

looked at the “ C. L." on the handle, and 
then, her beady eyes blazzing with fury, she 
shouted:

“ So you had my umbrella all the time. It's 
just what I suspected. I knew as soon as I 
saw you in Mitchell 8: Grant's office that you 
would steal an umbrella if you had the chance. 
I ’m never mistaken in my opinion of any one. 
I can tell the character of people at first 
glance.

“ When we were looking about the office 
for this umbrella you had it hidden some
where,” she went on. “ Then, as soon as I'd 
gone, you brought it out. I suppose you and 
that stenographer had a good laugh at my ex
pense. It would serve you right if I had you 
arrested. But I'll see that you are discharged 
from Mitchell & Grant's. I'm sure they 
won’t allow you to stay there when they find 
out what you’ve done.”

She stopped ■ for breath, and opened the 
umbrella with a snap. It was raining again. 
She prepared to go down the steps.

A pleasant-faced lady, whom Joe Story 
knew at once, from her resemblance to her 
daughter, to be Mrs. Van Schuyler Lane, had 
been standing in the doorway, listening in as
tonishment.

“ I don't understand." she said in quiet, 
even tones. “ What's the m atter?”

“ This is Mr. Story, mother.’’ said Cora.
“ He was waiting to see you.-’

“ But what's this about the umbrella ? ”
“ About the umbrella ? ” broke in Miss Lin

ton. “ Why. it's my umbrella, that I left in 
the office where this person is employed, and 
which I find in his possession out here in 
Newark. I t’s by the merest good luck I've 
discovered it.

“ If I hadn't been the kind of woman who 
looks after her own business, I should never 
have got it back. But I made up my mind to 
come out here and talk to you about that

strip of land, and I find the umbrella and the 
man who stole it. That's all.”

" N o !” cried the girl in a clear, resolute 
voice. “ That is n o t  till! ”

Joe looked at her in admiration, but with 
no hope that she could say anything to con
vince the infuriated woman of his innocence.

" What do you mean ? ” snapped Miss Lin
ton.

“ Will you allow me ,to show you some
thing inside that umbrella ? ”

“ What can you show me inside my own 
umbrella ? "

But, nevertheless., she handed it to the 
girl, who quietly turned it up, so that the 
light fell full upon that part of the handle 
where the ribs branched out. On a narrow 
silver plate, let into the wood of the handle 
and running longitudinally, could be plainly 
read, in capitals, “ Cora Lane."

Joe Story's mouth fell open in astonish
ment. Miss Linton put on her nose-glasses 
and inspected the plate narrowly. Mrs. Van 
Schuyler Lane looked bewildered.

“ But—but— " stammered Miss Linton, “ I 
thought this was my umbrella. It looks ex
actly like it. even to the initials ' C. L.' on 
the handle. But mine hasn't any plate with 
'Cora Lane.’’’ She turned fiercely on Joe. 
“ Look here, Mr.—Mr.— "

“ Mr. Story,” put in Cora Lane quietly. 
“ Well. Mr. Story, then. Where did this 

umbrella come from? ”
“ It was bought for me by my father only 

a month before he died," said the girl, before 
Joe could speak. “ He had the plate, with 
my name, put on it, as well as the initials.”

“ But how did Mr.—or—Story come to have 
it in his hands just now ? ”

“ He had picked it up from the veranda.
I was in New York to-day. and it got wet. 
So I had it open to dry, and— "

“ Oh, you were in New York ? ” interrupted 
Miss Linton. “ Didn't I see you in a dry- 
goods store in Twenty-Third Street? "

“ I was in a store there? "
“ Then. I know how it was. I never forget 

a face. You and I were at the lace-counter 
at the same time, and I leaned my umbrella 
against it. I remember now. your umbrella 
was close bv it. and I remarked that they 
were much alike. I picked up yours by mis
take.”

“ You couldn't have done that.” inter
rupted Miss Lane. “ I had my umbrella up 
when I went to the building where Mitchell 
& Grant's offices are, after leaving the dry- 
goods store, and I saw my name-plate on the 
handle.
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“ You had already gone into the offices 
when I got there. When I got home I re
membered that I had seen your umbrella there, 
and thought how much it resembled my own, 
which I had then lost."

“ I don't understand." faltered Joe Story. 
“ The umbrella I brought to you was the one 
left in our office, and which you are sure was 
not yours. Yet you have your own now. 
This makes my head spin."

“ What I want to know is. where is my 
umbrella?” ripped out Miss Linton, with in
creasing irritation.

Joe Story had been thinking hard. He 
struck the open palm of his left hand with his 
right fist.

" I have it! ” he shouted.
“ What—m}- umbrella ? ”
“ No—the key to the mystery.”

. The others looked at him hopefully, and he 
went on:

“ It w a s  your umbrella I took out of the 
office, Miss Linton.”

“ I knew that all along,” she replied, with a 
triumphant chuckle. “ No one can deceive 
me.’*

*  But I didn't do it intentionally,” in
sisted Joe. “ I thought it was Miss Lane's, 
and I took it to return it to her. I see how it 
was now.”

“ Then, be good enough to explain it to 
v i e , ” requested Miss Linton stiffly.

“ I will. As I was going down in the ele
vator I saw in the mirror that my necktie was 
crooked. I put down the umbrella—which 
was yours—while I straightened the tie. 
When I picked up the umbrella from the cor
ner of the elevator-cage I saw there was an
other standing near it, but did not give it a 
second thought. You can all see. now, of 
course. By good luck. I made an exchange 
without knowing it, and got the right one, 
after all."

It turned out as Joe Story had divined. 
Curiously enough, his mistake in the ele
vator righted one previously made by Miss 
Cora Lane as she went up to Mitchell & 
Grant’s offices. The umbrella Joe handed to 
her in the lobby of the sky-scraper was her 
own.

The superintendent of the building had 
Miss Caroline Linton’s umbrella, and it was 
returned to her the next day, her ladyship 
receiving it with a scornful, sniff.

As for the strip of land, Airs. Yan Schuy
ler Lane proved her ownership in due course. 
She thinks Joe Story had a great deal to do 
with her success. Consequently he is a wel
come, as well as frequent, visitor at her home. 
Cora is always there when he calls. Miss 
Linton was angry over her legal defeat, but 
no more so than when she thought some one 
had stolen her umbrella.

The Runaway Runabout.
B Y  K I R T L A N D  A L L E N  W I L S O N .

How an Oddly Assorted Lot of People Came to Be Brought 
Together Between Dawn and Breakfast of a Summer Morning.

INTO the peace and wonder of a summer 
dawn broke the raucous roar of a speed

ing automobile. A tramp paused midway of 
his sleepy exit from a haystack that stood 
near the highroad, and settled back to await 
the passing of the noisy intruder.

The car was not long in coming. Its red 
hood leaped into view from behind a bend 
and loomed rapidly into the broadening per
spective of vision and hearing.

" A fellow and a girl." the tramp mur
mured as the car drew nearer. “ and good- 
looking ones, too."

He wondered lazily, as a Stone wall hid 
the automobile from view, what circumstances 
could have brought the young people forth

so enrl_\' in the morning. But his reflections 
were interrupted.

B  a n g —>#«( 1 1  c h — cru  n e k — h a n g !
The throbbing of the motor subsided into 

a fretful sputtering and then simpered into 
silences A pair of excited voices rose from 
beyond the wall.

“ That's what comes of bein' in a hurry," 
tits tramp remarked, exchanging a significant 
glance with the landscape.

He rose stiffly to command a view of the 
situation.

He could not see the man, who was hid
den behind the raised lid of the hood, en
gaged in an examination of the machinerv. 
But the girl was still in her seat, from which
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she was leaning over the side and exhorting 
her companion to hurry.

She lifted her head after a moment to look 
hack over the road whence they had come. 
The tramp could not help but note her fresh 
beauty and the dark profusion of curls that 
strayed forth from beneath her loosely tied 
automobile bonnet.

111 It wouldn't take more than one guess to 
tell what those youngsters are up to,” the 
tramp told himself with a grin. “ And 
they’re afraid the old man will catch them, 
too,” he added, as he watched the furtive 
glances that the young woman continued to 
cast up the road.

The young man rose from his work at a 
hurried word from his companion, and they 
spent a moment in watching and listening. 
He was very young, but there was an aggres
sive mold to the chin and a definite sugges
tion of self-reliance in his countenance.

‘‘Oh, Jack, I'm sure he was right behind 
us," the girl broke in suddenly; ‘‘ I heard 
him several times. Listen. He must be 
verv near. Oh, what if we should get 
caught!"

She sank back in her seat, overwhelmed by 
the thought. Jack, after another glance up 
the road, turned abruptly again to his work.

“ He's too close for comfort— I'm sure of 
that,” he muttered to himself. " I'll fix you 
this time, confound your old pipes," he ejacu
lated aloud, as he seized a wrench and went 
at the machine. “ or I'll break you in two— 
one or the other.”

He thrust his hands in among the cylin
ders under the hood, pulling and twisting 
here and there in a last effort of temper and 
desperation.

The tramp left the haystack and moved 
to the stone fence.

“ You'd better get a hustle on, mister," he 
called huskily from the wall. “ The old 
man will be clear of the turn in a minute. 
Don’t you hear him ? "

The young people straightened up with a 
jerk. It was disconcerting to learn so sud
denly that they were not alone. But a look 
of relief followed that of startled surprise 
upon their faces as they saw’ the picturesque 
figure of the tramp. They nodded to him 
and at his repeated direction turned again 
to listen.

Sure enough, from the distance there now 
plainly sounded the steady throb of a motor.

“ Jee-rusalem, you're right!” gasped 
Jack, flinging himself back into the hood.

He came forth again' after a moment’s 
work, his eyes shining.

■‘ Joy!" he ejaculated. “ I've got her 
fixed now.”

He rushed to move a handle and the motor, 
started up with a rattle and a whir that 
brought delight to the faces of both. But 
Jack's fell as suddenly as it had lightened.

“ She sounds all right now," he said hur
riedly, “ but she’s in bad shape and will bust 
again before she's gone a mile. And we'll 
be caught if we have another breakdown.”

He looked up hopelessly, his eyes fell 
again on the tramp, and he leaped with a 
sudden idea.

“ Here, Kell, come out of the car— 
quick!” he exclaimed, earning out his own 
command by seizing her about the waist and 
lifting her down, w I ’ve got a scheme that 
will fool him."

With the y o u n g  woman out of the car, 
Jack turned to the knight of the road.

“ Come on, you—mister—I don't know 
your name—but hurry up and jump in. 
Xo, don't stop or we'll be caught. You don't 
want to see him get us, do you ? "

His order and argument were so sudden, 
imperative, and persuasive, that the tramp 
obeyed, his face blank with amazement.

“ This- will mean a bunch of money for 
you, old man, if you do just as I tell you," 
Jack said quickly, as he shoved the tramp 
into the driver’s seat of the runabout. “ Get 
over the fence there, Kell," he called to the 
girl, “ I'll be with you in a second.”

“ Ain’t you cornin' along, too?” the tramp 
gasped weakly.

“ Of course not," said Jack. “ Do you 
suppose I want to get caught. Xo, sit still, 
it's all right.”

He pushed a hill into the tramp’s pocket.
“ Listen, now. Keep that wheel steady 

and turn it to right or left, whichever way 
you want to go. I t’s easy enough. Don't 
worry, and I'll see you soon. Good-by and 
good luck.’’

He pushed a lever as he spoke, turned a 
switch under the steering-wheel, and the car 
began to move forward.

“ Do you want to kill me, mister?” the 
tramp wailed. “ Let me out of this— ”

But Jack, running alongside, pushed him 
back into the seat.

“ A'ou’re safe enough. Just sit tight and 
keep the wheel steady. So-long,”

The tramp endeavored to expostulate fur
ther, but his words were pushed back into 
his throat by the force of air pressing against 
him as the car shot ahead.

“ Jack—Jack! He’s coming!”
Kell’s panic-stricken voice led Jack to
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scamper for the wall at top speed. He 
scaled it and tumbled into the soft earth on 
the other side, where he found his companion 
huddled in a heap against the stones.

" It 's  all right, honey dear," he said sooth
ingly, as he caught his breath. He leaned 
over and kissed her. “ We're as safe here as 
if we were miles away."

He broke suddenly into a fit of laughter.
“ That was a great idea of mine, wasn't 

it, to send Mr. Weary Wraggles off in the car 
to get caught instead of us? "

“ I suppose it was all right," she quavered, 
tremulous between laughter and tears. " But 
what are we going to do without our ma
chine? We can't walk all the way into the 
city, you know. And—and— it's too late 
now to go back.”

She tried to smile bravely, however, 
through her tears.

"L isten!” exclaimed Jack, tightening his 
hold about her waist. " Here he comes—and 
going fifty miles an hour, too. He certainly 
would have caught us in another minute. 
Oh, my, but I'll bet he's mad! ’’

He could not resist lifting his head to peep 
over the wall. The pursuer was less than a 
hundred feet away.

But, with an exclamation of astonishment. 
Jack suddenly stood bolt upright. Nor did 
he heed Nell's quick and desperate effort to 
pull him back-out of sight.

" Wh y. it's not he, after a ll!” he cried.
Nell scrambled to her feet with a cry of 

surprise and delight. The driver of the speed
ing car was a young man, a chauffeur. With 
him was a man of middle age, whose pointed 
mustache and beard of iron gray gave him a 
distinctly military appearance.

The machine was about to slip past when 
the elder of the two turned his head, saw the 
young pair standing by the wall, and spoke a 
word to his driver. The car was brought to 
as quick a stop as the rate at which it had 
been going would permit.

Nell trembled with sudden alarm, and Jack 
thrust a supporting arm about her.

"Good morning." the man called briskly. 
“■ I am Captain Mason, chief constable for 
this count}'.” Nell gasped, and jack felt retw 
soil to lie anxious. “ I've just got word that 
there was a burglar}' somewhere up near East 
Wilton last n ight" — the young pair drew 
deep breaths of relief— " and I'm on my way 
to m}' office at Wilton Center to get my men 
out on the case.

“ Some folks up at East Wilton claim they 
saw a man whom they think might have been 
the burglar footing it down this way late last

night. He was a rather tall chap, they say, 
with black whiskers and ragged clothes. 
Have you people seen a man of that descrip
tion anywhere along the road? Why, what’s 
the matter ? "

He saw the faces of the young man and 
woman go Suddenly pale at his description 
of the burglar. A look of bewildered aston
ishment was growing in Jack's. Nell began 
to laugh weakly and hysterically. Captain 
.Mason jumped from his car and approached 
the wall.

" See him! " howled Jack, when lie had got 
hi- breath. He climbed upon the wall in his 
excitement. "See him? Why. he was here 
only a minute ago, and— "

"Yes. yes: go on." the constable urged as 
Jack paused, struck suddenly fry the force of 
the admission he was about to make.

To tell the- truth regarding the incident 
would be to place himself in the most ridicu
lous light lie could imagine. So he resolved 
to tell no more than was necessary.

" Why. he went off—in my car! ” Jack fin
ished, with an effort, blurting out the words 
quickly so as to have done with the confession.

It was Captain Mason's turn to look blank 
with amazement.

"Went off in your car!" he gasped. 
“ Well, of all the slick ones I ever heard of, 
lie's the cleverest. Held you up. I suppose, 
and bolted with your machine before you 
could do anything."

Jack nodded his head vaguely. He was 
looking at Nell, who was looking at him. 
Fortunately for them their eves had not 
voices, or the constable would have learned 
that Jack:s statement was by no means com
plete.

“ Better jump in my car and come along 
with me," Captain Mason said in a business
like tone. "There's plenty of room in the 
back seat. and. besides, I may need you. And 
we'll see if we can't Patch up with that 
rascal,'-'

" We'll lie glad to get a lift into Wilton 
Center," Jack said gratefully, "for we are in 
a burr}- to get to town: and perhaps we can 
get a train from there. As for my machine— 
the m o to r  Scasn’t working- a t  a l l  w e l l ."  he went 
on, as he helped Nell into the car; "and if 
vou hurry. I'm sure you can catch your 
burglar,"

II.

Ix  the car ahead a tramp was having the 
most exciting time of his life. He had found 
very quickly that the steering apparatus had 
an insistent desire to turn from the beaten
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track and plunge down embankments or into 
'tone walls or to veer off into corn-fields.

After wabbling from side to side over a 
half-mile of straight road, however, he mas
tered enough of the art of steering to keep 
the machine with fair steadiness in the mid
dle of the highway. When he thought of the 
narrow escapes he’d already had in the car. 
the time he had spent in it seemed like an 
age, although in reality it had been but a few 
minutes.

He was scarcely conscious of the landscape 
through which the throbbing car was carrying 
him. Once he had a confused idea that the 
machine had engaged in a dodging match 
with a purple-faced farmer, who hurled im
precations at him as it fled on.

Again, he had a notion that he had sped 
through a flock of chickens usurping the mid
dle of the road, and that out of the squawking, 
frightened flutter of hens a ferocious dog had 
leaped, only to drop into the past as quickly 
as it had appeared.

And then there came a sudden turn in a 
road that had been unusually straight. The 
tramp saw the turn, and dimly realized that 
a crisis was impending. In a blind sort of 
way he made a supreme effort to swing the 
machine around, but a gnawing chill at his 
vitals told him that he would be unsuc
cessful.

By sheer luck he negotiated a part of the 
curve, becoming conscious, however, that at 
its beginning he seemed gradually to rise from 
his place in spite of his effort to remain 
seated.

An instant later he shot wildly through 
the air, and in another moment found him
self sprawling in the grass of an ascending 
bank. Against the bottom of the bank the 
automobile was snorting and pawing like an 
enraged steed.

The tramp drew himself up slowly, fear
ing each instant to feel a twinge of pain. 
Bpt none came. He whistled with astonish
ment when he found he was unhurt.

But angry, none the less, at the car for its 
treatment of him, he slid down the bank and 
gave it a resounding kick upon the hood. The 
machine seemed to respond meekly to the 
chastisement by ceasing its snorting and lap
sing into l^lessed silence.

“ Walkin's good enough for me,” the tramp 
remarked, still rubbing his limbs in search of 
injuries. “ But before I even try walkin’ 
again I ’d better sit down a bit and catch my 
wind.” %

He was settling himself back luxuriously 
upon the bank when the roar of an automo

bile filtered through the morning calm. He 
started to his feet.

I forgot I was bein’ chased by the old 
m an!” lie exclaimed. “ This business of 
playin' proxy to a pair of elopers has its clraw- 
backs. I guess the safest place for me is out 
of sight just at present. It don't look proper 
for a tramp to be found standin' in the neigh
borhood of a busted automobile.”

He scrambled up the bank and concealed 
himself in the trees and bushes at its top. As 
he waited he amused himself by contempla
ting, with shining eyes, the bill which the 
young man had stuffed into his pocket.

He heard the approaching car slow down 
for the turn, and then, as he peered from his 
hiding-place, saw it swing into view.

“ Well, what do you think of th a t!” he 
ejaculated, as his amazed eyes recognized the 
young pair in the back seat. “ I thought they 
were goin' to lay low for a while.”

Then his eyes fell upon the military-look
ing man seated beside the driver, and he 
ducked his head quickly.

“ That ain't the irate father sittin’ there in 
the front seats' he told himself. “ That's my 
old friend. Captain Mason. I'll just sit tight 
here in the woods. Xot that he’s got anything 
against me. but I don't care to monkey with 
possible trouble. What I'd like to know is, 
though, where's the old m an?”

He heard the car stop and its occupants 
jump hurriedly down. He heard their ex
claiming voices as they examined the aban
doned machine, and heard the young man 
tinkering with its motor in an unsuccessful 
effort to make it work.

It was with real enjoyment that he heard 
Captain Mason discoursing on the route he 
conjectured the tramp had taken after aban
doning the machine. The stop to examine 
the car was not continued for long, how
ever. The chief constable was anxious to 
hurry on to his office at Wilton Center, and 
neither Jack nor Nell seemed inclined to 
tarry.

In fact, the nervous glances which the 
young people cast back over the road they 
had traveled, and their frequent whispered 
consultations, were attracting the attention of 
Captain Mason. Already he had formed a 
private opinion as to what had brought them 
out thus early in the morning, and this opin
ion was strengthened by their frequently ex
pressed anxiety to get into the city as soon a- 
possible.

They seemed to reply directly enough to 
any leading questions he put to them, but 
there was something, apparently, that made
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them uneasy when an attempt was made to 
draw them into conversation.

"There's something mighty peculiar about 
those youngsters," Captain Mason told him
self. " I 'l l  just keep my eye on them."

“ This car is too badly damaged to run," 
Jack reported, concluding his inspection of 
the machine, “ and so we'll have to ask you 
to carry us on to Wilton Center, Captain Ma
son. I can send a man back from there to 
take care of this car, and then we can take 
the early train into the city**'

This last remark set the tramp, in his fo
liage-screened hiding-place, growling with 
displeasure. He remembered the young 
man's remark that there would be “ a bunch 
of money in i t ” for him if he would do as 
the young man had directed. He had done 
as he had been told, but now “ Jack,” appar
ently, had forgotten his promise.

“ You can’t lose me as easily as that, my 
boy,” the tramp remarked, as if addressing 
the young man.

He reflected, with a sudden gleam of hope, 
that Wilton Center was only a mile or so 
distant.

“ I can follow him there on foot and get 
to him before he takes the train,’’ he planned.

So, when the party climbed back into Cap
tain Mason's machine and sped away, the 
tramp emerged from his hiding-place, slid 
down the bank to the road, and set out after 
them.

But the four in the constable's automobile 
and the single pedestrian following in their 
wake were not the only persons traveling the 
country highway so early in the morning. 
The tramp realized this before he had cov
ered a hundred yards. It interested him, too, 
for he was hoping that he might have a sight 
of the “ old man ” in the case. He paused 
for a moment in deep thought, then turned 
back.

Ota.lv a mile or -o behind Captain Mason 
and his party, as they started again for Wil
ton Center, came another automobile. It 
contained the figure of a stalwart, elderly, 
and handsome man, whose countenance was 
stern with some serious thought. He was dri
ving his high-powered roadster at top speed.

The name of Joint Turner, president of the 
Columbian Steel Corporation, had been well 
known through this section of the country 
long before his becoming a resident of it. He 
had erected a bungalow — one of his many 
recreation-seats—on the shores of the little 
lake beyond East Wilton, and now and then 
spent a dav or a week there as a change from 
his citv mansion.

Members of his family were seen there oc
casional!} also, and among them his daughter, 
whose beaut}' had quickly become a subject 
of much comment among the suburban folk.

The lines about Mr. Turner's mouth tight
ened as from the top of a slight rise he saw a 
fast-moving speck in the road far ahead.

" That's the car," he said with a grunt of 
satisfaction. “ And. barring accident, I can 
catch it in another five miles."

"T o  think of the nerve of that young 
scoundrel!” he exclaimed aloud. “ And 
after all I have done for him. He has be
trayed my confidence in him and taken ad
vantage of my kindness. Even helps him
self to one of my cars! I stood for him be
cause Nell liked him. but I never thought for 
an instant— ” He clenched his teeth savage
ly. “ The young scoundrel!

“ But I'll catch him,” he added with de
termination. “ I t’s a straight road and a good 
one all the way to the city, and this machine 
can go fifteen miles an hour faster than that 
one. Hallo— what’s th is?”

He had come in sight of the abandoned ma
chine.

III.

“ I t ' l l  be an hour before the next train 
into the city,” Captain Mason told Jack as 
they swung into the main street of Wilton 
Center. “ Hadn’t I better let you down at the 
hotel, so that you can get your breakfast be
fore you start into town ? ”

Jack looked nervous and impatient, and 
there were dark circles showing themselves 
under the heavy lashes of the girl.

“ We'd like to go right on to town if we 
can find some quick way to get there,” Jack 
replied in an anxious tone. “ Isn't there an 
automobile I could hire to take us there?" 
He looked at Nell. " It's verv important that 
we go on as soon as possible.”

Captain Mason knew that automobiles 
could be had for hire in Wilton Center, but 
he did not tell the young man about it. In
stead, he looked so keenly at the young peo
ple that Nell showed her embarrassment.

“ It'll be just as well to hold these young
sters here for an hour." the constable told 
himself, “ for then I'll have them where I can 
lay my hands oh them if anything happens in 
the meantime. I shouldn't wonder if the girl's 
dad should turn up pretty soon; and if there's 
anything in it for me, I might as well take 
advantage of it."

“ I suppose there's nothing else for us to 
do, then." Jack sighed, as he joined Nell in 
taking a long glance hack up the road.



750 THE ARGOSY.

As they drew up before the hotel the girl 
whispered into his ear, arid Jack nodded vig
orously.

After thanking Captain Mason hurriedly, 
they stepped from the car and entered the ho
tel, whose proprietor, introduced to them by 
the constable as Mr. Samuel Brown, greeted 
them sleepily at the entrance. Once within, 
they rushed to the telephone-booth, both 
squeezing into the narrow compartment and 
closing the door.

Captain Mason, who followed them into 
the building on the pretext that he had a de
tail of business to attend to there, did his 
best to hear what their excited voices were say
ing over the telephone, but finally gave it up. 
He held a moment's whispered conversation 
with Mr. Brown, then hurried back to his 
car and drove swiftly to his office down the 
street.

As he paused to unlock the door he heard 
the telephone-bell jangling insistently within.

“ Hallo! ” he answered, as he rushed to his 
desk and took up the receiver.

“ Hallo, chief!” said a voice which he im
mediately recognized as that of one of his 
deputies at East Wilton. “ I ’ve been trying 
to get you for a long time. I called up your 
house first, but they told me you were on 
your way to your office."

“ Yes; what is it. Miller? About that bur
glary?” Captain Mason asked. " I  tried to 
get you on the telephone from my house, but 
your wife said you were out.”

“ That's right." Miller answered. " I  was 
trying to catch a young pair that came 
through here breaking the speed law into 
smithereens. I just happened to be out try
ing this new motor cycle of mine when they 
came along. I tried to stop them, but they 
just sailed by like a railroad train. I chased 
them for a while, then gave it up. I t’s about 
them I want to talk to you. You see, fifteen 
minutes later, Mr. John Turner— "

“ What—John Turner, the steel man— 
from the lake ? ” Captain Mason asked, his 
eyes opening wide as a sudden thought struck 
him.

“ Yep—John Turner. He was going like 
mad, too— in his big roadster. I recognized 
the girl in the other machine as his daughter. 
I t’s an elopement, of course. If they haven t 
gone through Wilton Center yet, and you can 
head them off, it:ll be a big thing for you.”

“ Listen, Miller,” Mason said hurriedly. 
“ I don't know any of the details of that bur
glary, so you get busy on it right away, and 
let me know what you learn by telephone. As 
for the elopers—I ’ve got them right here in

the hotel, and you can bet I'll hold them till 
Mr. Turner shows up.”

He snapped the receiver back on its hook 
and rushed off to the hotel.

“ Are those youngsters still here," he anx
iously inquired of Brown as he stepped in.

They're inside, in there," Brown an
swered, pointing to the parlor. “ I told 'em." 
he added proudly, with a wink at the con
stable, “ that I couldn’t have breakfast ready 
for 'em for half an hour. I knew that would 
hold 'em up for you a little longer.”

“ Good for you, Sam,” Mason said and 
whispered into Brown’s ear.

While Brown was recovering from his 
amazement, Captain Mason stepped to the 
parlor door and looked in upon his quarry.

They were safely within his grasp, he saw. 
Unconscious of his presence, they stood at the 
window at the farther end of the room, look
ing out. The young man's arm encircled the 
waist of the girl at his side.

Mason thought first he would cough dis
creetly, announcing his presence, and then 
enter the room and engage them in conversa
tion. But at that moment he heard the chug- 
chug of an automobile.

“ The sound of that machine will give them 
a scare," he told himself quickly, “ and they’ll 
try to escape.”

He rushed out to Brown.
“ That's probably Mr. Turner coming 

now,” he told him. “ You go out and bring 
him in while I stand guard over these young
sters. Tell him I've got his man in here. 
That'll fetch him.”

With that he strode noisily into the parlor. 
The young people heard him coming and 
greeted him cordially.

“ Sit down, Captain Mason," Jack said. 
“ I don't know how we can thank you enough 
for giving us a lift into Wilton Center. I 
hope you will stay and take breakfast with us, 
provided you can delay as long as Mr. Brown 
seems intent upon making us wait. Is he 
always so slow ? ”

Mason smiled to himself and opened his 
mouth to answer, but the sound of footsteps 
crossing the hall to the parlor led him to 
close it again. He rose and moved to the 

‘door as Mr. Turner, escorted by Brown, en
tered.

“ Here they are, Mr. Turner,” Captain 
Mason said, an exultant note in his voice, as 
he pointed dramatically to the young people.

Jack and Nell, with excited exclamations, 
jumped to their feet. Captain Mason stepped 
into the doorway, shutting off that exit.
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“ Well, of all things! ”
The words were chorused by all three— 

Mr. Turner, the young man, and Nell.
“ Why, Daddy Turner, you darling, where 

on earth did y o u  come front?" This from 
Nell as she rushed forward and threw herself 
into her father's arms.

“ Well, what do you think of this! By 
George, hut it certainly is good to see you! ” 
This from Jack, who was wringing the elder 
man's hand with an energy that threatened to 
tear it from its socket.

“ Bless your hearts—how on earth did you 
come here f  ” This from Mr, Turner, as he 
hugged his daughter to his breast with one 
arm and shook Jack's hand as strenuously as 
the latter was pumping his.
. Captain Mason was still standing in the 
doorway, his eyes popping from his head, 
and his jaw wide open, when Tack bethought 
himself of him.

“ Here, you must meet Captain Mason,” 
he said enthusiastically. “ The captain has 
been so kind to us—brought us into Wilton 
Center in his machine after ours broke down. 
If  it hadn’t been for him, I don't know what 
we would have done.”

The constable had strength enough to step 
forward, but his handshake was decidedly 
limp.

“ Indeed, it was most kind of you, Captain 
Mason,” Mr. Turner said cordially, “ to take 
such good care of my daughter and her hus
band. I appreciate it as a personal favor.'’

“ Well— ” Captain Mason looked and 
gasped his amazement. His face was purple. 
“ Are you young folks married ? ” he ex
ploded.

With an effort he controlled a sudden im
pulse to flee.

“ Married! I should say so.” Nell an
swered with a peal of laughter. “ Why, 
we've even got a wee little boy, six months 
old. You must come and see him some time, 
too. He’s the perfect image of his daddy. 
It was because of him we were in such a 
hurry to get back to town. Everything would 
have been all right if that horrid policeman 
in East Wilton hadn't chased us on a motor
cycle, and scared us half to death for fear we 
wouldn't get home in time. We thought we 
heard him following us even after we were in 
your automobile."

“ Yes, vou see," Jack broke in. “ we left 
the baity there with the nurse while we came 
out to East Wilton to a little dance at a 
friend's house. We had expected to stay there 
all night, but early this morning we got a

phone message from the nurse that he was very 
ill. We started right back to town, but fortu
nately, at your suggestion, we stopped here, for 
that gave us a chance to telephone home and 
see how he was getting along. And it turns 
out he is all right again.’’

“ Where was the dance you speak o f?” 
Mr. Turner asked.

“ At Hampton's bungalow—right next to 
ours, you know," Nell answered. “ Having 
expected to stay there all night, we sent Tom 
back to town with the car, telling him to come 
in for us some time to-day. We didn't have 
keys to your bungalow, so we accepted the 
Hamptons' invitation to stay with them for 
the night."

“ Tom went back to town—last n ight!’’ 
Mr. Turner was gasping with astonishment. 
“ Tom—the chauffeur?'’

“ Yes. W hy?”
“ I thought—why, what car did you take 

to go home in ? ” Mr. Turner asked breath
lessly.

Nell and Jack looked at each other and 
burst into laughter.

“ I'll have to confess, I guess." said Jack, 
“ that I played burglar. As Tom had gone 
hack with the car, I didn't know how we’d 
get into town to the baby, until I remembered 
that you kept your runabout locked up in the 
garage at the bungalow. I went there, picked 
the lock and took the machine. We started 
for town just at daybreak, Why—did you 
hear about i t ? ”

Mr. Turner grinned.
"So, you were the burglar, were you? 

You sec.'' he went on, “ I wanted to get a 
good night's rest, so I motored out alone last 
night m my roadster to the bungalow, and 
went to bed betimes. I woke up early this 
morning, heard a noise and got up to see the 
garage-door wide open and the runabout 
gone.

“ I thought Tom was the thief, for he 
hadn't been doing his work well lately, and I 
came very near discharging him yesterday. 
If it hadn't been that Nell pleaded for him, I 
wouldn't have kept him. I thought, perhaps, 
he had taken the machine by way of revenge.

" I dressed quickly and started right off. 
for I could see that the tracks headed to
ward town. I met a couple of men on the 
road, hut all they could say was that they 
saw a tramp hanging around last night."

“ And they got me out of lied," Captain 
Mason put in, disgustedly, “ and told me 
there had been a burglary somewhere up near 
the lake,”
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“ Well, don't worry, captain; I've caught 
hath the car and the burglar,-' Mr. Turner 
laughed. “ I found the runabout back there 
where you young people left it. With the 
help of a tramp who happened to come along, 
I got it swung around so I could hitch it to 
my roadster and then I towed it in here to 
Wilton Center, and put it in a garage for 
repairs.

“ I gave the tramp a lift in as far as this

place. He was a peculiar chap—seemed to 
be mightily amused all the time about some
thing. I sent him around to the hotel kitchen 
to get something to eat.”

“ Yes, and I'll tell you all about him later," 
Jack said, winking at Nell, who was scream
ing with laughter. “ And now that the 
baby's all right, we won't have to hurry back 
to town, so let's all go in to breakfast. Cap
tain Mason. I insist upon your joining us,”

A WATCH IN THE NIGHT.
B Y  L I L L I A N  B E N N E T -  T H O M P S O N .

A  Delayed Trip to Buffalo and What Came 
of Seeking to Do a Good Turn to a Friend.

M R. EDWIN STERLING uirefully 
stowed a packet of papers in an in

side coat-pocket, pulled down the lid of the 
roll-top desk and, after carefully extinguish
ing the light, closed the office door after him 
and hurried out to the elevators.

There was no car descending at the mo
ment, so he walked down the single flight of 
stairs and turned toward West Street.

“ Of all the careless idiots!” he muttered. 
“ Here I ought to be nearly to Buffalo! I 
wonder what Mary would say if she knew I 
had left those papers in my desk and gone 
off without them! Well, she doesn't know 
it; that’s one comfort.”

Perhaps it was, At any rate, Mrs. Edwin 
Sterling was possessed of a sharp tongue, and 
had a way of speaking her mind when she 
felt it her duty to do so. Mrs. Sterling had 
a strong sense of duty.

The illuminated hands of the great clock 
across the river pointed to twenty minutes 
past eight as Mr. Sterling emerged on the 
water-front and hurried along West Street 
toward the Lackawanna ferry.

“ I ’ll be lucky if I can get a berth,” he 
mused, as he crossed Cortlandt Street. “ But 
there aren't so many people traveling in the 
middle of the week as there would be if it 
were Friday or Saturday. What a fool I 
was, to be sure!

“ If I ’d had my wits about me, I'd  have 
been able to sleep in a comfortable bed in a 
hotel to-night, instead of bunking in a stuffy, 
uncomfortable berth in a car. I hope that 
train’s on time in the morning. Adams said 
eight sharp; and it won't do to keep him wait

ing. But, thank Heaven, Mary doesn't know 
anything about i t ! ”

Mrs. Sterling had that very afternoon 
dutifully kissed her husband good-by. and 
then stood upon the station platform, watch
ing the Buffalo express pull out of the yard. 
Sterling was to meet Mr. Adams in Buffalo, 
at eight o'clock the next morning, to conclude 
a very important business deal, and he had 
elected to take the afternoon train, in order 
that he might be ready bright and early.

Half way to Albany, he had discovered 
that some papers, which it was absolutely es
sential for him to have, had been overlooked, 
and left in his desk at the office.

There would have been no time for him to 
telephone, telegraph, or write for them; and, 
accordingly, he was obliged to leave the train 
at Albany and return to New York.

No one was at the office at that time of. 
night; and he had secured the papers and was 
now on his way to catch the nine o’clock ex
press from Hoboken, which .would get him 
to his destination barely in time to meet Mr. 
Adams. He had sent no word to his wife 
regarding his unexpected return to the city, 
feeling that it would be far more comfortable 
for him if she remained in ignorance of his 
carelessness in leaving the papers behind.

The day had been intensely warm, and 
the light breeze from the river that had 
sprung up after dark had done little to alle
viate the fierce heat that still radiated from 
the pavements which had lain under a blis
tering sun all day.

At Dev Street Mr. Sterling became con
scious that some one was approaching him—
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some one who wabbled uncertainly and 
seemed to find navigation difficult, even when 
he took up the entire width of the sidewalk in 
his erratic progress,

“ Intoxicated ** muttered Mr. Sterling in 
disgust. He was an abstemious man him
self. “ Alia!" he added, as a dark blur in 
a doorway resolved itself into two hard-look
ing characters; “ if he had any valuables 
about him, it would be well for him to look 
to them."

So silently had Mr. Sterling approached 
that the prowlers in the doorway had not 
heard him until he was almost abreast of 
them. Then they suddenly sprang back out 
of sight.

Mr. Sterling had, by this time, come up 
with the unfortunate inebriate, and glanced 
curiously at him. An exclamation of sur
prise broke from his lips.

“ Barnes!-T he ejaculated. “ Barnes!”
The man paused in the middle of an intri

cate figure eight he was describing on the 
sidewalk, and turned two blear eyes upon the 
speaker.

“ Sterling!” he gurgled. “ I—I ’m tsick!” 
and reeled almost into the arms of that an
noyed gentleman.

“ Brace u p ! ® commanded Sterling. 
“ You're not sick—you're intoxicated! ”

“ Not. I'm tsick,” repeated the other, 
clutching Sterling’s coat. “ Very tsick.”

Sterling looked around helplessly. Not 
a soul was in sight; even the shadows in the 
doorway had melted away. It was fast ap
proaching the time for his boat to leave, and 
lie could not afford to miss it; it meant too 
much to him.

Yet Barnes was his friend and neighbor, 
and he could not, in common decency, leave 
him on the street, unable to defend himself, 
and the prey of any thief or pickpocket that 
happened along.

A valuable gold watch-chain was stretched 
conspicuously over his ample waistcoat; and 
Sterling knew that a handsome watch reposed 
in the pocket at the other end of it. Barnes 
thought everything of that watch; it would 
break his heart if it were stolen.

Sterling thought rapidly; there was no 
time to lose. Barnes could undoubtedly 
make his way to the Erie ferry by himself; 
and, as he was plainly dressed, would at
tract no undesirable attention, unless some 
crook chanced to spy that watch chain. 
Without the chain, Barnes would be safe, he 
thought.

Sterling knew that to retrace his steps and 
personally conduct his neighbor aboard the 
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boat meant that the train-boat on the Lacka
wanna would leave without him; which was 
not to be thought of. Tpo much was at stake. 
And this was before the days of the Hudson 
tunnel.

In a moment, his mind was made up. He 
would take the watch and chain himself, and 
allow Barnes to go home alone, which he 
could do, if given time enough. Then in 
the morning, he could send a telegram from 
Buffalo, stating that he had the watch, and 
so relieve Barnes's mind about it.

A few hours of anxiety might not hurt 
him: it would teach him a lesson.

Suiting the action to the decision. Sterling 
removed the costly timepiece from its own
er's waistcoat-pocket, detached the chain from 
the button-hole, and transferred the whole to 
an inside pocket of his own coat.

“ Now, Barnes, you go home,"' he said se
verely; “ go right down to the ferry and get 
on the boat as soon as you can. Do you 
hear!' I'll take care of your watch.'’

Barnes had been clinging to Sterling, 
looking stupid and befuddled: hut at the 
word “ watch,'’ he suddenly woke up. dapped 
both his hands to his waistcoat-pocket and 
emitted a screech that reverberated along the 
quiet street and seemed to echo and reecho 
from the Jersey hills.

“ For Heaven’s sake, man, be quiet!” ex
claimed Sterling in consternation. “ What 
ails you ? "

Barnes’s answer was another ear-splitting 
yell, followed by a third and fourth. Ster
ling drew back and regarded him in speech
less disgust.

“ Oh, well,” said he, “ go on and howl, if 
it amuses you. I can't stay here all night. 
I've done the best I can for you, and now 
you'll have to shift for yourself.'’

There was a sound of running feet, and 
an instant later a tall form turned the cor
ner and bore down upon them. Sterling 
gave a gasp of relief as he saw that the new
comer wore the uniform of the New York 
police.

“ What's all th is?’’ demanded the per
spiring officer, as he came up.

By this time, Barnes had transferred his 
grip from his own waistcoat to Sterling’s 
neck, where he now hung, both hands clasped 
tightly in the region of that gentleman’s 
collar-button.

“ My watch! My watch; ” he managed to 
articulate. “ Put it in his inside coat- 
pocket.”

Then his grasp relaxed, he wavered and 
fell in a limp heap on the sidewalk.
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“ I'm sure I don't know what is the mat
ter with him, officer,” said Sterling, bending 
down to examine the fallen man. “ He— 
hold on! W ait! What are you about?”

For the policeman had suddenly pinioned 
his hands behind him, and with lightning- 
like dexterity had inserted his fingers in the 
inside pocket of Sterling's coat.

He drew out Barnes's watch, looked first at 
it, and then at the neat fob which dangled 
from the watch-pocket of Sterling's trousers; 
then calmly dropped his find out of sight in 
a pocket of his uniform.

“ You don't need but one ticker,” said he.
He raised his whistle to his lips, and blew 

a shrill blast. More footsteps approached, 
and a second policeman hove into view 
around the corner.

“ Get th' patrol wagon, Mike,” said the 
first officer. “ I ’ve got a drunk and a dip.”

“ You are mistaken, officer,” said Mr. 
Sterling with dignity, as the newcomer turned 
to obey. “ I am not a—a—whatever it was 
that you called me; but I regret to say that 
my friend here is intoxicated.”

“ He’s worse than that, is your ‘ friend 
here,' ” observed the officer, with a critical 
glance at the prostrate figure. “ He's boilin' 
drunk."

“ I am on my way to catch the nine 
o’clock express for Buffalo from Hoboken,” 
continued Mr. Sterling, with an anxious 
look at the big clock, “ and as I came along 
the street here I saw two men lurking in a 
doorway, evidently watching this unfortunate 

-man, whom I almost immediately recognized 
as Ezra Barnes, a friend and neighbor of 
mine for years.

“ Knowing that Mr. Barnes valued his 
watch very highly, I decided to take it and 
give it back to him to-morrow night, when I 
expect to return from Buffalo.

“ He seemed able to walk and presumably 
to get home alone: but not to take care of his 
valuables. And now," concluded Mr. Ster
ling. “ since you have the watch and the par
ticulars of how it came into my possession,
I will go o b . It is nearly time for the boat 
to leave.”

“ And who might you be, if I ain't seemin' 
too curious?” inquired the officer with in
terest.

“ My name is Sterling—Edwin Sterling,” 
was the reply: “ and I have offices on Liberty 
Street. You'll see that Mr. Barnes receives 
proper care and that his wife is notified, will 
you not ? ”

“ Sure," said the officer.
He prodded the inert form at his feet with

the end of his night-stick, and Barnes grunt
ed and turned half-way over.

“ Do you know this cove ? ” asked the 
guardian of the law.

Barnes regarded Sterling with a vacant 
stare.

“ I'm tsick,” he muttered.
“ Do you know him ?" persisted the police

man, again making use of his night-stick.
“ No! No! He's got my watch! ” vocifer

ated the despoiled one.
Sterling smiled with a superior air.
“ Poor fellow!” he said sympathetically. 

“ He doesn't recognize me, and I ’ve lived op
posite him for the past ten years. Well, 

’good night to you, officer. I must really be 
going."

He started briskly off; but a detaining 
hand fell upon his arm, and he was uncere
moniously brought to a standstill.

“ Sure, we’ll all go together, Mr. Sterling,” 
said the policeman blandly.

With a rattle and clang, the patrol wagon 
drew up at the curb. Sterling caught his 
breath and shrank back.

“ Not—not in th a t!” he gasped.
“ A fine free ride, gratooitus, for noth

in’,” the policeman assured him. “ An’ 
where you're goin' your bed won’t cost you a 
cent.”

“ But—but ycu’re not going to arrest me? 
I've done nothing.”

“ What? Me? Arrest a philanthropist! ’’ 
exclaimed the other in mock dismay. “ Never • 
It's merely your company I'm after wantin’. 
Here, Mike; help the gentleman in.'5

“ But surely you believe m e?” protested 
Mr. Sterling in agonized tones. “ I m u s t  
catch that boat. I t’s m o s t  important.”

“ Far be it from me to doubt the word of 
a gentleman,” returned the policeman polite
ly. “ Come—hurry up! We haven’t got all 
night," he added, with a sudden change of 
tone.

Even as he spoke, the whistle of the de
parting ferry-boat sounded a knell to Mr. 
Sterling's hopes of reaching Buffalo in time 
to keep his appointment next morning and 
close the deal with Adams.

Still protesting feebly, he was hustled into 
the wagon. Barnes was bundled in beside 
him, and the patrolmen climbed in as the 
vehicle started off at a brisk pace.

Mr. Sterling stared modily out of the hack, 
watching his prospects of making an advan
tageous business deal, as exemplified by the 
lights of the Lackawanna boat, recede into 
the dim distance.

At the station-house his story was received
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with a marked degree of incredulity, which, 
as he was a truthful man, was very painful 
to him. Barnes had sunk into a stupor, from 
which it seemed impossible to arouse him, 
and he was removed to the hospital, where 
his case could receive proper attention.

Mr. Sterling heard the ambulance depart 
with a feeling akin to despair. He was di
vided between a desire to clear himself of the 
charge of picking pockets, and a fear of 
what would happen when his wife should 
learn of his ignominious position. "Presuma
bly. she would know some time; but there 
was no necessity for hurrying the evil mo
ment.

Having never been arrested before, Mr. 
Sterling did not know exactly how to go 
about securing his release; but his identifi
cation by his lawyer seemed the most ad
visable thing.

Accordingly, the latter was called up on 
the telephone; but his wife, who answered, 
said that he was out of town and would not 
return for two or three days.

Next, Sterling made an effort to notify his 
cashier and a trustworthy business friend or 
two; but all were away. It seemed to the 
unfortunate man that a sudden exodus must 
have taken place from the city. He racked 
his brains, but could think of no one else 
■with whom to communicate.

Naturally, he shrank from according undue 
publicity to his position; and regretted that 
he had given his right name to the officer: 
but that was something which it was too late 
to remedy.

Meanwhile the law, embodied in the offi
cials at the station, was waxing impatient 
and a trifle ironical. Something must be 
done, and at once. Mrs. Sterling must be 
told.

In desperation, he gave his home address 
and telephone number, with the request that 
she be called up at once. It was now after 
ten o’clock; and the lady, who was a firm 
believer in the good old doctrine of “ early to 
bed.’’ had retired some time since.

She was not altogether pleased to be awa
kened from a sound and refreshing slumber 
and asked to come over to New York and 
identify an enterprising pickpocket who 
claimed to be her husband: and she snapped 
out with considerable asperity that Mr. Ster
ling was an honest man, and that she had 
herself seen him off on a train that afternoon.

Even if he were in jail, she declared— 
which he was most certainly not— s h e  didn’t 
propose to be bothered about it in the middle 
of the night: and if they rang her up again

to ask any more idiotic questions they would 
undoubtedly be sorry. Whereupon she hung 
up the receiver.

In vain Mr. Sterling pleaded a mistake. 
Official patience had reached the limit of its 
endurance, and he was consigned to a cell.

‘‘This is terrible!" he exclaimed to the 
good - natured patrolman who accompanied 
him. “ If they had only explained to Mrs. 
Sterling that I got off the train and returned 
to New York, all would have been well.”

” 'Tis little time she gave for explainin’,” 
said the officer, And if you take my ad
vice, you'll not send any more messages to 
her. She didn't seem to like being called, 
somehow.”

" But I came back,” repeated Mr. Sterling. 
“ I did go away and came back again.”

"Then you ain't no relative of Jim Jef
freys,” announced the other positively.

” I never said I was,” said the amazed Mr. 
Sterling. “ But I suppose I must resign my
self. To think of all I have lost! It is very 
hard.”

It a w  hard. To be deprived of the op
portunity to turn several thousand honest 
dollars was bad enough; but to be discredited 
and discovered by one's own wife and com
pelled to spend the night in a cell was worse.

Mr. Sterling felt himself a very hardly 
used man. His one consolation was that in 
the morning Barnes would have slept off the 
effects of his potations and would be able to 
identify as his friend the man whom he had 
accused of robbing him.

Mr. Sterling could not truthfully be said 
to pass a peaceful and comfortable night. He 
was very tired; but no sooner would he sink 
into a half doze than he would start up, broad 
awake, Confronted by some hitherto unfore
seen contingency that might occur.

Suppose Barnes did not sober up sufficient
ly before court opened in the morning. Or— 
far worse—suppose Mary heard what had 
happened ?

As long as she now believed her husband 
safe in a hotel in Buffalo, what would she 
think when she found out that lie was really 
in jail in New York What would she s a y ?

Then Mr. Sterling would rise and prowl 
around his cell, trying to conjure up some 
plausible excuse to account for his failure to 
keep his appointment with Mr. Adams.

Morning found him pale and hollow-eyed. 
At the earliest possible moment he succeeded 
in having the hospital called up, so that he 
might learn just how soon Barnes could be 
expected to appear and secure his release.

And five minutes later he felt as if the
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bottom had dropped out of the universe and 
left him hanging over illimitable space.

For Barnes-—Barnes the jovial, Barnes the 
convivial—was dead!

It had not been intoxication, said the hos
pital authorities, although the man had un
doubtedly had something to drink, perhaps 
because he felt ill; but the real cause of death 
had been concussion of the brain, caused by a 
blow on the head! In spite of all efforts, the 
patient had succumbed.

Horrible! Mr. Sterling forgot his own 
predicament in thinking of his neighbor's sad 
and untimely end. He even began to prepare 
a speech of condolence for the widow, but was 
recalled to the present by the arrival of his 
breakfast. Not that he wanted anything to 
eat.

He began to wonder anxiously if any one 
would connect him with Barnes’s sudden de
mise, and whether he would have to stand 
trial. Connect him? Of course they would! 
A blow on the head—and a man picking his 
pocket! Ghastly!

The food before him stood untouched as he 
sat, thunderstruck at this phase of the tragedy. 
He—Edwin Sterling—in the dock, accused 
of murdering his friend and neighbor; while 
his other friends and neighbors stood aloof, 
his wife despised him, and the yellow sheets 
published execrable pictures of him and de
manded his prompt conviction and execu
tion!

It was too much to be borne. Mr. Sterling 
dropped his head in his hands and groaned 
aloud.

“ What’s the matter, E d ? ” inquired a 
cheerful and well-remembered voice from out
side the grated door.

Mr. Sterling raised his head with a jerk.
“ Barnes!” he choked. “ Why—why—

you’re dead! ”
“ Xary time,” said the other, with a wide 

grin. “ Man in the next bed cashed in. 
They got us mixed. I had a touch of the sun, 
and felt so bad I got a drink. It went right 
to my head, and I.guess I didn’t quite know 
what I was saying.

“ But it’s all right. Think they'll let you 
out now. I've heard all about it, and I'm 
much obliged to you for trying to take care 
of me. I t’s a shame they put you in here.”

Mr. Sterling thought as much, and said so, 
in no unmeasured terms, when he was pres
ently permitted to leave the station. Once 
he found himself on the sidewalk, however, 
his mood quickly changed.

“ What shall I say to M ary?” he asked 
of Barnes, who had accompanied him.

“ Tell her I was sick, and you stayed to 
take care of me,” Barnes suggested.

Sterling turned a look of withering con
tempt upon him.

“ Sat up with a sick friend, e h ? ” said he. 
“ Do you suppose she'd believe that, when 
thousands of dollars depended upon my meet
ing Adams this morning and paying him a 
deposit?

“ No! I'm not going to do anything or 
say anything!” he added, with swift inspi
ration. “ I'm not going home until to-night. 
That was the time I expected to get back from 
Buffalo, and she'll never know anything 
about it.

“ Adams won’t send to the house, and if he 
wires to the office my secretary will hold any 
messages. I've got him trained.”

“ Good!” said Barnes. “ I ’ll go with 
you.”

He did; and the revenues of various re
sorts at Coney Island were somewhat aug
mented by the joint decision. They spent a 
most delightful day and evening, and it was 
not until they boarded the last boat that left 
for New York that Mr. Sterling's misgivings 
began to return.

Time-table in hand, he calculated just 
what train he should catch out to his home in 
order to give the impression of returning from 
Buffalo; and then he and Barnes waited in 
Jersey City until it was time for the local to 
Igave.

All was quiet in the house when Mr. Ster
ling mounted the front porch and inserted his 
key in the lock. He opened the door noise
lessly and stepped in.

Then a voice came from the top of the 
stairs.

“ Is that you, Edwin ? ”
“ Yes, my dear,” replied Mr. Sterling.
He was far from calm.
“ You — you didn't close that deal with 

Adams, did you?” pursued the voice.
Sterling's heart sank.
“ Why—why, Mary, how did you know?” 

he stammered, completely taken aback.
He expected a torrent of abuse; hut the cry 

that came to his ears was one of joy. Mrs. 
Sterling ran lightly down the stairs and pre
cipitated herself into her husband’s arms.

“ I didn’t know,” she explained, “ but I 
thought—I hoped that you would find him 
out. When I saw by the papers this evening 
that lie had been arrested for swindling, I 
was so afraid that you had seen him and paid 
over your money before he was taken away. 
He had stolen lots, and—”

“ M-m! Just so. But lie didn’t get any
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of my money,” said Mr. Sterling. “ I thought 
it better to wait a little while and inquire a 
little more closely into his methods. It is as 
well I did. I hope you were not worried, my 
dear.”

“ Oh, no.” said Mrs. Sterling. “ I knew 
you were so very clever, Edwin.”

Great his relief at this and no mention of 
the past night's phoning!

And Mr. Sterling was fain to pat her cheek 
and murmur deprecation of her praise.

He deemed it inexpedient to mention the 
reason for Ins cleverness in circumventing Mr. 
Adams.

T H E  M Y C R O F T  P E A R L S .
B Y  L E S L I E  H A V E R G A L  B R A D S H A W .

Why the Detective Decided the Robbery Must Be an Inside 
Job After Examining the Putty on the Broken Window-Pane.

SHE was a beautiful woman, in the first 
bloom of youth. Evidently of high 

social standing—proclaimed by the superb 
equipage at the door — and with an un
mistakable air of distinction, she ranked far 
above the general run of Dixon Druce's 
clients.

I must confess, that I was seized with an 
overwhelming curiosity to know what had 
caused her to visit my friend. She was keep
ing him a long time. Again I looked at my 
watch. Would she never go?

Picking up a novel, I was about to sub
side patiently in my armchair when their 
voices hitherto inaudible through the thick 
wall of the next room, seemed to approach. 

The next moment Druce came in.
“ An extraordinary problem in some re

spects,” he said, as he searched on the small 
table for his pipe, “ although the main fea
ture about it, is not so much that it has to do 
with crime, as that it furnishes us with a 
unique little study of our fashionable neigh
bors.”

“ It is one of those featureless affairs 
which often give the most trouble,” he con
tinued. “ Briefly, the facts are these: Our
visitor”—he always used the plural pronoun, 
a pleasantly flattering habit— “ is the niece 
of Mycroft, the man who is going to run for 
Governor this fall. It appears that his coun
try house suffered a visit from house-breakers 
last night, the safe being rifled. Only one 
article was taken, however, although that is 
quite enough—her new rope of pearls.”

I gasped. The Mycroft jewels were al
ready justly famous, and the news that the 
wealthy clubman was to present his niece with 
a huge collection of exquisite pearls for her 
New York debut was already common pro
perty among the smart set.

That he had already given them to her, 
however, T  was unaware. The fact had not 
yet been discovered by the keen reporters of 
the society journals! With this in mind, I 
attempted to follow my friend.'s methods.

“ That shows conclusively,” I remarked, 
“ that the news of his having already pur
chased the gift and of its presence at the 
house, had leaked out, perhaps, prematurely.”

‘'N o doubt,” said Druce carelessly, “ but 
that is not of much account. Servants could 
easily overhear their conversation. Besides, 
I have no idea that they took any special pre
cautions to keep the thing secret out there.

” She would be obliged to have the jewels 
several days before wearing them for the first 
time in public—probably to practise the ef
fect," he added, with a laugh. “ Then her 
maid would know of it. No, my dear fellow, 
the main thing is not that some people might 
have been aw are of their presence in the safe 
at the Mycroft house, but to find them now.”

I was silent.
“ Alt interesting element now comes in,” 

he went on. “ You will, perhaps, be sur
prised to hear that these pearls are not the 
gift of Mycroft after all. On the contrary, 
the niece pays for them herself. She has 
given him about thirty thousand to purchase 
them for her. It seems that his private secre
tary has had something to do with pearls, 
knows some one in the business, or something 
like that. Through him, Mycroft can get 
much better value than his niece could on 
Fifth Avenue.

“ This mutual arrangement works out very 
well, on his side especially, as it is given out 
that the rope is a gift from him. He gets the 
credit of being extremely generous and 
wealthy: she of owning such valuable pearls. 
Each is satisfied.”
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“ A peculiar arrangement,” I remarked.
Druce did not reply. Instead he got up 

briskly.
“ Well,” he said, “ I think we'll go to the 

scene of operations, that is, if you have 
nothing particular on hand just now—”

“ I shall be delighted.”
Accordingly we started. On the way down 

Fifth Avenue' to the Long Island Ferry, 
Druce paid a visit to a jeweler, but it did 
not keep him long, and in less than an hour 
we were being shown over the Hall, the 
country house referred to, by Mycroft’s pri
vate secretary, a dark, serious-looking young 
fellow.

To me Druce did not seem to take his 
usual interest, in details. There was no 
minute examination- of the floor or door
handles, no flashing out of the microscope 
every few seconds. On the contrary, he ap
peared to give each room, which could in any 
way have been connected with the robbery, a 
mere cursory glance.

I was amazed. This could only point to 
one thing: that he already had a theory. 
But that, I argued to myself, was impossible. 
It was barely two hours ago that our fair 
caller had been first telling her trouble to 
Druce in our rooms, and, to my knowledge, 
he was not acquainted with any member of 
the Hall establishment.

Besides, it was his invariable custom to 
keep an open mind until he had seen all there 
was to be seen. Evidently there was some
thing unusual in the case, in spite of its or
dinary aspect.

Consoling myself with the reflection that 
sooner or later I would know everything, I 
turned to examine things about me.

There was, with the exception of the open 
safe, nothing to show that any robbery had 
taken place, until we came to the great proof 
of the local police theory, namely, that the 
theft was the work of a gang of burglars 
who had been noticed in the neighborhood 
recently, and that they had been disturbed 
at the "outset, so that they had fled without 
waiting to secure anything more than the rope 
of pearls.

There was a side window with a southern 
aspect; nothing unusual about it, except
ing that a large, almost circular pane of 
glass had been withdrawn. With some satis
faction, I noticed the dirty mark left by the 
putty that had been used to prevent the fall of 
the glass, and made a mental note to remark 
on it when Druce should, as he usually did, 
ask me for my opinion on the matter.

Dixon examined this window with great

interest. Then he leaned out of it and gazed 
long and earnestly at the little flower-bed 
beneath, and the lawn farther out. After this, 
he went out into the garden, and from a small, 
narrow path once more carefully inspected the 
ground under the window.

Finally he walked up to it, examined the 
catch and the gaping hole in the pane, climb
ed through, and, to the astonishment of every 
one, announced that he had seen enough.

My croft himself, who had arrived from the 
city while Druce was conducting his observa
tions, was considerably surprised. He did 
not permit himself to betray any opinion 
other than that of high regard for my friend’s 
wonderful powers, but I dimly suspected that 
he now thought, if he had not before, that his 
niece was throwing away her money on a 
mere theorist. There was something in his 
manner which was, to say the least, reserved.

As a matter of fact—so Druce had told 
me in the train—he had been against her get
ting the advice of a private detective all 
along, having expressed himself as satisfied 
with the opinion of the local police and will
ing to wait for them to recover the jewels and 
capture the thief.

But he was hospitality itself, and pressed 
us cordially to remain to dinner, although 
Druce, explaining that he must return to 
New York at once, politely but firmly ex
cused himself. In a very short time we were 
once more back in our flat on the avenue.

During the return journey Druce said 
nothing, but contented himself with gazing 
thoughtfully out of the car window on to the 
dreary Long Island scenery between Jamaica 
and the ferry. He gave me the impression 
of trying to make up his mind on some 
point.

To me. I frankly admit, the affair was in
explicable. As far as I could see, Druce had 
done nothing at die Hall. 'File whole case 
lacked some of the exciting features which 
frequently attended his greatest efforts—the. 
affair of Carey, the safe-cracker, for in
stance, and the equally thrilling conflict my 
friend had had with Dr. Mulford.

I felt disappointed. Still, I reflected, the 
solution might be interesting although for 
my own part I could see no way in which 
the theory of the local police could be gain
said.

It was sound. Everything tended to con
firm it. There was abundant evidence that 
robbery had taken place,-and it was extreme
ly improbable that one man or even two had 
attempted it unaided. The state of the win
dow and the total absence of any clues
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.showed great care on the part of tlie perpe
trators. Everything had been neatly and 
scientifically clone, thus pointing to the 
presence of experts.

My musings were interrupted by Druce 
winding his phonograph preparatory to 
playing some characteristic ragtime selec
tions—his one hobby, as far as I could dis
cover, unless it was when his fancy switched 
to the opposite extreme, and he went off 
for an evening at the opera or a classical 
concert.

I looked up, to find him surveying me 
with a smile of quiet amusement.

“ Just a second," he said, as he stopped 
winding. “ Directly I get this off I'll let 
you know the secret—if that is what you are 
waiting for."

My vigorous nod affirmed his supposition. 
“ This ” was a musical gem of the cake-walk 
order, entitled: “ A Coon Band Contest,” 
It was unusually bright and entertaining for 
that class of composition, and one of the few 
I could enjoy. Druce frequently played it; 
in fact, it was a favorite of his.

Directly the classic strains of the record 
had ended, he drew his chair up to the win
dow.

“ A very simple, though ingenious scheme," 
he remarked, “ to make money. That is the 
answer to this problem. Of course all rob
beries are planned to make money, but this 
has unique features. In fact, its very sim
plicity— I might almost say its ridiculous 
obviousness—has completely baffled our 
lvnx-eved friends of the local force.”

“ I must admit," I remarked, “ that they 
are entitled to .sympathy.”

Druce laughed. He had a hearty laugh, 
one to which it was a pleasure to listen. It 
indicated genuine merriment. For myself I 
could not see that there was anything to 
laugh at, so I merely watched him light his 
pipe and puff contentedly for a few mo
ments.

“ In some respects," he said, “ it is one of 
the most interesting little problems I have 
looked into since the case of Le Mesurier. 
the French forger, in 1899. What I mean 
is that while it presents no startling inci
dents, the identity of the criminal is bound 
to be a complete surprise. It is one of those 
cases where circumstantial evidence points 
one way. and the truth in exactly the oppo
site direction.

“ Now. Matthew?, barring the personal in
terview I had with our client, the details of 
which you know, and the few minutes I was 
in Goldstein's the jeweler’s, you have been.

with me ever since the affair was brought 
to my attention. You have seen practically 
everything, especially at the scene of the rob
bery, that I have. What do you make of 
it? ”

“ There seems little doubt,” I replied cau
tiously, “ that a gang of thieves, such as the 
ones the police report having seen in the 
vicinity, heard in some way, probably 
through the servants, of the presence of the 
jewels, and in their usual manner appropri
ated them. I cannot see anv other theory 
that will fit the facts.”

Druce shook his head.
“ No. Matthews,” he said. “ You have 

made your old mistake of confusing the pos
sible, and perhaps plausible, with the really 
probable.”

I did not feel hurt at this, because I knew 
I could never hope to succeed along this 
line. But all the same I liked to make ef
forts at deduction occasionally, \

“ I will tell you just how I arrived at the 
solution.” he continued, tilting his chair 
slightly. “ The first thing that caught my 
eye at this house—I am sorry to be obliged 
to confess that it was not the beauty of the 
paintings, bric-a-brac, etc.—was the win
dow.”

" But you saw that last.”
“ First and last. It, as you saw, showed 

suspicious marks.”
“ Yery.”
“ Now. there was one point about the cut

ting of the glass which seems to have es
caped everybody, namely, that it was not 
done from the outside, but from the inside.”

I stared.
‘'B ut." I objected, “ I noticed the putty 

marks especially. It looked as though—- 
well, as though it had been done in the or
thodox fashion.”

“ Of course it did. That is just where the 
local police went off the track. They im
mediately connected this supposed fact with 
their knowledge of the previous presence of 
certain burglars, and then stopped work.
' Another job done?' said they to themselves.
' Let’s go and get a drink.’ It was typical of 
their methods.”

“ How do you know the pane was taken 
out from the inside ? ”

“ From several indications. The way it 
is cut for one thing: the fact that the putty 
mark was on the inside for another. This 
showed me at once that the burglary was all 
a blind, especially as the catch was unfas
tened. You see, Matthews, a genuine burg
lar would have tried the catch first, and be
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sides, he would only have cut the-glass as 
a last resort. This opinion of mine was 
definitely confirmed by the footsteps which 
you may have noticed on the little flower-bed 
outside. To me it was evident that they 
were artificial.”

“ W hat!”
“ Made on purpose, if you prefer that,” he 

replied. “ I couldn't have laid much better 
false tracks myself. They were perfectly 
natural in many respects. The weak point 
was the grass. It belied them. The person 
who laid the tracks walked up to the edge 
of the grass with one pair of shoes on. 
stooped down, and made the footprints on 
the bed by means of another pair placed on 
his hands. I learned this by observing the 
grass. It was much more flattened by the 
toes of the stooping person than by the heels. 
In fact, the latter at the edge of the lawn 
had made very little impression, showing 
that he was sitting on his haunches, lean
ing over, all the weight of his body being 
on his toes. Do I make myself p lain?”

“ Perfectly.”
“ Again, it was evident that the footprints 

on the flower-bed were not made by the shoes 
which trod on the grass, because they were 
half a size smaller and much more pointed 
in the toe. Another thing, the length of 
stride on grass and bed varied considerably. 
This was really the conclusive point. Our 
first deduction is then established—the theft 
was committed by some one inside the house:’ 

“ Wonderful f ” I ejaculated.
“ Not at all. The next question is, how 

were the jewels taken? The safe is an ex
cellent one, and is not marked in any way. 
Inference: it was opened by some one who 
knew the combination. Our second deduc
tion, then, is that the person in the house 
who stole the pearls had ready access to the 
safe. This clears the servants.”

“ The private secretary?” I murmured. 
“ That remains to be seen. Never jump 

at conclusions. Admitting for the sake of 
argument that you are correct, what motive 
do you suggest? The gems, I suppose?” 

“ Of course."
“ So I thought. Now. ask yourself, Mat

thews, if you were in his place, lonuld you 
make any attempt to steal those jewels? You 
would have access to the safe, and that fact 
would be against you at the very beginning, 
for Mvcroft himself is the only other person 
who knows the combination. Directly the 
pearls are gone who is first suspected? Why. 
the private secretary, of course,

“ Mycroft immediately questions him and

can easily tell whether he is guilty. If he 
has disposed of the pearls they are traced; 
if not, they are found where they have been 
hidden. To attempt to get away would of 
course be useless, an evidence of guilt in 
itself. Besides, we know that this young man 
has not fled, and that Mycroft does not sus
pect him. It would not, therefore, be worth 
while for him to take the valuables unless 
he could divert suspicion in the manner I 
have outlined. I thought of his doing this, 
but I liked the looks of him and I wanted 
something more satisfactory.

“ You know, Matthews, you can fed  when 
a man is guilty. That fellow is not. Well, 
to make certain in regard to him, I dropped 
in at Goldstein’s to learn more about the 
pearls. By means of a little confidential talk 
with Goldstein himself—there are few things 
he would refuse me—I gained access to his 
private ledger. And now I'm going to sur
prise you. What do you think I found ? ”

“ I haven't the slightest idea.”
“ The pearls were imitation! ” he cried, 

with exultation. “ They only cost a few dol
lars at the outside.”

I sprang to mv feet.
“ W hat!” I shouted. .
“ Fact, I assure you.”
“ But they cost thirty thousand dollars.”
“ So Mycroft gave out that they would cost. 

But he bought these imitations instead of the 
real ones; and, what is more, he bought them 
himself. The private secretary had nothing 
to do with it.”

I began to recover myself a little.
“ I suppose,” I remarked, “ that he feared 

robbery, and took this means of safeguarding 
himself. It must have shown him the weak
ness of his safe. It was a clever thing.” 

Druce looked doubtful.
“ I don't know,” he said slowly. “ Why 

should he keep it secret from his niece? She 
believes the jewels were real. The affair has 
been a great shock and disappointment to her. 
It is, to say the least, most unkind of My
croft.”

“ One can never tell,” I argued. “ There 
may be all kinds of reasons why he should 
have taken this course. Outsiders can never 
know the real inside facts of things like this. 
Anyway, everything is all right now. The 
loss is trifling. The young lady will be tre
mendously grateful. My dear fellow, I con- 
gratuate you.”

Druce got up. Shook his pipe, and leaned 
with his back against the mantelpiece.

“ Matthews,” he said, “ you are overlook
ing the main point. You are rejoicing over
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a mere side issue—the fact of the real extent 
of the loss. We still have to discover the thief. 
Don’t you see it is absurd to regard the case 
closed? I obtained this information before 
we left Manhattan. What do you think we 
visited the Hall fo r?”

“ I beg your pardon,” 1 said, crestfallen; 
“ I had forgotten that.”

“ It is everything," he answered. “ Now, 
we have seen that there has been no genuine 
burglary, and further we have agreed that 
the safe must have been opened by some one 
in the house. And further still, we know that 
only two persons had access to the safe. 
Therefore, the thief must be one of those two.” 

“ I give it up," I replied, with resigna
tion. “ I don't see how your theory can be 
correct. You say you do not believe it is the 
secretary. The other is Mycroft himself. The 
whole thing baffles me. Who is the th ief?” 

Druce leaned forward with a peculiar im
pressiveness.

“ Mycroft himself." he said.
I almost laughed outright. It was too 

much. My friend’s brain, thought I, was at 
last turned.

We had started out with an ordinary kind 
of burglary, although among rich people, and 
ended with implicating a well-known public 
man, a philanthropist, in fact. I was quite 
prepared to hear Druce go on to say that 
the mayor was an accomplice, and that Car
dinal Gibbons or Dr. Parkhurst had been 
waiting with a cart to carry the swag away.

“ Go on,” I said feebly, “ go on. I am 
now sitting up in bed and taking nourish
ment. Why, man, Mycroft is—well, one of 
the leading figures of the country. You have 
erred at last, Druce.”

“ By no means," lie asserted, with convic
tion. “ Mycroft took those jewels and made 
those false tracks himself.”

“ But why should he? It's absurd.”
“ He was hard up. The market has been 

rocky lately. There is no knowing how much 
he is in debt. The man was in a corner. 
Good as the furnishings at the Hall are, I 
noticed that many of his more valuable things 
were gone.”

“ So you have been there before?”
“ Several times. Knowing that he must 

have money at any cost, he conceived the plan 
of taking his niece's money, presumable to 
purchase the pearls, and, by paying a few 
dollars for imitations, pocketing the balance.”

“ And what about the safe? ”
“ He had to lie careful. The imitation had 

deceived the girl easily enough, but would it 
get past her friends? When the pearls were

exposed to the full blaze of a drawing-room 
light, would not the deception be revealed? 
Many society women, you know, are experts 
on jewelry. Mycroft had to prevent his niece 
from wearing the gems in public. By far 
the best way was to have a robbery. The ef
fect would be twofold. He would get ad
vertising of his.wealth, which would improve 
his credit, and it would bring his niece into 
prominence and perhaps an early marriage. 
Hence more money, a consummation devoutly 
to be wished.

"Again, it would protect the Hall against 
future burglaries, as every knight of the dark- 
lantern would fight shy of the place. They 
would all know the effect upon .Mycroft of the 
proverb, ‘ Once bitten, twice shy.’

“ Next, he would have to remove all traces 
of the imitation jewels. Goldstein, of course, 
had not any idea of the identity of his cus
tomer. Mycroft, therefore, had to rifle the 
safe, and do it himself.

“ Fortunately, everything was in his favor. 
It was a dark night, and he needed no light. 
The outside work, laying the false tracks, 
did not take long. The window-pane was a 
more ticklish job, but he did it from the in
side, and had more time, because there was 
less risk of being discovered. The sea got 
rid of the incriminating pearls, I have no 
doubt.

“ Everything, therefore, was clear. The 
niece would never dream of such a tiling hap
pening: the local police would go on prosecu
ting their gang of burglars theory, and it 
would lie generally accepted. The affair, in 
a word, would be closed, but for— ”

“ You,” I interrupted, with admiration.

It was not until later in the evening that it 
occurred to me to ask Druce how he was 
going to acquaint his client with his discov
ery.

" I  confess, Matthews,” he said, “ that is 
quite a problem. However, she is not due 
until eleven o'clock to-morrow morning, and 
I have no doubt that my ingenuity will help 
me out. I'll go to bed and sleep over it.”

He did. I soon followed his example, but 
I could not sleep. Here, it seemed to me, there 
was an opportunity of applying his meth
ods in thinking out a way of telling the girl 
without incriminating her uncle. But how ?

Still wondering, I fell asleep.
The first thing the next morning the prob

lem was solved. Xot, however, by Druce. 
and not, of course, by myself, but by that 
useful article of modern civilization, the daily 
newspaper.
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As I picked up the Sun, my eye was im
mediately caught by an unusually large head
line. I started to read aloud, when I was 
interrupted by an exclamation from Druce.

He had just unfolded his paper, and saw 
the news, too.

Mycroft was dead.
* *

Each account was long, and gave an inter
esting description of the man's career. He 
had died from heart-disease, aggravated by 
worry. His niece had been with him to the 
last.

“ Requiescut in pace," said Druce quietly.
“ Amen,” I replied.

TH E CASH IER’S LOOPHOLE.
B Y  R O B E R T  K E E N E .

His Carefully Devised Plan to Cover a Shortage, 
and What Happened to It in the Carrying Out.

BEHIND the locked door of his office in 
the Higginsville Home Bank sat Mox- 

ley, the cashier, making up his mind to blow 
out his brains.

He had been stealing from the safe to play 
the Eastern stock market—a fact that he had 
concealed for a long time by systematically 
juggling the books—and now the bank exam
iner was coming to discover a shortage in the 
actual cash, and Moxley was going to jail.

With a gasp, he snatched up the pistol from 
the desk before him and pressed it to his 
head.- He couldn't stay behind to face the 
disgrace of exposure and arrest. He cl'osed 
his eyes and curved his finger on the trigger.

One' more minute and the two tellers and 
one bookkeeper who made up the working 
force of Higginsville’s only bank would break 
in at the door and find him, stretched out life
less and still on the floor.

Would they wonder why he had done it ? 
Perhaps, the pistol having dropped from his 
hand after making that black hole in his 
brow, and the connection being destroyed be
tween the weapon and his use of it, it might 
look as if he had been murdered—

Suddenly he lowered the gun.
An idea had just darted into his mind. 

Was it possible?—had he stumbled on a way 
to save himself? He rose and fell to pacing 
the floor, breathing fast, his hands opening 
and closing at his sides.

Suppose he took that revolver with him into 
the safe at the dinner-hour, which was near 
at hand? It was the custom in the little coun
try bank for the tellers and bookkeeper to go 
home at noon and leave the institution in sole 
charge of the cashier.

Suppose he inflicted a harmless scalp 
wound upon himself, instead of blowing out 
his brains, and lav down on the floor of the

safe, in his own blood, to wait for the re
turn of the tellers? When they picked him 
up he could tell the following story:

A desperate burglar had come into the safe 
while he, Moxley, was there on some unim
portant business. The thief had tried to hold 
up the cashier at the point of a pistol, and 
tiie latter, throwing all caution to the winds, 
had grappled with the desperado and been 
shot.

Just before he lost consciousness, or as he 
fell, Moxley could claim that he had seen the 
burglar grab a large bundle of bills and make 
off. In that bundle of bills was the exact 
amount that the cashier, unknown to a soul, 
had himself stolen.

“ Why no t?” he whispered, striking his 
hands together. “ Why not chance it? I t’s 
an old game, worked hundreds of times be
fore. Why can't I get away with i t? ”

There was a knock at the locked door.
One of the tellers must be outside now to 

announce that it was noontime, and that he 
and his fellows were ready to depart. Mox
ley caught up the pistol from the desk and 
hid it in his pocket. By an effort he steadied 
himself, and called out that he would be there 
in a moment.

He heard the man's footsteps die away, and 
then he crossed the room on tiptoe and quiet
ly unlocked the door. As he stepped out of 
his private office the coat-tails of the last em
ployee were vanishing through the entrance 
to the street.

The cashier was alone, and unwatched. 
Now was the time to put into practise his 
plan—if he dared risk it. At any minute 
somebody might come in, a depositor, a farm
er for a loan, and the bank would no longer 
be deserted.

Clisting one apprehensive look over the
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place, Mosley skulked back to the open safe 
and stepped inside. He marked the spot on 
the floor of the vault where he would be 
found, and took the revolver from his pocket.

At a sudden sound behind him he wheeled, 
whipping the weapon out of sight under his 
coat.

Nobody was there. Yet, he could have 
sworn that he had heard a step, a cautious 
footfall, behind him.

The cold sweat thick on his brow, he came 
out of the safe and walked around, looking 
into every corner and crevice of the vacant 
bank. A shadow flitted past the drawn cur
tains of the front windows—and he under
stood that it was the footfall of a passer-by 
on the street outside that he had heard.

This made him think. Since he could 
hear from the vault what went on in the 
street, the shot that he was going to take at 
himself would be instantly noticed outside.

Suppose a bystander, hearing the report of 
the pistol, should run at once into the bank 
and come upon Moxley before the smoke had 
cleared away? How, then, could he account 
for the escape unseen of the mythical burglar 
whom he was going to credit with having shot 
him?

Walking back into the safe, Moxley real
ized that he ran a risk here, and a grave one, 
too, of having his story discredited. It 
wouldn’t do to attract attention to his wound
ed self too soon.

A bright idea occurred to him. Why 
shoot himself at all, and make a lot of un
necessary noise over his wounding?

It would do just as well if he only hit 
himself with the butt-end of the revolver, 
drawing blood from a blow on his skull.

He was now standing over the place in the 
vault where he wanted to be picked up. 
Stepping to one side, he kicked over a couple 
of bags of coin, tore loose a half-dozen 
packages of greenbacks, which he strewed on 
the floor, and then, having made the safe 
look as though a desperate struggle had hap
pened there, he returned to the middle of the 
vault.

He took the revolver in his hand, tapping 
the butt once or twice against the side of his 
head to measure the weight of the blow lie 
would need to deal himself in order to leave 
a creditable mark.

His story was going to be a little different 
now. It would be a smash on the skull, and 
not a shot, that he had received from the 
imaginary assailant whose attack had brought 
him to the bleeding, semi-conscious state in 
which he would lie found.

Well, it was now or never.
Moxley drew back his hand. He hit 

himself a glancing blow on the side of the 
temple with the handle of the gun.

And then he dropped gently down in a 
heap on the floor of the safe.

II.

Two pairs of strong arms lifted the cash
ier into a sitting posture. A dipperful of 
cool water was thrown into his white face. 
Some one put a bottle to his lips and a 
trickle of fire ran down his throat.

Whereupon Moxley opened his eyes.
“ Where—am I ? ” he murmured.
He stared blankly into the anxious faces 

of the two tellers who bent solicitously over 
him.

What—what has happened ? ”
“ That is what you will have to tell us, 

s ir!” said the man who had held the bran
dy to his lips. “ Jordan and I came back 
from lunch just now, and we couldn’t find 
you anywhere. We ran in here to look for 
you— -’

“ And we came upon you lying senseless 
in a puddle of blood!” broke in the other. 
“ There was an ugly wound in the side of 
your head, and this gun was on the floor 
beside you. Tell us what happened?”

The cashier looked dully around him at 
the walls of the safe. He put up one limp 
hand to his head, and gazed stupidly at the 
blood that came away on his fingers.

And then his dazed faculties appeared to 
clear.

“ I remember now!'' he said. “ The bank 
examiner was coming to-morrow. I knew 
that I would be caught—that the money I 
had stolen to invest in stocks would be dis
covered. And then I had an idea.

“ I came into the vault when everybody 
had gone to dinner. And I knocked myself 
out to make it look as though I had been in 
a terrific struggle with a burglar, who made 
off with the money I had taken.

“ Now, you see, nobody will ever suspect 
me. There are the books—the books that I 
have fixed—”

With a little sigh the cashier’s eyes closed, 
and he lapsed into unconsciousness once more.

III.

T h e  next time he came to it was to find 
himself lying on the rug in his own office, 
with one of the tellers sitting, as though on 
guard, at the desk beside him.
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“ Did they catch the burglar who nearly 
killed me in the safe just now?” the cashier 
whispered.

The teller grind v smiled.
They haven't caught him yet! he said.

“ I hope they yiab him with the money I 
saw him take as I fell,''" Moxley murmured 
weakly, “ before the bank-examiner gets 
here to-morrow."

“ The bank-examiner,"’ remarked the 
other, “ isn't coming to-morrow."

“ He’s no t?”
Moxley wet his lips. His eyes were fixed 

on the teller's face, and there was something 
about the latter's smile that made him 
vaguely uneasy.

“ The auditor wired in this morning,” said 
the teller quietly, “ that he wouldn’t be here 
for two weeks. I thought you'd heard i t? ”

“ I—I didn't,” faltered the cashier.
“ Here's another telegram,” remarked the 

other, picking up a sheet of paper from 
Moxley’s desk. “ It came about an hour 
ago. Shall I read it? I t’s addressed to 
you.”

He smoothed out the sheet.
* * Stocks rose to your instructed selling- 

point this a.-\i . You have cleared eight 
thousand dollars, which we hold to your 
order.’ Does that interest vou, Mr. Mox
ley ? ”

The amount was exactly what he had 
stolen from the bank! Staring at the smi
ling teller, Mosley's cheeks were ashen.

“ I—that can't be for me! ” he stammered. 
“ You—I never had anything to do with any 
stocks. You ought to know that— ”

“ Excuse me! ” And the teller leaned for
ward. “ You seem to forget,” said he, “ that 
I know everything! ”

The cashier half rose from the rug. All 
at once he understood. It all came back to 
him what sort of story he had told when he 
was first picked up in the safe suffering from 
the effects of the blow he had given himself 
which had dazed his brain.

He recognized the irony of the teller’s 
smile. It dawned on him that he had given 
himself away.

He had hit himself too hard.

JONES, OF CONNECTICUT.
B Y  H A R T R I D G E  D .  T Y L E R .

A  Hospital Mix-Up That Made a Hus
band Mad and Sadly Perplexed a Wife.

HE car whizzed around the curve. 
Clang! Clang! Clang!

The motormun put all his weight on the 
brake and strove to stop. A well - built, 
nicely-dressed, middle-aged man, with gray
ish hair, was hurrying across within a foot of 
the fender.

Clung! Clang!
The motorman yelled: “ Git off, you fool! ”
But his car was already upon the pedes

trian. It was too late. With a smash the 
fender struck him, and a husky policeman 
leaped over the tracks and caught the man 
just before he struck the pavement.

The motorman, his car at a dead stand
still, removed the controller and jumped down 
to the street. The conductor came running 
up from the rear.

“ The fool wouldn't get out of the way. I 
warned him with the Dell,” cried the motor- 
man.

“ It's a nasty corner,"’ agreed the police
man.

“ Bad h u rt?” asked the conductor, thrust
ing himself in between them with ready note
book and pencil.

" Ain't dead! ’’ replied the policeman, feel
ing the man's chest and getting an erratic 
heart-teat.

“ Pretty bid smash: I seen him get hit,” 
put in a bystander.

“ Ring for an ambulance,” ordered the po
liceman. turning to one of his brother officers 
who had run up.

The call was sent in. The usual crowd 
collected, the policeman pushed back the 
eager curiosity-seekers with his accustomed 
growl of. “ Stand back an' give him air. 
Anybody ought to have sense enough to stand 
away, Give him a ir !”

The conductor meantime had begun 
searching the pockets of the prostrate man 
for something with which to identify him, 
it being his business to write out a report of 
the accident and hand it in at the end of his 
run.
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“ Better w ait!” the policeman told him, 
coming back after pushing the crowd away 
at least two inches. “ They'll search him at 
the hopsital.”

“ Sure, that's right,” said the conductor, 
stopping in his search abruptly and helping 
to push back the crowd.

In his efforts he dropped his pencil and 
stooped to pick it up. It had rolled near the 
insensible form on the curb and he had to 
pull aside the coat to find it. At that mo
ment an ambulance raced around the corner.

It bore on its side in gilt letters, “ Gram- 
ercy Hospital,” and the energetic little intern 
jumped down and, with the aid of the police
man, lifted the prostrate form of the injured 
man into the swinging cot within.

“ I'll go along,” said the policeman, “ my 
relief's over there, an’ as the body ain't iden
tified yet I'll have to get the particulars for 
my report.”

“ All right. Jump in,” cried the intern, 
signaling his driver to be off.

With a clatter and clash they dashed 
through the crowd and whirled up the 
street.

The conductor had already started back to 
his car. The motorraan stooped and picked 
up something, calling to his car-mate, “ Here's 
your pencil, Bill.”

“ No, I picked it up,'’ answered the con
ductor, jumping aboard and giving the sig
nal to go ahead, and in five minutes the am
bulance reached the hospital.

They diagnosed the case at once. It was 
a hard blow, and the doctors agreed that the 
man’s stupor might last for hours.

The upshot was that the doctors were puz
zled and advised that the relatives of the 
man be notified at once, for fear something 
of a serious nature should result.

The intern who had brought in the case 
turned to the policeman.

“ Got his name and address yet? '’ he 
asked.

“ No. He hasn't been searched.”
“ Here,” one of the doctors threw the offi

cer the man’s coat, and he went through it 
with practised fingers.

“ Well, whom shall we notify?" asked one 
of the interns, coming back to where the 
policeman stood rummaging the coat and 
trousers.

“ There ain't a thing on him but a watch 
without initials—and this,” replied the offi
cer, holding out a slip of paper.

The intern opened it quickly and found it 
to be a telegraph form.

“ Why,” cried the policeman, looking over

his shoulder, “ it's one of them new night 
letter telegrams, fifty words for the price of 
ten, ain’t it? ”

“ Yes. See. Here's an address," cried 
the intern, and he read the following pen
ciled message:

M r s . H e n r y  P a r k e r , 3 5 0  R iv e r s id e  D r i v e :
Awfully sorry your husband is in Gramercy 

Hospital. Best wishes and hopes for a speedy 
recovery. Will return to the city on Tuesday. 
Be of good cheer and wire any tiling of impor
tance. J o n e s , C o n n e c t i c u t .

“ Gramercy Hospital!" cried the police
man. “ Well, luck's right with us. I 
thought he'd be hard to identify. But here 
he's got a friend right in the hospital."

“ Yes, I know the case. Henry Parker.”
“ I'd  read that night telegram again first,” 

said the officer in a perplexed tone. “ It 
doesn't just look as though this Henry Par
ker ought to know about the telegram; you 
see it's addressed to Mrs. Parker.”

“ But the fellow signs himself ‘ Jones, 
Connecticut.’ It looks all right to me,” an
swered the intern.

“ That’s a pretty vague address," said the 
policeman, “ I'll bet there's as many as three 
or four Joneses in the little State of Con
necticut."

“ But we've got to do something, and I 
don't think it's anything that would cause 
Mr. Parker alarm. It looks proper enough.” 

“ Better call up Mrs. Parker first,” sug
gested the policeman.

“ Maybe that would be best.'’
The intern went off to the telephone at 

once and had Mrs. Parker on the wire.
“ There's a gentleman been brought into 

the hospital here. Mrs. Parker," he explained. 
“ He's a middle-aged man, gray suit, wears 
spectacles, and has grayish hair. He has a 
telegram in his pocket addressed to you. It 
is signed, ‘ Jones, Connecticut.’ Do you 
know the gentleman ? ’’

“ Why, no," she answered after a pause. 
“ How peculiar. I know several Mr. Jones 
but none who answer that description.”

“ You arc sure? ”
“ Yes."
“ But how could he come by that telegram. 

He was just going to send it to you, evi
dently. It is worded in such a way that one 
would think lie knew you well.”

“ I certainly do not know any man of the 
name of Jones answering that description.” 

“ Maybe we had better have your husband, 
who is here, look at him. He might be able 
to identify him.”
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“ Oh, no, I wouldn’t do th a t?” cried Mrs. 
Parker.

“ Why not? It is very important. The 
man might die. and his relatives must be 
notified.”

“ Oh, awful. I can't understand it. I ’ll 
be right down,” she cried in answer. “ But 
don’t trouble Mr. Parker with this case. He 
might get a set-back from it.”

“ Well, if it becomes imperative we’ll have 
to. It is the only means of identification at 
hand.”

The intern hung up the receiver as the 
lady assured him in a nervous tone that she 
would be there immediately,

“ Now this is a nice mix-up,” he said, 
turning to the officer. “ This Jonesy, of 
Connecticut, must be a smooth one. It's a 
wonder he wouldn’t carry something more 
with him for identification than a telegram to 
another man's wife.”

At that moment one of the head doctors 
entered the room

“ Have you notified the relatives on that 
medulla oblongata case?” he asked nerv
ously.

“ Why, no,” answered the intern in a 
puzzled manner. “ There’s nothing on him 
to show who his relatives are. This is all.”

He handed the message to his superior and 
stood waiting for a comment.

“ Well, why don’t you show the man to 
Mr. Parker, he’s in good shape now.”

“ But Mrs. Parker doesn’t want us to say 
anvthing to Mr. Parker about it. Can’t you 
see, the telegram is a rather delicate thing to 
handle.”

“ Delicacy be hanged!” cried the chief 
doctor. “ Bring Parker in to identify the 
man. We can’t lose any time.”

So the intern went off and soon returned 
with a thin little elderly man in a wheel
chair. He brought the chair to a standstill 
before the unidentified one’s cot.

“ Can you tell me the name of this gentle
m an?” he requested.

“ No. I never saw him before.” was the 
positive answer, after one look.

“ You don't know h im ?” cried the in
tern.

At that moment a telephone bell rang in 
the ward, the intern answered and heard 
Mrs. Parker's voice.

“ Oh,” she cried. “ about that telegram and 
‘ Jones,’ in Connecticut. I have just thought.
I have a friend, Albert Jones, his wife and I 
are great friends. I just recalled that they 
are spending the week-end at their farm in 
Connecticut. But Albert Jones doesn't

answer the description of your patient in 
any way. I am coming right down.”

She hung up and the intern turned back 
to Mr. Parker, who sat stupidly looking at 
the white, motionless face on the cot before 
him.

“ I have just received a message from your 
wife. She says she knows Mr. Jones, but 
that the Jones in Connecticut does not an
swer the description of this man.”

“ My wife! What are you talking about? 
Are you crazy, young man,-’ cried Mr. Par
ker irascibly.

“ No, here!” The intern shoved the tele
gram into Mr. Parker’s hand.

“ Good Lord! ” the patient cried as he fin
ished reading it. “ I don't know any Jones 
in Connecticut. Who can the fellow be that’s 
wiring to my wife like this while I ’m locked 
up in this infernal hospital?”

“ Be calm, Mr. Parker. You must know 
this man. Your wife says she is a great 
friend of the wife of Mr. Albert Jones, who 
is spending the week-end on his farm in 
Connecticut.”

“ So she is," he answered. “ But this isn’t 
A1 Jones. A1 and I went to school together. 
I never saw this—this impostor before.”

He glared at the dead-white, fixed face be
fore him and went very red as he clenched 
his fists.

The policeman touched the intern on the 
arm.

“ I told you not to say anything,” he re
marked softly. “ There's something wrong 
all right. I didn't like the way that telegram 
was worded. It was foolish to show it to 
Mr. Parker; his wife won’t be thankin’ you 
for it. you can bet."

“ But who the deuce is this other Jones, of 
Connecticut, lying on the couch here,” cried 
the intern, turning back to Mr. Parker. 
“ This is the Jones who signed the telegram, 
and your wife says she knows an Albert 
Jones in Connecticut but that he doesn't look 
anything like the man here.”

“ Of course he doesn't.” cried Mr. Parker.
“ A1 Jones is over six feet tall and he’s twice 
as broad as that shrimp lying there.”

“ Well, we'll have to wait till your wife 
comes, then. She must know him. He may 
be some other Jones of Connecticut, but she'll 
know him all right. The wire is addressed 
to her; there's no mistake about that.”

“ Oh, no. There’s no mistake about that,” 
sneered Mr. Parker. “ Yes, we’ll wait till 
my wife comes, she'll explain, she’ll have to 
explain,” he finished with a snap.

At that moment the patient began to show
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signs of coming to. The chief doctor mo
tioned to the intern to take Mr. Parker away 
just as Mrs. Parker rushed into the hospital 
and was admitted to the ward where the hurt 
man lay,

“ Do you know the man ? ” asked the doc
tor, pointing to the cot.

“ No," said Mrs. Parker, looking into the 
blank eyes. “ I never saw his face in my 
life before."

She flushed as she spoke, for at that mo
ment Mr, Parker was wheeled back into 
the ward.

“ Be good enough to explain about your 
friend who sends you intimate telegrams 
while I'm sick in the hospital here," he cried, 
looking very coolly at his wife.

“ Oh, Henry," she exclaimed. “ I never 
saw him in my life. You know I didn't. I 
thought it might be A1 Jones. But it isn't."

“ He seemed to know your name and ad
dress rather well for a stranger," sneered the 
irritable Mr. Parker.

“ Can’t you believe me," she said calmly. 
“ I wouldn’t lie to you. I never saw him 
before, Henry."

“ Then explain how he got your name and 
address, and knew all about me and was ma
king an appointment to meet you in the city 
Tuesday.”

“ Oh— " she threw out her hands toward 
him. “ I can’t, Henry. There is some aw
ful mistake here."

“ And it's up to you to explain it. First 
you say you think you know the man and now 
you deny it completely."

“ I don’t deny anything. Oh, I never saw 
or heard of him before.”

The patient made a move on his narrow 
cot and all eyes turned toward him.

“ Be quiet. He's going to speak,” said 
the doctor, motioning to silence them.

The man's mouth opened and his eyes be
gan to light up.

“ I—I say," he drawled.
“ Yes," said the doctor, bending close.

“ You say what? ”
The room was as silent as death, not a 

breath, not a whisper: every ear was tuned 
to catch the unidentified man's faintest 
whisper.

“ I say, what's all this about?” he finished 
vaguely, looking around the room with won
dering eyes.

“ You were hit by a car. You are in a 
hospital.”

“ Oh, was I ? "  he answered with a vague 
smile. “ I thought maybe it was Mr. Jones's 
automobile. I don't seem to remember anv-

thing but riding in that. Yes, yes, I did 
come back to the city."

“ Mr. Jones!” cried the Parkers, the po
liceman, and the interns in unison.

“ Yes, Albert Jones, his name is. I can 
remember that, but I can't— "

“ Can’t wlnit?'’ cried the doctor, as his 
patient seemed to slip back to a blank state.

“ What is your own name?" cried Mr. 
Parker in a hard tone.

“ That's just it,-’ drawled the patient, “ I 
can't— I can't remember my own name. But 
I live in the city here somewhere. Wait a 
minute. There's something seems to turn 
black every time I try to think of my own 
name or— ”

“ But can’t you think of your address?” 
cried Parker, leaning forward in his wheel
chair.'’

“ No, you see, I know I live in the city. 
It's somewhere near here." He was getting 
stronger now and talked more easily. “ I 
see the name printed on the card hanging 
up there. * Gramercy Hospital,' I live some
where near here. Twenty— Twenty-Seventh 
Street. That's i t ! ” lie cried happily.

“ But can't you remember your name ? ” 
demanded Mr. Parker. “ Why are vou 
sending telegrams to my wife and signing 
them ‘ Jones ’ unless that is your name? Is 
Tones your name?”

“ Oh, no.” the other smiled; “ I'd know 
my name in a minute if I could hear it. But 
it isn’t Jones. I think it begins with an 
H ." ’

“ But— ” cried Mr. Parker, rising in his 
chair and gripping the handles.

The doctor cut him off and said in a low 
voice:

“ Give him time. He'll remember shortly.-’
* Yes,” said the patient weakly, almost to 

himself, as he gave a little laugh, “ I think 
my name begins with ‘ H .’ Isn't it funny, 
not to know your own name? ”

“ It's funny if you look at it that wav,” 
growled Parker under his breath, glancing 
up at his wife, who seemed even more nervous 
now that the man was beginning to remember.

“ Let him rest a few minutes; all of vou 
come away," ordered the doctor.

He drew them to a corner of the room and 
put a white screen around the cot.

“ I guess it'll take some time for him to 
come to,’’ said the policeman to the intern.
“ I'll have to he getting hack. Will you 
call me up at the station when you find out 
his ■name? I ’ll want it for my report?”

“ Why, yes, but you'd better wait! He 
mav come to his senses at anv minute.”
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“ Xo, I'll have to be gain.’. But say, can I 
use your phone? I promised to call up the 
conductor on the car that hit him.”

“ Sure, you can use the phone,” said the 
intern, showing him the way to the booth.

While the policeman was thus engaged the 
head doctor was trying to help the unidenti
fied man remember his name. He tried all the 
names beginning with “ H ” that he could 
think up, but no welcome sign of intelligence 
answered these suggestions.

“ Well, well have to give it up for the 
night,” said the doctor. “ Maybe hell be 
rested enough in the morning to remember.”

“ I ’d like to have this matter settled at 
once,” growled Mr. Parker. “ He’s playing 
a game, that's all. He knows who I am and 
he’s afraid to say who he is because he can’t 
explain why he was sending that telegram 
to my wife.”

“ Oh, Henry, you mustn't be so— ”
“ Xow, 111 have to ask you people to wait,” 

the doctor cut them off.
They started to leave the cot when the 

policeman burst from the telephone booth 
and rushed to them. All turned back in 
wonder and listened as the officer stooped 
down beside the patient and asked:

“ Isn't your name Hudson, and don't you 
live at 89 East Twenty-Seventh? ”

“ Why, yes,” the man's face lit up with joy. 
“ Why, yes, that's it, my name is Hudson. 
William Wardlaw Hudson. William Ward- 
law Hudson,” he repeated it with great satis
faction. “ And I live at 89 East Twenty- 
Seventh Street. That's right. William 
Wardlaw Hudson, that's me.”

“ And you’re a playwright?” put in the 
officer, looking around at the astonished 
group for applause.

“ I do write plays, yes,” answered the pa
tient with a joyful smile.

“ Good Lord! ” cried Parker, dropping 
back weakly in his wheeled chair.

His wife rushed to his aid, fearing the 
surprise had been too much for him.

“ But how did you know my name? ” cried 
the patient, who seemed to be full}- recovered 
now.

“ I just found out over the telephone. The 
conductor of the car that knocked you down 
asked me to phone him when we found out 
vour name. I called him up and told him 
vou was unidentified. He laughed at me 
an’ said he’d put in the report of the accident 
to the boss at the barns ten minutes ago. 
Then he gave me your full address an’ the 
address he had found in the telephone di
rectory.”

“ But how did he find out my nam e?” 
cried the patient, while all the others drew 
closer and listened tensely,

“ Why, it seems he dropped his pencil after 
he started to search your clothes, an’ when 
he started to pick it up it had rolled under 
you. He picked up a pencil that had fallen 
out of your pocket. He didn't notice it till 
after the motorman found his own pencil. 
Then he looked at the one he had picked up. 
It was yours.”

“ Why, of course, how simple,” smiled the 
playwright.

“ But I don't understand,” put in Mr. 
Parker.

“My name was on the pencil,” answered 
William Wardlaw Hudson with a broad 
smile.

“ Your name was on the pencil?” echoed 
Parker.

“ Yes, you see, it’s a souvenir. I belong 
to the Pen and Pencil Club. We had a little 
banquet the other night and each guest was 
presented with a little box of pencils with his 
name stamped in gilt upon them.”

“ So you are really William Wardlaw 
Hudson,'’ smiled Mrs. Parker, going over and 
taking his hand. “ I am so glad to know you 
at last. I have heard the Joneses speak of 
you often."’

“ A1 always wanted us to meet,” Parker 
forced a smile and reached out his hand to 
the playwright.

“ I'm glad to know both of you. I've 
heard the Joneses speak of the Parkers so 
often. I was out at their farm to-day, we 
covered over a hundred miles in the motor 
and I think that helped put my head off. I 
guess I was in more or less of a daze when 
I arrived in the city,”

“ But say,” put in Parker, “ how on earth 
did vou happen to be carrving that telegram 
o fA l's?”

“ Why, you see, they just heard of your 
husband's illness and A1 wrote the wire for 
the whole family, you know.”

“ Yes, I see,” put in Mrs. Parker; “ I was 
so confused by the telegram when the intern 
read it to me over the phone. 1 didn't think 
of the Joneses being off in Connecticut.”

“ But how did you get the telegram ? ” re
peated Mr. Parker with a smile.

“ Why. the service is so poor out there, I 
told A1 I'd send it from the city for him as 
soon as I got in. I had just come up out 
of the Subway and was crossing the street to 
the telegraph office to send the message to 
your wife when that blundering car came 
along and struck me amidships."’
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Proud of the heating
T h e keenest, lasting
pride and satisfaction 
come to every house
holder to know  th a t 
this w in ter and m any 
su cceed in g  w in te r s  
his loved ones are to 
enjoy the delightful 
experience of a home 
softly, purely  w arm ed and ventilated  by
AlWFDIf AM InFAl Annually, thousands of farm and 
/V iLl\lu\lN X I V ln L  cjty homes are advanced 100% 
i l  RADIATORS IBoilers jn comfort and health protection 
by these outfits! None mention them except in praise.

W rite Dept. A 34 AMERICAN RADIATORf  OMPANY CHICAGO

T h e  world - wide, rapidly increasing use of ID E A L  Boilers and 
A M E R IC A N  R adiators proves th a t they are the m ost economical in

fuel consum ption of all heaters ye t m ade 
and the simplest to  care  for. T hey  are 
an  investm ent -— not an expense — as 
the savings they bring about soon repay  
their cost.

A N o. 2118 ID E A L  B o lie i  A N o . A-241 ID E A L  B o ile r 
a n d  270ft. of 38-in. A M E R - a n d  461 ft. o l 38-ln . A M E R 
IC A N  R a d ia to r s ,  c o s t in g  IC A N  R a d ia to r s ,  c o s t in g  
o w n e r $  1 3 5 ,  w e re  u s e d  to  o w ner $ 2 1 5 ,  w e re  u s e d  to  
H o t-W a te r  h e a t th i s  cot- H o t-W a te r  h e a t  t h i s  co t
ta g e .  ta g e .
A t th e s e  p r ic e s  th e  g o o d s  c a n  b e  b o u g h t  of a n y  re p u 
ta b le ,  c o m p e te n t f i t te r . T h is  d id  n o t in c lu d e  c o s t  of 
la b o r ,  p ip e ,  v a lv e s , f r e ig h t ,  e tc . ,  w h ic h  In s ta l la t io n  is  
e x tra  a n d  v a r ie s  a c c o rd in g  to  c l im a tic  a n d  o th e r  co n 
d i t io n s .

I f  you want to make your home a haven of 
warmth, don’t wait until you build, but comfort 
your present house with an outfit of ID EAL 
Boilers and AM ERICAN Radiators. Put in now 
without disturbing your old heaters until ready 
to start fire in the new.
Ask for book (free) “ Ideal H eating” which tells all the 
advantages of the world - famous ID EAL Boilers and 
AMERICAN Radiators. Showrooms in all large cities.

I n  a n s w e r in g  t h i s  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he A rgosy.
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A re ^ V b u  
A  T im e Im p ro v e r

Mark well the group of pictures on the left and the group on the right. One shows 
men who have utilized their spare time and gained positions of influence and worth. The 

other shows the class of men who are ever struggling along in poor “jobs.” They have 
just as much spare time as the time improver, but they waste it. Some waste it on the 
corner, in the pool room, at the theater, or otherwise.

Every man is entitled to some pleasure and recreation, but as time is an asset more 
valuable even than money, every man owes it to himself to utilize a certain portion of his 
spare time for self improvement.

If you have two hours a day unoccupied, we guarantee that one hour of that time 
properly applied under I. C. S. direction will qualify you for a good position at double, triple 
or quadruple your wages.

This is not a mere statement for you to believe or not believe as you choose; it is backed 
up by a world of proof that no one can deny. We can send you the names and addresses 
of thousands of men who have advanced from lowly positions to some of the most promi
nent places in business, science and art.

For instance, Ernest Murphy, who used his spare time under I. C. S. direction, was 
advanced from carpenter to Assistant Consulting Engineer; J. J. Loud jumped from 

laborer to Assistant Electrician; Joseph Worden, telegraph operator to draftsman; 
Wilson P. Hunt from apprentice to President of a large manufacturing concern; S. G. 

Brinton from janitor to the position of Assistant Postmaster.
These are only a few of thousands, the names and addresses of whom you can 

have on application, so you can ask them for yourself. You will find they had 
no more brains than you ; that they had no greater ability; that they had no 

more spare time ; that they had no more spare cash; but they did have the 
ambition and common sense to use their time to advantage instead of 

wasting it.
It is easy to find out how this can be done. It is simply up to you.
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Name.

.S ta te .

O r  A
T im e  V a s t e r

There is not a poorly-paid but ambitious man in the world that the I. C. S. cannot 
help, provided he can read and write. Have you enough real ambition to mark the 
attached coupon and learn of the I. C. S. way that fits your case? It makes no difference 
who you are, what you do, where you live, what you earn, or what your age,—if you are 
ambitious, the way is open. Do you want to? Then mark the attached coupon to-day 
opposite the occupation you like best. The I. C. S. will then tell you how you can be helped 
at home—in your spare time—without encroaching on your working time—and on such easy 
terms that you will be able to meet them easily.

Do You W ant To?
Here, then, is the opportunity that proves 

whether your ambition is real or not. Mark the 
coupon. This, at least, costs you nothing. 
Mark it and learn how you can join the host of 
successful I. C. S. men who, at the rate of 300 
every month, VOLUNTARILY report ad
vancement in salary and position as the direct 
result of I. C. S. help. 307 were heard 
from during August.

Do You Want To ?
Of Course You Want To.

Mark the Coupon.

i International Correspondence Schools, i
. B o x  H5 8  S C R A N T O N ,  P A .

P le a s e  e x p la in ,  w i t h o u t  f a r t h e r  o b l ig a t io n  o n  m y  p a r t ,  •
| h o w  I  c a n  q u a l i f y  f o r  t h e  p o s i t i o n ,  t r a d e  o r  p r o f e s s io n  A 
, b e f o r e  w h ic h  I  h a v e  m a r k e d  x .

i
A utom obile R unn ing  
Mine S u p erin ten d e n t

C i v i l  S e r v i c e  
A r c h i t e c t  ,  Spanish 
C iie in  1st J F rench  
L a n g u a g e s — . Germ an 
B a n k i n g  ( I ta l ia n  
B u i l d i n g  C o n t r a c t o r

i
i

M i n e  F o r e m a n  
P lum bing, Steam  P ittin g i

1
Concrete C onstruction  
C iv i l  F m r l n e e r i

i
T ex tile  M a n u fac tu rin g  
S t a t i o n a r y  E n g i n e e r

A rch ite c tu ra l D raftsm an 
I n d u s t r i a l  D e s ig n i n g i

i
T e l e p h o n e  E x p e r t  
M e e h a n .  E n g i n e e r

Comm ercial I l lu s tra tin g  
W in d o w  T r i m m i n g i

1 M echanical D raftsm an
E l e c t r i c a l  E n g i n e e r

S h o w  C a r d  W r l t i n g  
A dvertising  Man f

i E le c .  L ig h t in g :  S u p t .  
E l e c t r i c  W i r e m a n

S t e n o g r a p h e r
B o o k k e e p e r i

S tr e e t  a n d N o ._
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W oman is the great civilizer.
If it were not for her man would revert to 
whiskers and carry a club.

Woman does much for the Gillette because it is her 
presence, her influence, that puts the emphasis on good 
clothes, clean linen, and a clean shave.

She admires the clean, healthy skin of the man who 
uses a Gillette. She does not approve the ladylike 
massage-finish of the tonsorial artist. The massaged 
appearance ceased to be“class” largely because she said so.

There is something fine and wholesome about the 
Gillette shave. It does not reek of violet water and 
pomades.

G I L L E T T E  S A L E S  C O M P A N Y .  26  W .  S e c o n d  S t r e e t ,  B o s t o n
N e w  Y o r k ,  T i m e s  B u i ld in g  C h ic a g o ,  S to c k  E x c h a n g e  B u ild in g  G il l e t t e  S a fe ty  R a z o r .  L td ..  L o n d o n  

E a s t e r n  O ff ic e , S h a n g h a i ,  C h in a  C a n a d ia n  O f f ic e , 63 S t. A le x a n d e r  S t r e e t ,  M o n tr e a l

H

I n  a n s w e r in g  t h i s  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t i o n  The Abgosy.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

The use of the Gillette has a decidedly good effect 
on the skin. It gives a healthy look that suggests the 
outdoor rather than the indoor man.

Then think of the comfort—the convenience—the 
morning shave in less time than the morning dip.

A million men will buy Gillettes this year. Now  
is the time to get yours.

Standard Set with twelve double-edge blades, $5.00. 
Regular box of 12 blades, $1.00; carton of 6 blades, 50c.

G I L L E T T E  S A L E S  C O M P A N Y ,  2 6  W .  S e c o n d  S t r e e t ,  B o s t o n
F a c to r ie s :  B o s to n ,  M o n tr e a l ,  L e ic e s te r ,  B e r l in , P a r is

I n  a n s w e r in g  t h i s  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  i s  d e s i r a b le  t h a t  y o u  m e n t i o n  T he Argosy.
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There is nothing more tempting as an after- 
dinner tidbit than NABISCO Sugar Wafers served 
with fruit and nuts. Try this suggestion as the 
finale of the Thanksgiving dinner.

In ten cent tins.
Also in twenty-five cent tins.

CH O CO LA TE TO K EN S have all the sweet rich
ness of Nabisco enclosed in a shell of rich chocolate.

NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY

N A B I S C O
SUGAR WAFERS
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require special Food for their 

nourishment because they are 

the most highly "specialized^ 

organs of the body.

The Food required by Nature 

for rebuilding Brain and Nerve 

Cells is found in

Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich,, U. S. A.
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Y o u  p a y  n o  m o re
for a pound package of Kings

ford’s Corn Starch—made by an ex
clusive process for over six ty  years.

Ordinary corn starch can be made 
in a few days, while it takes as m any 
w eeks to produce

OSW EGO

CORN STARCH
Y ou  a re  asked  ju s t  as m u c h  fo r  th e  lo w - 

g rad e  c o rn  s ta rc h e s  th a t  c a n n o t g iv e  y o u  th e  
re su lt in  y o u r  c o o k in g —because  th e y  lack  
K in g sfo rd ’s d e lic acy  an d  p u rity .

D o n ’t  y o u  th in k  it  w o u ld  p ay  to  in sist 
u p o n  K in g sfo rd ’s?

T h e  C o o k  B o o k  “ D ”  te l ls  " W h a t  a  C o o k  O u g h t  to  
K n o w  a b o u t  C o r n  S ta r c h ,”  168 o f  th e  
b e s t  r e c ip e s  y o u  e v e r  t r i e d .  I t ' s  f r e e  
—ju s t  s e n d  y o u r  n a m e  o n  a  p o s t  c a rd .

T . K IN G S F O R D  & S O N
O s w e g o ,  N .  Y .

N a t i o n a l  S ta r c h  C o . ,  S u c c e s s o r s

HEALTH UNDERWEAR FOR MEN
• -  ____ ’ '  - -  ■■■ -_________ M m & S X :

L A 1855 J a
/  O v e r  F if ty  Y e a r s  th e  L e a d e r

|  One of the highest types of underw ear produced
g jr  in Am erica. M ade of pu re  A ustralian wool.

\  Guaranteed Unshrinkable
w  Fam ous for its perfect fit, special finish and non-irritating 
qualities. Every garm ent shaped  to the figure—no cram ped 
chest, shoulders or a rm holes—draw ers do not bind at seat or 
crotch—result, comfort. No guessing as to size—exact chest 
m easurem ent on every shirt, exact waist m easurem ent on 
every pair of draw ers.

Glastenbury Merino Underwear
A ustralian W ool and Fine C arded Cotton.

A  sensible light w eight garm ent suited to all seasons.
All Glastenbury Underwear is very elastic. It evaporates perspiration, keeps 

the skin dry and prevents chilling of the body.
M a d e  in  f iv e  g r a d e s  h e a v y  w e ig h t  a n d  f iv e  g ra d e s  ligh t  

w e ig h t , n a tu ra l g ra y s  a n d  c a m e l 's  h a ir  e ffe c ts . P r ic e  b 0 %  
u n d e r  im p o rte d  g o o d s  o f  e q u a l q u a lity . $1.00, $1.25, 
$1.75, $ 2 .0 0 , $ 2 .5 0  p e r  g a rm e n t.

O ur trade marks mean perfection in every detail. For sale by leading x

“ Next tim e I will buy  OLASTENBl'HYS ” “ GLASTENBURYS alw ays fit like t h i s ”
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Yes, You Can Refinish  
A n y Piece o f  Furniture

We Will Send the Materials 
and Illustrated Book— FREE

W e w a n t to  p ro v e  to  y o u , a t  o u r  e x p e n se , ho w  
s im p le — h o w  e a sy  i t  is  to  m a k e  o ld  f u rn i tu r e ,  w o o d 

w o rk  a n d  floo rs lik e  n e w — w h a t b e a u tifu l ,  la s tin g  r e su lts  y o u  
can  o b ta in  w ith  J o h n s o n ’s A r tis t ic  W ood  F in ish e s .

Y o u  w ill e n jo y  g o in g  th r o u g h  y o u r  h o m e  — d re ss in g , c o lo r in g  a n d  p o l is h 
in g  th e  w o rn  c h a irs , w o o d w o rk , b r ic -a -b ra c  —  g iv in g  a  n e e d e d  to u c h  h e re  a n d  
th e r e — b r ig h te n in g  e v e ry w h e re .

W e w ill s e n d  a  c o m p le te  w o o d -fin ish in g  o u tf it, f re e — e n o u g h  to  r e s to re  a n d  
b e a u tify  so m e  sm a ll, w o rn  a n d  d isc o lo re d , b u t  v a lu e d  p ie c e  o f f u rn itu re .

H e re  is  w h a t w e se n d  :
A  b o tt le  o f J o h n s o n ’s E le c tr ic  S o lv o  to  in s ta n tly ' re m o v e  th e  o ld  f in ish .
A  b o t t le  o f  J o h n s o n ’s W o o d  D y e— ch o o se  y o u r  sh a d e  fro m  lis t  belo rv—  

to  b e a u t i fu l ly  c o lo r  th e  w ood.
A p a c k a g e  o f  J o h n s o n ’s P re p a re d  W a x  to  im p a r t  t h a t  b e a u tifu l  h a n d -  

ru b b e d  e ffe c t— p ro te c t  th e  f in ish  a g a in s t  h e e l-m a rk s  a n d  s c ra tc h e s . I t  w ill 
n o t c a tc h  o r  h o ld  d i r t  o r  d u s t .

Johnson’s Wood Dye
is  n o t  a  m e re  s t a in — n o t  s im p ly  a  su rfa c e  d re ss in g . I t  is  a  rea l, 
d e e p -se a te d  d y e ,  t h a t  g o es  to  th e  v e ry  h e a r t  o f  th e  w 'ood—a n d  
s ta y s  th e r e — fix in g  a  r ic h  a n d  p e rm a n e n t  co lo r.

J o h n s o n ’s W o o d  D y e  is m a d e  in  14  s ta n d a rd  s h a d e s :
N o. 126 L ig h t Oak 
N o. 123 D ark Oak 
N o. 12$ M ission Oak 
N o. i.fo M anilla Oak 
N o. n o  B og Oak 
N o. 12S L ig h t M ahogany  
N o. 129 D ark M ahogany

N o. 130 Weathered Oak
N o. 131 B row n Weathered Oak
N o. 132 Green Weathered Oak
N o. 121 Moss Green
N o. 122 Forest Green
N o. 132 F lem ish Oak
N o. 178 Brow n F lem ish Oak

O u r b o o k , “ T h e  P ro p e r  T re a tm e n t  o f  F lo o rs , W o o d w o rk  
a n d  F u r n i tu r e ,”  te l ls  y o u  h o w  in  e v e ry  case, a n d  w ill sh o w  
y o u  h o w  to  carry ' o u t  o th e r  d e c o ra tin g  id e a s  y o u  m a y  h a v e  
in  m in d .

S e n d  fo r  th e  fre e  t r ia l  p a c k a g e s  to d a y . L e t  th e m  d e m o n 
s tr a te  w h a t J o h n s o n ’s  F in is h e s  w ill d o  in  y 'our h o m e . U se 
th e  c o u p o n . F i l l  i t  o u t  now , w h ile  y o u  th in k  of i t .  A d d ress

S. C. J O H N S O N  &  S O N

S e n d  
m e  F r e e  

B o  o k 1 e  t 
a n d  s a m p l e s  

o f  J o h n s o n ’s 
E l e c t r i c  S o lv o ,  

P r e p a r e d  W a x  a n d  
W o o d  D y e , s h a d e  

N o .

R a c in e , W i s e ' '" ® '”
‘‘The Wood Finishing Authoritiesr

A d d r e s s
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16 Years Here

August 2,1910.
Gentlemen : Since purchasing

my first Ostermoor Mattress of 
you. s ix teen  y ea rs  ago, I have 
bought several others and have 
recommended them widely to my 
friends.

There is no doubt in my mind 
that the Ostermoor is the most 
uniquely comfortable mattress 
ever made. My sixteen year old 
mattress is still in service with
out renovation of any kind and 
is certainly good for sixteen years 
more, as far as I am able to 
judge.

Yours very truly.
W illiam  H. Johns.

On Land and 
Sea Supreme 
for Over H alf 
a Century

IT  is a conspicuous fact that there are many imitations of the 
Ostermoor Mattress, and of Ostermoor advertising, but not one 

of them imitates Ostermoor by offering proof of service.
They can’t do i t!  They haven’t the service back of their goods 

to show. W e defy any other mattress maker, regardless of name, 
material or price, to show letters from users attesting that after 
fifteen to fifty years’ service their mattresses are as comfortable

F rom  the  C om m odore o f the 
N ew  Y o rk  Y ach t C lub 

New Y ork , June 29,1910.
Gentlemen:

Ostermoor Mattresses and Cush
ions have always given me entire 
satisfaction in every respect, and 
proved all you claimed them to be.

Their use throughout my yacht 
Aloha was such a comfort and 
pleasure, and we found them so 
much better than the very best of 
hair, we would use nothing else 
but Ostermoor Cushions through
out, and Ostermoor Mattresses in 
all the staterooms of the new 
Aloha. Very truly yours,

Ar t h u r  C u r t is s  Ja m e s .

as when new.
Think of this when you buy a mattress, especially if you are 

shown an imitation which is said to be * as good as Ostermoor.”  
Think how much better it is to get a mattress that is built for 

everlasting service and comfort, instead of simply stuffed, and likely 
to develop soon into a mass of sleep-disturbing lumps and bumps.

T he O sterm oor is the c leanest, m ost san itary , m ost com fo rt
able o f all m a ttre sses . I t  is d u stle ss , germ  proof, verm in  
proof, p roo f against odors and dam pness. I t never needs 
rem aking o r renovating , excep t an  o ccasional sun  bath .

Send for Our 144-Page Book and Samples Free
The Ostermoor is not for sale generally, but there’s an Ostermoor 

dealer in most places, the livest merchant in town. Write us and we’ll 
send his name. We will ship you a mattress by express, prepaid, same 
day your check is received, where we have no dealer in town, or he has 
, none in stock. Thirty nights’ free trial granted;

money back if wanted.
Get the genuine Ostermoor; the trademark on

MATTRESSES COST
Express Prepaid 

Best blue and white 
ticking

4'6*w lde,45 lbs.$15
In two pans bOcextiw

Dust-proof, 
Satin-finish Ticking, 

$1.50  more. 
Mercerized 

French Art Twills, 
S3.00 more.
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r .Remington Guns uon five o f the last ten 
Interstate Handicaps—as many victories as all the 
guns of other manufacturers combined. These winnings 
conclusively demonstrate Remington superiority and prove 

that these guns of the day lead all other makes.
Remington Autoloading Rifle, the most advanced and efficient 

rifle of the big game world—solid breech, hammerless, ejects, reloads 
and cocks by recoil without the loss of an ounce of muzzle energy—
Safest and best of big game guns. Send for folder.

UMC Steel Lined Shells made a clean sweep at the firing line in 1909 
and 1910, winning every Interstate Handicap—ten successive victories by 
amateurs shooting UMC Steel Lined Shells, thereby proving UMC quality and 
their right to every shooter’s preference.

UMC cartridges—for all calibres and special types of rifles—like UMC Steel Lined Shells 
are the highest achievement of ammunition production in this field. UMC cartridges have greatest 
shocking and killing efficiency by reason of the great mushrooming expansion of the bullet and /

ik  New UMC hollow point bullets are now in the hands of j L 
^ea êrs* Do not fail to include them in your Fall [ v

A r e  y o u  u p  to d a te  on  th e  g a m e  l a w s  in  y o u r  / 
favorite^ h u n t in g  s e c t io n ?  Le t  u s  s e n d  y o u  a

1 9 1 0  G a m e  L a w s  F R E E  ^
^ ^  Write to-day to any of the addresses given below,

muL telling us the kind of gun and ammunition you
- ; USC> ant̂  rece*ve a r̂ee c°py our 1910

—m  UMC and Remington —the perfect shooting combination.
Sold by a ll first-c lass dealers. Do n o t accept a. 
su b s titu te . C om m unica te w ith  us i f  y o u r  dealer

BIG GAM E  
CARTRIDGES

The Union Metallic Cartridge Co., Dept. 11 J, Bridgeport, Conn. 
s '  The Remington Arms Co., Dept. 11 J , llion, N. Y.

/  A g e n c y , 299 B ro a d w a y , D e p t . 11 J ,  N e w  Y o rk  C ity .
SAME OWNERSHIP SAME STANDARD OF QUALITY SAME MANAGEMENT

W r ite  fo r  o u r  n e w  ca ta log , fr ee — A  v a lu a b le  s p o r ts m a n 's  h a n d b o o k
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T h e  F a m o u s

Meister Piano
In Your Own Home 30 Days Free

A n d  W e  P a y  th e  F r e ig h t
Shipped on this basis to any home in America. If you don’t like 

it send it back and we’ll pay the return freight, too.

P r ic e  $ 1 7 5 .0 0
$ 1.00  a  W eek or $ 5.00  a  Month

N o  C a s h  P a y m e n t  D o w n —N o  I n te r e s t—
N o  F r e ig h t—N o  E x t r a s .

HANDSOME STOOL AND SCARF FREE.
Rothschild 1 0 -Year Guarantee Bond with Each Instrument.

J u s t  to  prove  to  you th e  sp lend id  w orth  o f th is  M EISTER  
p iano , le t us send  it to  you on  th ir ty  days free  tria l. I t 
w o n 't co st you a penny  o r  a  m om en t o f bo ther. F i r s t ,  
6e n d  fo r o u r  beau tifu lly  illu s tra ted  M EISTER  ca talog  an d  
see how th e  M eister is m ade an d  the  m ateria ls  used  in  its 
con stru c tio n . R ead th e re in  th e  te stim ony  of deligh ted  
ow ners. S elect th e  sty le you like an d  send in  yo u r o rder. 
We’ll do th e  re s t. T he p iano will be sh ip p ed  to  you 
p rom p tly , f re ig h t p rep a id , no  m a tte r  w here you live. 
T ry  it a  m o n th  a t o u r  expense. You w ill be u n d e r  no 
obligation  un til you decide to  buy. T hen  you  m ay take 
fu ll ad van tage  of o u r  ea sy -paym en t p lan  w hich  m akes it 
easy fo r any  m an  of m odest incom e to  own th is  fam ous 
In s trum en t.

SOLD DIRECT FROM FACTORY TO YOU
—We deal only w ith  th e  peop le  d ire c t and  sell m o re  p ianos 
th a n  any o th e r firm  in the  w orld. We a re  so le  m a k e rs  of 
th e  M EISTER  piano . I t  is p roduced  in  o u r own m agnifi
cen tly  eq u ip p ed  fac to ries and  so ld  d irec t from  th e  facto ry  
to  you m iu u *  th e  u sual p ro fits  o f jo b b e r, re ta ile r  and  
special salesm an. T he re  is only  one  sm all p ro fit an d  tha t 
is ours. We w ere obliged  to  secu re  ex tra  fac to ry  facilities 
th is  year because of an eno rm ously  inc reased  dem and  
and  we a re  do ing  th e  finest w ork in  the  h is to ry  of p iano 
m aking . T h is in s tru m e n t is m ade of th e  very  finest 
m a teria ls  by m en  w ho have e a rn e d  th e ir  way because of 
efficiency, an d  is fu lly  g u a ran teed  fo r  te n  years.
This Is the Best $ 1 7 5  Piano in the World, 
b u t we m a n u fac tu re  o th e r an d  m o re  e labo ra te  styles 
w hich  a re  illu s tra ted  in th e  catalog . I f  you d o n ’t  find it 
to  be p recisely  as we have re p re s e n te d —if it d o esn 't p e r 
fo rm  to  y o u r e n tire  sa tisfac tion—if  you d o n ’t reg ard  it as 
the  rich est toned  in s tru m e n t you  have ev e r h ea rd  then  
w e’ll take  it back a f te r  the  m o n th ’s free  tr ia l an d  it h a sn ’t 
co s t you a  cen t.

H O T I I S C H I L D  A  COM  P  A X  Y —to ta l resources ex 
ceed ing  $ 3 ,0 0 0 ,0 0 0  — cond u c tin g  one  of the  la rg est and  
m ost successfu l com m ercia l in s titu tio n s  in  th e  w orld—do 
n o t sell to  dea le rs  excep t as ind iv idual p u rch asers  and  
m ake no  dev ia tion  from  re g u la r  te rm s an d  p rices  as 
pub lished .

75he MEISTER PIANO CO.
R o th s c h i ld  (Si C o m p a n y , S o le  O w n e r s

S ta te ,  V a n  B u r e n  an d  W a b a s h  A v e .
D ep t, 2 3 A , C H IC A G O , I L L .  1

Bennett Portable 
Typewriter

(A  product o f the Elliott-Fisher factory)

'  Guaranteed One Year
S O L D  O N  A P P R O V A L

T he “  B e n n e t t  ”  T y p ew rite r w ill double the efficiency 
an d  o u tp u t of anyone now  doing his w ritin g  by hand. I t  is 
a p rac tica l, durable m achine , w ith  s tan d ard  keyboard , and 
has ALL OF THE ESSENTIALS, also  DOES ALL THE WORK 
of a high-coat m achine . It Is the only low -priced, portab le 
ty p e w rite r  u sing  a ribbon—it is as sm all as an  efficient 
m ach ine can be ( 1 1 x 5 x 2  inches — w eigh t 4)4 pounds in  
case). S im plicity  m akes possible Its low  cost. The publish
e rs  of th is  m agazine endorse every  claim  m ade for the 
“  B e n n e t t . ”  Sent express prepaid  to  an y  p a r t o f the 
U nited  S ta tes. If the “ B e n n e t t  ”  does no t w holly m eet 
your re q u irem en ts , and  is re tu rn ed  w ith in  ten  days o f its 
rece ip t by you, your.Jm oney, less express charges, w ill be 
refunded.

Send nam e and address fo r free  I llu s tra te d  ca ta lo g .'
A gents w an ted  for a few unfilled te rr i to r ie s . In q u ire  price 

in foreign co u n trie s .
N. L. Bennett Typewriter Company,

300 llroadw ay, .New Y ork, T. S. A.

Irrigated Land
In the Best Fruit and 

Alfalfa V alley in America
is now  open for se ttle m e n t a t F o rt S tock ton , Tex. R ichest soil In 
Pecos V alley, lim esto n e  fo rm atio n , (no gyp) n a tu ra l flow of p u re  
sp rin g  w a te r exceeding 56,000,000 gallons per clay for irrig a tio n  
and  dom estic use; Irrig a tio n  system  com pleted and in full operation  
now ; no w a itin g  for w a te r ; assu red  profits of from $100 to $1,000 
per acre ; no d ro u g h t ; no crop  fa ilu res ; finest all year 'ro u n d  
clim ate in  the U nited S ta tes ; a ltitu d e  3,050 feet above sea level.

Natural Location for Largest 
City of Southwest Texas

F o rt S tockton is co u n ty  sea t of Pecos C ounty  and im p o rtan t 
d ivision poin t on th e  K ansas City, Mexico and  O rien t Railw ay, 
now  bu ild ing  in to  F o rt S tockton . Has 36,000 acres of the finest 
irrig a te d  laud the sun  sh ines on ; ad jacen t to tow n. Popula tion  
now  1,000, w ill soon be a c ity  of from  10,000 to  15,000. G reater 
op p o rtu n itie s  fo r hom eseekers and  in v esto rs  th a n  w ere offered in 
th e  o lder irrig a te d  d is tr ic ts , w here o rchards are  valued a t from 
$2,000 to  $5,000 per ac te . Those who have in v estig a ted  irrig a te d  
d is tr ic ts  of New Mexico, Colorado, U tah, C alifornia, O regon, 
W ash ing ton , Idaho, etc ., say th is  Is th e  finest body of Irrig a ted  
land they  ever saw.

T his is one ir r ig a tio n  p ro jec t w here th e  w a te r  supply has no t 
varied in 50 years ; w here every  drop of w a te r  used for irr ig a tio n  
Is good to d rin k  an d  w here th ere  Is w a te r  In abundance fo r every  
acre of land  th a t is irrig ab le . Choice loca tions open to those who 
in v es tig a te  now. You ca n n o t afford to buy land  an y w h ere  w ith 
out see ing  F o rt  S tockton . Low ra te  excursions th e  first and 
th ird  Tuesdays of each m o n th . W rite  for full p ir t ic u la r s  today.

REFERENCES : F irs t  N ational Rank, K ansas City, Mo., F ir s t  
S ta t«  Rank, F o r t  Stockton, Texas.

P r o s p e c tu s ,  m a p  a n d  i l l u s t r a t e d  fo ld e r  d e 
s c r ib in g  th e s e  la n d s  f r e e  to  a l l  w h o  a d d r e s s  #

Fort Stockton Irrigated Land Company \
666 Fidelity Trust Bldg., Kansas City, Mo. j»

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  The A rgosy.
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A  LIVING FROM POULTRY
$1,500.00 from 60 Hens in Ten Months on a City

Lot 40 Feet Square
*7*0 th e  a v e r a g e  p o u l t r y - 
* m a n  th a t  w o u ld  se e m  

im p o ss ib le , a n d  w h e n  w e  te l l  
y o u  th a t  w e  h a v e  a c tu a l ly  
d o n e  a  $ 1 5 0 0  p o u l t r y  b u s 
in e s s  w ith  6 0  h e n s  on  a  
c o r n e r  in  th e  c i t y  g a rd e n  4 0  
f e e t  w id e  b y  4 0  f e e t  lon g , 
w e  a re  s im p ly  s ta t i n g  fa c t s .  
I t  w o u ld  n o t  be  p o ss ib le  to  
g e t  s u c h  r e tu r n s  b y  a n y  o n e  
o f  th e  s y s te m s  o f  p o u l tr y  
k e e p in g  r e c o m m e n d e d  a n d  
p r a c t ic e d  b y  th e  A m e r ic a n  
p e o p le , s t i l l  i t  c a n  b e  a c 
c o m p lis h e d  b y  th e

P H I L O  
S Y S T E M .Note the condition o t these th re e  m onths old p u lle ts . T hese pu lle ts and th e ir  ancestors fo r se ieu  

generations have never been allow ed to  ru n  outside the coops.

THE PHILO SYSTEM IS UNLIKE ALL OTHER WAYS OF KEEPING 
POULTRY

and in many respects ju s t the reverse, accomplishing- things in 
poultry work tha t have always been considered im possible, and 
getting  unheard-of results tha t are hard to believe without seeing.

DON'T LET THE CHICKS DIE IN THE SHELL
One of tl e secrets of success is to save all the chickens that are 

fully developed at hatching time, w hether they can crack the shell 
or not. I t is a sim ple trick, and believed to be the secret of the 
ancient Egyptians and Chinese which enabled them to sell the 
chicks at 1 0  cents a dozen.

THE NEW SYSTEM COVERS ALL BRANCHES OF THE WORK 
NECESSARY FOR SUCCESS

from selecting the breeders to m arketing the product. I t tells how 
to get eggs that will hatch, how to hatch nearly every egg and how 
to raise nearly all the chicks hatched. I t gives com plete plans in 
detail how to make everything necessary to run the business and a t  1 
less than half the cost required to handle the poultry business in any 
o ther m anner.

TWO-POUND BROILERS IN EIGHT WEEKS
are raised in a space of less than a square foot to the broiler, and 
the broilers are of the very best quality, bringing here 3  cents a  
pound above the h ighest m arket price.

CHICKEN FEED AT FIFTEEN CENTS A BUSHEL
O ur book tells how to m ake the best green food with but little 

trouble and have a good supply any day in the year, w inter or sum
m er. I t  is just as im possible to get a large egg yield without green 
food as it is to keep a cow w ithout hay or fodder.

OUR NEW BROODER SAVES 2 CENTS ON EACH CHICKEN
N o lamp required. N o danger of chilling, over-heating or burn

ing up the chickens as with brooders using lamps or any kind of 
fire. T hey also keep the lice off the chickens autom atically or kill 
any that may be on them when placed in the brooder. Our book 
gives full plans and the right to m ake and use them. One can 
easily be made in an hour at a cost of 2 5  to 50  cents.

TESTIMONIAL
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. N o green cut bone of 
any description is fed, and the food used is inexpensive as compared 
with food others are using.

O ur new book, T h e  P h ilo  S y s te m  of P o u l t r y  K eep in g ,
gives full particulars regarding these wonderful discoveries, with 
sim ple, feasy-to-understand directions that are right to the point, and 
15  pages of illustrations showing all branches of the work from 
start to finish.

S o u th  B r i t a in ,  C o n n ., A p ril 19 , 1909 
M r. E . R . P h ilo , E lm ira .  N . Y.

D e a r  S i r :—1 have followed your system as close as I could ; 
the result is a com plete success. If there can be any im provement 
on nature, your brooder is it. The first experience I had with your 
System was last December. I hatched 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 I sold them at 35c. a pound. They 
then averaged 2 lA  lbs. each, and the man I sold them to said they 
were the finest he ever saw and he w ants all I can spare this season.

Yours truly, A . E . N e lso n .

Photograph Showing: a  P orllon  of th e  Philo National P o u ltry  In s ti tu te  P o u ltry  P la n t, W here T here 
A re Now Over 5 ,0 0 0  P ed ig ree  W hite O rpingtons on Less Than a  Hal! Acre of Land.

SPECIAL OFFER
S e n d  $ 1 .0 0  fo r  o n e  

y e a r 's  su b sc r ip tio n  to  
th e  P o u ltr y  R e v ie w , a  
m o n th ly  m a g a z in e  d e 
v o te d  to  p ro g re s s iv e  
m e th o d s  o f  p o u l t  r y  
k e e p in g ,  a n d  w e  w ill in 
c lu d e , w i th o u t  c h a rg e ,  
a  c o p y  o f  th e  la te s t  
r e v is e d  e d itio n  o f  th e  
P h ilo  S y s te m  B o o k .

E. R. PHILO, Publisher
2 5 3 2  L ake S t . ,  E lm ira , N. Y.

I n  a n s w e r in g  t h i s  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t i o n  The Aegost.
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/This 5 -Piece Mission Set 7 o.>?2 J 2 N

Six Greai Buy-On-Credit Catalogs
Our Great Catalog; A—F n rn i tn r e  »nd Hon*** furn ish ing*—Positively saves you  m oney, show s you exact rep roductions of 
C arpe ts, R u g s . P o rtie res, O ilclo th  a n d  L inoleum s in  th e ir actual co lors, also illustrates a n d  d esc rib es  F u rn itu re , C urtains, 
C rockery , S ilverw are, B aby C arriages , W a sh in g  M achines, Sew ing  M achines, Office D esks.
C a ta lo g ; B —G ives com plete descrip tions an d  illustra tions o f th e  W o r ld ’s  B e s t  S t o v e s  a n d  R a n g e s .

C a t a lo g  C —Illustrates, describes an d  gives low est prices on Musical In s tru m e n ts , including  
P ianos an d  O rgans.

C a t a l o g  D —G reat H a tc h  and  Jew elry  gu id e ; Illustrates, describes and  tells  how  to  save m oney.
C lo t h in g  f o r  M e n —A sk for S tyle Took N o. 48 —it tells all about th e  latest styles, prices, etc.
C lo t h in g  f o r  W o m e n  a n d  C h ild r e n —C om plete book of latest sty les an d  low est p rice s; 

a sk  for N o. 24.
O n e  o r  a l l  o f  t h e s e  e l e g a n t  m o n e y  s a v in g  b o o k s  a r e  y o u r s  s im p ly  f o r  t h e  
a s k in g —s a y  w h ic h  y o u  w a n t .  T h is  g r e a t  m a il  o r d e r  c r e d i t  i n s t i t u t io n
Is th e  o rig in a l concern  to  sh ip  goods any  p lace in  A m erica—a n d  a l lo w  t h e  u s e  
o f  t h e  g o o d s  w h ile  p a y in g  f o r  t h e m .  T h o u san d s o f satisfied custom ers, and  
a  successful reco rd  o f o v er 25 years—w rite now , th is very m inute, for o u r catalogs.
1 - 4 8 3 3 —T h is  e legan t R e v e r s ib le  B r u s 
s e l s  R u g r ex tra  heavy, no seam s, colors 
g reen  an d  tan . E x tra  b ig  value , la tes t p a t
te rn  a n d  colors. S ize, 9x12 feet. v

cash, O n e  D o lla r  m onthly  p a y 
m ents. T o ta l p r i c e . . . . . , $ 9 . 5 0 .

1 - 1 1 8 0 —T his H a n d s o m e  R o c k 
e r ,  A m erican q u arte r saw ed oak  fin
ish , n ice ly  carved , upholstered  w ith 
genu ine  ch ase  lea the r, sp rin g  co n 
struction . $ 1 . 0 0  cash, 5 0  C e n t s  
m onth ly  paym ents. T otal 
p r ic e .............................

STRAUS & SCHRAM, Inc.
1070 3 5 th  S tre e t u C H IC A G O . ILL .

s«lecial1 Reduced Prices l Inti1 [lec. 11stU 1910
Send For O u r  Catalogue ]Now

Take advantage of this offer 
and get your boat frame now and 
start building a boat this fall.

On all orders for our boats -motor boats, sail boats, 
rowboats, duck boats or canoes—received by us before 
Dec. 1st, 1910, we will make a special extra reduction 
of \ 0 r/c.

Y ou g a in  one d o lla r  on every  te n . T he  fall and  w in te r  is th e  
tim e  to  b u ild  a b o a t— tu rn  th e  lo n g  ev en in g s  and  u n p le a sa n t 
d ay s  in to  a  p ro fitab le  em p lo j'm en t.

I t  is a  fa sc in a tin g  an d  easy  jo b . 8 3 ,000  m en and  boys have 
su ccessfu lly  b u il t  b o a ts  b y  th e  B rooks sy s tem . Y ou can do it 
b ecause  w e h e lp  y o u — n o th in g  is d ifficu lt— o u r sy s tem  is p ra c ti
cal and  s im p le . O u r g u a ra n te e  m eans j u s t  w h a t i t  s a y s— y o u r 
m oney  b ack  i f  you  a re  n o t satisfied . Be su re  you  read  o u r c a ta 
lo g u e  an d  see how  w e can  h e lp  yo u  g e t th e  b oa t you  h av e  w an ted . 
I t  is th e  com m on sense  w ay —th e  econom ical w ay , and you  sh o u ld  
k now  ab o u t it. W e w ill fu rn ish  th e  fram es e ith e r  p a r t ia l ly  
o r com p le te ly  erected , i f  desired .

Ask for catalogue No. 24-

BROOKS MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 611 Rust Avenue, Saginaw, Mich.
I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b le  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he Abgosy.
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I m G o i n g f f l G d t & l O W o r i u n r t y  C o u p o n

B t f f l R J Q B . '

AMERICAN SCHOOL of CORRESPONDENCE
Please send me your Bulletin and advise me how 

I can qualify for the position marked “X.”
.B o o k -k e e p e r  
.S te n o g ra p h e r  

. .A c c o u n t a n t  

. .C o s t  A c c o u n ta n t  
.S y s te m a t iz e r

D ra f ts m a n  
A r c h i t e c t  
C iv il E n g in e e r  
A u to m o b ile  E n g in e e r  
E le c t r ic a l  E n g in e e r

. .C e r t ’f ’d P u b . A c c ’n t  .......... M e c h a n ic a l  E n g in e e r

. .A u d i to r  .......... S a n ita ry  E n g in e e r

. .B u s in e s s  M a n a g e r  ..........S te a m  E n g in e e r

. .C o m m e rc ia l  L aw  ..........F ire  In s u ra n c e  E ng ’r

. .R e c la m a tio n  E n g ’r  .......... C o lleg e  P re p a ra to ry

N a m e ------
A d d r e s s -
O c c u p a t io n -

Argosy 11-10

“ I ’m tired  of earning a small salary. 
I ’m  tired  of sticking along at the 

same old job. I ’m  T IR E D  of seeing 
o ther m en get good positions and good 

salaries w hile I keep tagging behind. 
I ’m  going to sign this coupon N O W  

and S E E  aw hat the A m erican School 
can do for m e.”

Competition is keener in every line than ever before.
Every man should take stock of himself and 
see what he’s going to do to improve his 

position, to figure out what chance he’ll have 
if hundreds of other young men around him 
get special knowledge  and special training  
and he does not.

These are the richest, most prosperous days 
the world has known -— there are greater oppor
tunities for men with backbone and ambition 
than ever before — opportunities for Trained  
M en, not untrained.

You’ve got to have more than average knowl
edge if you want to get more than an average job. 

You don’t need to be a college graduate, you don’t 
need to be a Bachelor of Arts or a Doctor of Laws, 
but you DO  need to B E  AiV E X P E R T  in your own 
particular line, if you want something better than a 

. .Y . common job and common pay.
It costs you nothing  to find out exactly what we are 

doing to start thousands of men into more congenial 
work with better pay. It costs you nothing  to find out what 

we can do for YOU.
W on’t you sign yo u r  O pportunity Coupon today?

*American School of Correspondence
CHICAGO, U. S. A .

I n  a n s w e r in g  t h i s  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  i s  d e s i r a b le  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  The A rgosy.
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N o o ther seasoning can equal the  deli
cate touch  given all roasts by addingROASTS

T H E  O R I G I N A L  W O R C E S T E R S H I R E

T h e  leading cooks th roughout the world know the value of 
Lea & Perrins Sauce as the “ final touch” to many a dish.
of Imitations. J o h n  D u n c a n ’s S o n s ,  Agents, New York.

Colgan's Violet Chips 
are flavored like the 
perfume wafted from 
sweet violet meadows. 
They provide a delicate 
breath p;riume, arid 
are indispensable for 
Milady’s dressing table. 
Besides, they keep the 
teeth clean and pearly 
wh i t e ,  the gum 's 
healthy, and exhale a 
perfume of refinement 
so essentially feminine. 
In every way they are 
worthy of constant use.

N e v e r , n e v e r  b e fo r e  h a s  c h e w in g  g u m  b e e n  so  e n t ic in g ,  so  d e 
lic io u s , so  s a t i s f y in g !  W i th  s u c h  p u r e  m a te r i a ls  a n d  s u c h  lu sc io u s  
la s t in g  f la v o rs , i t  r iv a ls  c o s t ly  c o n fe c t io n s  in  s w e e t to o th s o m e n e s s . 
A u d i t  is  r e a l ly  b e n e fic ia l  to  b r e a th ,  t e e th  a n d  d ig e s t io n .

C o lg a n ’s C h e w i n g  G u m
R o u n d  C h ip s—R o u n d  M e ta l  B oxes

T e n  d a in ty ,  th i n  c h ip s  in  e a c h  b o x - f r e s h ,  c le a n  a n d  f r a g r a n t  - a n d  
th e  b o x  k e e p s  th e m  so. So  c o n v e n ie n t  f o r  v e s t  p o c k e t o r  h a n d b a g !  

5 cents the box.
In  ev e ry  b o x  y o u ’ll f in d  a  p ic tu re  o f y o u r  f a v o r i te  b a s e b a l l  p la y e r . 

T h e y ’re  w o rth  co llec tin g .
Y o u  c a n  b u y  th e s e  d a in t i e s  a lm o s t  e v e ry w h e re .  I f  t h e y ’r e  n o t 

s o ld  n e a r  y o u , s e n d  u s  10 c e n ts  in  s ta m p s  to r  a  f u l l  b o x  o f  ea ch .

Colgan’s Mint Chips 
are rich with the real 
juice of peppermint—  
have the flavor of good, 
old-fashioned pepper
mint stick candy. This 
mint essence tones the 
stomach and prevents 
fermentation of food. 
In fact, it aids diges
tion! Colgan’s Mint 
Chips are therefore 
especially valuable to 
dyspeptics and to people 
with weak stomachs.

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he A rgosy.
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STARTLING

The world’s masterpiece of watch 
manufacture now sold d i r e c t !  —

ch
Offer

The Great 
Burlington 

Special at an 
Anti-Trust Price!

T h e  m o s t  a m a z in g  o ffe r  e v e r  m a d e  in  th e  w h o le  h is to ry  
o f th e  w a tc h  in d u s t r y  — a n  o f fe r  w h ic h  h a s  a b s o lu te ly  
P A R A L Y Z E D  c o m p e t i t io n — t h e  o f fe r  o f  t h e  g e n u in e  
B u rlin g to n  S p e c ia l  d ir e c t  to  th e  p u b lic  a t  th e  ro c k -b o tto m  
ANTI-TRUST PRICE, without m id d le m e n 's  profits.

The Fight is On!
W e w ilt n o t  be bound by an y  system  o f prlce-booetfng contracts 
w ith  dealers. We will n o t subm it to  any “ h igh  profit” selling 
schem e. W e w ill n o t be d ic tated  to  by ANY Trust.
NO M ATTER W HAT I T  C O S T S , we are  determ ined to  push our 
Independent line e v e n  if w e  s h o u ld  h a v e  t o  f ig h t  a  C om bin ation  
o f  a ll  t h e  W atch  M a n u fa c tu r e r s  o f  t h e  c o u n try  I 
And so w e a re  m aking  th is  offer—th e  m ost sweeping, astounding 
offer e v e r  m ad e  o n  a  h ig h -g ra d e  w a tc h . T he fam o u s  B urlington  
d ire c t and  a t  t h e  s a m e  p r ic e  W H O LE SA LE  J e w e le r s  m u s t  pay. 
And In o rder to  m ake th e  proposition doubly easy fo r th e  public 
we w ill even allow  t il ls  rock-bottom  p ric e , if  desired, on te rm s  or 

e / \  ^  M r t n f U  D on’t  m is s  th is  w onderfully liberal 
■ LJ\_r d  I f i o n i n  offer. S ig n  and m a ll  c o u p o n  now . 

Rock-bottom , anti-trust price, w hether you buy for cash  or time.

POST YOURSELF! «
irices and  anti-trust prices b e f o r e  you x

............ ............. ....

Be sure to  g e t posted on w atches and w atch rab ies , 
trust-m ethoa prices and  anti-trust prices b e*  
buy a  w a tc h .  L e a r n  t o  j u d g e  w a tc h  v a l u e s !

G e t th e  B u r lin g to n  
W atch  C o m p a n y ’s

Read o u r startling : exposure o f th e  a ra a p  
i ng eond itio n s  w h ic h  ex ist in  th e  w a tch  
t ra d e  to d ay . R ead  ab o u t th e  a n t i 
t r u s t  figh t. R ead  a b o u t o u r g re a t 
$1,000.00 C hallenge. L earn  how 
you c a n  ju d g e  w a tc h  values.
Send your nam e a n d  address 
fo r  th is  valuab le F R E E  
BO O K  now  — TODAY.
S ign  & m ail coupon.
BURLINGTON 
WATCH CO.
Dept. 1078
19th &  M ar. A  
shall B l v d . . ^ P  ,<h '' j K  
C hicago. . r i V  e . \ ?  ms. -v

>>0*

FR EE WATCH BOOK

/

JW?.
/

/

/ A<v

CHARMS
Of Skin, Hands and Hair 

Preserved by

CUTICURA
For preserv’ing and purifying 
the skin, scalp, hair and hands; 
for allaying minor irritations of 
the skin and scalp and impart
ing a velvety softness; for sana
tive cleansing and, in short, for 
even7 use in promoting skin and 
hair health, and bodily purity, 
Cuticura Soap and Cuticura 
Ointment are unsurpassed.
Sold th ro u g h o u t th e  w orld. D epo ts: L ondon , 27, 

C harterhouse  Sq.; P aris , 10, R ue de la  C haussee 
d ’A ntin ; A ustra lia , R. Tow ns & Co., Sydney; In d ia , 
B. K. P au l, C alcu tta; China, H ong K ong D rug  Co.; 
J a p a n , M aruya, L td ., T ok io ; So. A frica, L ennon , 
L td ., Cape Tow n, e tc .; U.S.A., P o tte r  D rug  & Chem . 
C orp ., Sole P ro p s ., 133 C olum bus A re ., B oston.

£#"32-page C u ticu ra  B ook, post-free, a G uide to 
the  B est Care an d  T re a tm e n t of S kin  and Scalp.

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he A bcosy.
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Two Days End 
the Corn

T h e  w a y  to  re l ie v e  a n d  re m o v e  c o rn s  is th is  :
P lac e  th e  d o w n y  fe lt r in g  o f a B lu e -jay  C o rn  P la s te r  

a b o u t th e  c o rn . T h a t  w ill p ro te c t i t  f ro m  c h a fin g , s to p 
p in g  th e  p a in  a t  once .

I t  a lso  a llo w s  a  w o n d e rfu l b i t  o f m e d ic a t io n  to  r e s t  
o n  th e  c o rn  a n d  go to  w o rk .

48 h o u rs  a f te r ,  y o u  ca n  l i f t  th e  c o rn  o u t in  i ts  e n 
t i r e ty .  N o p a in —n o  h a r m —no  in c o n v e n ie n c e —n o  d a n 
g e ro u s  l iq u id —n o  n a s ty  s a lv e —no  so re n e ss .

S a fe , s im p le  a n d  n ea t, y e t im m e n s e ly  effec tive . 
A bou t fo r ty  m illio n  p e o p le  k n o w  B lue -jay .
E v e r j’ d a y  m o re  th a n  te n  th o u s a n d  b uy  it.
T ry  a  p a c k a g e . A ll d ru g g is ts  e v e ry w h e re  se ll it.

If  y ou  w ish  to  b e  f u r th e r  co n v in c e d  b e fo re  s p e n d in g  
e v e u ’f if te e n  c e n ts , a s k  u s  to  m a il you  a s a m p le —free .

Blue=jay Corn Plasters
Also

Blue-jay
Bunion

Plasters

15c and 25c
per

Package

Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York—Makers of Surgical Dressings, Etc. (BO’

$ 3 ,0 0 0  to  $ 1 0 ,0 0 0  
P er  Y ea r  For Y ou

11 can m ake you p ro sp e ro u s . I f  you 
I w an t to  e a rn  m ore  m oney—if  you 
|  w an t to  e s ta b lis h  y o u rse lf  in  an  in- 
f d ep e n d e n t b u s in e ss  re q u ir in g  no 

ca p ita l —s en d  m e y o u r n am e and  
ad d ress  on  coupon  below , (or a 

' p o s ta l w ill do) and  I w ill m a il you, 
f r e e ,  o u r  B ij?  6 2 - P a g e  B o o k ,  

fu lly  ex p la in in g  ju s t  how  you can  fit 
y o u rse lf  to  ea rn  b ig  m oney  in  th e  

R e a l  E s t a t e ,  B r o k e r a g e  a n d  I n 
s u r a n c e  B u s i n e s s .  O ur th o ro u g h ly  te s te d  su c cess fu l sy s 
tem  n o t on ly  eq u ip s  you fu lly  on  every  p o in t of R ea l E s ta te , 
B rokerage and In s u ra n c e , w e a lso  g ive  you, f ree , a v a lu ab le  
cou rse  in  C om m ercia l Law . O ur F ree  Book is o f g re a t in t e r 
e s t  to  anyone, b u t is  o f v ita l  Im p o rtan ce  to  C le rk s , Book 
K eepers, S a le sm en , A gen ts , S o lic ito rs  and  o th e rs  w ho are  
am b itio u s  to  be in  a  good pay in g  b u s in ess  of th e ir  ow n.
International Realty Corp.,4419 M anhattan  Bldg., Chicago

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

This Book 
Shows You 
How to Suc
ceed in Real 
Estate, Brok
erage a n d  
Insurance

S e n d  n o  m o n e y , 
b u t  m e re ly  y o u r  n a m e  
a n d  a d d re s s  o n  a  p o s ta l  o r 
on  th e  C o u p o n  b e lo w ,

J
UNPCryXI ---VC'"
s 62 Page

doKFree !

SKATING
T he peer of all w inter sp o rts , is 
made doubly enjoyable with a pair 
of strong', graceful

B A R N E Y  &  B E R R Y  
S K A T E S

Quality made the name 
famous. Only the best 

steel used in their 
construction. Sold 

w h e rev er water 
freezes—by the 

b es t dealers.

BARNEY & BERRY
Makers of Ice and Rolle Skates 

1 05  B ro a d  S tr e e t  
S P R IN G F IE L D , M A S S .

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  The A bgost.
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E PAGE’S
! LIQUID 

B L U E
Our new cap sealing 

bottle makes the use of 
this famous adhesive a 
very simple matter. A  
slight twist and the cap 
is off or on—no wast
ing— no evaporation— 
the last drop is as good 
as the first. Sold also 
in pin sealing tubes, the 
price of each I 0 cents.

L ib ra ry  slips trtth, every  
bottle a nd  tube

G E T  SPEED!
AND THE

T Y P E W R I T E R  U S E R S :
If you want More Speed— More Salary

S tudy T he T u lloss T ouch System . I t  can be le a rn ed  In 
you r sp are  tim e, will enab le  you to  m ake the  change from  
sigh t to  touch  w ithou t losing  a day from  yo u r re g u la r  w ork, 
and  will b rin g  you the speed and  the  salary  of the expe rt.

S en d
fo r  o u r  72-Page Free Book

w hich describes th is  fa s t and  accu ra te  m ethod . I t  will te ll 
yon m ore  ab o u t ac tual p rac tica l fas t typew riting  than  any 
in s tru c tio n  book you  eve r saw. I t  is filled from  co v e r to 
cover w ith new  ideas and  valuab le helps. I t  te lls  how 
h igh  speed  is ga in ed  ; how m istakes  m ay be p rev en ted  ; 
w hat k ind  o f p rac tice  w ork is b e s t;  72 pages of vital 
he lp fu l facts  fo r  the  ty p e w rite r  user.

I t  costs you n o th in g  m ore than  th e  troub le of ask in g  for it. If you 
w a n t more speed ; m ore accuracy  ; m ore ease in  w r it in g  ; m ore salary  
—seud for th is  book today .

The Tulloss School of Touch Typewriting
12 5 0  C o lleg e  H ill S p rin g fie ld , O h io

Learn by Mail to

Mount Birds
L e t us te a c h  y o u  h o w  
to  p re s e rv e  a n d  m o u n t

Birds, Animals 
Game H eads 
Fishes and to 
Tan Skins.
Most Wonderful 
Art in the World
Y ou can  now  learn  
the fascinating a rt of 
Taxidermy right at 
home, by mail, and in 
your spare time. W e teach you with complete 
success, and in a short time, how to mount birds, 
animals, trophies, etc. You learn real Taxidermy, 
including all the most carefully guarded secrets 
of the masters o f the craft. By an entirely new  
method you learn in just a  few lessons how to do 
exquisite work which will last for centuries. Only 
school of its kind in the world. Grand Prize 
and thirteen Gold Medals besides 35,000 success

ful students, prove the 
value o f our methods. 
One Student Says:

“ I w ould no t tak e  $500 fo r y o u r 
lessons if  I  could  no t dup licate 
them . Y our course is sim ply  w o n 
derful. F rom  O ctober to  M arch 1 
m ade over $600 an d  atten d e d  to  a l l  
m y o th e r w o rk ,' *

Success Guaranteed 
or No Charge

Cost of course very low, 
and we gi veyou an absolute 
guarantee to refund you 
every penny paid us if you 
are dissatisfied for any rea
son whatever after com
pleting the course.

BIG PROFITS
The demand for Taxiderm ists is increasing every year. 

Game is growing scarcer and thousands of specimens are 
now being mounted which only a  few years ago were 
allowed to go to waste. S a la r ie s  o f  $ 2 ,0 0 0  a  y e a r  and 
upward are common. You can easily make from $20 to 
$50 a  month in your spare tim e alone and in the most 
pleasant and fascinating work imaginable. You begin to 
accomplish results r ig h t  fro m  th e  f ir s t.

Mail the Coupon for the Free Books
ust your nam e an d  address on th e  coupon b rin g s  you  o u r 3 *
>ig, handsom ely  illustra ted  book on T a x id e r m y , copy of ^  F r o o  

T a x id e r m y  M a g a z in e , S a m p le  D ip lo m a , P i c t u r e s  >  l I C C  
o f  M o u n te d  G a m e  an d  hundreds of S a m p le  L et*  . v  P m m n n  
t e r s  from students all over th e  world. Post yourself v U l l p U I I
on th is sp lend id  o pportun ity  an d  our B ig  S p e c ia l  Northwestern
L im ite d  O ffe r  rig h t aw ay. A bsolutely no  obli- o r i. n f  Taxiriprm v  
gations. Ju st your nam e an d  address on th e  / .  0T 
coupon o r a postal o r in a  le tte r brings you 10-8 E l w ood B id. O m aha
th e  beautiful free books a n d  full inform a- A r  W ith o u t an y  obligations, 
tio n . free, prepaid . D o n ’t  w ait. S ign sen d  me free an d  postpaid,
a n d  m ail th e  coupon N O W . f  th e  F ree  T ax iderm y  Books,

NORTHWESTERN SCHOOL S  "
OF TAXIDERMY

1 0 7 8  Elwood Bldg. 
Om aha, Neb.

^  T ax iderm y  M agazine,sam ple d i
plom a, p ictures of m oun ted  gam e.

N a m e
l / i l l d i ld ,  l i e u ,
■ ■■■■■■■■■■■■*.+ A d d r e s s ..

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he Abgosy.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

YO U R  ch ief concern w ith  
W  i n t e r U n d e r w e a r  is

Comfort— Warmth— Durability. These are 
the essentials of the satisfactory underwear. 
They are combined in

Fleece-Lined Underwear
LAMBSDOWN is comfortable because 

i ts  so ft fleece is  g ra te fu l to  th e  sk in — b ecause  it 
is elastic , fits sm oo th ly  an d  easily.

W arm , b ecause  its  th ick  fleece p ro te c ts  th e  
body from  cold  a n d  d ra u g h ts— it k e e p s  th e  body 
dry  an d  p ro m o tes go o d  health .

D urable, because both  fabric and malting are up to  Body- 
eard  standards. T h e  fle e c e  cannot wash away, m at or knot. 
L A M B SD O W N  is good for two seasons’ w ear.

MADE FOR MEN AND BOYS
In  separate garm ents and union suits, 50c., 75c. and up. 

A t your dealer’s. W rite for Bodygar'd U nderw ear Book No. 37.

UTICA KNITTING CO., UTICA. N. Y.
M akers o f B odygard  U nderw ear—includ ing  V ellastic,
T w olay r a n d  S pringtex . L ook for th e  B odygard 
Shield w hen buy ing  underw ear. I t  is  your safeguard .

DdygarO

These cravats  cost on ly  f i f ty  cents, 
b u t they canno t be surpassed in 
beauty and exclusiveness o f 
patte rn  at any price.
Choose tw o  o r three o f the 
new  Scotch P la ids, a fe w  of 
the new  Bengalines, cross
ba r stripes and cham eleon 
effects. A nd rem e m b e r—all 
o u r C rava ts  are m arked

CHENEY
S I L K S

in  the neckband.
A t your haberdasher ’s or post
paid 50e. (State colors)..

CH EN EY  B R O T H E R S  
Silk Manufacturers 

S o u th  M a n c h e s te r  
C o n n .

HTTP A ATHLETICU 1 1V/A SUSPENDERS

P R I C E

25c
a Pair

T H E Y  bend with you, b u t  th e y  n e v e r  bind on 
you. T h e  w e b b in g  is as pliable i n  w eav e  
as i t  is  reliable in  w ear. Y o u  c a n  stretch 

a n d  stretch a n d  stretch, w i th o u t  th e  s u s p ic io n  
of d is c o m fo r t .

'T 'H  E  gliding, sliding back takes away 
x  a ll s tra in  a ll over  and leaves your 

muscles uncram Ped. Your dealer has 
‘ U tica  A t h l e t ic  S u s pe n d e r s”  or 
w ill  g e t them for you, if you say, “ You 
m u tt."  O r — we’ll send yon a pair by 
m a il  postpaid. T hey 're half-dollar sus
penders tor ;i quarter.

On sale in 
ov er 7 0 0 0  
cities and 

towns

Utica Sus
pender Co.
329 Columbia St. 
U T IC A , N . Y.

Canadian M /rs.: 
Im jieria l Gloee 

Go., Ltd. 
H amilton, Ont.

i n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  is d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he A bgost.
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1
I

G, It has  
c aptured  
everyone’s 
at tent ion

BIPLANE 2% in. M ONOPLANE 2 'i in. — — — — —

This new Biplane style solves the problem of a 
smart closed-front style with ample space to knot the 
scarf. The Biplane and all other styles of

Collars Sizes

LIN O C O R D
B uttonholes

are easy-to-button 
and unbutton.and 
they don’t  tear 
out.

Our styles can 
be copied, but not 
our Buttonholes.

—and th ey  only— are  made w ith Lino- 
cord B uttonholes. T hese buttonholes 
are  s tra in -re s is tin g , and keep the  col
lar to  its  original size and se t a fte r 
continued w ear and laundering .

Write for our booklet " AVIATIO N, ”  
and for ‘ ‘ W hat's What ” — the 
encyclopedia o f  correct dress.

ID E S h ir ts—$1.50 and  upw ards
GEO. P . IDE & CO., 505 R iver S t., Troy, N. Y.

In  C a n a d a  S i lv e r  B ra n d  C o lla r s  a r e  3 fo r  50c.

For Camping, Hunting. Sports. Uppers made of best “ Moose”  calf 
leather; soles genuine “ Rock O ak ."  Skillfully hand made through' 

v out. Anatomical lasts, dassy styles and patterns.
Catalog 33, Waterproof Catalog 32, Golf, Yachting.

A k  Boots and Moccasins. Tennis, Street.

Made 
by the 
originators 
of the 
Gokey

? Gokey Boots and Moccasins
G>

Moccasin

W o. N. Gokey Shoe Co. 
36th Street 
Jamestown 

N. Y.

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he A rgosy.
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Medal Awarded for Quality, 
Style and Workmanship 

at the Paris Exposition

Worn by the Best Dressers 
Sold in the Best Shops

A  50LID5ILK SCARF will tie better, look 
better, wear better, than any that 
is not 50UD51LK. It is worth more, 
but costs you no more. “ SOLIDSIUf 
on the label (look for it) leaves no 
room for doubt.

50 plain shades, black, white, and a 
beautiful assortment of fancy silks. 

Four-in-Hands, 50 cents and $1.00. 
Bat Ties, 50 cents.
If you can't get Auerbach’s 5QUPSIIX 
SCARVES in your town, send price and 
write description of the scarf you want, 
and we will send it postpaid, to he re
turned for your money if you don’t like it.

L O U IS  A U E R B A C H
8 4 2  8 4 4 —8 4 6  B r o a d w a y  N e w  Y o r k

IF  YO U  L IK E  HUNTING, 
FISHING. 

CAM PING ,
Y o u  w i l l  l ik e  th e

Agents 
Wanted 
every
where. 

Full par
ticulars 
sent when 
you 
answer 
this 
adver
tisement.

NATIONAL

NATIONAL
SPORTSMAN
T his  m agazine co n ta in s  1 60  
p a g e 9 o r  m ore , c ram m ed  from  
c o v e r  to  cover w ith  pho tos 
from  life , s to rie s  of h u n ting , 
fishing, c am p ing  and  tra m p in g  
w hich w ill th r ill an d  in te re s t 
you. T h is  m on th ly  v is ito r will 
lu re  you p leasan tly  aw ay from  
t h e  m o n o t o n o u s  g r in d  of 
everyday  w ork to  the  h ea lth fu l 
a tm o sp h e re  o f F ie ld , Wood 
a n d  S tream . S ingle copies 
15c. Y early su b sc rip tio n , w ith 
w atch  fob, $ 1 .0 0 .

SPECIAL TRIAL 
OFFER

S e n d  u s  2  5 cents, 
s tam ps o r  co in , and  
we w ill send  you the 
N ational S portsm an  
fo r  3 m o n th s ,  also 
o n e  o f  o u r  heavy 
b u rn ish ed  O r m o l u  
G o l d  W a tc h  Fobs 
( re g u la r  p ric e  5 0 c .)  

as h e re  show n, w ith 
ru sse t le a th e r  s tra p  and  

go ld -p lated  buckle. Also 
a  copy of o u r  new  32-page 

illu s tra ted  p rem iu m  list.
56 Federal St., Boston, Mass.

BusterBrowns

T  D A R N ! W h y  Darn?
' M you bay B u s te r  B row n 's G u a r a n te e d  I Io s it Y

irple. ■
If you buy B u s te r  B ro w n ’s  G u a r a n te e d  H o s ie ry  

for the whole fam ily th e re 'll  be 1VO D A R N I N G  TO DO. 
Silk Lisle H alf Hose for MEN ; black, tan , navy, gray, w ine and  purp le. 
Liele Hose for LADIES; m edium  and gauze w e ig h t; black o r tan . 

Combed Egyptian  Hose for BOYS; lig h t aud heavy w e ig h t ; black 
or tau .

Lisle F ine  Gauge Ribbed Hose for MISSES ; m edium  o r lig h t w eight, 
black or tan .

MISSES Silk Lisle F ine Gauge, Ribbed ; black o r tan .
25c a P a i r ,  F o u r  P a ir s  to th e  B o x , $ 1 .0 0  

LADIES Silk Lisle Gauze, black o r tau  ; th ree pairs to a  box, S I.00.
G U A R A N T E E D  FO R  F O U R  M O N T H S

For sale MOST entry where, 
but if your merchant can't 
“I'pply you send us your or
der, stating kind, size and 
color wanted, and toe will sup- 
/Jy you direct, prepaying 
postage.

Write Jor Buster's 
Latest Funny Book, 

FREE.
B u s te r  B r o w n ’s  

H o sier y  M ills ,
608 Sherm an Ave., C hattanooga, T enn.

W. L. DOUGLAS
H A N D - S E W E D  Q  U  A  C  Q  

P R O C E S S  O  I T  V /  u  O
MEN’S $2.00, $2.50, $3.00, $3.50, S4.00 & $5.00 
WOMEN S $2.50, S3, $3.50, $4.00 
BOYS’ $2.00, $2.50 and $3.00 

T H E  S T A N D A R D  
F O R  3 0  Y E A R S  

T h e y  a r e  a b s o l u t e ly  t h e  m o s t  
p o p u l a r  a n d  b e s t  s h o e s  f o r  t h e  
p r ic e  in  A m e r ic a .  T h e y  a r e  t h e  
l e a d e r s  e v e r y w h e r e  b e c a u s e  
t h e y  h o ld  t h e i r  s h a p e ,  f i t  b e t t e r ,  
l o o k  b e t t e r  a n d  w e a r  l o n g e r  
t h a n  o t h e r  m a k e s .  T h e y  a r e  p o s 
i t iv e ly  t h e  m o s t  e c o n o m ic a l  s h o e s  
f o r  y o u  t o  b u y .  W . L .  D o u g la s  n a m e  
a n d  t h e  r e t a i l  p r i c e  a r e  s t a m p e d  o n  t h e  b o t t o m  
—v a l u e  g u a r a n t e e d .  Fast Color Eyelets.

T A K E  N O  S U B S T I T U T E !  I f  y o u r  d e a l e r  
c a n n o t  s u p p l y  y o u ,w r i t e  f o r  M a i l  O r d e r  C a ta lo g .

W .L .D O U G L A S , 1 7 8  S p a r k  S t . ,  B r o c k t o n ,  M a ss .

DON’T SHOUT”
' I hear you. I can hear now as well as 

anybody. ‘ H o w ? ’ Oh, some
thing new—T H E  M O R L E Y  
P H O N E . I've a pair in my ears 
now, but they are invisible. I would 

not know I had them in, myself, 
only that I hear all right.”

The M o r l e y  P lio u e  for the

D E A F
makes low sounds and whis
pers plainly heard. Invisible, 
comfortable, weightless and 
harmless. Anyone can adjust 

it. Over one hundred thousand sold. Write for booklet and testimonials. 
T H E  M O R L EY  CO .. D ep t. 7 0 0 , P e r r y  B ld g ., P h i la .

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he A rgosy.
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1  P E N N Y $ i n
1  S A V E s l v

m

HjesN
th a t’s })
^MADy

f  1 \
Y OU save $ 1 0 .0 0  by mailing: a post-card for our new book of 

M en’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.______________________________

CASH or CREDIT
We sell d irect—make garm ents to  measure of guaranteed m aterials 
that are made in our own m ills—direct from mill to you—you save 
three profits and get careful hand tailoring. You don’t pay us a single 
cent until after you’ve tried on garm ents in your own home, then you 
pay rash  or in the K nickerbocker Easy W ay—most liberal credit or 
send them back at our expense—you need this new' book—it’s educa
tional—it teaches real clothes value. W e’ve been fine tailors 45 
years—every stitch guaranteed—you save by buying d irect from us 
— z v r i lg  / o r  t h e  b o o k  to d a y .

KNICKERBOCKER TAILORING CO., 1932 South Halsted Street, Chicago

P A Y  N O T H I N G
U n t i l  S A T I S F I E D

^Triangle
5-PL Y  Collars

" X T O T E  the  co n struction  of
-1- x T R I A N G L E  C o lla r s .  T h e y  a re  m ad e  
w ith  five la y e rs  of m a te r ia l in s te a d  of th e  
u su a l th re e  o r  four. T h a t ’s o n e  of th e  m an y  
re a so n s  fo r  th e  p e rm a n e n t sh a p e — p e rfe c t fit 
an d  g r e a te r  w e a r  of T R I A N G L E  C o lla r s .

If y o u  a re  tire d  of th e  a n n o y a n c e  and  e x 
p en se  o f c o lla rs  w h ic h  go in to  th e  d isc a rd  
a f te r  th re e  o r  fo u r  la u n d e r in g s , sw itc h  to  
T R I A N G L E — “ T h e  C o lla r  o f Q u a l i ty .”  

F I T Z H U G H —a c lo se -fron t sty le  w ith  slightly  rounded  
co rn e rs—2 %  inches high. P op u la r w ith  m ost m en.

If you canno t ob ta in  them  from  y o u r dea ler, send us 
h is  nam e and  50c. for 4, postage paid . W rite  fo r “ Key to 
C o rre c t D re ss” —it te lls  the how, w hy and  w hen of d ress . 
VAN ZANDT, JACOBS & CO.. 622 River S t., Troy, N. Y.

15?each
A

2 fo r 25?
FREE

C A T A L O G U E $ 1 8SIX S H O T S  IN 
FOUR S E C O N D S

buy

----- Q l l l * p  Perfect ham merless non-clogging action.
° a i C  ^ V V A 1 L  ° U 1 C  24 to 32 inch G e n u in e  Im p o r te d  D A 

M A S C U S  B a r r e l .  F u ll  l e n g th  to p  r ib  g iv e s  in s ta n ta n e o u s  s ig h t .  H inged breech block, all 
working parts covered up; snow and dirt cannot get in. Solid steel wall always between shell and 

shooter. Taken down in ten seconds w ithout tools. Black walnut stock, fine finish. Bore, gauge and drop of 
stock optional. No e x t r a  c h a rg e  fo r a n y  f e a tu r e  n a m e d . Sent w ith privilege of examination if desired. D on’t 

j  un til you have read our F R E E  BOOK describing this pum p gun and our superb line of singles and doubles. A sk for 
it ninny. T H E  UNION A R M S  C O ., 423  A u b u rn d a le ,  T o le d o ^ ) - ,  U. S . A.

1 P oroskn it n 
has this 
label.

jzfunvm & v cW nd(,A ive< i/b

REG. U.-S. PAT. OFF.

U n u su a l U n d e rw e a r  — a n d  o v e r  a  m illion  p e o p le  h a v e  fo u n d  i t  o u t. 
I l lu s tr a te d  “  P o r o s k n i t  ”  B o o k le t s e n t  on  r e q u e s t.

1  C H A L M E R S  K N IT T IN G  C O ., 3 7  W a sh in g to n  S tr e e t ,  A m s te rd a m , N . Y.

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he A rgosy.
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Ready at your Grocer’s
—the new Karo (Extra Quality)—with the red 

label. Clear as strained honey— 
a more delicate flavor.
Y o u  w i l l  s u r e l y  w a n t  s o m e  f o r  g r id d le  c a lc e s  

a n d  t o  s p r e a d  o n  b r e a d  f o r  t h e  c h i l d r e n ’s 
l u n c h .

J Q r o

Large Cans, 10c. & 15c.
K a r o  C o o k - B o o k —f i f t y  p a g e s ,  i n c l u d i n g  

t h i r t y  p e r f e c t  r e c i p e s  f o r  h o m e  c a n d y  m a k 
i n g — F re e .  S e n d  y o u r  n a m e  o n  a  p o s t  c a r d ,

to d a y ,  to

C O R N  P R O D U C T S  R E F I N I N G  C O .
I>ept. D. N E W  YO RK  P. O . Box 161

Sharp, smooth action, safety and accuracy are combined as 
never before in a small arm—in the New Iver Johnson Revolver.

Spiral Springs of Tempered Steel
E very  spring of the  o ld-sty le flat ty p e  has been replaced b y  the  most 

durable types o f spring m ade— spiral and round wire springs of draw n tem pered  steel. T h e  U. S. G overn 
m ent arm y rifle, w hich is th e  finest in the  w orld , has spiral springs th ro u g h o u t w herever th e y  can be used. 
T h e  reason is obvious. T h e  Iv er Johnson is the  only re v o lv e r  so equipped. H ence it  is th e  one you  can 
tru s t absolu tely  to  ac t surely  and positively a t all tim es. A n d  the  fam ous safety lever, sim ple b u t sure,
m akes it possible to  “ Hammer the Hammer”

IVER JOHNSON SAFETY HAMMER REVOLVER IVER 10HHS0N SAFETY HAMMERLESS REVOLVER
3-inch barrel, nickel-plated finish, 32 or 38 center- * 7  nn 
fire cartridge..............................................................  J/.UU3-inch barrel, nickel-plated finish, 22 rimfire cart

ridge, 32 or 38 Centerfire cartridge......... ...............
N early all firearm s dealers ca rry  Iv e r  Jo hnson  revolvers. W here unob ta inab le  locally, we sh ip  d ire c t on rece ip t of price. 
----- T he owl’s head  on th e  g rip  and  o u r nam e on th e  b a rre l m ark  th e  genuine.

Send for our new technical catalogue, illustrated, which tells all about the New Models.
IVER JOHNSON’S ARMS & CYCLE WORKS, 140 River St., Fitchburg, Mast.
New York- 99 Chambers Street. Ham burg , Germany—Pickhuben 4. Pacific Coast—717 
M arket S tree t, S an  F rancisco, Cal. L on don , Eng land—40 Queen S tree t, Cheapside, E. C.

Makers o f Iver Johnson Single Barrel Shotguns and Iver Johnson Truss Bridge Bicycles.

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t i o n  The A rgosy. .
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Here is the n e w  way of diamond-selling—the ju st and 
equitable way—the way th a t is b o u n d  to sm ash  the unjust 
and discriminating “ S y s te m ”  th a t now demands e x o rb i
t a n t  and u n fa i r  prices for diamonds I

Here is the way th a t w ill place a clear, sparkling diamond 
in the possession of e v e ry  honest man and woman in 
this country.

Backed by m illio n s  of dollars “ The Lincoln Campaign” 
against the “ S y s te m ”  is out to re v o lu tio n iz e  the diamond
selling business; to p ro v e  to the people tha t this “ S y s te m ”  
amounts to a  “gentleman’s agreement” to maintain dia
mond prices so high as to permit the taking of almost 
u su rio u s  profits by the cutters, brokers, wholesalers and 
retailers of diamonds throughout the world.

A lre a d y , “The Lincoln Campaign” has been the means 
of saving the people nearly a million of dollars—dollars that 
would o th e rw ise  have gone into the pockets of the 
“ S y s te m ” —pockets a |r e a d y  bulging with greedy gold.

FREE EXAMINATION g g
A ny d iam ond  so ld  “ T he L in co ln  W ay”  w ill be sen t d ire c t 

to  an y  re a d e r  o f th is  pub lica tio n  fo r f re e  ex a m in a tio n , w ith 
o u t a  p en n y  o f deposit. T h en  if  you find  it  th e  best v a lue  
e v e r  o ffered—keep i t  a n d  pay u s  a  little  each  m onth .

$ 1  a  M onth Buys a  D iam ond
F o r  as  little  as  $1.00 a  m o n th —an  a m o u n t a n y  m an  o r

w om an ca n  easily  save—you can  ow n a n d  w ear a  sp ark lin g  
d iam o n d  th a t  w ill ad d  to  y o u r p res tig e , incom e an d  self- 
respect. T h ink  o f it!

No m a tte r  how  expensive  a  s tone  you buy , you pay  us 
a c co rd in g  to  th e  d iam ond-accoun t-paym en t schedu le  con 
ta in ed  Iq th e  b ea u tifu l f ree  book w e w ill s en d  on  request.

This Is The Plan! W hat a  D iam ond M eans to You
“The Lincoln Plan” has eliminated every dealer’s profit 

. —all down the line. I t  has eliminated a  25% profit demanded 
by the diamond cutter; a  6% to 18% profit for the diamond 
“ broker” ; a  10% to 20% profit grabbed off by the diamond 
“wholesaler” ; and, finally, a 20% to 75% (anything he can 
get) profit th a t the retailer exacts.

“The Lincoln Plan” has eliminated the pet scheme of 
the “ S y s te m ”  which was to t r e a s u re  u p  diamonds for 
y e a rs  awaiting the c e r ta in  increase—then handing them 
on to you a t d o u b le  w hat they paid for them.

“The Lincoln Plan” because 
^  of its vast proportions, has been 

T L  ■ _  able to secure the pick and the
I  | |  I Q  •, cream of a ll the diamond

BBBW ^  ,$► experts of th e  w o rld —the
greatest cutters; the most 

o j R  n "SK e x p e r ie n c e d  judges;rQ ^  tne shrewdest buyers.
°o<=&^ ^  '‘I t

L in c o ln  p 'a n '

X  ¥
tA' <

b rin g s  d iam onds 
CL w L ,  to  y o u  a t  the  

V r 'o  ^ r ig h to n e  p ro fit

' S v - X ' V S X
'•r

able in 
l i t t l e  

sums.

ta> > A
vq a ;
Sr-

Your 
Protection T\

V *  V-K

T he first im pression  c rea ted  by a  d iam ond  is th a t the  
w ea re r is a  su ccessfu l m an  o r  w om an.

T h e re  is n o  possession in  th e  w orld  th a t c a rr ie s  w ith  i t  
g re a te r  p leasu re  than  the  “ K ing o f S to n es .” I t  is a p iece of 
jew elry  th a t w ill w in in s ta n t ap p ro v a^ ad m ira tio n  an d  respect.

A nd, rem em b er, w e a re  m ak in g  it possib le  fo r yon to  own 
a  d iam ond—easily—co n v e n ien tly —co m fo rtab ly— an d  co n 
fidentially—w ithou t dep riv in g  y o u rse lf o f a n y th in g .

W ith su ch  a n  oppo rtu n ity  as  th is , w ill you be  w ith o u t a  
d iam ond?

Buy-Back Bond Protects
W e issue  a  legal B uy-B ack B ond  w ith  ev e ry  d iam ond  

sold. T h is bo n d  p ro tec ts  you—abso lu tely . N ote  th a t we 
legally  ag ree  to  take  back  the  d iam ond  a t an y  tim e  a n d  a llo w  
full credit.

Send for F ree  Book
T his is  m ost ce rta in ly  y o u r o p p o rtu n ity  to  secu re  a 

m agn ificen t d iam ond  fo r  you rse lf, as w ell as assisting  
in  the  g en e ra l p ro te st ag a in s t p re s e n te x o rb ita n t p rices, A  
You know , a  d iam ond  is am ong  th e  safes t o f  invest- w  
m en ts, because it is co n stan tly  becom ing  sc a rc e r  ^  
and  m ost valuab le. S end  the  coupon below  fo r 
the  s ta rtlin g  book—‘‘S m ash ing  th e  S y stem ,” to- w
g e th e r w ith m agn ificen t illu s tra tio n s  o f th e  A  P l c a s o  
m ost com plete  d iam ond  show ing  in  a ll th e  w  U s e  T h is  
w orld . S en d  th e  coupon  now —today. . F r e e  C o u p o n

~ T h e  L incoln Co.
JJJ 5 3  M o s p r a t  S t . ,  

C h ic a g o .
Gentlemen:—W ithout a par

ticle of obligation on my part, 
please send me FREE and post

paid .fu ll inform ation and your book,
‘S m a s h in g  t h e  S y s t e m . ”

THE LINCOLN /  
COMPANY ✓

3 1 5 3  Mosprat Street, /  
CHICAGO. /  »

Addret

I n  a n s w e r in g  t h i s  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he A bgost.
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This ideal, light, 
compact hunting 
arm with one 20 
inch round barrel, 
costs $ 25.00  5 ex
tra barrel $ 10 .00.

To bring down a bull elephant with one vitally planted 30 3  bullet 
—that is sport! And the thrill of the sport is n o t  extinguished at 
each shot by a knock-out recoil shock.

The lightest high-power rifle in the world is the new Savage 
Featherweight.

Hunters of big game in Africa, Asia and America have found 
this pounds rifle powerful enough, in 3 0 3  and 3 0 .3 0  calibre, for 
the giants of the animal kingdom. The same rifle gets smaller game 
by merely changing barrels. Remove foreend, and insert a 2 5 .3 5  
calibre barrel.

Savage Arms Company, 8611 Savage Avenue, Utica, N. Y.

Our new rifle 
catalog describes 
this rifle. Free. 
I f  you don’t write 
for it now, you’ll 
forget about it.

INTERCHANGEABLE BARRELS IS AN EXCLUSIVE SAVAGE FEATURE

T he C igaret 
y o u  c a n  
s m o k e  al l  
d ay  without
a t r a c e  of
(( »n e r v e s  —

because it’s just
pure , c lean , sw eet
tobaccos, blended by
artists. Prove it.

M A K A R O F F
R U S S I A N
C IG A R E T S

15 cen ts a n d  a  q u a rte r
A T  Y O U R  D E A L E R S

~  / 3 < y ^ C r > ^

M ail ad d re ss— 95 M ilk S tree t, Boston

How  
Much 

L on ger?
T H E  sam e old jo b  year a f te r  year. I t ’s n e i

th e r  advan c in g  you nor tra in in g  you. Y ou 
are  a cog in a  w heel. A nd you w ill rem ain  

a cog until you train  yourself to be som ething more.
H ow  much longer will you put off success, bigger salary 

and larger prospects, when the Sheldon School stands ready 
to lift you up from the ru t. In  your spare time at home 
Sheldon methods will equip you for the big things in business. 
You c a n  be all that you hope for and s o o n . D on’t be content 
with non-success or only partial success a day longer. Learn 
how the Sheldon School will develop your p o s s ib i l i t ie s  into 
a c tu a l i t i e s .

TH E  S H E L D O N  S C H O O L
You possess la tent pow er tha t is valuable. T he Sheldon 

School will cultivate it. The Sheldon School will make the 
most of your special ability, and teach you how to avoid the 
m istakes made by untrained men. T h e  Sheldon School will 
tell you in  y o u r  s p a r e  t im e  how to f i t  y o u r s e l f  for the b e s t 
p o s i t io n s  that are always waiting and eagerly seeking th e  
m a n  w h o  k n o w s —the Sheldon-trained man. D on’t delay 
or p u t off your start toward the big business success that will 
be yours. Start now—to-day. W r i te  o n  a  p o s ta l  c a rd , 
“ S e n d  m e th e  S h e ld o n  B ook  a n d  fu ll  in fo rm a tio n  
r e g a rd in g  S h e ld o n  m e th o d s .”  A ddress the postal to

THE SHELDON SCHOOL, 1072 Republic Bldg., Chicago, III.

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  The A bgosy.
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Christmas Presents ^  C R E O ^
Make Your Christmas Selections Now

Write for Catalog
before th e  ru sh  is on. Semi for o u r ham laom e ChrlatmuH Cutaloir, filled w ith  oenutiful photo
graphic i llu s tra tio n s  of Dlam om ls. W ntcites, so lid  pohl .le w d ry , S ilverw are ami choice Novelties 

1 fo r  C hristm as p resen ts . Select any  a r tic le  you would like to own o r p resent to  a loved one ; it w ill be sen t on approval to your hom e, place of business 
I  o r express office, w ith o u t auy  obligation  w h a te v er on your r a r t .  If sa tisfac to ry  in e v e ry w a y , pay oue-llfth  dow n ami keep it, balance In e igh t equal
I m onth ly  a m o u n ts . If not sa tisfac to ry , re tu rn  It. Wo pay all charges a m ljta k e  all risks. 
I increase in value 15 to 20# each year. A D iam ond is an ideal gift ; it lasts 
I forever, an d  every day rem inds the w eare r of your regard  and good judg- 
|  m en t. O u r  p r i c e s  are 10 to 16# low er th an  those of th e  o rd in a ry  cash 

re ta il jew e ler. G reat bargains in lad les ' and m en ’s solid gold and  gold filled 
I W atches for C hristm as g ifts . We give b e tte r  values and e a s ie r te rm s than 

• house in A m erica. W rite  for free copy of o u r new , handsom ely  illus-
’ t  ra te d  booklet, “ H i s t o r i c  D ia m o n d s .  ”

THE OLD RELIABLE ORIGINAL DIAMOND AND 
WATCH CREDIT HOUSE

Dept, u  63, 92 to 98 STATE STREET. CHICAGO, ILL
I B R O S  &  CO. f l s 8  B r a n c h  S to r e s :  P i t ts b u r g ,  P a .— S t .  L o u is ,  M o .

Every honest person 's  cred it is good w ith  t

S p e c i a l ly
P r i c e d

C h r i s t m a s
B a r g a i n s

D iu m o u d s

Xo. 13*21— Ladies' Lof- 
tis  41 Perfection " Ring. 
F ine  b r i l l i a n t  w h ite  
D iam ond................................ $50 X o . 1 0 3 —M en's Round 

Belcher R ing. F ine  b ril
lian t w hite  D iam ond........

$10 Down, $5 a Month.
$38

$7.60 Down, $3.80 a Month.

Brass-Craft
Outfit Free

Everyone will be doing 
B rass-Craft this season,— 
it’s the best and most pop
u lar New A rt W ork of a 

eneration. W ith our out- 
ts and designs stam ped 

on the brass itself, su c c e ss  
is c e r t a i n ,  and we 
guarantee satisfac
tion.

We Give Away a Complete Outfit
consisting of T o o l fo r  S tip p l in g , polished 
maple combined M a lle t a n d  M o d e lin g  
T o o l, P a c k a g e  C o lo rin g  P o w d e r , S te e l  
W o o l and P o lish in g  P lu s h , to every
one sending 25c for th is B rass-C ra ft 
C a le n d a r , (w orth $ 1 .0 0  when decora
ted.) I t is B rass  with stam ped design 
(see illustration) and perfectly spun 
over 3 - p ly  B assw o o d  P a n e l;  includes 
B rass  H a n g e r ,  R o u n d  H e a d  T a c k s , C a l
e n d a r  P a d  and full directions, a l l  p re p a id .

A sk  fo r  F REE C a t a l o g
Illustrates hundreds of new B ra s s -C ra f t  articles suitable 

for H o m e  D e c o ra t io n , G if ts , etc. Shows how a little invest
m ent in m aterials and time can produce liberal re tu rn s in  
b o th  p le a s u re  a n d  p ro f it . W rite  to d a y .

THAYER & CHANDLER
7 3 7 - 7 3 9  J a c k s o n  B l v d . ,  C h i c a g o

A s k  y o u r  d e a le r  f o r  B ra s s -C ra f t .

Pay as You are Able
Send a  posta l n o w  fo r  y o u r  f r e e  

c o p y  o f  W oolf’s Inc. m agnificent new 
E n cycloped ia  o f  Fashions, which fully  

illu stra tes  and describes h u n d r e d s  o f 
t h e  v e r y  l a t e s t  s t y l e s  in  m e n ’s 

a n d  w o m e n ’s a p p a r e l .  Shows 
exactly  w hat th e  b es t dressed  people 
a re  w earing. Shows you how to

Be Well Dressed
W ith one-half year to pay. Because of 
the enormous volume of our business, we 
guarantee to supply you on credit with 
better garments at a lower price than is 
asked by any strictly cash establishment.

We a re  th e  oldest and  largest c re d i t  m ail 
o rd e r  es tab lishm en t In the  w orld—the o r ig i
n a to rs  of the  tim e-paym ent-by-m ail p lan . 
W rite fo r your, free  copy o t th is  g re a t book 
to-day. S elec t w h a tev er you w ant fro m  th e  
m any  m agn ificen t ba rg a in s  ; you need

Send No Money
Remember, satisfaction is guaranteed. You 

don’t have to give any security, and we charge 
you n o  i n t e r e s t .  Nobody will know you are buying on 

c r e d i t .  Every transaction is 
s t r i c t l y  c o n f id e n t ia l ,  between 
you and us. Think of the  g rea t 
convenience of having

One-Half Year to Pay
fo r your purchases and getting  the 
finest, most splendidly tailored gar
ments, a t  p r i c e s  s o  e x c e e d in g ly  
I o w . A Postal request for Book 251 
will bring this Encyclopedia o f 
Fashions free and postpaid by 
return mail. Write n o w .  

W O O L F ’S  IN C O R P O R A T E D  
D e p t .  5 0 3  D o u g la s  P a r k  S t a t io n ,  C H IC A G O , U . S .  A . 

C a u t i o n W e  have no agents or local representatives.

Here is ju s t one example 
among hundreds of the re
markable bargains offered 
by u s :

Thia hand tailored, strictly  
all wool, gray  English Cheviot, 
th ree piece suit , every inch or 
material pro-shrunk and ta i
lored  in the m ost approved and 
thoroughly up-to- 
date m etropolitan J  |  J J  
m anner, priced a t  * u -----
Other Models up to $27.50 
O n e  - H a lf  Ye a r  to P a y

$ 5 1 3  C L E A R  P R O F I T  I N  5  1  D A Y S
F R O M  A N  IN V E S T M E N T  O F  $ 1 5 0

Is the result from operating one American Box Ball 
A lley. Two others cleared over #2,000.00 first year, h our 

o iheis over $1.200.10 in two m onths. Four others took in 
£3,200.00 in nine m onths. Go in this business yourself. You can 

start with $50.00. N early 7,000 alleys sold to date. More popular to
day than ever. '1'hese alleys pay from $30.00 to $75.00 each per week in 

any town. N o gam bling device, but the best thing on earth  for clean 
am usem ent and physical exercise. Patronized by the best people, who form 

clubs and bring their friends. N o expense to install or operate. No special floor 
required, no pin boy needed. Receipts nearly all profit. W e sell only one cus

tom er in towns of moderate size. W rite today for booklet and easy paym ent plan.
(29) A M E R IC A N  BO X  B A L L  C O ., 1541 V an  B u re n  S t r e e t ,  I n d ia n a p o lis , In d ia n a .

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t i o n  T he A rgosy.
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*97- PER CARAT
Genuine Perfect 
Cut Diamonds

A S*
of it!

ONLY

* 9 7 .50 p e r  c a r a t  f o r
g e n u in e  p e r f e c t  
c u t  d ia m o n d s !

And every stone purchased of us is backed 
by a binding, written, legal Money Back 
Guarantee. The firm of L. BASCH & CO., 

known for 31 years as the Great Dia
mond House of Values, has worked 
out a new plan to save you money on 
genuine, perfect cut gems mounted in 
rings, lockets, pins, brooches, etc., in 
designs of your own selection.

H o w  t h e  B a s c h  P l a n  W o r k s
We sell you guaranteed, genuine, 
perfect cut diamonds at $97.50 per 
carat with the privilege of select
ing your own choice of mounting 
in rings, lockets, pins, etc., from 
our handsome and complete illus
trated catalog. You can pick out a 

certain design ring, for example, with a  one 
carat stone. The price will be $97.50 plus 

the cost of mounting. Same style 
design set with larger or smaller 
stone will cost you more or less, 
based on carat weight, etc. Prices 
of both diamonds and mountings 
in all styles are plainly marked in 
catalog.

T h e  B a s c h  G u a r a n t e e
W ith  every pu rchase  you get an  iron-c lad  guarantee, 

m ade out in your nam e and  s igned  by L . BASCH & 
CO. T h is  guarantee states th a t  th e  d iam ond  you buy 
is a  g enu ine , perfect cu t stone of the exact w eight.

color, size  an d  quality  represented . Also we 
allow  full pu rchase  p rice a t any  tim e in ex 
change for any  d iam ond  or o ther artic le in  
our catalog, and we also agree to  pay  you 
back  90 p er cen t of th e  price in  cash w ithin 
one year from date . If, on exam in ing  th e  
goods, you are no t th o rough ly  convinced 
tha t they are  a t least 25 per cent cheaper than  
you can buy elsew here, th e  p rice will b e  r e 
funded  to  you a t once. Shipm ents sen t C. 
O. D. w ith p riv ilege of inspection if desired . 

As to our responsib ility , consult D un’s, 
B rad stree t's  or any  com m ercial agency  in  th e  country.

Write for the Basch Catalog
O ur illustra ted  book, " T h e  Only Safe W ay  to  Buy D iam o n d s,’’ 

show ing  h undreds of w onderful bargains, fully expla ins just how you 
can save all jo b b ers’ and  dealers' profits by  buy ing  d irec t from the 
orig inal im porters. I t  also explains th e  new  Basch plan of selling 
genuine , perfect cu t d iam onds at $97.50 p e r  c a r a t  u nder our special 
g uaran tee p lan . W rite  for th is  g rea t book today.

L. B A S C H  &  CO.
2 7 2  State S treet CHICAGO, ILL.

■  B i g
Diamond Catalog Free

I  L. B asch & Co.,
_  272  S ta te  S t., C h icago , 111.

P lea se  sen d  m e , free , y o u r  D iam o n d  C ata lo g  D , ■  
m  M oney-B ack G u a ra n te e  a n d  S pec ia l'O ffe r. H
■ n
pj Name................................................. - ......... .. Q

P L  A d d ress ................................ — .................................................

M O D E R N  C L E A N -U P
a f te r  M otoring, T ra v e lin g  an d  S ho p p in g  is D aggett & 
R am sde ll’s P e rfec t Cold Cream . P u t a libe ra l q u an tity  of 
It on a  h o t w et clo th  an d  w ipe th e  face an d  h an d s  th o r 
oughly . This is th e  only  really  effective m ethod  of c lean s
ing  the  pores o f d irt, g rim e an d  im purities , leav ing  the  
sk in  soft, c lea r an d  clean.

Daggett &RamsdeH’s Perfect Cold Cream
has fo r 20 y ea rs  been th e  m ain  re liance  o f tho u san d s of 
refined  w om en. I n  fact its  g re a t po p u la rity  is due  to  w hat 
one u se r  has to ld  an o th er. I t  is a  soo th ing , hea lin g  a p p li
ca tion  fo r ch app ing , sensitive sk in  an d  o th e r com plex ion  
troub les. We g u a ran tee  th a t it will n o t m ake h a ir  grow.

T r i a l  T u b e
Tubes 10c. 2Fc. W ith  new  d a in ty  booklet, e n titled
60e ; Jars, Sfie, .  .«  A fter M otoring—The Modern
®ve, 8oc and Mje wp! f  I** C lean-up,” will be gent on

M uL ~  k / * 5 request if  you s ta te
the nam e of your

^  fZtitiJlilL * f dealer.

GHESTrn
D u a lity

C h o c o l a t e s  o f  R a r e  
Q u a l i t y

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he A rgosy.
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This Suit, Tailored $
to Your Measure

Express Prepaid
O th er su its  a n d  o vercoa ts  In a w ide 
se lec tion  o f exc lu sive  w eaves a n d  la tes t 
New Y ork sty les, $12.50 to  $30.00.

I  am  a custom  ta ilo r—a m a k e r  
o f g u a ran teed  clo thes to  special 
o rd e r . I  w ill m ake a  6ty lish  

s u it o r  o v erco a t to  your 
m e asu re—w ith  t r u e  q u a l i ty  
ta ilo re d  in to  every  s titch  
a n d  seam —an d  ch a rg e  you 
less than  you have to  pay fo r 
clum sy-looking , ready-m ade 
garm en ts .

I Take All Risk
I save you the dealers’ big 

profits and give you the kind 
of clothes turned out by the
high-priced tailors of the big 
cities.

S e n d  t o d a y  f o r  m y  h a n d s o m e  
f r e e  b o o k  o f  s t y l e s  a n d  c lo t h  
s a m p l e s .  Measure yourself by m y  
extremely simple home system, 
pick out the style and material you 
like best and send me your order. 
I ’ll make up the clothes e x a c t ly  
t o  y o u r  m e a s u r e —and ship them 
e x p r e s s  p r e p a id . You examine 

them carefully to see tha t they fit perfectly 
and come up to my claims in every particu

lar. I f  you don’t  find everything e n t i r e ly  s a t i s f a c t o r y ,  send 
back the clothes and I ’ll re turn  every penny of your money. 
T h a t ’s  m y  g u a r a n t e e .  A n d  m y  B a n k e r s .  T h e  W is c o n s in  
N a t io n a l  B a n k  o f  M ilw a u k e e , ( R e so u rc e s , T w e n ty  M i l l io n  
D o lla r s ) w ill t e l l  y o u  t h a t  1 a lw a y s  k e e p  m y  w o r d .—K ING

My Style Book is F R E E . Send for it today.

King Tailoring Company
203  W e s t W a te r  S t., M ilw a u k e e , W is .

■will iron all plain clothes, bed and table linen, 
doilies, curtains, etc., in a few minutes with
out trouble, backache or health-destroying 
labor. Gives better finish than hand iron, 
inexpensive to heat, simple, durable, sizes 
to suit. Hand or power. Low in price.
QA j. *M1 W rite  to d a v  fo r  b o o k le t w ithOU days tree trial p r ic e s  a n d  n a m e  o f o u r  d e a le r .

American Ironing Machine Co., N 30 E. Lake S t., Chicago

The Simplex Ironer

This Edison
Fireside Model 

Phonograph

Shipped
F R E E !

Read This Great 
NEW Offer

Shipped FREE!
The Great New 1910 offer on the Genuine 

Edison. This offer is for every one who has 
n o t  y e t  h e a rd  o u r  E d iso n  in  h is  o w n  h o m e—fo r y ou  to  
h e a r  c o n c e r ts  a n d  e n te r ta in m e n ts  b y  th e  w o rld -fam o u s  
m u s ic ia n s —j u s t  su c li e n te r ta in m e n ts  a s  th e  m e tro p o li
t a n  th e a te r s  a r e  p ro d u c in g .

■  ■ I f  A r r m  I w ill  s e n d  y o u  th i s  G e n u in e  
i y i  Y  I  I  !■  L  L  I #  E d iso n  F ire s id e O u tf tt(n e \v e s t 

I U l  I  L | 1  m ode l jc o m p le te  w i th  1 d o ze n  
E d iso n  G o ld  M o u ld ed  a n d  A m - 

b e ro l R ec o rd s , fo r a n  a b s o lu te ly  Free Loan. I d o n ’t  a s k  
a n y  m o n e y  d o w n  o r  in  a d v a n c e . T h e re  a r e  no  C. O. D. 
s h ip m e n ts ;  n o  le a se s  o r  m o r tg a g e s —a b s o lu te ly  n o th in g  
b u t  a  p la in  o u t-a n d -o u t o ffer to  s h ip  y o u  th i s  p h o n o 
g ra p h  to g e th e r  w ith  a  d ozen  re c o rd s  o f  y o u r  o w n  s e le c 
t io n  on  a  f ree  t r i a l  so t h a t  y ou  c a n  h e a r  i t  a n d  p la y  i t  
in  y o u r  o w n  hom e.

Why I Want to Lend You This Phonograph
I  know  th a t  th ere  are thousands of people w ho have never hea rd  th e  
G enuine E dison  P honograph . Now. th e re 's  on ly  one way to  convince 
peop le  th a t t  he E dison  is  superior, and  th a t is  to  le t them  actually  see 
an d  h ea r th is  rem arkable in strum en t for them selves. T h a t  I s  w h y  I
a m  m a k in g  t h i s  o f f e r .  T h e o n ly  w a y  to m a t e  y o u  a c tu a lly  r e a l
i z e  th ese  th in g s  f o r  y o u r s e l f  i s  to loan  y o u  a  G enu ine E d iso n  P h o n o 
g r a p h  f r e e  a n d  le t y o u  t r y  i t .
f i l l  I | a a  J  f t  _ All I  ask  you  to  do is  to inv ite  a sMil YOU NGBu UO m any as  possible of your friends to  
n i l  I  v u  I 1 V V U  l / V  h ea r th is  w onderful F ireside E d ison . 
I  feel absolutely certain  th a t o u t of the num ber o f your friends w ho will 
h ea r your m achine th ere  w ill be a t least one an d  probably m ore who 
will w an t an  E dison of h is  own. If  th e re  is n 't  (and  th is som etim es 
hap p en s) I w o n 't blam e you in th e  least. Y ou w o n 't  be ask e d  to  ac t 
a s  ou r a g e n t or even assist in  th e  sale of a  sin g le  instrum ent.

If You Want to Keep the Phonograph «
m ake the phonograph  your ow n, you m ay do so. E ith e r rem it u s the 
p rice  in full, o r if you p refer, we will allow you to  pay for i t  on th e  
ea sie s t k in d  o f paym ents.

Our Easy Payment Plan
lease  or m ortgage of an y  k in d , no g uaran tee from  a  th ird  party , no 
g o in g  before a no tary , no  publicity  of any  k ind , an d  th e  paym ents are 
so  very sm all, an d  our term s so libera l you  n ev er notice th e  paym ents.
P U P * "  J u s t  sign  th is >r n t t  sh ^Vi w /  *•K- babsoh

w ill send you ou r Edison ^  EDISON
P honograph  C atalog, the very  la tes t l is t M  P H O T IO G P  A P H
of Edison Gold Moulded and Am berol ♦  TXTCTPTP1TTT7PC
R ecords (1500 of them ) aud  o u r F ree 0  D I S  I K I J J U  l h K b
T ria l C ertificate e n titlin g  you to  ^  n _ _ , 1078
th is g rand  offer. Sign th is coupon *  _ ,T  P.  '  ”  . . . .
o r send postal o r le t te r  now. No #  E dison  B lock , C h icago , 111. 
ob ligations— get catalog. ^  P lease send me. w ith o u t a n y  ob-

F l f  »~*_ i - _ — ._  £  lig a tio n s, your 1910 Edison Phono-
■ IV .■ D a Q S O l l  j  W  g raph  Catalog, l is t of Edison Gold

EDISON PHONOGRAPH *
DISTRIBUTERS J  

E d i s o n  B l o c k ,  /
I l e p t .  1 0 7 8  f

Moulded and  Amberol Records and 
F ree  T ria l C ertificate e u ti t l in g  nte to 

your g ra n d  offer, all free.

C h i c a g o ,  111.
C anadian Office 

3 5 5  P o r t a g e  4  
A v .  W innipeg ♦  

C anada f

!■■■■■■■ 9 *

N am e-

A d d r e ss

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  The A rgosy.
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H O M E S  F U R N IS H E D  
M O N TH LY  PAYM ENTS

/ W e  g iv e  customers a  year’s time in which to pay for their purchases. You are welcome to th is splendid credit service j 
f  no m atter where you live. You may enjoy the  full use of the goods you buy of us and pay for them in small 
■ amounts from  month to month as you earn the  money. We charge absolutely nothing for th is c re d it,
■service—no interest—no extras of any kind. So low are our prices th a t 
Iw e couldn’t  allow any discount even if  you sent cash with your order.
I We have 22 g reat stores and sell more homefurnishings than any other 
|  two concerns in the country. We own and control factories—sell on a 
I closer margin of profit and a t lower prices than your local dealer or any 
|o th e r  mail order house on earth. We guarantee satisfaction or money back.

[CATALOGS 39 FREE
LWrite for our Big New Catalog today. I t  tells all about our most 
\gen ero u s monthly payment credit plan. I t ’s an immense volume, 
\  handsomely illustrated in colors. I t quotes factory prices on every
t h i n g  to furnish and beautify the home, including Furniture, Rugs, 

Stoves, Carpets. Curtains, Pianos, Lamps, £•<'. Crockery. Pictures, Mirrors. Silverware, 
Clocks, Go-Carts, Refrigerators, Sewing 
Machines, Washing Machines, etc., etc. 
No m atter w hat catalogs you have seen in

SOLID 
OAK 
Rocker
Cash with your order. 
Balance 50c per month until 
purchase price of $4.85 is paid. ] 
I t  is made in American i 
quartered oak finish, up -i 
bolstered in  I m p e r i a l s  
leather, looks like genu-" 
ine leather, has full spring2 
seat, large carved heads t 
and broad ears on back.

.85
the past, and no m atter w hat catalogs you may have in your home a t the present time, don’t 
spend a  cent for anything in the line of homefurnishings until you have received th is great 
book. You never saw such bargains before in r ’l your life. Write for this big catalog today, j
HARTM AN f u r n it u r e  & c a r p e t  co .

^  Dept>C8 223-229 Wabash A v e H Chicago, U. S . A. I
Largest, oldest and best known hornefumlshing concern in America—established 1855—551 
years of success—22 big stores—over 700,000 customers—capital and resources greater than i 
th a t of any similar concern in the country. W rite fo r our big catalog a t  once—write todays

™ i BEST LIGHT
m a k e s  a n d  b u r n s  i t s  o w n  g a s .  T h e  “ B E S T ” 
s y s t e m  o f  l i g h t i n g  m a k e s  y o u  i n d e p e n d e n t  
o f  G a s  o r  E le c t r i c  L ig h t i n g  c o m p a n i e s  a n d  
a s s u r e s  y o u  a  c o n s t a n t  s u p p l y  o f  b r i l l i a n t  
l i g h t .  H a s  n o  e q u a l  f o r  S t o r e s ,  O f f i c e s ,  
F a c t o r i e s ,  C h u r c h e s  o r  H o u s e s .

N o  s m o k e ,  g r e a s e ,  d i r t  o r  o d o r .
N o t h i n g  t o  g e t  o u t  o f  o r d e r .

O v e r  200 s t y l e s  o f  l a m p s  f r o m  100 t o  2,000 
c a n d le  p o w e r .  W r i t e  f o r  c a t a l o g  a n d  p r ic e s .  
y l g e n t s  W a n t e d  e v e r y w h e r e .

THE BEST LIGHT CO.
231 E A S T  F I F T H  S T .  C A N T O N ,  O .

M ade in one

LONG
month with a
C R ISP E T T E  
M A C H I N E

C onstan t s tream  of n ickels, d im es, q u a rte rs . Always m oney com ing  in— 
C rlspettes going  ou t. P e rrln e , Cal., ** One aaleM 8380.00.” S ta r t in

safe, profitab le, easy, fasc inating  business. Som ew here in y o u r tow n th e re  
is a sm all vacan t s to re —a p a r t of a  bu ild in g —a w indow —a little  nook w here 
th e  r e n t isn ’t h igh . T h e re  you can set u p  you r m ach ine , sell C rlspettes 
an d  m ake b ig  m oney. In  tow ns, v illages, c ities. C rlspettes a re  fine—all 
like th e m —young  an d  o ld. So easy to g et the  m oney. E verybody  w illing 
to  sp en d  sm all m oney. M illions m ade In 5c pieces. T h ink  of fo rtunes 
m ade in  5 and  10 ce n t s to re s—stree t c a r  c o m p a n ie s -f iv e  ce n t shows. 
M achine s im p le—easy to  u n d e rs ta n d  and  w ork. F u ll in s tru c tio n s— 
secre t fo rm ula . Investig a te . G et fu ll p a rticu la rs—rep o rts  from  u sers  
See w hat o the rs  have done. Ju d g e  w hat you can  do. W rite a ca rd  now.

W . Z. L O N G  . 1 3 6  High Street, Springfield, Ohio

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he A bqosy.
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is without a peer in the Under
wear world. It is o: 
exclusive, distinctively 
d e  l u x e .  T h e  
famous S p r in g  
Needle fabric is 
knitted on machines 
invented, patented 
(in nine countries) 
owned and controlled by 
theCompany. C}Wear 
the genuine Cooper’s 
and you will experience 
absolute next-to-the-skin 
comfort. No other Under
wear as near perfection.
The superbly knitted Spring 
Needle fabric is very elastic 
and durable and in addition 
each garment is thoroughly 
tailored, stayed at points of strain 
and made to give several seasons' 
wear. Cj Write to us for generous 
sample of fabric and illustrated booklet 

showing styles and prices.
C O O P E R  M F G . C O .

2 7  M a in  S t r e e t  B en n in g to n , V t.
Manvjaclnrtrt of a /among “ Gauzrib”  Spring 
Xctdle fabric for Women's tctar. Tell your tci/e.

^  .3 simply marvelous how easy we make it for youN _
to  own a genuine diamond. Don’t  be satisfied with any-  ̂ 1

| thing but the best pure w hite stone; buy a  stone tha t will increase 
I in value. W e offer you such a gem a t  the wholesale jobber's price 

on the easiest term s ever made by a high-class Diamond House.
The above cut shows the exact likeness of our $<5 ring, which 

! we sell on term s of $15 down and $7.50 per month. We have built 
up a tremendous business on the liberal o

W holesale P ric e — Easy P a ym ent P lan
■ end we w ant to  show you how we can save you money and give you p e rfec t I 

sa tisfac tion , when you w an t to buy D ia m o n d s ,W a t c h e s  a n d  J e w e lr y .
I Our handsome new  catalogue, profusely illu stra ted , is.yours free. W rite 

today fo r this f re e  catalogue and OUR SPECIA L PLAN.
W . E . R E N IC H  C O ., 120  S t a t e  S t . ,  D e p t .  1068, C h ic a g o ,  III-

AUTHORS in

T H E  C A V A L I E R
f o r  NOVEMBER

A L B E R T  P A Y S O N  T E R H U N E  
F R E D  V . G R E E N E ,  J r .

J O S E P H  IV E R S  L A W R E N C E  
C . L A N G T O N  C L A R K E  
G E O R G E  M . A . C A IN

F u ll  of u p - to -d a te  s to r ie s ,  q u ic k  m o v e m e n t and  
c le v e r  turns-—s to r ie s  of th e  b ig , b u s tlin g , bu sy  
T O D A Y . 10  c e n ts  a  c o p y . A l l  n e w s -s ta n d s .

PECIAL
Discount on Diamonds

The Discounts from 
Our Regular Cat

a lo g  P r ic e s — 
Gems of High
est Quality!

WRITE for our 
special offer on the 

'choicest quality of dia
monds. Special Discount 
Sheet and price list, to

gether with the  complete Geo. 
E. Marshall Catalog, sent to you on request.

Marshall’s “F” Grade
“ F ” irst and  finest grade are th e  very choicest 
qualities of the best African importations. For 
tw enty years this superb quality has been recog
nized among the trade as the highest possible 
standard. No one who has ever seen the m atch
less brilliancy and luster, the wonderful depth and 
purity  of these " F ”  grade diamonds could ever be 
satisfied with ordinary ‘ ‘commercial w hite”  stone.

For Instance
T h is  e x q u is i te  d ia m o n d —a b 
s o lu te ly  p e r f e c t  in  c u t  a n d  
c o lo r— a  gem  o f  th e  ra re s t  
s c in t i l l a t in g b e a u ty ,m o u n te d  
on a  b e a u t i f u l  T iffa n y  s e t
ting:. $ 6 9 .0 0 , $13.80 d o w n  a n d  
$6.90 a  m o n th , o r 8 per cent 
discount fo r a l l  c a sh .

O f l  A n n r n v n l  W e w ill  b e  p le a se d  to  s h ip  th e se  
■**■!*” * v  o r a n y  o th e r  d ia m o n d s  fro m  o u r

c a ta lo g , prepaid on approval. N o th in g  to  r is k —n o th in g  
to  p a y —u n le ss  y o u  w a n t  to  k ee p  th e  d ia m o n d s  after the 
free exam ination. Y ou a re  n o t  p la c e d  u n d e r  th e  s l ig h t 
e s t  o b lig a tio n  in  a c c e p tin g  th is  offer. W e c o n s id e r  i t  a  
privilege to  e x te n d  th i s  offer to  re s p o n s ib le  p erso n s .

Write for Catalog and 
Special Discount Sheet
T h e  c a re fu l b u y e r  w ill n o t  th in k  A M  ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■  I  
o f  b u y in g  a  d ia m o n d  o r  o th e r  M T  
je w e lry  u n ti l  h e  h a s  s tu d ie d  % pon r
th e  M arsh a ll C a ta lo g  a n d  ^  U c U . L .
S p ec ia l D isco u n t S h e e t . N o ^  Marshall, ( InC.)

/  103 s t a t e s t .  Dept. 1078

£
W i th o u t  a n y  o b l ig a t io n  on  

i i H n n i m M  W  m e . p le a s e  s e n d  m e  a t  o n c e , f re e , 
MARSHALL ^  y o u r  M a r s h a l l  C a ta lo g  a n d  Spe- 

/§  \  A  c ia l  D is c o u n t  S h e e t , to g e th e r  w ithIJflC.J f u l l  e x p la n a t io n  o f  y o u r  n o -m o n e y -
^  d o w n  A p p r o v a l  O ffe r. N o  l e t t e r  

103 S ta te  S t. n e c e s s a ry ,  t h e  c o u p o n  a lo n e  w i l l  do .
Dept. 1078 ^
Chicago, ^  N a m e .........................................................................

/
■i ^  A d d r e s s ............................................................................

S e n d  co u p o n  Today.

GEO. E.

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b le  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  The A bgosy.



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

A WEEK
THEY’RE MAKING IT AND TELL YOU HOW.

HARD FACTS THAT MAKE YOU THINK.
A NEW THING THAT’S MAKING PEOPLE RICH.

W. H. M organ, Pa., says: “ Sold 
75 in 9 days,” (profit, $318.75). T. 
A. W hite, 111.: “ Sold 15 in 4 hours,” 
(profit, $63.75). F. E. Poole, Mass.: 
“ Sold 6 first day ,” (profit, $25.50). 
C. E. Goff, M o.: “ Sold 5 firs t day ,” 
(profit, $21.25). The w rite r  was in 
the office of th is new, successful, 
big money-making business. He saw 
hundreds of le tte rs like these. Peo
ple are  m aking m ore money in a day 
th an  they  d id before in a  m onth.

Enorm ous sale of th e  New Home 
Vacuum Cleaner smashes all records. 

Newest, Easiest, Surest Seller. 
Make $4.25 on every sale. New, 

pow erful, double action vacu
um  cleaning machine. Sells 

fo r $8.50. W eighs 9 lbs. 
Easy to carry. N othing 

else like it. Does same 
w ork a s  t h e  $100 

kind. No motors, 
n o e lec tric ity . 

O n e  p e r s o n  
operates.

I W as Deaf 25 Years
N O W  I H E A R  W H ISPE R S
with my artificial E a r D rum s in my ears. I n e v e r  
feel th e m  — they are so perfectly com fortable, 
and no one sees them. I 
w ill tell you the true story 
of How  I Got Deaf — and 
How  I Made Myself Hear.
A ddress your le tter to me 
personally at 38 Adelaide St.
T h is is im portant, as letters 
sent" to o ther addresses often 
do not reach me. I s t a n d

M edicated E a r Drum
P at. Ju ly  15, 1H08G .  P .  W A Y

I n v e n t o r
G H O .  P .  W A V ,  a s  A d e l a i d e  S t r e e t ,  D K T H O I T ,  M I C H .

b a c k  of e v e ry  c la im  m a d e  fo r  M Y d ru m s .

R E A P IN G  T H E  F R U IT  
O F  L O N G  T E R M S  o n

WATCHES a n d  

D I A M O N D S
T S i  * 2 5 ° °  , $  |°®  A W E E K

U”" 'r” MS $IOO~ $ A WCCK

TImes Watch ̂ Diamond Co.
I im e  Paym ents

T i m e s  S q u a r e
2 0 6  W. 42<? S t .  W rite 

N E W  Y O R K  D ept. D .

r You can p lay  any num ber of d iffe ren t 
/ tunes, popular songs, old tim e m elodies 
' and  hym ns on th e  w onderful self-plavintr

MIRA MUSIC BOX. ,
in  your own home. Sent anyw here. 
W rite  for F ree T ria l O iler and Catalog 

J A C O T  M U S I C  B O X  C O „
12 W est 35th St., New York City.

T h e y  m e n d  a l l  le a k s  I n s t a n t ly
in  granite ware, hot -water bags, tin , oopper, brass, cooking

_ utensils, etc. No heat, solder, cement or rivet. Any one can use
them. F it any surface. Perfectly smooth. Wonderful Invention 
Household necessity. Millions In use. Send for sample package, 10c.

C o m p le te  p k g , a s s td  s iz e s ,  25c. p o s tp a id .  A g ts  w a n te d  
CO LLETTE M FG . CO., Box H 6  A m s te rd a m , N , Y.

C onstan t te rrif ic  suc tio n  gets 
all d ir t  and  d u s t fro m  ca rpe ts , 
rugs , e tc . N o  m o r e  s w e e p i n g  o r  
( I d M t in g .  N o  m o r e  h o u s e  c l e a n i n g .  C o s t s  n o t h i n g  
t o r  r e p a i r s .  Saves tim e, labor, m oney. Saves h ea lth . Saves 
ta k in g  up  an d  b ea ting  ca rpe ts . T h e  New H om e V acuum  
C leaner is tru ly  a  w onder. A stonishes everybody, C u s t o m e r s  
a l l  d e l i g h t e d  a n d  p r a i s e  i t .  T hey w onder how they  e v e r , 
d id  w ithou t it. M rs. F . G oodell, In d ., w rites : “  H om e V acuum  
C leaner Is c e rta in ly  a w onder. Does away w ith the  d rudgery  
of sw eep ing  an d  dusting . I  am  so p leased  th a t I c a n ’t  give it 
ju s tic e .” F. R. S ears, Ohio, “ H om e V acuum  C leaner is a little  
g ian t. My nex t do o r n e ighbo r has one  th a t cost $25. T hey say 
they w ould ra th e r  have the  H om e.” C hand ler & R ich, N. Y., 
“ F ind  you did n o t overes tim ate  H om e V acuum  C leaner. Did 
n o t p ra ise  them  en o u g h .” H en ry  R ubin , N. Y., “ H om e 
V acuum  C leaner b righ tens  the  ca rpe ts . I t ’s th e  g ran d es t m a
ch ine  ev e r inven ted  fo r the  ho m e .” T o  try  the  H om e V acuum  
C leaner m eans to w an t it, th en  to  keep it. Takes every  fam ily j 
by s to rm . W om en have w atched, w ished, longed  fo r it. No 
w onder it’s  a  live w ire. A  p o w e r f u l  d o u b l e  n o t i o n  S u e *  [ 
( i o n  C l e a n e r  f o r  8 8 . 5 0 .  N ot sold in  stores. Sell 9 o u t o f j 
10 fam ilies. Send posta l today fo r agency. F u ll descrip tion . | 
F ree  sam ple. A ddress,

I t .  A R M S T R O N G  M F G . C O ..
1 1 0 4  A l i n s  1 1 1 (Ig ., . . . .  C i n c i n n a t i ,  O h io .

S 2 ^ 5 0 i a m o n d S
a t 1 /40  the COSt-IN SOLID GOLD RINGS

l D I A M O N D S I

Stand- acid te s t  a n d  ex p e rt exam ina tion . We 
gu aran tee  th em . S e e  th e m  f ir s t—th e n  pay. 
S p e c ia l  O ffer — 14k Tiffany r i n g l e t .  $5.98. 

i G ents r in g  1 ct. $6.98. 14k S tud 1 c t. $4.86. S en t 
Ic .O .D . fo r in sp ectio n . C a ta lo g  F R E E , show s 
r fu ll  lin e . P a te n t rin g  gauge included , 10c. The 

B nroda C o., D ept. A19 8 38  N. S ta te  S t.,  Chicago

Sent On Approval. Send Ho Money $ 2 . 0 0
WE WILL TRUST YOU TEN DAYS. H a ir  Sw itch

Send a lock of y o u r h air, and we will m ail a 
22-inch sh o rt stem  fine hum an h a ir  sw itch  to m atch . 

If you find it a big b arg ain , re m it $2.00 in ten  days, o r 
sell 3 and  GET YOUK SWITCH FREE. E x tra  shades a 

li tt le  m ore. Inclose 5c postage. F ree beauty book show 
ing  la tes t sty le  of h a ir  d ressing—also high grade sw itches, 
pom padours, w igs, puffs, etc . ANNA

AYERS, 
D ept. 432

Chicago.

AGENTS 200% PROFIT
H a n d y , A u to m a tic

HAME FASTENER
_ Do aw ay w ith old ham e strap ,i  Horse ow ners and  team ste rs wild* about them . Fasten  

in stan tly  w ith  gloves on. O utw ear the harness. Money- 
back if not satisfactory. W rite  today fo r confidential 
te rm s to agents.
F . T H O M A S  M F G . C O ., 7 0 9  W a y n e  S t.,  D a y to n , O h io .

MSe ms
like a d iam ond—w ears like a d iam ond—

brilliancy  guaran teed  forever—stan d s filing and 
fire like a d iam ond—has no paste, foil o r  artific ial 
backing. Set only in so lid  gold m oun tings. l-20th 
the cost o f d iam onds. A. m arvelously  recon
stru c te d  gem . N ot an  im ita tio n . G uaran teed  to 
con ta in  no glass. Sent on approval. W rite  for 
ca talog , i t ’s free.
Remoh Jewelry Co. 415 N. Bdway, St. Loui*

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e A rgosy.

<2. n .



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION

W O M A N ’S  C H IE F  C H A R M
is a perfect com plexion, such  as is en 
joyed by thousands who U6e th a t  g rea t 
Deautitier—Lablache. I ts  users are  1 
conspicuous a t social fu n c tio n s , be- A* 
cause “ it  m akes you look ten years / y  
y o u n g e r” by p reven ting  w rin k les , E j 
e lim in a tin g  th a t sh iny  appearance E f  
and  keeping  the sk in  sm ooth  am i P  
velvety . M

Rejuse Substitutes. They m ay be 
dangerous. F lesh , W hite, P in k , o r  VA 
C ream , 50c. a box, of d ru g g is ts  or by T j  
m ail. Send 10c. for sample box. v

BEN. LEVY CO., French Perfumers
D ept. 41 125 K ingston St.» Boston, Blass.

J^/UJLACHfc
^  MCE rOWDER ^

Make a Stove of Your Lamp or Gas Jet. Use

The Giant Heater
Saves M oney  Saves T roub le  Saves Labo r
S im p ly  p u t  th e  G ia n t H e a te r  o n  y o u r  la m p  c h im n e y  o r  g a s  j e t  a s  s h o w n .
C o n c e n tr a te s ,  in te n s if ie s  a n d  c i r c u la t e s  t h e  w a s te  h e a t  w i th o u t  c o n s u m in g  
a n r  m o re  o il o r  g a s . L ig h t  a n d  o r n a m e n ta l—sa fe  a n d  o d o r le s s . H e a t s  y o u r  ro o m  c o m f o r t 
a b ly  in  t h e  c o ld e s t  w e a th e r .  J u s t  th e  th i n g  f o r  a  S ick  R o o m . B a th  o r  B e d ro o m  ; h e a ts  w a te r  f o r  
s h a v in g , m a k in g  t e a  o r  co ffee . T h o u s a n d s  i n  u s e  a l l  o v e r  t h e  w o r ld .

S e n d  to d a y —d o n ’t  d e la y .  Y o u  n e e d  th e  G I A N T  H E A T E R  th e s e  
c o ld  e v e n in g s  a n d  th e  r a w , d a m p  d a y s  o f  F a l l  

P o lish e d  B rass  . . $1.50 S a tis fa c tio n  G u a ra n te e d  o r  M o n ey  R e fu n d e d  if 
1 I l t C  N ick e l P la te d  . . 2 .0 0  R e tu rn e d  in  T e n  D ays

B y  Mail or Express, Charges Prepaid. Descriptive Booklet I f  You Want It.
T H E  G IA N T  H E A T E R  C O M P A N Y , In c ., 2 5 1  T e m p le  S t., S p rin g f ie ld , M ass.

I  w ill s e n d  a s  lo n g  a s  th e y  la s t  m y  2 5 c  B ook

Strong Arms
For lO c in stam ps or coin

I l lu s t r a te d  w ith  20 fu ll  p a g e  h a l f to n e  cu ts , 
s h o w in g  e x e rc is e s  th ^ t  w ill q u ic k ly  d e v e lo p , 
b e a u t i f y ,a n d  g a in  g r e a t  s t r e n g t h  in  y o u r  s h o u l
d e rs , a rm s ,  a n d  h a n d s  w ith o u t  a n y  a p p a ra tu s .

P R O F . A N T H O N Y  B A R K E R  
1244 Barker Bldg., 110 West 42d Street, New York

3133 IMPORTED 
from FRANCE

S E E  T H E M  B E F O R E  P A Y I N G !
T hese Gems are chemical white sapphires. 
C an ’t be told from diamonds except by an 
expert. Stand acid and fire diamond tests, 

hard they can’t be filed and w ill c u t  g la s s .  Bril
liancy guaranteed 25 years. All mounted in 14K solid 

gold diamond m ountings. W ill send you any style ring, pin 
or stud on approval—all charges prepaid—no  m o n e y  in  a d v a n c e .

CC7* Writ© fo r F ree  I llu s tra ted  booklet, special p rices and rin g  m easure.
W H IT E  V A L L E Y  G E M  C O .. 702 Saks Bldg., Indianapolis. Ind.

“ LOOM TO LEG”
TA IL O R -M A D E

T R O U S E R S
S a v e  $3 to  $5 on  e v e ry  p a i r  of T ro u se rs  

y o u  b u y . W e g iv e  y o u  new , b e a u tifu l ,  
s n a p p y  w eav es , a  fu ll s h a p e d , p e r fe c t  f it 
a n d  a  6 -m o n th s ’ g u a ra n te e  a g a in s t  f a d 
ing , r ip p in g  a n d  te a r in g . T h e se  m a d e - to -  
m e a s u r e  w o r s te d  t r o u s e r s  a re  th e  l a t e s t  
s ty le  s e m i-p e g  to p ,  sew ed  w ith  6 -co rd  
th r e a d ;  su sp e n d e r  b u t to n s  r iv e te d ;  p o c k 
e ts  s i lk  tr im m e d ; seam s re in fo rc e d ;  tw o  
s id e ,  o n e  w a tc h ,  tw o  h ip  p o c k e ts ;  s id e  
w a is t s t r a p s .  O u r p r ic e s  ra n g e  fro m  $2 .95  
to  $5 .85  fo r  a c tu a l  $ 5 .9 5  to  $  10 s ta n d a r d  
v a lu e s .  M oney  b a c k  a f t e r  e x a m in a t io n  if 
y o u  a re  n o t  m o re  t h a n  s a t i s f ie d . W e dye 
th e  yarns, weave th e  cloth and fit the trousers 
to you — "  from loom to  leg.” not from loom 
to  commission house to  jobber to  ta ilo r to  
wearer. W rite for free samples and self, 
m easurem ent instructions. Customers every 
where. Only Loom to  Leg mills in W orld. |

C O LO N IA L W O R S T E D  M IL L S ,
D e p t . 105  L a w re n c e , M a s s .

Do Your Own 
Printing

C ards, c ircu la rs , book, new spaper. 
P ress  $5, L a rg er $18, R o ta ry  $60. Save 
m oney .B ig  p ro fit p r in tin g  fo r  o thers. 
All easy, ru le s  sen t. W rite fac to ry  fo r 
p re ss  ca ta log  TY PE, ca rd s , p ap e r.

THE PRESS CO. Meriden Conn.

VENTRILOQUISM
Taught Any Man or Boy

by Mall a t Home. T his is no special g ift as 
you have supposed, bu t an art. I  have 
taught thousands In all pa rts  of the  world. 
Cost sm all.-S end  today 2-cent stam p for 
particu lars and proofs.

jWBBBHM).'

0 .  A . S M IT H , R o o m  1436 — 823 Bigelow St., P E O R IA , ILL .

CORNET FREE!
W e  g u a r a n te e  to  te a c h  y o u  to  p la y  by m ail and  will g ive  you 
a B e a u tifu l C o rn e t o r  any  B and  In s tru m e n t abso lu tely  F R E E . 
“  You pay w eekly as lessons a re  tak en . In s tru m e n t is 6en t 

w ith firs t lesson. G raduate s  in every  s ta te . H u n d r e d s  of 
A  en th u sias tic  te stim on ia ls . W rite to-day for 

\ o u r  book le t and  w onderfu l tu ition  offer.
International Cornet School

4 0 6  M u s ic  H a ll , =» ° B o s to n . M a ss .

You Owe It to Yourself
to write now for our free booklet F , giving positions 
open and w hat we can do for you, also evidence of 
hundreds of men and women that we have placed 
in T ra v e l in g  P o s i t io n s  w i th  goo d  S a la r ie s .

U nlike other correspondence schools we make 
no charge unless you are satisfied we can help 
you. Tuition  fee partly  payable from earnings.

SCHOOL OF SALESMANSHIP, INC.
15 B ea c o n  S t r e e t__________ BO STO N , M A S S .

Diamonds on Charge Account
at Gash Prices ?“st“T"h-hof~-“Samples of the Christmas 

Bargains We Offer 
72 —T iffa n j DI«. R ing # 5 0
78—Fancy E ngra ted  R ing  85 
74—lle leher E arS e’s .p a ir  60 
7 5—Kng.Tlff. B elcher R ing  25
76— Bog. B elcher R ing 45
77— B eleher Dia. 8 tnd  80
78— F la t  B elcher R ing  65

THE W ALK ER -EDM UN D CO'

b ea u tifu l. P u re  W hite 
Gems you’d  lik e  to  see. No d ep o s ito r cred en 
tia ls  re q u ired —w e ' 11 send ita to n c e . If  i t  isn ’t  
th e  finest a n d  sn ap p iest d iam ond  you ever 
6aw, sen d  i t  back a t  o u r expense. I f  i t  pleases 
p ay  o n e-fifth  dow n, ba lance  in  8 m o n th ly  
paym en ts. All tran sa c tio n s  stric tly  confiden
tia l .  O rder today  o r w rite  fo r FREE CATALOG 
Of D IA JI05D S, WATCHES and  JEWELRY*

» D e p t . 99 2 0 5  S ta te  S tr e e t ,  CHICAGO.

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  on t h i s  p a g e  i t  Is d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T iie  A rgosy.
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F o s t e r s  IDEAL SPRIN G
Is the highest standard of excellence in spring I 

bed construction. M echanically, hygienically, 
it is supreme, and because of our process of tempering the 

springs, it will last a lifetime w ith ou t sagging. So com fortable  
that, once tried, alway.s satisfies.

Try It 30 Nights On Approval
E v e r y  F o s t e r  I d e a l  D e a l e r  is  g rass  

a u t h o r iz e d  t o  s e l l  it  o n  3 0  d a y s ’ u am e 
a p p r o v a l  a n d  t h e n  r e f u n d  p r ic e  p late  
p a id  i f  y o u  
p r e f e r  i t  t o  
t h e  S p r in g

r r ."  i  v e t l - ' pTfASl MARK BEO JT S®
FOSTER BROS MFG CO. ** . L » UTICA N. V- - *

T h e  Id e a l is so  lu x u r io u s ly  r e s t 
fu l ,  it  sells  itse lf  w h e n  tr ie d . 
D o n ’t b u y  a n y  S p rin g  u n ti l y ou  
h a v e  tr ie d  F o s te r ’s ID E A L .

Foster Bros
Mfg. Co.
Utica, N. Y. 
St. Louis. 

Mo.

$ / / 4 5

ON
CREDIT

Buys This 17-Jewel Elgin
In a F ine  2 0 -Y e a r  G o ld  F ille d  Case

Sent Prepaid on FREE TRIAL at Our Bed Rock Wholesale Price.
BIGGEST BARGAIN O F F E R E D

o n ly  § 1  a
O ur E lg in  W atches a re  so well know n and ou r CREDIT PLAN so 
easy, th a t no m a tte r  where you live o r how small your wages, W E  W IL L
T R U S T  Y O U , so th a t you and every  honest man and w oman can  own a 

High-Grade Elgin W atch In a  beautifu l G uaranteed 25-YearDiamond o r I
Gold Case and  w ear I t w hile pay ing  for It In such sm all paym ents th a t  you never m iss th e  m oney. W R IT E  T O D A Y  F O R  O U R  
B IG  F R E E  W A T C H  A N D  J E W E L R Y  C A T A L O G . I t  te lls  a ll ab o u t our easy c red it p lan and  bow we send E lg in  1 9 - J e w e l  
B . W . R a y m o n d  a n d  2 1  a n d  2 3 > J e w e l  E lg in  V e r i t a s  everyw here on Free Trial, w ithou t security  o r one cen t deposit, P o s i t iv e ly  
G u a r a n t e e d  to  P a s s  A n y  U  A  D D I C  / ^ A  Dept. (388 MONADMOCK BLDG.. CHICAGO. ILL.
R a ilr o a d  i n s p e c t i o n .  n  A  V \  I I I  U M  I T  V V > ^  Or, 1388 WALNUT STREET, KANSAS CITY, MO.

T h e  H o u s e  t h a t  S e tts  M o r e  E lg in  W a tc h e s  th a n  A n y  o t h e r  F i r m  In  th e  W o rld .

Ten Daysr Free Trial
allow ed  on everjM ?icycle w e se ll. W e S h ip  o n  A p p r o v a l  
a n d  t r i a l  to  any o n e in  th e  U . S. an d  p r e p a y  th e  freight. I f  
you  a re  n o t satisfied  w ith  th e  b icy c le  af te r u s in g  it ten  
d a y s , sh ip  i t  back  a n d  d o n 't  p a y  a  cen t.
r AA TA DV DDIHCO Do not buy  a b ic y c le  o r a
r A U I U m  r l l l U L t f  p a ir  o f t i r e s  from  anyone
at any price un til yo u  receiv e  o u r la te s t A r t  C a t a lo g s  
o f  h ig h  g ra d e  b icyc les  a n d  su n d ries  an d  lea rn  o u r  u n 
h e a r d  o f  p r ic e s  a n d  m a r v e lo u s  new  sp ec ia l o ffe rs .IT n u i  V n n C T C  a  c e n t to  w rite  a  postal an d  
I I  U N L I V V w  I v  e v e ry th in g  w ill b e  se n t you  
F R E E  b y  re tu rn  m ail. Y ou w ill g e t  m u ch  valu ab le  in . 
fo rm ation . D o  N o t  W a it;  w rite  It N o w  !

T I R E S , C o a s t e r - B r a k e  r e a r  w h o o l s ,  l a m p s ,  
p a rts , re p a irs  an d  su n d ries  o f a l l  k in d s at h a lf  usual prices.
MEAD CYCLE CO. Dept, r  si CHICACO

A G E N T S — $ 1 . 3 3  Per Hour
C o m e r  m a d e  i t ,  so  c a n  y o u . S w a in  s a y s ,  “ B e s t  
t h i n g  I  e v e r  s t r u c k . ”  E a s y  m o n e y  m a k e r .  H ig h  

S c h o o l  b o y  s o ld  3 6  b o x e s  in  2  d a y s —p ro f it  
S  1 2 . 6 0 .  A g e n ts  g e t  b ig  r e p e a t  o r d e r s —b u i ld  u p  
s t e a d y  b u s in e s s .  E v e r y b o d y  w e a rs  h o s ie r y .  
G uaranteed  fo r 4 m on ths ag a in st holes in heels and 

^ to es . Send rig h t back to us  if  no t perfec tly  satisfac- 
. to ry . J .  R . V a le n t in e  s o ld  6 0 0  p a i r s  In 5 0  h o u r s  

k —you can do as w ell—yes—better. W orn goods 
rep laced  free—no experience needed—we teach 

L you every th ing . H e re 's  your one big chance— 
I d o n 't  lose i t—w rite  today. F ree sam ples. 

T H O M A S  M F G . C O ., 1909  W a y n a  S t . .  D A Y TON, OHIO

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b le  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he A rgosy.
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C L O S I N G  D A Y S  O F  A  
G R E A T  P I A N O  O F F E R

J a n u a ry  firs t th i s  y e a r  w e p e r fe c te d  c e r ta in  p la n s  
fo r  a  tw e lv e  m o n th s ’ c a m p a ig n .

T h e se  p la n s  in v o lv e d  th e  p la c in g  o f  a t  le a s t  o n e  
S c h m o lle r  &  M u e lle r  P ia n o  in  e a c h  n e w  c o m m u 
n i ty  in  th e  U n ite d  S ta te s .

U p  to  t h a t  t im e  m a n y  n e ig h b o rh o o d s  —  m a n y  
c o m m u n itie s— k n e w  a b o u t th i s  S w e e t T o n e d  P ia n o .

B u t w h e re  th e r e  w as o n e  su c h  c o m m u n ity — w e 
re a liz e d  th e r e  w a s  d o u b tle s s  a  h u n d re d  w h ic h  
k n e w  n o th in g  o f  th e  m e r i ts  o f  th i s  su p e r io r  in s t ru 
m e n t.

O f th i s  p ia n o — w h ic h  h a d  sa tis f ie d  m u s ic  lo v e rs  
in  a l l  w a lk s  o f l i f e —th e  h u m b le  c o t ta g e r  a n d  
fa m ily —

A s w e ll a s  th o se  w h o  e n jo y  m o re  la rg e ly  o f th is  
w o r ld ’s g o o d s.

T h u s  o u r  p ro b le m  fo r  th is  y e a r  o f  g ra c e , 1910— 
w as to  m a k e  b e t te r  k n o w n  th e  s u p e r io r  q u a li t ie s  o f  
th e  S c h m o lle t  & M u e lle r  P ia n o .

T o  b r in g  a b o u t its  su c c e ss fu l in t ro d u c tio n  in to  
n e w  n e ig h b o rh o o d s— n ew  c o m m u n itie s  e v e ry w h e re .

W e  re a liz e d  a t  t h e  o u ts e t  t h a t  t h e  ta s k  w as a  
la rg e  o n e — o n e  w h ic h  o n ly  a  w e ll-o rg a n iz e d  b u s i
n e ss  in s t i tu t io n  c o u ld  su c c e ss fu lly  b r in g  to  a  h a p p y  
c o n c lu s io n .

O u r  e s t im a te d  o u tp u t  fo r  th e  y e a r  w as 5,000 
S c h m o lle r  & M u e lle r  P ia n o s . F iv e  th o u sa n d  
h o m e s  m u s t  b e  fo u n d  in to  w h ic h  w e  co u ld  p la c e  a

Schmoller (Si Mueller Turned Piano
P ianos set aside fo r  th a t m any new  
com m un ities  an d  n e ig hbo rhoods 
w ill have been sold.

P erh ap s  y o u r com m un ity  has n o t 
as y e t w elcom ed in to  its  m id st the  
F irs t S chm oller & M ueller P lan o — 

I f  so—th e  o p p o rtu n ity  is ye t be
fo re  you to  buy th e  best P iano  a t a  
p rice  nev e r befo re  h ea rd  of as 
being m ade on a  fully  g u a ran teed  
in s tru m en t.

T he least you can  do—in te re s ted  
m usic lover—Is to  h a s te n  back to 
us the  coupon  in q u irin g  fo r  C ata
logue an d  F u ll D etails co n c ern in g  
the  F irs t B uyer In tro d u c to ry  
Offer.

I t  Is a sim ple m a tte r  to fill th a t 
coupon  an d  m ail it today.

R em em ber, we positively  g u a r 
an tee  th e  S chm oller & M ueller 
P iano  fo r 25  years—we back th is  
u p  w ith  o u r  e n tire  C apital Stock 
and  S u rp lu s  o f H alf a  M illion 
D ollars.

We save you  the  m ost m oney 
on the S chm oller & M ueller P iano  
you buy u n d e r  o u r  p re se n t offer 
and  u n d e r  o u r  p lan  of paym ents.

P lac ing  w ithin the  reac h  of all in 
te n d in g  p iano  buyers th is  S chm ol
le r  & M ueller P ia n o -  

N o hom e need  lo n g e r be d ep riv ed  of 
th e  h a rm o n iz in g , th e  educationa l influ
ences of m usic.

F o r  F ifteen  C ents a Day w ill take ca re  
o f the  sm all m onth ly  paym ents we re 
qu ire .

S end th e  C oupon to  us today — d o n 't 
p e rm it som e o th e r  m usic lover in you r 
com m unity  to  be th e  F irs t B u y er of a 
S chm oller <t  M ueller P iano.

S ecure  o u r  p ro position  on a S chm oller 
& M ueller P lano—d elivered  to  y o u r n e a r 
es t s ta tio n .

S end th e  coupon—if you p lease—now.

F iv e  th o u san d  neighbo rhoods 
and  com m un ities  to  find  — five 
th o u san d  sales to  be m ade. H ad  
we o th e r  th a n  a  h igh  g ra d e —a 
sw eet to n e d —a  w ell-built—a fully  
g u a ran teed  p iano  to  o ffer — the  
task  we se t ourse lves to  th u s  ac 
com plish  w ould have been  in s u r 
m oun tab le .

B u t w ith  a  p iano  like th e  Sw eet 
an d  Mellow T oned  S chm oller & 
M ueller— w ith  y ea rs ’ reco rd  back 
o f it—giv ing  the  g re a te s t of p leas
u re  in  th e  h o m e s  of thou san d s o f 
satisfied m usic love rs—an d  w ith a 
w ell-organized  com pany  to  hand le  
th e  b u s in ess—th is  p rob lem  was 
lessened  to  the  question  em body
in g  th e  p lan  of selling .

We evo lved  a se lling  p lan  w hich 
has been  m ost en thusias tica lly  r e 
ce ived .

A p lan  w hen exp la ined  is easily  
u n d e rs to o d  by every  in ten d in g  
buyer.

B riefly, h e re  Is o u r  p lan .
To give the f i r s t  buyer in  

each new  com m unity or neigh-* 
borhood th is  y ear a Close 
W holesale F irs t  B uyer’s Price.

A Schm oller & M ueller P iano  in  
each  com m unity  an d  neigh b o rh o o d  is the  
best ad v e rtisem e n t we desire  fo r o u r  P lano.

One S chm oller & M ueller P iano  so ld  in 
a new  neighbo rhood  has tim e  an d  aga in  
b ro u g h t ab o u t the sale of 3, 4, 5, 6 and  
m o re  S chm oller & M ueller P ian o s—w ithin  
a  sh o rt tim e th e reafte r .

G iv ing  th e  F irs t  B u y er a Close F irs t 
B u y e r’s P rice  w ould w ork  to  th e  m ore 
su re ly  and  quick ly  accom plish  the  desired  
en d —the p lac ing  of 5 ,0 0 0  S chm oller & 
M ueller P ianos in  th a t m any  new  com 
m unities.

T o  date  th e  re su lt has been  g ra tify ing .

F as te r  an d  fa s te r  o rd e rs  have com e to  
us th is  year.

New co m m u n ities  have been quickly  
supp lied .

P ro sp ec tiv e  buyers  have seen  th e  m an
ifold advan tages  of o u r  p la n  an d  coup led  
w ith th a t the  h ig h  and  g u a ran teed  quality  
of the  P iano  o ffe red —they  have n o t held 
back In accep tin g  o u r  p ro position .

This y ea r Is rap id ly  passing . Soon the 
tw elve m onths w ill have gone. Soon ou r 
p lans m ade th e  first of th e  y ea r will have 
been perfec ted .

Soon th e  5 ,0 0 0  S chm oller & M ueller

Schmoller (Si Mueller Piano Co. D e p t. A  G  O i l
C a p ita l a n d  S u rp lu s , H a lf  a  M illion  D o lla rs Omaha, Neb.

This H andsom e  
Bench Free

W ith  every  Schm oller A M ueller 
P iano  w e regu la rly  supply—free— 
a Stool—a H andsom e S c a rf— a 
Complete In s tru c tio n  Book. All 
o rders r e c e i v e d  f r o m  A r g o sy  
readers th is  m ou th  will include 
—if desired  in  place oi the stool, the 
above H andsom e D uet Bench. 
This has a com plete m u sic  com 
p ar tm e n t iu the lop—w here sheet 
m usic can be kept free from d an 
ger of so iling . Bench w ill be 
selected to  m atch  your Schm oller 
A M ueller P iano in  C ircassian 
W alnu t, San Domingo M ahogany, 
o r Q uarter Sawed Golden Oak. No 
charge for the bench—if you order 
th is  m onth .

1 Schmoller &. Mueller Piano C o.,
D e p t. A G 0 1 1 ,  O m a h a , N eb .

I You w ill please send to me im m ediately 
I all inform ation about th e  Schmoller & 
1 M ueller P iano—your F irs t Buyer Proposi- 
E tion  and your Complete Catalogue. This in* 
I volves no obligation on m y p art to purchase. 
I
 ̂ N am e............................................................■
i
1 A ddress...................................................................

I n  answ ering  th is  advertisem en t i t  is desirable th a t you m en tion  T h e  A r g o s y .
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BURROWES BILLIARD 
AND POOL TABLES

$
1 —  D O W N

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
T he BURROWES HOME BILLIARD AND POOL 
TABLE is a scientifically built Combination Table, 
adap ted  for the  m ost expert play. I t m ay be set on 
your dining-room or lib ra ry  table, or m ounted on 
legs o r stand, w h en  not in use it  m ay be se t aside 
out of the  way.
. \ 0  R K D  T A P E —O n  r e c e i p t  o f  f i r s t  i n s t a l l m e n t  
w e  w i l l  s h i p  T a b l e .  P l a y  o n  i t  o n e  w e e k .  I f  u n 
s a t i s f a c t o r y  r e t u r n  i t ,  a n d  w e  w i l l  r e f u n d  m o n e y .  
W r i t e  t o - d a y  f o r  c a t a l o g u e .

E. T ,  Burrow es Co, 2 2  S p rin g  S t. Portland, M aine

approval a  genuine *4 Karat, com 
m ercial w hite , perfect diam ond, 
in any style 14 karat solid.gold, 

mounting, express prepaid, for ' 
S30—S5 down and $3 per month; 
or a 33 Karat diam ond of like qual- 

lity for$60; $10 down and $5 per 
{month.

If you are interested in a.reliable 
watch, we offer a gen tlem an ’sO .F .

113, 16, or 18 size, or lad y’s 6 size,
L plain or engraved, 2 0-year guar

anteed gold filled  case, fitted with 
genuine Elgin or W altham m ove
m ent at $12.50; $3 down, $1.50 

With hunting case $16.75.
W r i t e  t o - d a y  f o r  f r e e  c a t a l o g  V o .  T  - 1 R e m i t  f i r s t  
p a y m e n t  w i t h  o r d e r  o r  h a v e  s o o d s  s e n t  C .  O .  1>,

Herbert L. JosepMCo

per m onth.

c D i a m o n d  I m p o r t e r s - W a t c h  J o b b e r s

2 I 7 -2  I 9  (T24) State Street, Chicago

Mailed on re* 
ceipt of price 
until your 
dealer 
sells it.

Clark Blade & Razor Co.,68 Summer Ave., Newark, N.J.

Dealers 
Wanted No. 4  
Every- 5 0 c  
where. a d oz.

Razor Blade Sensation!
Hollow-Ground Thin Blades.

Monopoly Broken—Better Blades For Less Money
I t  is no t necessary to  pay high prices for 

u n s a t i s f a c t o r y  blades. C lark’s Hollow
grinding is th e  m aste r-cu tler’s edge th a t  per

m its correc t diagonal stroke, and  stays 
sh a rp  tw ice as long. U n til yo u r dealer 

stocks them , w ill m ail postpaid on 
r e c e i p t  of price and  dealer’s 

nam e. Satisfaction g u a r
anteed  or m oney re

funded.
F it A ll
Best
Makes
Last
Twice
As
Long

T w o  B o o k l e t s
fo r  advertisers, present or prospective;

1. The Story of an Extraordinary Advertising Service 
2. A New Force in Business

Either, or both, sent 
an yw h ere  on request

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, 175 Fifth Avenue, New York

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he A hgosy.
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T h is  is  a  r e d u c e d  r e p r o d u c tio n  to  s h o w  d e ta i l .  
T h e  a c t u a l  h e ig h t  o f  th e  m a c h in e  is  1 2  in c h e s .

YOU see here the lightest and 
simplest suction cleaner ever 

designed.
l . - r l s  t h e  m o t o r —n o t  a  “ s t o c k ”  m o t o r ,  b u t  o n e  b u i l t  e x 

p r e s s ly  t o  o p e r a t e  t h e  p o w e r f u l  a u c t i o n . f a n  t o  w h i c h  i t  is  
d i r e c t l y  c o n n e c t e d ,  u n d e r2.— a  a u c t io n  f a n  w h ic h  e m b o d i e s  t h e  b e s t  o f  a l l  t h a t  w a s  
l e a r n e d  i n  tw o  y e a r s  o f  s t e a d y ,  s c i e n t i f i c  e x p e r i m e n t .

3 .— is  t h e  a u c t io n  n o z z l e  w h ic h  is  p u s h e d  o v e r  t h e  s u r f a c e s  
t o  b e  c l e a n e d -  o r  t o  w h i c h  c a u  b e  a t t a c h e d  a  tw e lv e  f o o t  
h o s e  f o r  h i g h  w a l l ,  d r a p e r y  a n d  u p h o l s t e r y  c l e a n i n g .

T h e  “  R i c h m o n d  ”  S u c t i o n  C le a n e r  e n a b l e s  y o u ,  n o w  f o r  
t h e  f i r s t  t i m e ,  t o  c l e a n  b y  e l e c t r i c i t y  w i t h o u t  l u g g i n g  a  
s i x ty  t o  e i g h t y  p o u n d  m a c h in e  f r o m  r o o m  t o  r o o m —u p 
s t a i r s  a n d  d o w n .

I t  r e p r e s e n t s  a s  g r e a t  a n  a d v a n c e  o v e r  h e a v y w e i g h t  
v a c u u m  c l e a n e r s  a s  t h e s e  c l e a n e r s  r e p r e s e n t e d  o v e r  b r o o m s  
a n d  c a r p e t  s w e e p e r s .

B u t  l i g h t  w e ig h t  a n d  e a s y  o p e r a t i o n  a r e  b u t  tw o  o f  t h e  
"  R i c h m o n d ’s  , r  e x c l u s i v e  s u p e r i o r i t i e s .  T h e r e  a r e  m a n y  
m o r e .

T h e  v i b r a t i n g  b r u s h ,  w h ic h  t a p s  t h e  c a k e d  d i r t  o u t  o f  
o t h e r w i s e  u n c l e a n a b l e  r u g s  a n d  c a r p e t s —t h e  h a i r - d r y i n g  
a n d  p i l l o w - r e n o v a t i n g  a t t a c h m e n t s —t h e  s e v e n  s p e c i a l  to o l s  
w h i c h  m a k e  t h e  " R i c h m o n d ”  t h e  m o s t  c o m p l e t e  c l e a n e r  
e v e r  o f f e r e d .

puts the “ Richmond” 
Suction Cleaner in 
your home.

One dollar forever frees you from brooms, 
mops and dusters—and the backaches and 
drudgery they bring.

One Dollar forever stops the expense and 
the nuisance of Spring and Fall house cleaning.

One Dollar enables you to do, easily, by 
electricity, the worst work a woman has to do.

And One Dollar is the only cash outlay.
It will bring you the "Ric h m o n d " Suction 

Cleaner complete—ready for instant use.
The balance v-ou pay for month by month 

out o f the actual tnoney you save.
For Vacuum Cleaning is the greatest of all 

household economies.
You are paying the price of a suction cleaner, 

right now—whether you have one or not.
You are paying its price out in twice-a- 

year house cleaning alone—for a "R ic h m o n d " 
makes house cleaning needless.

You are paying its price out—many times 
over—in the hard labor of sweeping and 
dusting which the "R ic h m o n d * makes un
necessary.

You are paying its price out again and again 
in the damage which dust does to your furni
ture, to your carpets, to your hangings, to 
your clothing—to YOU.

You are paying the price of a "R ic h m o n d * 
when a single dollar would save the waste.

M anufactured Exclusively for the 
R ichm ond Sales Co. by

THE McCRUM-HOWELL CO.
Park Ave. and 41st St., NEW YORK

M anufacturers of
“  R ichm ond ”  Boilers and R adiators 

“ R ichm ond”  Enam eled Ware, Bath Tubs, 
S inks, L ava to ries, “  R ichm ond ”  Suds M akers, 

“ R ic h m o n d ” Concealed T ransom  L ifts, and 
“ R ichm ond ”  S ta tio n a ry  Vacuum  

C leaning  System s.
F i v e  F a c t o r i e s :  Tw o a t U niontow n, P a .— 

One a t  N orw ich , C onn.—One a t  R acine, W is.— 
One a t  Chicago, 111.
In q u irie s  re g ard in g  bu ilt-in -the-house Vac

uum  Cleaning system s should be addressed  to 
The M cCrum-Howell Co., New York o r Chicago.

L im ited  O ffer
T h e  D o l l a r  O f f e r  is  l im i t e d .  I t  is  

m a d e  t o  s h o w  o u r  u n b o u n d e d  c o n 
f i d e n c e  i n  t h e  " R i c h m o n d '  .

B u t  b y  i t s  v e r y  l i b e r a l i t y ,  i t  is  
b o u n d  t o  s w a m p  t h e  f a c t o r y .  A n d  
w h e n  t h e  l i m i t  o f  f a c t o r y  o u t p u t  is  
r e a c h e d ,  t h e  o f f e r  m u s t  b e  w i t h 
d r a w n .

S o  s e n d  t h e  c o u p o n  t o d a y  w h i le  
t h e  o p p o r t u n i t y  i s  s t i l l  y o u r s ! D o n ’t  
w a it .  D o  i t  N O W .

THE RICHMOND SALES CO.
Dept. 47, 160 Broadway, New York

—  DOLLAR COUPON =
T h e  R i c h m o n d  S a l e s  C o .

D ept. 47 , 160 Broadw ay, Ji. Y. City
I hereby order one “  R ichm ond ”  Suction 

C leaner, com plete w ith  th e  follow ing a tta c h 
m e n ts :  1 Hose A ttach m en t Shoe; 1 12-ft. cov
ered Suction Hose ; 1 Book and  Wall B rush ; 1 
10-Ju. D rapery T oo l; 1 3-in. Suction T o o l; 1 
Felt-Faced F loor T o o l; 1 A djustable Wall B rush ;
1 30-ft. E lec trica l Cord ; 1 Complete H a ir D rying 
A ttach m en t—for w hich I agree to pay  to your 
order, $1 .00  h erew ith , and $6.00 on the first day 
of each of the next 12 consecutive m on ths. T itle  
to be g iven  me w hen Cull am o u n t is paid.

X a n te ....................................................................

One Dollar

I n  answ ering  th is  advertisem en t i t  is  desirable th a t you m en tion  T he A rgosy.
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BUY CORRECT FURNITURE H T COP,SECT PRICES
MAKE ONE DOLLAR DO EXACTLY THE WORK OF TWO

$  1 6 .0 0
W e have furniture for every room in the home, club or office, 
library table with table lamp, C o m b in a tio n  p r ic e , $ 2 5 .2 5 . 
one of the 75 rem arkable bargains offered in our

C A T A L O G U E  N O .  1 1

This
Only

You owe it to yourself—to your family— 
to investigate this proposition. You take 
no risk. Satisfaction is guaranteed.
SEND FOR CATALOGUE NO. 11 TO-DAY

IT e x p la in s  h o w , b y  p u t t in g  th e  a s se m b le d  
—  p ie c e s  to g e th e r — ju s t  a  l i t t le  e ffo r t o u  
y o u r  p a r t ,  a  p le a s a n t  fo rm  of re c re a tio n —  
y o u  c a n  p la c e  h ig h  g ra d e , so lid  o a k  f u rn i 
tu r e  r ig h t  in  y o u r  h o m e  fo r  less  th a n  h a lf  
th e  p r ic e  y o u r  lo ca l d e a le r  w o u ld  c h a rg e  
y o u . W e g u a r a n te e  to  d o  th is .

THREE REASONS WHY YOU SHOULD 
NOT HESITATE:

FIRST : I f  w e m is re p re se n te d  o n e  th in g  
th e  s ta n d a rd  m a g a z in e s  w o u ld  n o t a c c e p t 
th is  a d v e r t is e m e n t.
SECOND : O u r  g u a ra n te e  o f  s a tis fa c tio n  o r 
y o u r  m o n e y  r e tu rn e d  p r o te c ts  y o u  in  e v e ry  
w ay . Y o u  h a v e  a b s o lu te ly  n o th in g  to  lose . 
THIRD : W e  h a v e  b e e n  in  b u s in e ss  fo r  te n
y e a rs  — d o u b l in g  o u r  o u tp u t  e a c h  y e a r . 
T h is  a lo n e  p ro v e s  o u r  r e l ia b i l i ty .

BROOKS MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 611 Rust Ave„ SAGINAW , MICH.

Geisha Diamonds
TUB LATEST SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY

B righ t, spark ling , beau tifu l. F o r  b rilliancy  
they  equa l the  gen u in e , s tand ing  a ll te s t and  
puzzle experts . One tw en tie th  th e  expense. 
S en t free  w ith  p riv ilege  of exam ination . 
F o r  p a rticu la rs , p rices, etc., add ress

THE R. GREGG MFG. & 1MPT. CO.
D ept- 15. 51" W. Jackson  B oulevard , • Chicago. 111.

B E  A  SALESM AN
EARN WHILE YOU LEARN

r  W e  p la c e  o u r  S tu d e n ts  in  P o s it io n s  f o r  P r a c t i c a l  T r a in in g  
w h e re  th e y  c a n  e a r n  8100.00 p e r  m o n th  while studying. B e & 
T ra in e d  S a le s m a n  a n d  e a r n  f r o m  81,200-00 to  $10,000,00 p e r  
y e a r .  P o s it io n s  n o w  o p e n . A d d re s s  n e a r e s t  office.
T H E  PRACTICAL SCHOOL OF SALESMANSHIP, Inc ., D ept, n  

J ie w  H a v e n ,  C o n n . C le v e la n d ,  O h io .

I n  a n s w e r in g  a n y  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  o n  t h i s  p a g e  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T he A bgosy.
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(gUPOND
S M O K E L E S S  P O W D E R S  

G E T  T H E  G A M E
Th e y  Are

“ T H E  R EGULAR AND 
R ELIABLE B R A N D S ”

E. I. DU PONT DE NEMOURS POWDER CO.
Established 1802 WILMINGTON, DEL.

Send 20 cents in stamps for a pack of 
CgXl PONT) Playing- Cards, post paid.

Address Dept. W

Send for the Cyclopedia of Engineering, examine it carefully 
and if, a t the end of five days, you see that you need it, send us 
your first $2 .0 0  and $ 2 .0 0  each m onth thereafter until the 
total, $ 1 8 .8 0 , has been paid. If  the books are not satisfactory, 
—don’t send us a ce n t—we will pay all charges. Use this coupon.
------------------------R E A D  T H IS  S Y N O P S IS ------------------------
C onstruction of Boilers — B oiler Accessories — Fuel Econom izers — 
Mechanical S tokers — Steam  Pum ps — Steam  E ngines — In d ica to rs  — 
Valve G ears—Steam  T u rb in e s—Gas and Oil E ngines—Fuels— Automo
biles—C arb u re te rs—Locomotive Boilers and Engines—The Air Brake 
—Single-Phase E lec tric  Hallway — E levato rs—M arine Boilers—M arine 
E ngines—H eating  and V en tilating—Compressed All— Transm ission— 
A bsorption and Compression R efrig e ra tio n  — Ammonia M achines — 
D irect C u rre n t Dynnmos and M otors—M anagem ent of Dynamos and 
M otors—Electric Vviring—E lec tric  L ighting, etc.

F or a short time we will include, as a monthly supplem ent, for 
one year, the T E C H N IC A L  W O R L D  M A G A Z IN E . This 
is a regular $ 1 .5 0  m onthly, full.of Tw entieth Century Scientific 
facts, written in popular form. Also contains the latest discus
sion on timely topics in invention, discovery, industry, etc.

E v ery  E n g in e e r  m u st read  if lie w ould p ro g ress 
—th e  b iggest m en in the field c a n ’t go a ro u n d  te ll
ing  w hat th ey  know —b u t th e y  can w rite  it. A nd you 
can read  it—in o u r N ew  C ycloped ia  of E n g in e e rin g  
—th e  m ost va luab le  se t o f  books on th is  sub jec t 
ev er offered to E n g in eers . T h is  C yclopedia has 
ju s t been rev ised —th is  issu e  cam e from  th e  p ress 
only  a few  days ago.

As y o u  w ill s ee  f ro m  th e  s y n o p s is  b e low , th e s e  b o o k s  
co v e r  e v e ry  s u b je c t y ou  a re  l ik e ly  to  m e e t in  p ra c t ic a l 
e n g in e e r in g .  T h e y  a r e  in te r e s t in g ly  w r i t t e n  b y  w ell-  
k n o w n  a u th o r i t i e s  a n d  a re  n o t o n ly  v a lu a b le  fo r  s tu d y 
in g , b u t  a lso  a s  p e r m a n e n t  r e f e r e n c e  b ooks.

T h e  sev en  b o o k s  c o n ta in  3.200 p a g e s , s ize  7x10 in c h e s , 
a n d  o v e r  2,500 i l lu s tr a t io n s ,  fu ll p a g e  p la te s , d ia g ra m s , 
e tc . T h e  r e g u la r  p r ic e  o f th e s e  b o o k s  is  $36.00, b u t a s  a 
sp e c ia l in t ro d u c to ry  o ffe r w e h a v e  p u t  th e  p r ic e  a t  $18.80.

$2.00 Down $2.00 a Month
T his price and these term s make it easy for any engineer to 

secure the valuable set of books. R ead the brief description 
below and see what you will get when you m ail the coupon.

Our Protective Guarantee

FREE EXAMINATION COUPON
American School of Correspondence

C H IC A G O . V. S . A.
P le a se  s e n d  se t C y c lo p ed ia  o f  E n g in e e r in g  fo r  5 d a y s ' free  e x a m in a t io n .  

A lso  T e e h r  ic a l W orld  for I y e a r . I w ill  s e n d  $2.00 w ith in  5 d ay s  an d  
$2.00 a  m o n th  u n t i l  I h a v e  p a id  $18.80 ; o r  n o tify  you  to  s e n d  fo r  th e  
b o o k s. T i t le  n o t  to  p a s s  u n t i l  fu lly  p a id . A rg o sy , l l - ’lO

N A M E ...............

A D D R E S S . . . 

O C C U PA TIO N  

E M P L O Y E R . .

I n  answ ering  any  advertisem en t ' o n  th is  p a g e  i t  is desirable th a t you m en tion  T h e  A r g o s y .
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Amberol Records
Edison Amberol Records stand today as 
the greatest triumph in record-making.

They have brought to Phonograph 
owners songs and music never before 
offered in record form.

Prior to the perfection of Amberol 
Records much of the world’s best music 
was too long to be put upon a record. If 
offered at all, it was spoiled by cutting 
or hurrying.

The Amberol Records, playing four 
and a half minutes, offer such music, ex
ecuted as the composer intended, and 
each selection is complete.

Before \ou buy a sound-reproducing 
instrument, hear an Edison Phonograph 
play an Amberol Record. Look over the 
Edison Record list and see the songs and 
selections offered exclusively on Amberol 
Records and remember tha t it 's  the 
Edison Phonograph that plays both 
Amberol (4^-minute) and S tandard  
(2-minute) Records.

There is an Edison Phonograph at 
whatever price you wish to pay, from 
the Gem, at SI 2.50, to theAmberola. at 
$200.00.

The owner of an Edison Phonograph 
has the advantage each month of two 
long lists  of Records from which to 
choose. Here is offered the real song 
hits of the moment, musical selections by 
famous .soloists, bands and orchestras, 
tuneful bits from musical attractions 
and arias from grand opera—each on a 
Record of the right playing length to 
faithfully and completely reproduce it.

H u n  ov er th is  lis t o f  E d iso n  A m b ero l an d  
E d ison  S ta n d a rd  R e co rd s . T h en  go  to  an  E d ison  
d e a le r  on S e p te m b e r  24-th an d  h e a r  a n  E d ison  
P h o n o g ra p h  p lay  th o se  to  y o u r  lik in g .

T h e re  a re  E d iso n  d e a le rs  e v e ry w h e re . G o to  th e  
n e a re s t  a n d  h e a r  th e  E d i s o n  P h o n o g r a p h  p la y  b o th  
E d iso n  S ta n d a rd  a n d  A m bero l R eco rd s. G e t co m p le te  
c a ta lo g s  from  j o u r  d e a le r  o r from  us.

Edison Amberol Records
U . S .t 5 0 c ; C a n a d a .  6 5 c .

520 Medley Overture—H aviland's Song- Hits
Edison Concert Band

521 Boy o* M ine.......................... ..........Frank C. Stanley
522 When the Daisies Bloom

Miss Barbour and Mr. Anthony
523 Jere Sanford’s Yodling and W histling Specialty

Jere Sanford
524 Cupid's A ppeal.................................... Charles Daab
525 Atild Lang S yn e .................................Marie Narclle
526 Fading. Still Fading:.........Knickerbocker Q uartet
527 Humorous Transcriptions on a German Folk-Sons

Victor Herbert and his Orchestra
528 Gee! But There’s Class to a Girl Like You

Manuel Roma in
529 “Mamma's Boy"—Descriptive

Len Spencer and Company
530 K e rry  M ills ’ N a n tu c k e t  . N ew  Y ork  M ili ta ry  B and
531 Come, Be My Sunshine, Dearie

Billy Murray and Chorus
532 Hope Beyond.......................Anthony and Harrison
533 Just for a G ir l ..............................Edward M. Favor
534 You Are the Ideal of My Dreams . W. H. Thompson
535 Maudy, How Do You I)o?

Ada Jones and Billy Murray and Chorus
536 The Premier P o lk a ................... Arthur S. \V it comb
537 When the Robins Nest Again

Will Oakland and Chorus
538 Trip to the County F air................Premier Q uartet
539 Temptation R a g ..............New York Military Band

Edison Standard Records
U . 3 . ,  3 5 c  ; C a n a d a ,  4 0 c .

10426 Strenuous Life M arch............ U. S. Marine Band
10427 Sweet Italian L ove...........................Billy Murray
104-28 The Bright Forever.........Edison Mixed Q uartet
104-29 I've Got the Time, I've Got the Place

Byron G. Harlan
10430 Cameo P olka ...................................... Charles Daab
10431 I’ll Await My Love.........................W ill Oakland
1043-2 Yueatana M a n ....................... Collins and Harlan
10433 Play That Barber Shop C hord.. .Edward Meeker
30434 The Mocking B ird ................... Roxy P. La Rocca
10415 Oft in the Stilly N ight----Knickerbocker Q uartet

Edison Grand Opera Amberol Records
40027 Andrea Chenier—La mamma morta (Giordano)

(Sung in Italian) Orchestra Accompaniment 
V. S. §2.00., Canada, $2J>0 Carmen Mclis

40028 F au st—C avatina . S alu t! dem eure  (Gounod)
(Sung in French) Orchestra Accompaniment 

V. S.,S2W. Canada, $2.60 ‘ Karl Jorn
40029 Gioconda—Voce di donna (Ponchielli)

(Sung in Italian) Orchestra Accompaniment 
U. S.,S2X)0. Canada, $2.60 Marie Delna

40030 Peseatori di Perle —Aria (Romanza) (Bizet)
(Sung in Italian) Orchestra Accompaniment 

U. S., $2.00. Canada, $2-50 Giovanni Polese
30029 Favorita—Una vergine (Donizetti)

(Sung in Italian) Orchestra Accompaniment 
U. S., $1.00, Canada, $1.25 Florencie Constantino

Amberol Record by Sarah Bernhardt
85007 L* A iglon—La Plaine de Wagram

(Edward Rostand) (In French)
U. S., $1.50. Canada. $2.00 Sarah Bernhardt

NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH COMPANY 
35 Lakeside Avenue, Orange, N. J.

W ith  th e  E d iso n  B u s in e ss  P h o n o g ra p h  y o u  a r e  n o t 
d e p e n d e n t  u p o n  a n y  o n e  s te n o g ra p h e r .  A n y  ty p is t  in  
s-our o ffic e  c a n  tr a n s c r ib e  y o u r  w o rk .

I n  a n s w e r in g  t h i s  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t '  y o u  m e n t io n  The A rgosy.
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ALF A MILLION FAMILIES 
are Entertained E v e r y by

The B est

The BEST Publication for the American People

Stories for Boys—
S ports—T h in g s to 
do w ith Tools.

The B est
Stories for G irls—
Careers for G irls—
H elpful H in ts.

The B est
Stories for P aren ts— A rticles by famous Men and W omen 
— Suggestions for the Garden, K itchen and Chamber.

The B est
Paper for A L T  T H E  F A M IL Y , and the Best Investm ent 
of $1.75 for all the year round.

Larger and Better for 1911
More en tertain ing , more inform ing, more helpful to every 
m ember of the family. W h at the L a rg er  Y ou th 's  C om panion  
offers for 1911 is shown in the Illu stra ted  A nnouncem ent 
which is sent Free w ith Sample Copies on request.

A l l  R e m a i n i n g  1910  I s s u e s  F r e e

HOW
E v e ry  N e w  S u b s c r ib e r  w h o  a t  o n c e  c u ts  o u t  a n d  s e n d s  th is  s lip  
( o r  m e n t io n s  th is  p u b l ic a t io n )  w ith  $ 1 .7 5  w ill re ce iv e
A ll th e  is s u e s  fo r th e  r e m a in in g  w e e k s  o f  1 9 1 0 , in c lu d in g  the 
T h a n k s g iv in g  a n d  C h r is tm a s  H o lid a y  N u m b e rs .

to Get T h e  Y o u th ’s  C o m p a n io n ’s  A r t  C a le n d a r  fo r i g n ,  l i th o g ra p h e d  in 
tw e lv e  c o lo rs  a n d  g o ld . JM4i
T h e n  T h e  C o m p a n io n  for th e  fifty -tw o  w e e k s  o f  i g n ,  re a d in g  
e q u iv a le n t  to  tw e n ty - s e v e n  300 -p a g e  v o lu m e s  o f  ro m a n c e , a d v e n 
tu re , s c ie n c e , t r a v e l ,  e tc ., c o s t in g  o rd in a r i ly  $ 1.5 0  e a c h .Them
THE YOUTH’S COMPANION, BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS

I n  a n s w e r in g  t h i s  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  i s  d e s i r a b le  t h a t  y o u  m e n t i o r  T he A rgosy.
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The Work 
that Counts

T h ere  is no wasted energy, no 
lost m otion in the w ork of the 
’Varsity Crew . P erfect team w ork, 
co-operative effort and uniform  
action are strikingly exem pli
fied.

T h e  same principle of intel - 
ligent co-operation exists in tele
phone com m unication in its 
broadest application.

In  handling the talk of the 
nation the Bell operators respond 
to  millions of different calls from  
m i l l i o n s  of different p e o p l e ,  
tw enty  million com m unications 
being m ade every day.

T en  million miles of wire, five 
million telephones and thousands 
of switchboards are used to handle 
this vast traffic.

M ore than  a hundred  thousand 
employees, pulling together, keep 
the entire system attuned. U n ity  
is the keynote. W ithou t this har
m ony of co-operation such service 
as is dem anded would be im pos
sible.

O ne policy, broad and general, 
in w hich uniform ity of m ethod 
and co-operation are the under
lying principles, results in univer
sal service for nearly a hundred  
million people.

A m e r i c a n  T e l e p h o n e  a n d  T e l e g r a p h  C o m p a n y

A nd A s s o c i a t e d  C o m p a n i e s

“ One Policy, One S ys tem , U n iversa l S e r v ic e ”

I n  a n s w e r in g  t h i s  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t io n  T h e  A b g o s y .
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“Love at First Sight!”
N o te — P ic tu r e s  n o w  r e a d y  fo r  d e liv e ry

“ W hy so much frow ning?”  asked a friend as he 
paused at the door of the writer’s office.

“  Because I can t find the right words to tell the maga
zine readers how really beautiful and valuable are the 
191 1 * Pompeian Beauties* in colors. You see, each ‘Pom 
peian Beauty* is really worth $1.50 to $2.50,** I replied.

“ O h, I see,’’ he laughed, “can’t make the public under
stand how you can give a $ 1.50 picture in colors for 15 
cents, eh? W ell, charge ’em a dollar. Maybe that will 
make ’em sit up and observe. Let’s see the pictures.’’ I 
pointed to the wall behind him. “T hose! Those for 15 
cents apiece V* H is voice indicated his own unbelief.

“ There you are! ’’ I laughed. “ W on’t believe me your
self. Just 15 cents apiece. But which is your choice ? ’* 

“ T hat one for m e! *’ he said. “  No, wait a 
moment. T hat one! No, I— I— say— I love ’em all! 
T hey’re great! T hey’re wonderful! Just say in your ad 
that it’s a case of love at first sight for every single one of 
them ! T hey are all heart-breakers! If the public could only 
see them in their real sizes and colors you’d be swamped !*’ 

Yes, it is a case of “ love at first sight” for those who 
see them in their true and exquisite colors. Then the 
question is: W hich “ Pompeian Beauty** would you rather 
have on your walls? A ny one is worthy of a fine frame. 
Yes, you may order several if you can’t decide on one. 
You run no risk. Read our “ money back” guarantee.

Why $1.50 is not charged : T he  manufacturers of 
Pompeian Massage Cream want to make you so delighted 
with each picture you get that you can never forget who 
gave it to you, for each picture is practically a gift, the 
15 cents being charged to protect ourselves from being

POMPEIAN

overwhelmed. W e get our reward through years to 
come, and from the good will and confidence thus 
established. You  get your reward at once.

men- D O N ’T - women
“ D o n ’t envy a good complexion; use Pompeian and  

have one. * 'This is the advice of men and women (in a 
million homes) that use Pompeian Massage Cream. A t 
all dealers; trial jar sent for 6  cents (stamps or coin). You 
may order pictures, trial jar, or both.

Our 1911 Pictures. Each “ Pompeian Beauty”  is 
in colors and by a  high-priced artist, and represents a type 
of woman whom Pompeian helps to make more beautiful 
by imparting a natural, clear, healthy complexion.

Our Guarantee. If you are not satisfied that each 
copy of any “ Pompeian Beauty ” has an actual art store 
value of $ 1.50 to $2.50, or if for any reason you are dis
appointed, we will return your money.
N O T E —T he handsome frames are only printed (but in colors) on 
pictures A  and B. AH four have hangers for use if pictures are not tc 
be framed. Only artist’s name-plate on front as above.

Pompeian Beauty (A )  size 17"xl2n; (B )size 19nx 12 " ; 
(C) size 32nx 8 "; (D ) size 35"x7n.

N O T E —Pompeian Beauty D  went into a quarter of a miUion homes 
last year, and the demand for it is still heavy.

F in a l In s tru c tio n s  : D on’t expect picture and trial jar to come 
together; don’t expect reply by “ return mail ’’ (we have 20,000 
orders on some days). But after making due allowance for distance, 
congestion of mails, and our being overwhelmed at times, if you then
get no reply, write us. for mails wiU miscarry and we do replace all 
goods lost or stolen. W rite plainly on the coupon only. You 
order as many pictures as you wish for yourself or friends.

Read this coupon carefuUy before fi,ling out your order.
T H E  P O M P E IA N  M FG . C O ., 31 Prospect Street. Cleveland. O .

Gentlemen:—Under the letters (or a fetter) in the spaces below I have 
placed figures (or a  figure) to ip- . „
show the quantity I wish of one —--------
or more of lire four ‘Tompeian lQuantit 
Beauties. 1 am enclosing 15c. — -----—

A  1 B 1 C D

1
(stamps or money) for each picture ordered.

P . S .—I shall place a mark (x) in the square below if I enclose 
6c. extra (stamps or coin) for a trial jar of Pompeian.

Write very carefully, fuHy and plainly on coupon only.

Name

Street AddressA l l  D e a le r s  
5 0 c . 7 5 c . a n d  $ 1 State

I n  answ ering  th is  advertisem en t i t  is desirable th a t you m en tion  T h e  A b g o s y .



THE ARGOSY—ADVERTISING SECTION.

There
is

Beauty

in
every
Jar

MILKWEED CREAM
K eeps the skin soft, smooth and velvety, so that healthy Summer tan only adds to the 
natural attractiveness of a M ilkweed Cream Complexion. T h e peculiar properties of 
M ilkweed Cream keep freckles away, relieve soreness and smarting due to sunburn.

T h e  first requisite for beauty is a healthy skin. Spots and blemishes, no 
matter how  small, disfigure and mar the complexion. Loose skin, crow’s feet 
and wrinkles (due to unnecessary rubbing) are also serious complexion faults. A  
sallow or colorless skin, as well as undue redness, are Nature’s danger signals.

MILKWEED CREAM
gives relief from these and all other complexion ills. For a decade it has been recognized as 
the best face cream and skin tonic that skill and science can produce.

Milkweed Cream is a smooth emollient, possessing decided and distinct therapeutic properties. There
fore, excessive rubbing and kneading are unnecessary. Just apply a little, night and morning, with 
the finger tips, rubbing it gently until it is absorbed by the skin. In a short time blemishes yield to 
such treatment, and the skin becomes clear and healthy; the result—a fresh and brilliant complexion.
T o  prove to you the advisability of always having Milkweed Cream on your dressing-table, we 
shall be glad to send a sample free, if you write us.

F. F. INGRAM CO., 44 Tenth Street, Detroit. Mich..
IMPROVES BAD COMPLEXIONS —  PRESERVES GOOD COMPLEXIONS

V  *
I n  a n s w e r in g  t h i s  a d v e r t i s e m e n t  i t  i s  d e s i r a b l e  t h a t  y o u  m e n t i o n  T he Abgosy.



Fairy Soap is W h ite  
to Stay W hite

Other soaps are white in name — stay white 
for a time -— but turn yellow as saffron with age, 

because of the cheap ingredients and refuse greases 
used in their making. Fairy Soap is always white, 
first, last and all the time. It needs no coloring 
matter or high perfumes to disguise the quality 

of the edible products from which it is made.
This handy, floating, oval cake of skin com

fort costs but 5c.

i 9 i

T H E  N . K . F A IR B A N K  C O M PA N Y  
CH ICAGO

Have You
- J - i  Q A '■

a little Fairy in Your Home?

7

M ,



Stick—Powder—Cream
Your choice of three methods with the 
certainty of one result—a perfect lather.
Colgate’s Shaving Lather— whichever way you make 
it— is softening, soothing, sanitary. It is best in its 
lasting abundance. Best in its antiseptic qualities 
and in freedom from uncombined alkali. (See 
chemist’s report below.) A nd best in its skin
refreshing effect that leaves your face so delightfully 
cool and comfortable. Do not ill-treat your face 
and handicap your razor by using an inferior lather.

“ J  have made careful examinations of Colgate's Shaving 
Stick, Rapid-Shave Powder and Shaving Cream. I  find  
that all of these Shaving Preparations are notably free 
from uncombined alkali and in  the form of shaving 
lather, all are germicidal.”

(Signed) F R A N K  B. G A L L IV A N , Ph.D. 
August 25, 1910. Hathaway Bldg., Boston, Mass.

THREE METHODS-ONE RESULT
Colgate’s Shaving Stick In the original nickeled box.
Colgate’s Rapid-Shave P ow d er: T he powder that shortens the shave.
Colgate’s Shaving Cream T he perfected cream.

T ria l S iz e  o f  S t ic k ,  P o w d e r  o r  C re a m  s e n t  fo r  4 c .

C O L G A T E  &  CO., Dept. 52 ,55  John St., New York (Estab. 1806)
Makers of the famous Cashmere Bouquet Toilet Soap, Talc Powder and Perfume

THE MUNSET PKESS, KEW TOKK.


