


_and Devices and for Setting Up and Operating | a condensed encyclo- diseases, inciuding Roupe,
the **‘Poultry Plant ’’ (24 and 32 hens being pedia arranged for ready Cholera, White Diarrhea,
waken as units). reference. elc.

i3eginning With 24
Hens You Can

ceaR § 1 44O per YEAR

GUARANTEE | Claims Included in Guarantee

VW E do hereby agree to re- I. Men and women alike can operate  the Miller System
fund the full purchase

price of the MILLER SYS- without previous experience and secure the full results
TEM BOOK by return mail

to any purchaser at the

2. Tl'le hens can be at free range or penned up.

regular price, who, having 3. Only a garden plot of ground is necessary for 24 hens.
followed the system as . :

directed therein, fails to 4. No specially built coops are needed.

;z‘?:":‘ve t',ﬁlirs“;lll;smcr]'f;:‘ei‘: 5. Cost for Miller feed for each hen, 5 cents per month.
good for one year. Number of eggs laid not less than 220 per hen per year.

Show this guarantee 1o your lawyer. 6. Cost of feed for maturing a broler, 5 cents Time

required, seven weeks.
VEN A TEN DAY
7. Cost of feed for maturing a laying pullet, 15 cents; time TEST will show a high

required five months increase in eds production
6 : and decrease in expense.

8. The Miller Brooder is heated by spontaneous com- KHC“S rest"""&j i?{‘?et‘jf“d‘ely
bustion. Fuel costs X1 cent a month. It r‘c‘zquir?s rgﬁlling once v(v’lﬂ“;l:zfcemw' del:(:nystr?t’:
in 2 months. The result is heat of same .feel.mg and tem- the value of our foods and
perature as body heat of a hen. And it is uniform regardless feedef in speedy matprjng !
of weather conditions.  Ninety per cent. of chicks will positively of chicks. If not satished |

with the results you get
from either or both of

9. The Miller System will compel each hen to net not less these tests, return book
and we will refund pur-

than $25.00 a year, and if the system is completely obeyed chase price. I
$120.00 a year —$60.00 per hen a year being easy to attain. '

mature. Almost no attention is required.

There is a reason why the Miller System brings these wonderful results.
It will all seem ‘“ so simple’” when you read

THE MILLER SYSTEM BOOK

It is in three books or volumes, the regular price being 50c. per volume. These three volumes
bound under one cover make a work of over 150 pages.

VOL. 1. contains the illustrations and plans VOL. 1l. is a bhand-book of VOL. Il contains symptoms
ter the construction of thie Miller System Coops Miller System Secrets. It is and cures for the 1 oultry

in one\, and your name will be piaced on subscription list for twelve
months of Poultry Monthly, the official organ of the Miller System. which
contains the Miller System Monthly Supplement, and keeps the system up to date. It is a place for
questions and answers and for discussions of Miller System users. |

SPECIAL OFFER Send $1.50 for Miller System Book (the three complete volumes bound r ]

ADDRESS

MILLER SYSTEM COMPANY, °#¢me BINGHAMTON, N. Y.

— —
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Yes, You Can Refinish

Any Piece of Furniture
We Will Send the Materials
and Illustrated Book-—FREE

We want to prove to you, at our expense, how
simple—how easy it is to make an old piece of furni-
ture like new—what beautiful, lasting results you can
get from Johnson’s Materials,

You will enjoy going through your home—dressing, coloring and pol-
ishing the worn chairs, woodwork, bric-a-brac—giving a uneeded touch here
and there—brightening everywhere.

We will send a complete wood-finishing outfit, free—enough for an
ample test—enough to restore and beautify some worn and discolored, but
valued piece of furniture.

Here is what we send:

A bottle of Johnson’s Electric Solvo to instantly remove the old finish.

A bottle of Johnson’s Wood Dye—choose your shade from list below
—to beautifully color the wood.

A package of Johnson’s Prepared Wax to impart that beautiful hand-
rubbed effect—protect the finish against heel-marks and scratches. It will
not catch or hold dirt or dust.

Johnson’s Wood Dye

is not a mere stain—not simply a surface dressing. It is a real,
deep-seated dye, that goes to the very heart of the wood--and stays
there—fixing a rich and permanent color.

Johnson’s Wood Dye is made in 14 standard shades :

No. 126 Light Oak No. 7130 Weathered Oak

No. 123 Dark Oak ~ No. 3¢ Brown Weathered Oak
No. 725 Mission Oak No. 132 Green Wealhered Oak
No. 130 Manilla Oak No. r2r Moss Green

No. 770 Fog Oak No. 122 Forest Green

No. 128 Light Mahogany No. 172 Flemish Oak

No. 129 Darvk Mahogany No. 178 Brown Flemish Oak

Our book, ‘“The Proper Treatment of Floors, Woodwork
and Furniture,” Edition C.V.4, tells yon how in every
case, and will show you how to carry out other decorating
ideas you may have in mind.

Send for the free trial packagestoday. Let them demon-
strate what Johnson’s Materials will do in your home. TUse
the coupoir. Fill it out now, while you think of it. Address

BRIB. v s i v i s n s s s

S.C.JOHNSON & SON [ oo

Raclne wlsconsln p Lusually buy my puint at store of
N
“The Wood leshmg Authorltles % l aug

Address,

-¥sc
Johnson
Son

Racine

: Wisconsin

o Please send me

F] u Boaklet, K 1|n< ull
oy = altle
of Pl ie v EAmN-
|1.> bottle  of  Johuron's
IT‘\I Shade No ., ...

J nnd x:uu]-lu of Johnaon's Pre-
pired Wax,

I unswering this advertiscmont it is desirable that youw mention TIE CAvVALIER.
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The Magic of 17 Cents

Explained

How 17 Cents a Day Buys the

$100 Oliver Typewriter
This, ladies and

gentlemen,is the cor-
rect solution of the
T'vpewriter Problem,
which has puzzled

hundreds who were anxious to
own the Oliver but didn't hap-
pen to have in their pockets

$100.

‘The Key to the Problem is sewen-
feen, the magic number.

The jfirst thing is to Jforgel all
about the $100. Concentrate your
mind on the question, “*Can I save
17 cents a day?”’

The answer, of course, is YES!
easy for everybody !

Now watch the blackboard, while we do
rapid calculation,

Add two cents, a nickel and a dime, and yeu
get 77 centds. That’s what you pay per day.

We multiply the 365 days in a year hyv the
magic number, and—behold ! the surprising total
of $62.05.

In a little over a year, at 17 cents a day,
have paid for the world’s best $100 machine.

Please understand that you get the machine
befere you begin to save 17 cents a day.

A small first payment, to show good faith, puts

It's

alittle

yon

the Oliver in your
possession.

Then, if you wish,
vou can make the
machine earn  the
money to pay the

rest of the $100.

The Oliver is so easy
to operate that you
can master itin seven-
teenminules' praclice.

Aud inside of seweir-

2555
366‘
#6205

M }f‘w.of@aé@ M(

leen davs yon can bhe so proficient that your
services will be worth monev.

The Oliver Typewriter 1s as simple as the

plan on which 1t i= sold.
it
THe s
e ER S
OLIVE]

o -
pawriar

CCThe Standard 17isible Wiriter

It has about sevewn lindred and sevenleen less
parts than other standard typewriters,

Think what that means in added 2//¢, increased
efficiency, freedom from wear or need of repair.

The basic principle of the Oliver Tvpewriter,
the U-shaped Type Dar, puts it sevenleen years
in advance of its nearest cempetitors,

Upon this fundamental advantage, covered by
world-wide patents, has been reared the tower-
ing supremacy of this greatest of writing ma-
chines,

Write for full particulars of the ‘“17-Cents-a-
Day " Plan and Catalog telling the fascinating
facts about the Oliver Typewriter,

THE OLIVER TYPEWRITER COMPANY

116 Oliver Typewriter Building, Chicago

{28)

In anzworing this advertisomont

it ois ode si/'r/lllr

flrur dme mention e CAVALIEL.
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CONTENTS FOR APRIL

TWO COMPLETE NOVELS

No Doubt About It . . . . .+« . . . RobertCarlton Brown . . . . 385
The Man In the Shadow . . .+« .+ +« « +« . . Douglas Pierce . . . . . . . 436

FIVE SERIAL STORIES

His Risen Past . . . i . George M. A.Cain . . . . . . 415

The Livery of Guilt. . . . . . . . . . . . . CharlesCarey . . . . . . . 478

Knights of the Caribbee . . . . . . . . . . . Stephen Chalmers . . . . . . 497

Morning Star . . .« « « « « 4+ +« 4+ « « . H. Rider Haggard . . . . . . 518

The Paddington Case .« « « 4 « 4+ 4 « +« .« . Alfred L. Donaldson . . . . . 538
THE COMEDY-MYSTERY STORY.

The Vanishing of Benjamin Vex. . E .« . . Robert Keene. . . . . . . . 510

TEN OTHER SHORT STORIES

A Passion for Venison. . . . . . . . . . . Garret Smith . . . . . . . . 409
Potted Soldiers. . . e e e e Nevil G. Henshaw . . : . . . 429
Mr. Scales's Unwelcome V151t01 Y R C. Lapgton Clarke. . . . . . 467
By Way of the Windows . . + +« +« + « + . Edward Frank Allen . . . . 494
A Moving Story With a Full Stop .+ + « + . « . Helen A.Holden . . . . . . 534
The Hawkins Vacu-Ornament . . . . . . . . . EdgarFranklin . . . . . . . 547
Chasing Feathers . . © + « + + +« s« « . John S. Brackett. . . . . . . 553
The Lengthening of Malonc .+ + 4+ +v v+ + . Frank Condon . . . . . . ., 558
An Artistic Temperament . . . . . . . . . . Marie B.Schrader . . . . . . 561
The Lady of Niger . . . . . . . . . . . . . Allen French. . . . . . . . 566

THE COMEDY-MYSTERY SERIES,

the latest novelty in fiction, has made a big hit. Three of these stories have already been
published in THE CAVALIER, starting with February, and the (ourth will appear in the May
issue. This one deals with automobiles, and is a gem, called

“THE SPEED LIMIT."”

There will be another yarn about the goings on in the Scales family, and Henry Gallup Paine
will have a capital story with a fantastic tinge:

“HER ARABIAN NIGHT IN WASHINGTON."”

More of the incorrigible doings of Jim Wiley and Push Evans will be recounted under the title: *“ THE BLOOM OF
YOUTH.” while the awful thing that befell a man when he took a young lady to the theater will be told under the
heading: *° THE BOUQUET HE BORROWED.” And we haven’t mentioned yet the two May Complete Novels:

**A MIDSEA MISFIRE." By Edgar Franklin. ** THE STRENGTH OF SUSPICION." By Fred V. Greene, Jr.

ISSUED MONTHLY BY THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY,
175 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK.

Franm A. Moxexv, Presldent. Ricnanp H. TITUERINGTON, Secreiary. Crmuwrernea 1. Perr, Treasurer.

Subscription, $1.00 a Year. : : By the Copy, 10 Cents.

COPYRIGHT, 1910, Y THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY.

Entered as second class matter, August 24, 1008, at the Post-Office at New York, N. V., under the act of Marck 3, 1879.




CLASSIFIED
ADVERTISING

Rate per Line

The Argosy $L.60

The All-Story Magazlne Lo | Seecial

The Railroad Man’s Magazine .75 Combination

The Cavaller .50 Rate
$3.75 $3.00

Minimum 4 lines; Maximum 12 lines. Ten per
cent discount for six consecutive insertions.

MAY FORMS CLOSE MARCH 14th.

A DEPARTMENT maintained for

the small advertiser and for the
convenience of the reader in quickly
locating a wide variety of necessities
for the home, the ofhice, 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.

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

Agent« Mnle or lemnle can mlu- from $10.00 to $la 0')

a day selling my ifmported Swiss cmbroidered waist pat-
g Mexican  drawn  work patterns, silk shawls  and
svnrrs. Catalogue free. Joseph Gluck, (J'"l B 'way, N. Y.
AGENTS make big money selling our new sign letters for

oftice wimlows, store fronts, and gluss signs. Any one can
put them on. \Write today for free sample and full particu-
lars. \IFT LLIC SIGN LETTER Co.. 413 N. Cl.uk St..Chicago.

AG S—NOTICE! §30.00 wee 'l : 90 Big Money-
Makers. Easy selling plans. Everyhody lm\x Anyhody can
sell. Biggest profits. Samples free to our agents, Nend for
Co., Box 135, Muskegon, Mich.

catulogue. R. C. MILLER

Agents—Tower’s Aromatic. Antiseptic Toothpicks. Save
Dentists’ bills. $50 a week easy. 300 samples 1doc—Tower's
I’atent. Holdfast Paper Clips sell like hot cakes. to business
men. ().K'd. by U.S. Govt. 100% profit. Send 15¢ for 100
(li|n< Cutter 'l‘u\\el Co.. .i 30 Ilutlumu\' Bldg.. anton Mass.

BUSINESS & CORRESPONDENCE
SCHOOLS
TO 'I‘II-E_I'IIIHI'I'Y MILLION MEN OF AMERICA whoe

are engaged in the many different branches of selling—or
to any man who wants to iucrease his business capacity—

HELP WANTED

WANTED—LOCAL REPPRESENTATIV l‘,h
clothing on credit by Jargest credit clothing |
ne capital required; write for plan. M
BLooM Co., GO0 Cox Bldg.. Rochester. N. Y,

MUSICAL

to sell e
e in wor
ck & ROSEN-

BECOME A PIANIST IN SIX WEEK Does  not
take continual daily practlee ax with old s ems.  Each
lesson  pictured  plainly.  Any pupil, young or old, can
ens Iy learn.  Address CoNwaY Scioot, oF - MuUsie, 49
Tuseoli Street, Detroit, Mich.

SAVE ONE-HALEF ON ALL YOUR POPULAR MUSIC.
A postal will bring you our long list of all the popular

and latest Dits.  SeMPLE T4 West Ave.. Nor-

walk. Connecticut.

WRITE THE WORDS FOR
Writers have made fortunes,
all poems submitted.
on each, 15 <
lishers  Anrncg

Music Co.,

Successful Song
Free crlticism and advice on
Iirst class music: my personal work
<" wpmuxlnn Endorsed by leading pub-
A, PENN, T Childs Bldg.. S3th St., N. Y

PHOTOGRAPHY

A SON

we sa¥: ‘‘Let the burden of proving that the Sheldon | . : v -Q o —
Correspondence ('{mr&c can help you to be a Big Man rest | ph: A]Iit‘](:If Be\\'x(l:u\l;l;(:‘l‘ Gl"}ltlleo\:“‘el(‘xillllll('-I'l‘Ii “,I:In\-fem(‘»t:”r
entirely upon ns.””  To bring you The Sheldon Book—uand | 1<, carry a complete line oF 'ne\\ L““"i; of il Kinds
evidence of what this course has done for 40,000 nthors—-| GLOECKNER & NEWBY Co., 171 Broadway, New York 3
you need only send a postal card request to THE SHELDON N = L AR S

ScHooL. 931 Republic Building. Chicago. T SPECIAL OFFER: $x10 Royal Sepia Enlargements ar-

STUDIFS IN ENGL ISH

‘““ MEXD \'()['R SI'FF(‘H T osays %hnkeﬁpenle ‘“lest it
mar your fortune.”” You are invited to investigate
* Studles In English.” a series of personal letters and
practical exercises which teach how to write and talk
with polish and personality. GEoRGE E. ALLEN. American
ln\n(m(- of Bunhmg. ll I’'ine Street, New York City.

BUSINFSS OPPOR’I'UNITIES

‘TART A I'FR\IA\I&.\T B['SI\ESQ OF YOUR OWN
We. as mauutacturers, start you and furnish N'ol'_\thmg
No cauvasslng. Three simple, successful Mail Order Plans
to keep our factories busy. We coach you and show you how
to get business. You pay us in three months and make big
profits. Spare time to start. Write today for positive proof.
I’EASE  MANUFACTURING CoMPraxy, 1186 Pease NBuilding.
Buffato, New York.

PATENT EXPLOITATION and the Law of Patents. Send
for free hooklet and advice as to how inventions are secured,
sold. and financed. ID’'ATENT DEVELOPMENT CORI'ORATION,
No. 318 Seventh Street, Washington, D. C

MISCELLANEOUS

VENTRILOQUISM muade easy.
this art with my book of tweive lessons. Suceess assured.
Will mail anywhere upon reeeipt of onc dollar bill. Wy
puv more? I'RED T. DARvILL, Portage, Wisconsin,

Any boy or mian can learn

Tobacco habit cured or no cost. Great discovery. Vegeta-
ble.safe.sure.pleasant. Permanenthome treatment. Cures 98 %
of patients without effort. Removes effect of tobaceo on all
vital organs. Let me show you. King Ni-Ko 11, Wichita,Kan.

sent prepaid on recelpt of
HERBERT & HuEks-
York., N. Y.

tistically double tlexib mounted.
50 cents. Good negatives only accepted.
GEN., Dept. B, 311 Madison Ave., New

PICTURE POST-CARDS

BEST COLORED VIEW

POST-CARDS—No comic or
trash @ historleal. high schools, lighthouses, seenie, ete., all
over the world. 10 ets. for samples and catarlogue. 20.000
subjects.  STANDARD CArp Co., Box 3153, Boston. Mass.

STAMPS AND RARE COINS

$7.75 PAID FOR RARE DATE 18533 QUARTERS; $20
for a $15. Keep all money dated before 1880. and send

10c¢ at once for new illnstrated Coin Value Book, 4x7. It
may mean your fortune. . F. CLARKE Co., Desk 15,
Le Roy. N, Y.

WE BUY COINS & STAMPS. paid up  to

Premiuus
Send for free booklet 4! RoyaL MoNEY &
York.

New

HO00% .
StaMmp Co.. 150 Nassau St.,

TELEGRATP'HY. both Morse and Wireless, taught quickly.
R. R. train wire and complete wireless statlon In &chool.
Big (emand for operators. Living expenses earned. Corre-
spondence courses if desired. Catalogs free. DoDGE'S INSTI-
TUTE. 37th St \'ulpnrulw. Ind Lstuhluhed 1874.

TYPEWRITERS

GENUINE TYPEWRITER BARGAINS. No matter
what make, will quote you lower prices and easlest terms.
Write for big bargain list and Illustrated catalogue.
L. J. PEABopY, 63 Minot Bldg., Boston, Mass.

In answering any advertisement on this page

it i8 desirable that youw mention THE CAVALIER.
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PATENT ATTORNEYS

Advi

PATENTS THAT PROTEM AND PAY. ee and
books free.  Rates reasouabl Iighest refevences,  Best
results,  Warsox B, CoLEMAN, DPatent  Lawyer, (12 19
Nt. N. W, Washington, D, .
IPATENT SECURED or fee returned. Send sketch for free
report as to patentahility. Guide Book and What to Invent,
with valuable list of luventions Winted, sent free. One llll—
ltion Dollars offered for one invention: $16.000 for others,
Patents secured by us advertised free in World's rogress; n
sample free. \Victer J. EvaNs & Cu.. Washington, D. ', .
MASON. FENWICK & LAWRENCE. Patent Lawyers 8 Vol Deliver F
#6117 Street. Washington, D. C. ablished 49 vears, o s' eIIVe ed ree
Best reference.  Careful work. ‘Terms moderate.  Booklet Size 11-2 x 7 inches, HHinstrated
and advive free.

GAMES AND ENTERTAINMENTS

MAGIC. MIND-READING. Second Sight. Ventriloquism.
eted taught by mail. Become popnlar. amuse and mystify
your friends. Make money teaching, ete. $1.10 for either
conrse, Booklet free. S.C. Society, 1952 Estes Ave.,Chicago.

BOOKS

INVESTME

.

CTHIE SCIENCE OIF
phase of money-making. e
maoney  invested 3% or 4%. or look tn the
change for results—read " The Science of Investment
it's well worth your time and money. [t pres >
meots few have thought of. Send 10¢. “‘lloMe BUiLbeks,'
Mason Ol)("ld House ]Hllldlhg Los .\m..( I<-\, Californin

STAMMER

Stammering and stuttering handicapand
= | embarrass you through life. Istammered
for 20 yearsand cured myself. I can cure
you. ] have pusiti\ely and permanently
cured lhe worst cases in the world. My
book, “Advice to Stammerers," is I'REX,.
Itexplains my system. Write for it today.

lH'.ll\ every

226 COMPLETE STORIES and

Most Exceptional Offer, simply to get more
Benj.N.Bogue, | 582 N.IllinoisSt.,Indianapolis, Inde people acquainted with our great National

Magazine, which every month contains seven
of the greatest stories money can buy, besides

GNORANCE of the laws ||| exhaustive articles on timely subjects.
of self and sex will not RENCH authors have written many lively tales
TaRi 3 G 0.8 which, because of false conventional modesty
excuse infraction of Nature _h have been, until recent traunslations, unknown io
decree. ‘I'he knowledge Vi- thosewho read oulv Engtish. Prudish modesty and
unfair prejudice have deprived us of the merriest and
tal to liveliest tales ever written. Maupassant was the one

man in France who could write truly the realistic
scenesof REAL PARISIAN LIFE so fascmanuqu
the

A Happy as to rivet your attention to his merry tales, to

exclusion of everything else.

L]
Marrla e {Guy de Maupassant’s eventful career gave him
1deas. situations and local color for his uusurpassed
stories. Strong in imagination, overflowing with nat-

has been-collected fromu: the experi- uralenthusiasm and passion in his study of human life
and phases of human conduct, things really happen-

ence of the ages, 1 | ing—not as we imagine they nnght or as we would—

BUT THE REAL DOINGS OF LIFE-is what
Sexology

Maupassant always gives us. § His dramatic in-
stinct, his situations and his climaxes are over-
whelming. He always fixes upon the omne thing
of most human-SOul interest and makes it as

( Illustrated
vivid as any stage scene. ‘['hese absorbing
By William H. Walling, A. M., M. D. stories should be in every library—tales of
travel, mystery, adventure, com-
It contains in one volume : edy, pathos and tragedy, love and
Knowledge a Young Man Should Have. realism. el
P

Knowledge a Yourg Husband Should Have.
Knowledge a Father Should Have.

Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son,
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have.

Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have.
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have.

Y EIGHT BEAUTIFUL VOL-
UMES of the Most I'nu‘illnllllg
Reading in the World. (

|
| PEARSON'S
‘ over 2,500 pages, more than 300 ;n-u

[

MACAZINE,
425 E. 24TH ST
NEW YORK CITY

Please find en-

to the lr-|llll|l., printed from a new
cast of l0-point type, large and

Knowledge a Mother Should Have. .

Knowledge a Mother Should Impart ton Her Daughter. clear, on § ‘!'m’ antique paper, closed 83.60 for

Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have. Mae dor this edition, N the 8 volumes of

** Sexology’ is e¢ndorsed and is in the libraries of the Pages are e, with liberal g [_'mpa"iam 0 cents
margins, illustra extra for Canada, which

heads of our government and the most eminent phy:icians,
preachers, professors and lawyers throughout the country. specially  mac
' : frontispieces,
i illustr. id. de luxe art cloth, backs
All in one volume, illustrated, $2, postpaid and sides  Saniped
Write for ** Other People’s Opinions " and T'able of Contents. with an ornamental

design,
Puritan Pub. Co., 738 Perry Bldg., Phila., Pa. *

it costs us for postag

" Address

In answering any advcrtiscment on this page it i8 desirablc that youw mention THE CAVALIER.
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MUHLBACH'S )

Historical

omances
At a Bargain

Vol. 1. Napoleon and His Queen Vol. X. Frederick and His Family
Vol. II. The Empress Josephine Vol. XI. Beriin and Sans Souci
Vol. 111. Napoleon and Blucher Vol. XIl. Goethe and Schiller

Vol. IV. Queen Hortense Vol. XIll. The Merchant of Berlin
Vol. V. Marie Antoinette Vol. XIV. Louisa of Prussia
Vol. V1. Prince Eugene Vol. XV.0ld Fritz and the New Era

Vol. VII. Daughter of an Empress Vol. XVI. Andreas Hofer
Vol. VIil. Joseph Il. and His Court Vol. XVIl. Mohammed Ali
Vol. I1X. Frederick the Great Vol.XVIll.HenryVlill.and HisCourt
UHLBACH’S ROMANCES contain a history
of the great crisis in Germany, Austria, Russia,
England, Switzerland, Egypt, France, Holland and
Prussia during two hundred years of startling events, told
in intensely interesting and romantic form. All classes are
represented in these volumes as they lived and loved,
thought and acted. Thus the human interest always
prevails and has given this set of books enduring popu-
larity. These wonderful historic romances are among
the books that never die. They are interesting, instructive, reliable,
truthful, wholesome and good. In the volume devoted to Napoleon
and Blucher practically every historic character that the life of the
great emperor touched in any way is here glvcn—a]l the men and
women of his time. This new Riverside Edition is printed from
new plalcs._upon extra quality paper frurp easy-to-read type, are
attractively illustrated and bound in beautiful Half Morocco, gilt
tops, titles stamped in gold. Read our great offer below.

18 z , — 9,000

Here Is Our Bargain Oter

Just sign and mail attached coupon and we will
ship you the complete set of this beautiful Riverside
Edition for ten days’ examination in your own home.
You can then decide for yourself whether or not you wish
to buy. You can return the set at our expense if it fails
to give you entire satisfaction. Should you decide to
purchase send us $1.00 as first payment and pay the balance at the
rate of $2.00 per month for only fourteen months until
our speclal price of $29.00 is paid. The regular subscrip-
llon price is $56 00. Thousands of sels have been sold at lhls ﬁgure

he reason we are able to cut the price to only $29.00 is that our
method of sale by mail eliminates all middle-men’s proﬁts We shlp
dlrecl from faclory to consumer and guarantee satisfaction in every
way. Mail the coupon for inspection of complete set.

For Stenographers to get
Speed — to become expert
typewriters at High Salaries

TYPEWRITER USERS

Study the TULLOSS TOUCH SYSTEM. Correspondence
coursein Fast Touch Typewriting. Gain speed—accuracy—
ease of writing. Spare time study. No interferencewith reg-
ular work. Will bring the speed and the salary of the exrpert.
Tulloss writers are fastest and best paid. Send for our

which describes this fast
72-page Book, FREE, ;i it et o
gives complete outline of the lessons. It is full of interesting infor-
mation. It offers more suggestions abont actnal, practical fast type-
writing than mwost of the “Instruction Books ' for sale. Tells how
high gpeed is gained—how to avoid errors—what prac waork is
beat—how hundreds have quickly prepared themselves forresponsible,
paying positions.  Write for it. Trade a minute of your time now for
an expert’s galary later. It coats yon nothing more thau the trouble
of asking forit. If you want more speed : more accuracy ; more ease
in writing ; more salary—send for this book today.

The Tulloss School of Touch Typewriting
1543 College Hill, Springfield, Ohio

OVER FOURTEEN THOUSAND

City Mall Carriers, I"ostoflice Clerks, Railway
il Clerks, Custom House Clerks
WILL LIKELY BE APPOINTED TIIIS YEAR
Rapid advancement to HIGHER GOVERNMENT
P()Ql TIONS
NO “T,AYOFFS " because of strikes, financial flurries
or the whims of some petty hoss.
THE POSITION IS YOURS FOR LIFE.
Country and city residents stand the same chance for
immediate appointment,
Common Sense Kditeation Suflicient.  Polltieal Inflnence \‘n(\uco;nn
WRETE DDIEDIATELY FOR SCHEDULE SHOWING DATES
PLACES OF THE SPRING EXAMINATIONS. Don't delay.  Every
dny you Jose e the lossz of jnst xo nueh coaching before the
rapidly approaching examination day.

We are Preparing Candidates Absolutely Free of Charge

. Tear Out This Coupon. Sign and Mail To-day .

FREE COACHING COUPON

THE RIVERSIDE PUBLISHING CO. H I
Marquette Building, Chicago, Ill. 10
Please ship me for examination and approval one
set River e Edition. Mulillbach’s Historical Novels,
eigbteen volumes, Hall Moroceo hinding, gilt top. I satisfactory, I will
gend You §1.00 after ten days’ examination aud £2.00 a month thereafter

for fourteen months. Il the siet does not meet my entire approval | will
notlfy youw aml holil subject to your order and return it your expeiise, ag
olfered The Cavalier readers,

Address, ..ot ie i ittt i

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. P 145, Rochester, N. Y,
i erly filled ont, enticles the send.t (o  free cpy of our valuable
TN POSITIONS A XD 1OW T0 ONTALS T1EM * an tocon:
sideration for FREE COACHING for tho  Civil Servive Exatnination bere checked.
“Raileay Mail Clerk [3300 0 $1407]. . . Costoms Pasitions 8500 to £1500]
L Pustofco Clerk  [$300to $1200). | Internal Ktevenuo 0 |
_Postofiicn Carrier  [8300 to $120], . Stenographer 3
Kural Mail Carrier [330) 10 8007 . .Clerk in the Depart- [$500 to 13U
wments at \\aehinzton

N, oo .

WRITE FLAINLY
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Makes Indigestion go—
guickly, too.

Youdont want a slow remedy.
You want quick reiief. Pape’s
Diapepsin really does relieve your
indigestion quickly.  Dyspepsia,
gas, heartburn, sourness and all
stomach misery vanishes.

Large case at druggists 50c.

with one year’s subscription to
The Magazine

awas - POPULAR ELECTRICITY

The attractive electric engine we offer is 214 times size shown in illustra-
tion. It runs like lightning a long time on one cell of ordinary wet or dry
battery. Not a cheap cast iron toy, but a perfect engine made on the scientific
solenoid principle. Has a speed control and rever sing lever: very powerful,
interesting and instructive. Your bos may be the future Edison: give him a start.
Both of you will enjoy reading the Miracles of Electricity in plain, simple language.
Popul:uw Electricity 1s an intenselv interesting mag- eleclncny 100 or more illustrations each month,

azine to young and old alike 3 ; in fact, evervbody who wishes
up-to-date information ou all electrical events. Every issue
tells in plain English and beautifully pxcmres the many
new and woncerful things accomplished daily by electricity—
things that you would never know of or even dream of unless
you read this monthly publication.

Its pages transform dry technical accounts into fascinating

Every issue as interesting as the most fascinating romance ;
every reading leaves ane better informed and benefited as w ell
as happily entertained. Cleanest and best magazine published.

Send us $1.00 (Canadian §1.35, Foreign_$1.50), regular yearly
subscription price, and get this scientitic Flectric Engine at
once and receive the magazine regularly for the next 12 months.

POPULAR ELECTRICITY PUBLISHING CO.

and instructive stor:es, in language so plain and simple that
everyovnecangetaclear ‘know ledge of the wonderful mysteries of
"RANGER" BICYCLE

10 DAYS FREE TRIAL s

D Prepaid, to any place inthe United States witkout a cent deposit 1n advance, and allow ten days free
trialfrom the day you receive it. If it does not suit you in every way and is not all or more than we
claim for it and a better bicycle than you can get anywhere else regardless of price, or if for any
reason whatever you do not wish to” keep it, ship it back to us at our expense for freight and
you will not be out one cent.

1245 Monadnock Bldg., Chicago, 111,

We will ship you a

Low FAGTURY pnlcEs We sell the highest grade bicycles direct from factory to rider at

lower prices than any other house. \Vesave vou $1o to $25 middle-

men’s profit on every bicycle. Highest grade models with Puncture-Proof tires, Irnported Roller

chains, pedals, etc., at prices no higher than cheap mail order bicycles; also reliable medium
grade models at unheard of low prices,

in each town and district to ride and exhibit a sample 1910 ‘**Ranger'® Bicycle
RIDER AGENTS WANTED

furnished by us. You will be astonished at the rvonderfiuly low Prices
and the liberal propositions and special offer we will give on the first 1910 sample going to your town. Write at once
for our special offer. DO NOT BUY a bicycle or a pair of tires from azuyose at aiy price until you receive our catalogue
and learn our low prices and liberal terms, BICYCLE DEALERS, you can sell our bicycles under your own name plate
at double our prices. Orders filled the day received. SECOND HAND BICYCLES—a limited number taken in trade by
our Chicago retail stores will be closed out at once. at $3 to $8 elnch DCISC"P"VC bargain list ma:l;d free} Rebiil
rear wheels,inner tubes, lamps,cy clometers, parts, repairs and everything in the bicycle
TIRES; GOASTER BRAKE line at half usual prices. DO NOT WAIT, but write today for our Large Cata-
Jogue beautifully xllustrated and contalning a greatfund of interesting matter and useful information. It onlycosts a postal to get everything.

Wvow. MEAD CYCLE CO. Dept. M3|, CHICAGO, ILL.
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The Man Wanted

There is a place any time for the man who is master of business—for the man who knows not only the task
under his hand but the I.hlrfgs that. depend upon it. Your value to your employer or your business—the number
of places ready for you, is in exact proportion to the definite, practical knowledge you can bring with you.

What YOU Can Grasp

Vol T—Bnsi Organjzation. Adver-
tising, Sales, Collections, Credits, Shipping,
ExportShipments, Business Statistics, etc.

Volume II—Purchasing and Stores, Cata-
lognes, T'ime Keeping, Cost Analysis, Shop
Management, Practical  Manufacturing
Methods, etc.

Volume INI-Commercial Law, Banking,
Clearing Houre Methods, Partnerships, Cor-
porations, 8ecurities, Contracts, Leases, etc.

Volume 1V—Methods of Bookkeeping, Prin-

. ciples of Accounting, Trial Balance, Corpor-
ation Methods, Voucher Systems, etc.

Volume V—Special Accounting, Systems,
Iuventories, Stock Brokerage, Recording
and Billing, Handliug Bankruptcy Proceed-
inga, ectc,

Volume WVE—Auditing, C. P. A. Require-

. ments, Corporation Accounting, Corporate
Business, Specialized Forms for Corpora-
tion Auditiug, etc.

Volume VIE—Banking, Savings and Safety

“ Deposit  Acconn ting, Publishers’ Account-
ing, Instaliment Sales and Collections, Ad-
vertining and Subscriptions, Practical Ac-
counting Problems, Magazine Records, etc.

Volume VIII-Brewers’ Accounts, Retail
Store Accounting, Mail Order Business, Fol-
low-up Systems, Stock-Keeping, Classifying
Conts,, etc.

Volmme 1X—Insurance, Real Estate,Loans,
Abstracts, Contractors' and Insurance Aec-
counts, Cosl. Keeping, Afency Organiza-
tion, ete.

Volume X—Department Store Accounts,
Store: Management, Hotel and Club Account-
ing, Comimission and Brukerage, Trade
Discounts, etc.,

INTRODUCTORY OFFER COUPON.

American School of Correspoiddence :
Pleare send set Cyclopedia of Commerce, Acconntancy

and  Businegr  Administration for 5 days’ free examina-
tion. Also Technical World for 1 year. I will gend $2 with-
i 5 diss and$3 a month until 1 have paid $24.00, or notify
Title not to pass

you and hold the books subject to your order.
until fully paid.

NAME,
ADDRESS
OCCUPATION..
EMPLOYER

No Matter What Branch of
Business YOU Are in

the American School’s new Cyclopedia of Commerce —a complete
reference library of practical Business Knowledge in ten big volumes—
will put within your reach at any moment all the facts connected with
your work. [t will perfect you in the closer knowledge of your depart-
ment, will familiarize you with the work of other departments—will give
you a broad survey ofy general business procedure. For the man who is
ambitious to be a big business man—for the executive who desires to
more intelligently check and guide the work of those below him this great

Cyclopedia of Commerce

Accountancy and Business Administration

ing of ten hand volumes,
over 3,500 pages, 1900 illustrations, page plates, etc.,

is an ever-reliable, always dependable help in every probl No such lete an
yet instantly ible digest of i nowledge was ever compiled before. The
question that puzzles you, the emergency that confronts you, can be quickly solved
with the help of these books.

e S Test the value of these books in your work—

Free Examlnatlon‘ take no risk, but sunply send this coupon.

Examine the 10 big volumes L'norounl'gy

for 5 days—measure for yourself the benefits you can derive from them—the

new avenues to power and position they open up for you. If you are not con-

vinced, you need not spend a single penny on them. If you do need them,

the payment is made easy and convenient for you—and in addition you

will receive, asa monthly supplement, the Technical World Magazine
for one year. Read the coupon, then sign and mail it today.

American School of Correspondence
CHICAGO, U. S. A.
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BY ROBERT CARLTON BROWN,

Author of ‘‘Honors Heaped High,'’ ‘‘ The Burden of Proof,”” ‘‘Just for Spite,”’ etc.

Being the Story of a GO(;d Thing That Came Out of the Atlantic Ocean
and Kept Both Sides of It Guessing. .

(Complete in This Number.)

CHAPTER 1.
DR, DROOK’S DISCOVERY,

HE fact that the cannibals
Han  didn’t consider me good
fodder was the only rea-
son that I was allowed to
leave Africa alive.

I went over there with
the bee in my bonnet that I was a great
trader and ought to he ablg to take away
gold from the Africans as easy as a den-
tist picks it from a dead man’s teeth.

It looked easy to me; and I figured
it'd Le a cinch to waltz up to an African
chief and give him seventeen marbles,.a
glass hat-pin, two baby-rattles, and a
hair ribbon in exchange for an ounce
chunk of gold, or maybe a pair of three-
carat diamonds.

But it didn't work out that way.
That’s the reason I shipped on board the
Tuskegee as soon as I could break away
from the cannibals, leaving all my goods
behind me in my hurry.

It was with no little surprise that I
found the Tuskegce was headed for the
North Sea, fitted out to go whaling. I'd
rather have taken a whaling than gone
along; but there was nothing else to do.

1 C

I had.to get away from the cannibals,
and the captain wouldn't let me get away
from him, being short on men—and long
on whiskers.

So I was Dbetween two fires — all of
which made me very glad that I was on
water. I wanted to get back to the good
old U. S. A,, but T didn’t have a penny
to my back or, a shirt in my pocket. So I
had to put up with our pirate-captain’s
rollicking ways—he Kkilled one man be-
cause his whiskers were pink—and go
along just as though I were willing.

Well, lots happened on that trip; but

I'll skip over to the really important
part.
. We were coming ‘back from the wha-
ling trip with a good load of blubber
and ambergris aboard, when, one day,
we ran down a small island. * It didn't
look much larger than a floating-island
pudding, and the captain mistook it for
a stunted iceberg in the fog.

Well, finding our nose stuck in the
middle of the island, the captain called
all hands to the decks and sent down a
boat to explore.

[ was sent with the exploration party,
because the captain never did care what
might happen to me. It was only a two-
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by-four island, and hardly worth raising
the Argentine Republic flag on; but, just
as we were going back to the boat to re-
port ‘ Nothing doing,” I spotted some-
thing that looked like an igloo.

Not knowing exactly what that looked
like, but having read of it, I stepped
over two polar bears and a crop of last
year’s ice that had been stacked up by
the water, and found it was a sure enough
hut on the edge of the island.

An old fossil - looking person, with
hair in his eyes and a Shetland-pony coat
on, came to the door of the hut and fell
on my neck. He didn't break it, so I
disengaged myself slowly but firmly, and
took a good look at him between the eyes.

The rest of the bunch came up at that
minute, and he fell on the neck of every
man present. After that, he naturally
handed us the deserted-mariner story,
and we swallowed it, bfit it stuck in our
windpipes.

““ Tell us another,”
the bunch..

“1 was shipwrecked here with a boat
carrying electrical supplies to the un-
educated Eskimo,” he replied sternly.
“ My mates were all drowned, and I was
left alone on this desert island. Well,
naturally, I cast round for food and
shelter.

“I Dbuilt the hut you see here, and
brought in all the electrical supplies as
they were floated ashore by the waves. I
fitted up the hut with electric’lights, and
have used electric current ever since to
shock the fishes to death in the water for
food, when the water is charged with
electricity—"' <

The old man’s voice was growing
fainter, and his eyes began to swim about
lonesomely.

‘“ Put another penny in—it's running
down,” said-the kitchen-boy.

The old fellow fixed the youngster
with a baleful eye, and went right on:

“ When the water is charged with elec-
tricity, the fishes die and float to the top.
Then I eat them?” : ;

“ Do you eat everything that floats to
the top ?”’ asked the kitchen-boy.

“Yes, even little boys who have been
thrown overboard for talking too much,”
replied the old fellow.

That shut him up, and I turned to the
queer codger with the question:

said the matey with
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“ What’s your name? "

“Dr. Drook,” he replied in a very
self-respecting manner ; * and I will soon
be known throughout the world as the
discoverer of perpetual motion.”

“ The deuce you say!” cried I, whis-
tling like a surprised army bugler.

“ Step in and I will show you,” he re-
plied solemnly, throwing back the wal-
rus skin to his doorway, and standing be-
side it so that we could hardly tell which
was which.

We crossed his ‘“ Welcome " mat. He
had spelled out the letters- by sticking
condensed-milk tins in the ground, bot-
tom side up.

There, in a corner, was a very com-
plicated apparatus.

“ Tt looks like the insides.of ‘a piano
grafted on -a harp,” * volunteered the
kitchen-boy.

“1 wonder if it's’tame? "’ queried the
matey, walking up to the machine, which
was on a table and had a most forbidding
appearance. P

“ This,” said Dr.” Drook, waving. his
hand as though he were addressing a big
audience in the Carnegie Lyceum—* this
is my perpetual-motion machine.”

“Oh!” we all gasped, trying to look
intelligent.

“ What can it d67 " asked the matey,
sticking his finger in the works to see if
they were real.

“It can do anything,”
Drook sternly.

“Can it do a sum in anthmetlc?"
asked the cook’s helper.

“It can do more than that” Dr.
Drook blew his whiskers out of his mouth
to reply. ‘It can cut up sassy"little
boys into mince-meat.”

“ Go ahead, doc,” urged the matey.
“ We're run short of mince-meat for this
voyage."’

I took no part in this foolishness. I
was critically examining the machine.. It
looked good to me. I never saw any-
thing which seemed a more plausible so-

”

replied Dr.

“lution of perpetual motion. I was inter-
ested.
“Is the machine movmg now?" asked
the matey.
4 Surest thing you know,” replied Dr.

Drook ; ‘“it’s always moving. It never
stops for anything. See!" N
He opened the lid to the thing, and
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we all peered in, as though there were a
Thanksgiving turkey or a bag of gold at
the bottom.

Sure enough! There was a shuttle,
threading back and forth without losing
a stroke.
know how many strokes to the minute,
but it was even faster than. Jack ]ohn-
son’s right arm.

“ What can you do with this power,
doctor?” I asked, becoming very much
interested, for a man is impressed by see-
ing the real thing in perpetual motion.

“Oh, I can do anything,” replied Dr.
Drook, touching a button under the lid.

At that;moment a saw in the corner
got busy chewing through a two-cord
stack of frozen fish; a dishpan clattered
down from the shelf, scooped up the doc-
tor's breakfast-dishes, and began washing
them; a broom Dbounced out from the
corner and began sweeping the room, and
the whole place suddenly blazed with
light; while a box in the comer‘be_gan
grinding out a tune, and a bathtub full
of steaming water opened the door and
slid in very silently, caught the kitchen-
boy unawares, tipped him over, and a big
scrub-brush descended from ‘the middle
of the ceiling and began giving him his
first bath.

Amid the yells of the kitchen-boy, the
clatter of the dishes in the pan, and the
music from-the box in the corner, there
came a shriek like an engine on a spree,
and I saw the matey go over on his back,
while a bed suddenly appeared from the
floor and lifted him up; steel hands
reached out and took off his clothes.

In two minutes he was bundled up in
a suit of polar-bearskin pajamas, and
the music-box played a lullaby.

My hair began to stand on end, and a
brush darted suddenly from the side wall
and smoothed it down.

“ For Heaven’s sake, turn it off, doc!"”

I screamed.
. “ Then you admit I've discovered per-
petual motion, the jewel sought for cen-
turies by the greatest scientists in /#/o’s
Who?”

“I do, I do!
thing!
arm shot out toward me with a shaving-
brush in it and began making my face
look like a freshly whitewashed chicken-
coop.

I will, doc! Oh, any-

It went like lightning—I don't '

Turn it off! "' I yelled-as a steel’
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Doc looked at me and laughed.

I would have given both legs, two
arms, my nose, and one eye to have been
back on Broadway that minute.

“ You realize and admit that this is all
being done by my perpetual-motion ma-
chine?” demanded the doctor.

“ Till death us do part,” I replied sol-
emnly, dodging back as a ten-inch razor
made out of a shark’s fin rushed out
from a hole in the wall and began ¢hop-
ping off my whiskers as though they were
naught but common alfalfa.

“You admit that I've discovered per-
petual motion and put it to use?' de-
manded Dr. Drook.

“ The truth and nothing but the truth,
so help me—" :I raised my right hand
at this juncture and finished with a
scream, for a pair of séissors, rudely
fashioned from walrus teeth, flew out
from behind me and began chppmg ‘my
nails.

The kitchen-boy was yowlmg in the

tub, matey was beginning to come to, and
Drook stood there with a fiendish grin
on his face, ldoking with pride on his lit-
tle perpetual-motion box.
" T got down on my knees and started to
wiggle toward him, when suddenly some-
thing came along and began taking my
shoes off. ‘That was the limit. I never
allow anything or anybody to remove—
in-other words, I never take off my shoes
in public. ,

“ Oh, doc!"” I moaned. * On behalf
of the citizens’ ticket. In the memory
of ‘ Auld Lang Syne ; oh, I'll sign the
pledge; yes, thére’s no place like home.
The army and navy forever! Oh, any-
thing, doc! Only for the love of— Oh,
please turn off that machine!”

Another torturous question:

“ You realize that this is the first per-
petual-motion machine that has ever been
perfected? You realize the greatness of
my discovery?”

“ T realize everything. Remember, she
is still your mother.” There were tears
in my eyes, and afi automatic handker-
chief, made of fish-bladder, was begin-
ning to wipe them off. * To have and to
hold, doc! I solemnly swear. You
wouldn’t do this to your poor old father!
Have mercy! Have a little mercy, Jack
Dempsey, Stand back! Give him air!”

I fear I would have begun to wander
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in my mind if, at that moment, Doc
Drook hadn't touched anether button
ahd everything subsided in a second ; the
bed went down through the floor, matey
bumped his head and woke up; the dif-
ferent apparatuses crawled Dback into
their holes, the dish-pan hung itself up,
and the bathtub went sailing out of the
room, leaving the kitchen-boy in it,
stranded high on a bar of home-made

soap.

CHAPTER II
I GET A NOTION.

EFORE he could turn on anything
else, matey and I seized him amid-
ships and made for the rolling,

roaring deep.

We introduced himn to the captain, and
they eyed each other’s whiskers for a
full green minute.

Then the captain said solemnly:

“ Glad to meet you, Dr. Cook!"

‘ Dr. Drook,” said the other in tones
of authority, finding he had longer whis-
kers than the captain, and thereby_ be-
coming sure of his footing.

We told Captain Swashbuck the sad,
sweet story of the doctor’s life. He fell
for it, and asked Drook if he'd like to
go back to America with us.

He said he'd run home for his per-
petual-motion machine and come along.
Matey and I looked at him sternly and
tried to hypnotize him into leaving the
thing home alone, but there was nothing
doing. He was like a spoiled kid with
a new air-gun—had to take it everywhere.

So Dr. Drook’s machine was taken
aboard, the kitchen-boy was pried loose
from the cake of soap, and we shook the
little floating island and doc’s igloo.

‘ We'll open a barrel in honor of the
doctor,” ordered: Captain Swashbuck,
and the doctor licked his lips.

The only barrel left contained hard -

tack, so we_opened that. Doc turned up
his nose in disgust, and started for the
perpetual-motion ‘machine. We knew he
wasi going to get evenm, so matey and I
tackled him between the binnacle and the
mizzen-mast. It proved to be doc’s deli-
cate spot, and he went to the deck like
1 ton of hawser.
Then things were quiet for a time.
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The next day we ran down an iceberg.
Captain Swashbuck swore it was doc’s
fault, and called him a ‘' Jonah.” But
he couldi’t convince the doctor that it
would be Lest for his soul to be thrown
overboard. :

Matey and I suggested that the per-
petual-motion machine might be “thrown
over and never be missed ; but there was
nothing doing on that score—doc clung
to it like a chicken to a china egg. We
couldn’t pry him loose from the box. He
slept on it nights, and didn't go farther
than two leaps from it all day long.

It took some time ‘before I-recovered
from the demonstration of perpetual mo-
tion; but when I did, I began to think
things over, and came to the conclusion

-.that doc had a sure-enough money-maker.

I'd spent most of my life boosting the
nearest thing at hand and trying to make
a whole lot out of a very little.

In my early days I had once taken a
“find” of mine on a lecture tour, and
made a good stake out of him. As we
were nearing land, I began to cast about
for something on which to use my forty-
horse-power intelligence.

I took another look over doc’s ma-
chine, and tried to think that I might
hook up with him and use the machine
to demonstrate: a “patent medicine with,
or something like that.

But I couldn’t exactly lead myself up
to the thought. I wasn’t very keen to
mix it with the doc. To tell the truth,
I was a bit afraid of the perpetual-mo-
tion box. I didn't know what it might
do if it got well started once.

There was absolutely no- doubt in my
mind but that the eccentric old gent had
discovered perpetual motion.

I had several peeks at the box during
the trip, and that shuttle was threading
back and forth all the time without a
single hitch. It certainly was a marvel

When we were about two .days from
land, one of the engines quit working all
of a sudden. As there were only two of
them, both second-hand donkey engines,
it handicapped us a geood deal; and
there’s no telling what might have hap-
pened if Dr. Drook hadn’t gone below
with his perpetual-motion machine and
started the thing going.

The captain bowed down and pro-
claimed Dr. Drook a marvel. It was the
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first official recognition he had received -

on the ship, and it set me tg thinking.
If he received that sort of an ovation
from the captain, what would he get
when we reached shore?

The question was answered very short-
ly. We were soon to land at Copen-
hagen, and, before we got into the port,
old doc was standing way up in the bow
with a red handkerchief, wigwagging sig-
naks to shore.- I didn't know what they
meant. But evidently they caught some-
body’s eye, and before long a press boat
came steaming out to us.

Several reporters climbed aboard the
Tuskegee, and doc took them down to his
cabin and gave them a little perpetual-
motion show. I peeked in at the door,
and heard them all marveling in that
foolish tongue they talk over there; they
call it Scandinavian, but it sounds a great
dedl more like Hungarian-Spitz.

I don't know how doc ever learned the
language; maybe he invented it; but,
anyway, he was getting the goods over
to them in large bunches, and they were
taking side and front views of the ma-
chine and pictures of doc in every pos-
sible pose except standing on his head.

Then a notion struck ‘me. The per-
petual-motion - machine' was the real
thing. Doc was the goods, and he was
sure:to. receive a great ovation on shore.
1 ought tobe-able to make money out_of
him. If I could fix up a nice little lec-
ture tour in the United States for him,
I'd have a cinch.

So I went into the cabm grappled doc
aroundr the waist, tore him away from
the reporters, and dragged him to my
bunk.

There I shoved him into a corner, and,
feeling safe because the perpetual-motion
machine was elsewhere, I glared at him
and asked:

“You discovered perpetual
didn’t you, doc?”

--He stuck his thumb in the armhole of
his vest and tried to look like a prosper-
ous financier.

“ Yes,” he said simply.

“Well,” T went op without a pause,
“ T discovered you? Didn’t I, doc?”

“ Oh, well, have it your own way,” he
rcplied, not being over interested in me.

‘“ Can’t you see the point, doc?” I
went on quickly.

motiomn,
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“ Not at all,” was his obtuse answer.

“ Well;” I explained carefully, * that
makes me mdxrectly the discoverer of
perpetual motion.”

“1 beg to disagree with you,” he said
firmly.

“ Never mind that,” I repliéed. “If I
hadn’t -discovered you in your igloo, you'd
never have had a chance to let the world
know all about this perpetual motion,
would you?"”

“ No,” he admitted grudgingly.

“ That's tlie way to talk, doc,”™ I en-
thused. ‘“ Then you admit that you owe
me a great fund of gratitude?”

“Oh, have it-your own way!” I saw
he was getting uneasy to get back to his
perpetual-motion machine.

“ Well, there's something you can do
for me in return. I can be of great serv-
ice to you. After you reach Copenhagen,
the university there will doubtless take
you up and make a great deal of you.
They are long ofi-that kind of thipg.

“ Now, while you-are eating ice-cream
and accepting titles for having discov-
ered perpetual motion, I, will take the
first fast boat out of Copenhagen and hie
me back to the States, where I will im-
mediately start a lecture tour \for you.
You can get five hundred dollars a night,

doc. Think of that, five hundred: a
night!”

“It isn’t a bad ides,” he remarked
thoughtfully.

“Then you'll do it?” I cried hap-
pily.

“ Have you had any experience at get-
tlng up lecture tours?” lie asked.

“Yes; I took Hobson out on his first
kissing tour.” ' A

{1 refuse to be kissed,” answered Dr.
Drook firmly.

“ Wait till you're asked,” I reproved
him.

“ Well, I'll think over your lecture
proposition,” he said, starting to go. |

“ Nix on thaty doc. - The minute the
University of Copenhagen sees you're in
town, they won’t let you alone for a min-
ute. I'll hike back to America and start
the lecture tour at once. I've enough
money saved to pay 1y passage.”

“ Well, have your own way about it.
I consent,” he said grandly.

I wrung his hand and called him my
best friend. He howed for the applause
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and hastened back to the fish-eating re-
porters, who began asking him foolish
questions, and kept it up till we reached
shore.

One of them had been up in the bow
most-of the time wigwagging the story
ta those on shore; so we weren’t at all
surprised when we landed to find a mil-
lion more reporters and seventeen gran-
dees from the University of Copenhagen
to greet us.

They carried doc off on their shoul-
ders without loss of time, and presented
him with a hand-illumined degree at the
university, bearing eighteen seals and a
walrus.

I followed the procession and watched
the enthusiasm of the mob. It was great.
It was one of the happiest moments in
my life. For I had discovered Dr. Drook.

Theén he was officially interviewed.

The first question was: :

“ What food did you live upon all this
time while you were discovering perpetual
motion in the Far North? " g

“ Gum-drops,” answered Dr. Drook.

Then they knew for sure he was the
real thing, and fell down at his feet again.

When they got up they presented him
with another degree, containing one more
letter.

Somebody came along and handed him
the freedom of the city next. He didn’t
know exactly what to do with it, so he
gave it back to the mayor, and said he'd
call for it when he needed it more.

They asked him what he’d have in
place of it. Doc told them the one thing
he'd been pining for ever since he'd been
rescued from the island was a pair of
suspenders.

The mayor took off his own pair and
presented them, among thunderous ap-
plause.

I realized they’d keep up this sort of
thing for a week or more, and that I
wouldn’t have a chance to speak to doc
about his lecture tour again. Knowing
that when he needed money he'd have to
come to the United States for it, and I'd
be there with the lecture tour all planned,
I took the next boat and started for home.

Oh, T certainly felt fine as we went
bounding toward New York. I knew
they'd be glad to see me and fall all over
themselves to hear about doc, and buy
seats at five dollars per for his lecture.
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I swiped the pants doc had been wear-
ing when captured, and took them along,
feeling sure they would make a hit, being
made of walrus skin, and looking fiercer
than that.

I could count the coin we'd corral. It
was too good to be true. I couldn’t wait
to get back to little old New York and
tell them the news that Dr. Drook had
consented to come back and be the prophet
in his own country.

I could just see the reflected glory I'd
get. I felt almost certain that one of the
leading suffragettes would meet me at the
pier with a garland of white.roses on
behalf of the society. I began to look
forward to pink teas and yellow spats.

My outlook was getting good.

I- had always hoped to run for Presi-
dent some day, and this was certainly a
start.

CHAPTER III.
BUSINESS 1S BUSINESS.

VEN the Statue of-Liberty held out
her hand to me in welcome as we
steamed into New York Harbor. I

didn’t take her hand, because it was a lit-
tle out of reach, but I smiled back at her,
and tried to break away from the. crush
of reporters who had come out on the rev-
enue cutter to get the ship’s news.

It had been cabled ahead from Copen-
hagen that I was on my way, that I repre-
sented Dr. Drook, and had full -authority
to make engagements and lecture dates
for him.

Maybe I wasn'’t the kid with the happy
eyes. Everything shone before me. -I felt
proud and successful, almost as though
I'd discovered perpetual motion all by
myself. %

The reporters wanted to know all about
Doc Drook, so I gave them a fine story,
with frilled edges, delicately tinted in
water color, and assured them that the
doctor was the real, * name-blown-in-the-
bottle ” inventor of perpetual motion. I
recited to them how he had turned on the
machine, and what had happened.

That day the papers were full of the
story. I was the biggest news sensation
that had struck New York in a month of
Sundays. They assured me that nothing
was too good for me, and I admitted it.



NO DOUBT

I dined with the mayor, breakfasted
with the President, and wiped my feet on
three aldermen who wanted favors. Oh,
it-was the greatest'moment of my life!

Then I awakened to the fact one morn-
ing that business is business. While it
was all very nice to be dined and wined
round, I wanted to get out and get busy
dating up the doctor for his lecture tour.
I had received several good offers already ;
50 I rushed round town for a day or two,
sent a score of telegrams, and finally suc-
ceeded in making up a very pretty little
book on old Doc Drook.

I had him booked from New~York to
San Francisco, and then I planned to take
him over to London and organize an
English tour.

I completed my arrangements none too
soon, for I received a cable. from Dr.
Drook that he was on the way, and would
arrive shortly.

All New York and I went down the
harbor to meet him. His little Swedish
vessel came in flying every flag aboard,
and'a few of the stokers’ red shirts.

It was a Very big party. I was on one
of the press boats that came. in first over
the wire. ‘We all got aboard, and began
struggling for different members of the
now famous Dir. Dreok, some even being
contented with a handful of hair from the
worthy personage.

Doc had become very civilized during
the time at Copenhagen. Somebody had
fitted him out witlr a suif of Swedish
clothes, and he looked like a beefy butcher
out for a Sunpday stroll- with his girl.
They had induced him to part with some
of his whiskers, but he still clung to a
yard of them.

The boat looked as though an earth-
quake had struck it when it was finally
docked.

One delegation leaped aboard from a
worn-out ferry-boat that had been pressed
into service and threw a wreath of white
roses around doc’s neck. He looked like
a human funeral, but the.photographers
snapped him just the same.

A delegation of boarding-school girls
met us on the dock and insisted upon
kissing the inventor of perpetual motion
separately and individually.

When I finally dragged doc away from
the Roman mob, and got him sheltered
in a corner drug-store, the druggist and

/
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I found that he'd received seventecn
scratches, four bruises and a contusion,
in the turmoil.

We got a taxi and rushed to the mayor’s
house. He gave us the glad hand, and
repeated that old chestnut of giving doc
the freedom of the city. Drook had be-
come so used to this formality that he just
laid the thing aside, as though it would
never be of any use to him at all.

There was a. big banquet planned for
doc that night, and I managed to see him
a few minutes alone before the thing was
pulled off.

“Well,” I said, “is the perpetual 1mo-
tion machine all nght? 2
"~ ““Yes, they kept it in ‘cold storage for
me while I was in Copenhagen.”

‘ Didn’t the university authorities want
to see it work—didn’t they want you to
show them, like they do down in Mis-
souri? " I asked anxiously.

“ No "—==doc waved his hand in a very
superior manner—"* they didn'’t care to see
the proofs at all. Said I could send them
back to the perpetual-motion society
whenever I got round to it, and they'd
pass on them without fail.”

. “Good. That saves us a lot of trouble
You've got the box with you then? "

“ Oh, yes.”

“You didn't leave any of it cached on
the little floating island? "’ I queried.

“Oh, no, nothing like that. It’s all
here in the little wooden box. I had it
insured for a hundred thousand, and, as
bad luck would have it, the thing came
through all right.”

“But, surely, you didn’t want it
smashed?”
“Oh, no,’ doc admitted reluctantly.

“But I ceuld build another for a dollar
and thirty-five cents.”

“You mustn’t ever let that get into
print,” T urged. “ Even if the materials
af which you made your perpetual-motion
machine were inexpensive, you must make
the public think they cost you thousands.”

I was rapidly developing press-agent
possibilities, and doc looked at me
shrewdly, wiping away his overhanging
evebrows, so I could get the meaning of
his'glance.

“Well, on with the merry-merry; let
joy and laughter be unconfined,” said
doc. ‘““We must get in to that banquet.
Have you got my speech written for me? ”
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“No,” I answered, being conscience-
stricken for the moment, because I had
neglected this detail, which-every worthy
press-agent must consider,

“What do you expect me to say, then?

“Oh, say anything, doc,” I urged;
‘“only use pretty words, and point to
yourself with a bow every time you say
‘1" They'll take anything from you now,
doc, and call it wit and wisdom.”

“I see. But how does it happen you
haven’t prepared this for me? " he asked
critically.

‘“ Well, to tell the truth, doc "—I fished
for an excuse—'‘ I was so blooming busy
booking you for this cross-continent run
of yours on the lecture tour that I over-
looked the detail.”

“Don’t ever let it happen again,” he
censured me severely, and then asked:
“ Did the booking come off all right?”

“ Oh, yes. I've got you slated from
here to San Francisco. You stop nearly
everywhere. Even in Montana.”

‘“ Montana!” cried Dr. Drook, and I
saw a neat little shiver run right through
him.

“ Yes.ll

“ Cancel that date,” he ordered mag-
nificently.

“But I can’t. The'advance money has
already Leen sent in. They’re very anx-
ious to see you there, doc.”

“ T know it. That's why I don’t want
to go,” he answered quickly.

I didn’t quite understand, but I assured
him he'd have to keep the engagement.

“ Oh, all right,” he said, but I noticed
there was a very worried frown between
his eyes.

I wondered at it, but said nothing. He
got back to his normal self almost imme-
diately, and I thoughtfully switched the
subject.

*“ Of course you have lantern-slides for
your lecture? "’ I suggested.

"« Lantern-slides of what?” he queried.

“ Oh, anything,” I replied. * But the
people must really have lantern-slides
with a lecture nowadays. You can’t ex-
pect to convince without them. It would
be better if you had moving pictures, but
you must have lantern-slides.”

“ Of what?” he asked again, in a very
blank manner.

“VWell, of the igloo in which you dis-
covered perpetual motion. Of the polar
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bears you killed to make the strings
for your complicated instrument, of the
wreckage floating in from the ship and
all that.”

“1It is a very serious oversight,” he ad-
mitted. “ Will you please go out and
start a wreck and have this detail at-
tended to? "

I made a jotting in my note-book, and
said it should be as he wished, but he’d
have to keep it pretty quiet.

He brushed the eyebrow away from his
left eye and winked at me solemnly. In
that moment I understood. No discov-
erer is a hero to his secretary.

The mayor came at that moment and
ushered us into the dining-room. I had
a place at doc’s side, and we all fell on
the soup together. Doc picked up his
plate and drank from it,.explaining to the
mayor that he'd been used to condensed-
milk cans for so long he couldn’t break
himself of the habit.

The mayor was very polite, and said
he should think doc would run a risk of
cutting his mouth on the tins.

_“Practise makes perfect,” said doc,

~and they all applauded, thinking he re-
ferred to his perpetual-motion machine.

I kept doc from bolting his food, and
we had a very merry little dinner. After
it. was all over there was a painful silence,
,and everybody sat watching Dr. Drook
puff on his cigar, holding it as though it
were a pipe, and explaining that he'd been
away from civilization so long he couldn’t
tell -a blonde from a brunette, and wasn't
even sure what the style was.

Everything doc said got over. He was
fast becoming a spoiled child. I could
see it all out of the tail of my eye, and
was becoming anxious to get him out on
that lecture tour.

Well, after the pause, the chairman
arose and said: %

‘ We have with us to-night—"

He never got any farther. That is all
the chairman is ever expected to say,
anyway.

Great applause split the ceiling, and
the. waiters clustered in the doorway to
listen.

“ Drook, Drook, Drook!” evervbody
shouted.

“ A tiger for Drook!”

They gave it.

Then somebody suggested that a_polar
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bear for Drook would be more _appro-
priate.

They gave that, too.

Doc reached over and kicked me under
the table. I turned and looked at him.
He was trembling frightfully.

“ What is it? "' I asked.

“ T forgot my notes,” he said.

“ Oh, go ahead and sing, anyway,” I
encouraged. * They won’t know whether
you're on the key or not.”

CHAPTER 1V,
A HORRIBLE RUMOR.

ENTLEMEN and ladies,” began
doc, clearing his throat and toy-
ing playfully with his whiskers.

Then he realized - there were no ladies
present, cleared his throat again, jerked
his mustache like Lord Dundreary, and
foozled his approach once more.

“ Gents—"" he began. :

I kicked him under the table, and he
turned around and looked squarely at me.
Evidently he read in my eyes that some-
thing was wrong. So he cleared his throat
again, brushed the hair on the back of his
left hand thoughtfully, and said:

“ Mates!” ;

That got them. They gave another
polar bear for doc, and he found his
tongue while they ‘weré shouting.

“ It gives me pain—" he began to go
on. Then, finding it was the wrong tack,
he changed quickly :- ;

“TIt gives me pleasure to be in your
midst to-night.”

Three cheers and a tlger which some-
body changed to a sea-lion.

“In discovering perpetual motion—"

“ Hear—hear ! ”’ clamored the audience.

Doc went right on talking, and they
continued to shout. When there was a
lull again his voice could be heard mum-
bling through his mustache. It was evi-
dent he had cut out the preamble and got
down to business, for these were his
words :

“1 have myself to thank for your
thafiks. I am very glad to be here with
you this evening. The glory I have
achieved in achieving is nothing as com-
pared to that which has been thrust upon
the American flag.”

This patriotic appeal got them all.
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The banqueters, a thousand strong, rose
to their feet and had a little lung contest.
When they had finished they found to
their surprise that Dr. Drook had done
the same.

“ Thanking you one and all for your
soup and favors, I remain, very truly
yours, Ferdinand Drook,” were his last
words, printed in extra heavy type in the
papers next morning.

The mayor slapped him on the back till
he choked and coughed up a fish-bone
surreptitiously swallowed earlier in the
meal. - _

The speech was a grand success. The
applause lasted for forty-two minutes,
then the wine gave out, dnd everybody
went home to mark that day apart in their
private calendars.

“How was it?" asked Dr. Drook,
when we were alone again late that night.

‘“ Oh, fine!"” I enthused. ** You made
as good a speéch as Demosthenes ever
pulled off in his balmiest days.”

“That was a pretty neat touch about
the American flag, wasn’t it? " chuckled
Dr. Drook. :

“ Oh, yes; that kind of thing always
gets them. Appeal to their patriotism,
you know, and you've got them where they
live.”

“ That's the way I figured it,” he ad-
mitted modestly.

I tucked doc in bed that night, and
hired a bell-boy to sit by the door till
morning to see that he didn't escape. I
didn’t want anything to happen to that
lecture tour. It looked like easy pickings
to me, and I was anxious to get out with
my gathering-basket.

When the first dim rays of dawn were
peeking over the sooty roofs of little old
New York—as they say in story books—I
got up and stole silently to doc’s chamber.

By the snores, I knew he was there all
right. I went into his boudoir and coaxed
him from sleep with a pitcher of ice-water
in his face. Doc spluttered, threw out
his arms in sailor fashion, as though he
were swimming, spluttered again, and
then came to.

“Oh!” he said. “I thought it was
a tidal-wave rushing over my floating
island, and I was just going to rush to
save the machine.”

I accepted his apologies and hustled
him into his clothes. Then I sent the
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bell-bLoy down, and we read an unex-
purgated edition of his speech. It went
fine. The reporter hadn’t heard much of
it on account of the applause, and his
imagination ﬂlled in the gaps to perfec-
tion.

“We're made doc' I crled
speech was a winner.’

“ Who's speech was it?” he reminded
me coldly.

I understood, and groveled at his feet,
telling him he was the greatest man alive.
Meantime, he was calmly perusing the
rest of the paper.

Suddenly he stopped and pointed a
dramatic finger at a scare-head.

I looked. Oh, it was tvo horrible for
words! There was the thing staring us
in the face:

A SERIOUS CHARGE

‘“ That

Two Young Scientists in Montana
Claim that Dr. Drook Never Discovered
Radium-Mine.

Will Meet Him on the Platform in
Montana When the Doctor [Lectures
There. They Have Inside Information
that Dr. Drook Palmed Off a Fake on
the Public in Connection With the Dis-
covery of a Radium-Mine, and There-
fore Discredit His Having Discovered
Perpetual Motion.

I turned to «doc in speechless agony,
and figally requested an explanation in a
gurgle.

“ What's this all about, doc? " said I.
“Did you once claim that” you discovered
a radium-mine? "

Dr. Drook drew himself up proudly
and glared at me. He had recovered
from the shock.

“If you had followed the papers, young
man, you-would have learned that I dis-
covered the radium-mine some ten years
ago while a struggling scientist in Mon-
tana. My discovery of perpetual motion
put that in the shade, and now that I am
in the public eye two of my rivals are
trying to discount my stock.”

“ But you must deny this charge, doc,”

I cried.
“ Oh, T will—TI will! " he said vaguely.
“ You can’t ever meet them on the plat-
form, you know. It will spoil business.”
“I know it—I know. He shook his
head ruefully, like Father William in the
nonsense verse. '
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“ What did you do with the radiums
mine? " I asked.

“Why—why,” he stammered, ‘ you see,
it was like this. I was a struggling scien-
tist in Montana, and I had a notion that
Alaska was the land of promise. I went
there and found a radium-mine on top of
Mount McKinley.”

“Then you climbed Mount McKm-
ley > ” »J

*Oh, yes. Every morning after break-
fast, while I was working the mine at the
top,” he went on calmly.

“-This will never do!” I cried.

“Well, it's a fact,” “he went on ab-
ruptly. “1 discovered this radium- -mine,
and have been looking for funds to de-
velop it. These men in Montana who
charge me with never having discovered it
are trying to deceive the public and get
into the lime-light by a crafty trick.”

“But can you.proye that you dis-
covered the mine up there?” I asked
anxiously.

“ Oh, yes,” he answered thoughtfully,

T left all the data on top of theé moun;

tain in a tin tube. I'll find it one of
these days.”

“ But, in the meantime, what will you
do with these scientists wha “ccuse
you? " I asked.

“ Well, I've got to lecture, so I sup-
pose I'll have to meet them face to face
and just deny everything they say.”

“That’s the best course,” I agreed.

It was a horrible rumor to hear at
just such a time, and I was afraid it
mjght shake the faith_of the public a
little; for if Dr. Drook were discredited
in any one respect it would surely have
an effect on the popularity of his lec-
ture tour.

We started out- that very day and he
lectured in Brooklyn, his home town,
that night.

The thing went big. The citizens and
old neighbors of Dr. Drook got together
and started a fund to build a soda-water
fountain in his honor.

They treated us so royally, I was afraid
I'd never get doc away to make his next
lecture date at Hackensack, N. J.

But we arrived there safely the next
night and everything went off all right,
I found that many of the papers under-
rated the charge made by the Montana
scientists, but I was still a Tttle Dbit
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afraid of the reception we would get in
the West.

There was one thing sure. Doc was
the real thing on the perpetual-motion
stunt. He had it all bottled up, and got
out a fine line of talk on the subject.

It was very convincing, and, besides,
the old fellow looked so honest and used
such big words that the people didn’t
care or know what he was talking about.

We zigzagged through the country un-
til we reached Chicago... The profits
were coming in in great shape.
left the perpetual - motion machine in
New York, with an insurance company.
But when we reached the * show-me”
territory out West we telegraphed for it,
and the thing was brought on at once
by a special train and a delegation from
Brooklyn.

The doctor’s reception in Chicago was
great; everybody left their pork-packing
and jammed into the biggest theater in
town to have a look at the great pro-
fessor.

It seemed very funny to doc, but he
was beginning to get used to it. They
presented him with another degree or
two there, and I had to have fifty
special policeman make .an aisle for the
doctor before I could get him aboard
the limited special train for St. Louis.
" iDr.-Drook took the thing rather well.
It is hard to hold your head when you
were an unknown nobody from Brook-
lyn originally, and had fame thrust up-
on you and breakfast-foods mamed after
you.

But doc did the thing well. He
kissed "babies and allowed everybody
to shake his hand.

They began to call him the ‘“grand old

man” and he was fast beconming an in-
stitution; but I was a little worried all
the time for fear something would butt
in and spoil our party.
. If we got the frosty mitt in Montana
from the scientists who knew all about
that radium-mine on Mount McKinley it
might hurt our social prestige; old
friends might meet us on the street and
never recognize us.

I began to think that maybe it would
be better, after all, if we didn’t take the
chance. But then I looked in the doc-
tor’'s honest eyes, counted the gate re-
ceipts, and decided that.the best thing

Doc had.

ABOUT IT. + 895
to do was fight it out, for the American
public has to be shown, and it hates a
coward. -

I began to get a little more .nervous
the farther we got into the West. Papers
were all .taking up that radium-mine
story, and I began to worry for fear
they'd lynch us if we didn’t show up in
Montana ‘and put up some kind of a
bluff.

Of course, I didn’t know for sure that
doc hadn’t discovered the radium-mine,
but it didn’t sound plausible. However,
I was positively certain of the authen-
ticity of his perpetual-motion claim; for
even the University of Copenhagen had
backed him up in that.

The uneasiness of the newspapers be-
gan to get a hold on doc, too. He
didn't eat his grapefruit with as much
relish as usual in the morning. I noticed
that he suddenly switched from his fa-
vorite brand of coffee to" a very heavy
mocha.

It began to get on my nerves and my
daily prayer was that we'd come out safe
and sound after the conflict with the
Montana scientists.

My chief reason was that we needed
the money and wanted to play a return
tour; the other reason was that I had
great faith in Dr. Drook and had wit-
nessed the marvels of his machine.

CHAPTER V.
THINGS BREAK LOOSE.

ITH the suddenness of a break in

the stock market the news came.

It caught us before we had left

Missouri and the papers broke out with

big streamers bearing the news; the sad,
sickening news:

NEW CLAIMANT.

Prof. Bonner Discovers Perpetual Motion.

Says Dr. Drook is an Impostor.

= Professor ‘Bonner, who for forty years
has endeavored to solve the problem of
perpetual motion, has at last achieved
success.

The professor calls Dr. Drook an im-
postor, saying that he has thoroughly in-
vestigated Dr. Drook’s machine, and is
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certain that he has not discovered per-
petual motion.

Coming from a man who has spent
his life in search of this great achieve-
ment this story has great weight.

In view of the fact that Dr. Drook is
charged by the Montana scientists with
never having discovered the, radium mine
on top of Mount McKinley, there is
much doubt expressed in many quarters
to-day as to whether he has really dis-
covered perpetual motion. ]

Professor Bonner’s integrity cammot
be questioned, and he will soon be
awarded full honor for his discovery.

I could read no further. It was easy
to 'see just what the report would mean
to us; yet I was positively sure that Dr.
Drook had first discovered perpetnal mo-
tion. I had seen a demonstration of his
machine, and that was quite sufficient
to convince me.

The doctor seemed ‘worried over the
report, for Bonner had an international
reputation, and it was well known that
he had spent his whole life in trying to
solve .this great problem which.doc had
stumbled onto while living on an un-
known island.

The papers contained nothing else for
a week. Every day a new scare-head
came out and the attendance at the lec-
tures began falling off.

" It wasn't long before the doctor was”
scheduled to deliver the goods before the
two scientists in Montana. They had
been crowing pretty hard and I retained
a lawyer to represent Dr. Drook, if they
brought suit of any kind.

Most delicately, I had refrained from
asking Dr. Drook pointblank what he
thought of all the charges against him.
But while we were on the train bound
for Q%ontana, things being very'serious, I
put the question gingerly:

“ Doc, what do you think about Bon-
ner’s having discovered perpetual mo-
tion? " :

“T suppose he did. I suppose he did,”
the doctor answered generously. )

“ But aren’t you a bit sore about it? "
I asked. * Here he’s copping off honors
that ought to have been yours by rights.”

The doc uttered the™sentence that
made him famous. I gave it to all the
newspapers next day.

“There’s honor enough for two,” he
said simply.

* night.
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“ But what if he starts lecturing?” I
queried,

“ There’s talk enough for two,” he an-
swered magnanimously.

“ Well, have it your own way. But
what are you going to say to those Mon-
tana scientists to-night? "

“Oh, I shall have plenty to say,” an-

‘'swered Dr. Drook, clenching his fist and

looking very fierce.

I respected him mightily at such times.

“Don’t you think you had better do
something spectacular to get your stand-
ing with the public back again? " I asked
anxiously, for he seemed to be forgetting
a great many of the little things which
might count later. -

“ Oh, yes, I suppose so.”

“What are you going to do?”

“ What can vou suggest?”

“Why don’t you send those proofs to
Copenhagen and have them pass on the
machine? ” T asked. [ y

““ Good idea. Good idea,” he said
vaguely. “ I will some day.”

‘“ But-things can’t go on forever this
way doc,” I remonstrated.

“So they can’t, so they can’t,”” he
answered directly, repeating the phrase
with evident relish.

Well, Drook met his Waterloo .that
After his lecture the twa Mon-
tana scientists rose from their seats i the
audience and bawled him out.

Doc threw the bluff that he had paid
for the platform and he wouldn’t let
them present their sides of the case. I
saw he was scared and whispered to him
that he’d simply have to let them say
what they wanted to.

So the scientists took the-platform one
after the other and charged Drook with
never having discovered a radium. mine
at the top of Mount McKinley. They
even went so far as to say that he’d never
even been able to climb Mount Mec-
Kinjey. .

Of course, that was foolish on the
face of it.

But the doctor never said a word. The
cat had his tongue ahd he couldn’t make
even the most feeble remqnstrance.

After the whole sad affair was over
doc and I went to the hotel.
© “How was it? How did it come off?”
he asked tremulously.

“ Rotten!” I answered.

\ ~
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“ Didn’t I say enough? " he asked.

“ Why, you didn’'t say anything,” I
growled. “ I'll bet the lecture tourwill
be cut down and the magazine who
bought your story for ten dollars a word
will cancel the order.”

“ Never that!” cried Drook,
would be too great an insult.
I need the money.”

“ Then why didn’t you answer back
when they said you didn’t discover the
radium mine? "

“ Well, you see.
rather awkward position,”
thoughtfully.

‘“ But your position is even more awk-
ward now.’

“ Be that as it may, I refuse to" fight.
It is the sign of a very small intellect.”

“ But you are losing prestige, doctor.
You must do something to get back with
the public. Bonner is copping all the
plums. You must do something.””

-* What would you suggest?”

“Bend those proofs of-.your machine
to Copenhagen and have them finally
passed upon. That will establish you
all right.”

“ A good idea.
think I will. (e

“If you have any {ondness for your
skin vou had Detter,” T urged.

Not liking my lme of talk he went to
bed.

Next morning the papers ‘made a big
holler. I didn't see a single sheet that
supported Drook, they all turned to
boosting Bonner, and Bonner continued
to assure everybody that Drook was a
prize faker.

I wouldn't believe it. My faith was
still firm_in the doctor, but I was sure
that the lecture business would fall down
if he didn’'t do something to regain his
standing, and do it quick.

The easiest thing seemed to be for "him

‘“ that
Besides

It puts me in a
he said

Maybe I w111 yes, I

to be recognized by the Copenhagen Uni-*

versity.

So I got hold of the doctor and told
him what was what and who was who.

He admitted that the lectures were
going on the blink and agreed to go
back to New York, fix up his machine,
give demonstrations, and send proofs of
these to Copenhagen. It was the surest
way to get immediate recognition.

So we took a special train back to
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New York and stopped at a big down-
town hotel. There the doctor received
so many visitors that I decided it would
be better for him, 1f he went to a little
hotel up-town. 4

So we picked a place in Washmgton
Heights and took everything up there.

Doc got right to work on his- data,
rigged his machine up, performed some
marvelous feats with the thing and wrote
reams of stuff about it for the scientists
in Copenhagen.

Meantime the papers were dragging
up his past and trying to hand him a
lemon in a velvet bag. They didn’t
come out openly against him, but waited ;
held their breath, as -it were, for "the
actual proofs which doc had promised
to deliver. ]

Well, a week flew by in this manner
and I didn't have anything to do but
steer people and reporters away from
doc. Of course, that was plenty.

One Saturday night I was very tired.
My rooms were right next to the doctor's,
as he demanded almost my constant at-
tention. ‘

So this night I excused myself from
him and went to my own rooms, where
I threw myself on the bed, tired out, and
almost immediately fell asleep.

I had lovely dreams that night~ I re-
member them all vividly.

I dreamed that doc and I went back

"to Copenhagen in a golden air-ship;

presented the data and- proofs and they
were not only accepted entire by the Uni-
versity, but the nation saw fit to take
over doc's island . and create him king
of it.

That was a silver-lined dream of mine,
alk right. I remember drinking some
kind of nectar at two thousand a pint
out of a champagne cooler.

I've often wished that I'd saved that
dream and had it framed. It would have
looked like a masterpiece—a Turner—
over the mantelpiece.

But dreams are made of filmy stuff,
and it’s not every day that they come

-true.

Oh, I had lots of these visions that
night.

I remember picking up with another
dream after we'd been honored in Copen-
hagen. I saw us flying through the
clouds together back to the U. S. We
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tied wp our little golden air-ship to the
top of the Metropolitan tower and then
started off on the lecture tour again.
Tickets were selling at a thousand dol-
lars apiece, and the papers were all de-
nouncing Bonner.

Oh, I wish I had never waked up.

But I did, and found it was morning.

As this was the day the doctor had
promised to get the rest of his proofs
off to Copenhagen I decided to awaken
him early and get busy at once.

It was a beantiful morning and-I took
a turn on the piazza, smoked a cigarette
and redreamed those visions of the night
before I went to doc’s room to awaken
him.

I had a pass-key to his door and went

in softly. I started at once for the
water-pitcher, that being the only méms
I had found really effective in awakening
the doctor. )

Seizing the pitcher I walked over to
his bed and was just about to throw the
.water. into his face when I found that
his face wasn’t there.

His body wasn't either.

I looked round the room and found
that his clothes had disappeared also.

Dr. Drook had flown the coop.

There wasn’t a remnant of him; not a
vestige, no souvenit of any sort—not
even a whisker.

I held my throbbing head between my
hands and moaned. !

Dr. Drook had deserted at the critical
moment.

I glanced round the room again.

He had taken his perpetual motion
machine with him,

CHAPTER VI.
UP AGAINST IT.

HE world looked pretty sad and dys-
peptic to me that day. I sneaked
about the place looking for doc.

He was nowhere to be found. There
wasn’t a note or anything from him.

I read the papers carefully, thinking
he might have met with foul play. But
there wasn't anything which offered a
clue of any sort.

Meanwhile I had to steer the report-
ers away, assuring them that' doc was
sick and could not be seen.
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- In the afternoon I began to entertain
the suicide theory. Doc had seemed
quite despondent of late and I worried
for fear he had done himself harm.

Quietly, I hired several detectives and
had them search everywhere for- him,
but they found no clues. Doc had dis-
appeared as though the earth had opened
arid swallowed him up.

I questioned all the attendants at the
hotel, but no one had seen him depart.
Of course I did not'let them know that
I was worried or that Dr. Drook would
not return to the hotel.

In this way the story was kept out of
the papers for several days. Eack day I
inserted advertisements in the ‘ Per-
sonal ” column, carefully worded, so if
the doctor saw them he would know“they
were intended for his eyes only.

But no answer came.

Four days after Drook’s dlsappear-
‘ance the story came out.

A curious newspaper man ferreted the
thing out and wormed his way into the
doctor’s room to find that it was empty
and there was no sign~of occupation.

Dr, Drook’s disappearance even had
its effect upon the stock market. Every-
thing was thrown into turmoil.

For the first time he was openly called
a faker, but it was done by a sensational
paper that needed advertising, and the
world didn’t take much note of it; they
were a bit too timorous to come dut
openly and deny\that Re had discovered
perpetual motion, after they had heard
him lecture and seen his machine.

Of course, I knew absolutely that he
was the real article, and I would have
backed him with’ every cent I had. I
had been intimately connected with him
and he had told me positively that he
had discovered perpetual motion. Be-
sides, I always remembered that test of
the machine he had made on the little
floating island. It had been very con-
vinging.

I had made a good deal of money out
of the lecture tour, and I suppose I could

“have withdrawn at that moment with per-.

fect satisfaction. But my expenses had
been high, and doc still owed me some
money.

All T had really saved and invested
from my commission was about four thou-
sand dollars.
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It didn’t seem right to me that the thing
should stop. The graft was good, and I
wanted to clean up another five thousand,
anyway. That would give me a start in
life, and I'd never hoped for anything
more.

So I stayed at the little up-town hotel
and waited, thinking I would get some
sort of news before long from the doc-
tor.

The papers came put shortly with the
story that proofs from Dr. Drook had
been received at Copenhagen and were be-
ing considered.

That made Drook’s stock go up a little.
The people couldn’t very- well condemn
him for faking until they heard what the
University of Copenhagen had to say.

I knew that these proofs were incom-
plete. Dr. Drook had agreed to send off
the’ final complete batch the day he dis-
appeared. .Those he had not sent—there
was no doubt of that, as the proofs re-
ceived at Copenhagen had been mailed-
from our hotel before doc's disappear-
ance.

Bonner, the rival discoverer, in whom
the people had more faith, was being well
received everywhere, and the people cried
for him. Only a--few still supported
Drook.

A week passed, and I heard nothing
from the doctor.

Then a report ¢alne out in the papers
that he had been seen in Philadelphia.

Anxious to get hold of him, I took the
train to Philadelphia. It was a very hard
proposition to search the city for him,
but I took along two of my detectives, and
we spent a week there without unearthmg
a single clue.

It was about this time that I became
very popular with all the newspaper men.
LEverybody was looking for Drook; and
they all came to me, looking for first-
hand information.

I gave them the true story of his dis-
appearance, and agreed to help anybody
in finding him.

The newspaper boys kept me pretty
busy, chasing around from one town to
the other, trying to locate doc. But it.
all came to nothing.

It was one of the most remarkable dis-
appearances in history. To think that a
man whose picture had been printed from
one end of the globe to the other, and
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who had been seen face to face by a
million people, should have been able to
disappear so utterly.

Of course, if doc had shaved his whis-
kers he mlght have looked like a different
man.. One of the papers suggested this;
but I felt pretty sure that doc would
never mutilate himself in such a way.
He was more fond of those whiskers than
he was of his reputation.

Many of the papers came out with sto-
ries that he was in Copenhagen, waiting
to be called before the examining com-
mittee. Others said that he had eloped
with his lecture money, and was spending
it in the Latin Quarter of Paris.

A thousand different stories came out,
but nobody came anywhere near the
mark ; for every story was investigated,
and found to be without foundation. }

The disappearance was complete, and
there was so much mystery surrounding
it that the betting began to run high as to
whether Dr. Drook would ever be discov-
ered or not.

The papers advertised small rewards
for his discovery. A score of reporters

‘came to me, urging that I take up the
‘pursuit as the business of my life, and

promising me good prices from their pa-
pers if I would write the exclusive story.

Dr. Drook never made half the im-
pression when he- was right on the job
that he did after he had disappeared. The
world was waiting for the decision of the
Copenhagen committee. It was holding its
breath and wondering.

Bonner's .proofs of having discovered
perpetual motion had been passed upon
in America without the slightest question.
It- was popular sentiment that if Drook
received the same recognition at Copen-
hagen he would be worthy of a place
beside Bonner. If he did not receive.this
sanction, there was no telling what the
world might feel inclined. to do.

That’s why I was so anxious to find
Drook at once, and get him to prove the
thing absolutely and resume his lecture
tour. I wanted to-make a little more
money.

The Copenhagen committee seemed to
take a long time considering the facts,
and it made lots of newspaper material.

In those days, if you picked up a news-
paper or magazine, all you could see was
about Drook and Bonner.
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They were the popular notes in the
publi¢ eye. e

Through me Drook had sold a dozen
testimonials for advertising use in maga-
zines. That graft went pretty good.

I remember one that we got a hun-
dred dollars for. It made a special hit.

NortH STarR ToBacco ~CoMPANY,

OsukosH, Wisc,

GENTLEMEN ; ) -

Your North Star smoking tobacco
was used by me on my floating’ island for

- three years. A case of it floated ashore
from the wreck.

Your No. 2 Fine Cut was great to
throw in the eyes of an enraged polar
bear.

Your No. 6 Long Cut was greatly rel-
ished by the Eskimos. They swallowed
it in three-inch chunks.

Yours truly, 2
¥ Dr. Drook.

That’s why I missed Drook so much.
I was getting offers occasionally for just
such testimonials, and I had no way to
use them, for Drook had gone. I wrote
a few myself, as his secretary, but the:
people began to prefer Bonner's adver-
tising testimonials, so we were left out
in the cold.

It was during the days when the world
was awaiting the decision of the Copen-
hagen University that a star reporter was
sent to me by a big New York paper.

I had been receiving reporters right
along. It was nothing unusual for me, so
I just took the cigar and put it with the
collection I had made of those given me
by newspaper men.

Then I looked at him inquisitively and
asked:

“ What can I do for you?"”

‘A great deal,” he replied solemnly.

I was impressed by his bearing, and
noticed that he was a little different from
the usual run of newspaper men who had
been to see me in regard to Drook.

“ How much is there in it for me?”
was my next ‘question. ]

“ Five thousand dollars!”

“ Wheww ! ” I whistled.

“Tt is a good deal.””

_ “Yes—you could get thirty murders
déne for that price,” I replied thought-
fully. ’
“Tt isn’t a murder I want,” he replied.

“ What. then?”
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““I want a man brought back to life.”

“Indeed,” I smiled.

“ Can't you do that? ” he asked.

“ My price for materializations is more
than that,” I replied like a professional
medium.

“I’'m sorry, but that’s all we can pay.”

“ Who's the man you want me to re-
store to the world? "’

“You know!” he said sharply.

“ Adam?” I ventured.

“No; we couldn’t do anything with
Adam these days.” '

“ Well—who, then?"”

“ Dr. Drook.”

“ Oh,” I gasped.

“You see, it’s like this,” he went on
hurriedly., ‘‘ We believe that you must
have ‘some information as to his ‘where-
abouts. Inside information is what we
want.” | el

“I sek,” was my reply. ‘“ButI can’t
deliver the goods on this point.”

“You had bettet think it over pretty
well before you refuse. There is a Dbig
newspaper story coming out abaut Drook
which will surely disceunt him a good
deal and make the people almost sure he
is a faker. If that story is followed up by
a refusal on the part of the Copenhagen
committee to accept the proofs Drook sent
in, it will be worth a good deal for any
newspaper to discover Drook and get from
him a complete confession.”

“ A confession of what?” I asked in-
nocently, ;

“ We want him to confess that he was
faking in regard to discovering perpetual
motion.”

“ But he did discover it. It would
take a pretty stiff third degree or a big
bunch of money to make him say he did
not,” I said firmly.

“ Well, our offer stands,” he replied.

“T wish I could do something for you.
Far be it from me not to be interested in
the five thousand ; but it would be worth
almost that much to me to find Dr. Drook
and make him prove his stand to the
world.”

“ But there’s so much against him.
Bonner’s reputation is better than his.
The two scientists in Montana have un-
dermined his reputation. His own dis-

. appearance has proved to be almost the

last straw with the public, and row this
new sensational news story I spoke of will



NO DOUBT

almost put him out of business. If the Co-
penhagen committee comes along and re-
fuses his proofs, he’ll be elected president
of the Down and Outer’s Club.”

“T see,” I warbled weakly.

Things certainly did look bad for Dr.

Drook; and they sure did look luminous

to, me, if I, could stumble onto him any-
where. =

CHAPTER VII.
A SUDDEN RESOLVE

HE next morning I picked up my
paper.
There it was in head-lines—the~”
story to which the reporter had referred :

DROOK’S PROOFS FAKED.
Ms. Tight Hired to Fake Pictures Uted
in Lecture.

It is only once in a century that a
really big fake is pulled off on the Amer-
ican people.

Evidence has been produced that Dr.
Drook is the greatest faker of this pres-
ent century, /

Mr. T. E. Tight, a photographer at 24
Quick Avenue, this city,-has finally given
out his story of work he did for Dr.
Drook.

‘Tight says that Drook came to him on
October 14th and asked him if he
thought it would be possible to fake pic-
tures of a wreck such as Dr. Drook had
been the victim of.

Mr. Tight said he could do it, and
Drook gave him the order ‘at once. Mr.

. Tight. at present has ~the photograph”
plates used in this work, and has writ-
ten to the Copenhagen committee, ex-
pressing his willingness to'send them on
to” be considered alongside of Dr.
Drook’s. 5

It is evident from this that if Drook
faked in one thing he doubtless did in
another.

It is believed: everywhere to-day that
Mr. Tight’s story will prove to the
American public that they. have "been
duped by an artful faker.

It is hard for us to admit such a fact
but it secms to be the case—

I stopped readmg there to express my
feclings concerning this Mr. Tight, of
24 Quick Avenue. We had hired him to
make the picture - films. He had done
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the work the same as any photographer,
and promised to keep it absolutely secret.

I remembered suggesting myself that
the lecture would.fall flat without pic-
tures to throw on the screen. I felt sorry
about the whole thing, as though I had
been guilty myself.

There was nothing in that which
proved Drook a faker. His wreck on the
island had nothing to do with his having
been the first man to achieve perpetual
motion. _ _ 3

The whole thought disgusted me. I
could see plainly that the newspapers had
got hold of this Mr. Tight and influenced
him to give up his story, hoping that it
.would have the effect of prejudicing the
great American public.

Tt seemed to do that %l1 right, for the
afternoon editions all came out calling
Drook a faker, and some modifying it by
suggesting that possibly Drook thought
he discovered perpetual motion.

Tight sent his photograph plates to the
Copenhagen committee, and the whole
story made quite a furor. It went even
bigger than the Montana charge. Every-
body was talking about it ;. and one news-
paper, which had bought Drook’s story
of inventing the machine, announced that
they would not publish it until Dr. Drook
appeared, or until the people settled down
and realized the true state of affairs.

I became even-more popular among the
newspaper men. They camped on 'my trail
cverywhere I went. I couldn’t get away
from them for the shadow of a second.

A decision by the Copenhagen commit-
tee was imminent. The funny papers be-
gan making charges against Drook, and
he was lampooned all over town. It was
rather hard for me, being sure of the old
man’s sincerity,

\A dozen times I thought of that news-
paper man’s offer of five thousand dollars
if I could obtain a- complete confession
from Dr. Drook.

I suddenly conceived a, scheme in that
connection. I would accept the offer, get
a thousand dollars in advance, and go out
to scour the world for Drook. When I
found him—if I did—I would work with
him on his proofs, bring him back to
America, and prove it to their faces.

Surely that would make his lectures go,
and the future would be very rosy for
both of us. I'felt perfectly sure that doc
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had disappeared because he was afraid
his proofs would not be accepted at Co-
penhagen.

He had not had time to prepare them
properly, and having thought too much
about the thing, evidently, he had de-
cided to leave the country as long as there
were so many charges against him, and
go into seclusion until he could work out
his problem so the proofs could be pre-
sented in a satisfactory manner. It would
be a great coup if I could pull it off.

Meantime,” a million guesses at Dr.
Drook’s whereabouts were being made.

One funny paper said he was down in
Florida, ‘and that very soon we’d hear
that he had discovered the Fountain of
Youth.

It isn’t hard to imagine how all this
affected me. I was even more confirmed
in my faith, and resolved to go out and
hunt up Dr. Drook.

Then came the long- walted for cable
from Copenhagen, announcing the deci-
sion of the committee.

It read as follows; each word is seared
into my memory as a horrible injustice to
Drook:

The data in the documents submitted
to us are of such an unsatisfactory char-
acter that it is not possible to declare
with certainty that even the photographs
of the machine referred to were actually
made from an authentic apparatus.

There is likewise lacking details in
practical matters—such as positive tests
.—which could -furnish some proof.

The committee is therefore of the
opinion that the material transmitted for
examination contains no proof whatso-
ever that Dr. Drook has succeeded in

; dlscovermg perpetual motion.
S (Signed)
ELL1s-ISLAND STROEMGREENHOUSE,
: Chaxrman
PETER PENOCHLE, i
FoLxSTONE BOULOGNE,
Knur KNUTSON,
P. H. G. SWENSsoON,
KARL ROUGHONRAT'SSON.

That was_ the climax. Dr. Drook could
never more lift up his head in polite so-
ciety and say: ‘“ I done it.”

The goods were against him. He was
down and out—a pitcher without a han-
dle—a catcher without a mitt—an umpire
with a glass éye—a widow without a mite.
In other words; he was up the flue.

‘was my duty.
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Yet I did not desert him. Very much
like Napoleon, I took the bull by the
horns, and said: “ This isn’t Waterloo
yet.”

It would have been heartless, cruel,
thankless, ungrateful, ingrate, ill requited
—and all that—of me to have deserted
the cause at that moment.

Rome rang of him but a month before;
now it was willing to wring his neck.

I would find him, get his proofs togeth-
er, and right him before the world. It
I could not leave him at
the church. ;

Besides, there would be good iron-dol-
lars in the job if I could pull it off.

Rushing to a telephone, I called up the

‘reporter who had madeeme the offer on

behalf of his paper.

“ Do you still want me to find Drook
and get his confession? ” I asked.

“ Do I want you to? Say that again.”

I repeated it in Danish, and his ear,
open to anything from Copenhagen, reg-
istered the remark with greater care.

“Why, man, we'd give five thousand
to find Dr. Drook, dead ‘o dlive.”:

“Will there be more mchey in it if T
find him soon?” I asked with my right

eye always on the main chance:

- The sooner the quicker,” he repliéd.
“ Will you advance me.anything $o : aid
me in the search?” -
“Yes, if you leave your watch.”
“1 don't want any offers with a string

_to them;” I-replied, “or a.chain, either.
I want more money, ‘too, than I could get

on my watch.”

“Is it one of the kind they sell for a
hundred dollars—a gross?" he asked.

That made me mad. g

I called up the rival paper “and: put my
proposition. They sent their business man-
ager right over to see me.

We talked the thing all over, and he
finally agreed to advance the thousand
dollars if I would begin the search for
Drook at once.

-I*played ty cards well, and at length

_we settled on the followi ing scale of prices
for my yltimate reward:

For finding Drook, dead or alive. $3,00000
For finding Drook, with his whis-
kers intact
For finding Drook and getting his
picture in his famous walrus
suit
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Tor finding Drook, with above re- -
quirements included, and ob-
taining a complete confession

~ from him

Ior finding Drook, getting com-
plete confession, and bringing
him back to America..........

For finding Drook, getting con-
fession, bringing him back to
America, taking hi$ picture with
complete paraphernalia, inclu-
ding whiskers, walrus-skin suit,
and posed with a gum- -drbp in
his. hand

For finding Drook, dead or alive
and obtaining a complete denial
from \him

The last item was the only one I ab-
jected to, as I wanted to get Drook to
deny the stories in the press; but the
newspaper man assured me that while it
would be worth five thousand dollars for
me to discover Dr. Drook, they could pot
possibly allow.me more than thirty cents
for his denial of the stories about him.

Well, I accepted the offer and the
thousand dollars. Then I went round to
several advertisers, and secured a few
good propositions er pictures of Drook,
if T'discovered him, and little testimonials
from him if he demed the stories.- They
all Tubbed. it in that,.if He confessed, his
testimonials wouldn’t be worth a seat in
a theater behind a woman who insisted- on
keeping her spring hat on all through the
performance. -

That tickled me, because. I was sure
I would get a demal,from Drook, and

that we could prove his position without ..

much trouble as the.first to discover per-
petuai Tnotion.

So, having made my sudden resolve, I
took my trusty camera, put on.my gum-
shoes, took along a handful of gum-
drops for bait, and went out to locate
Dr. Drook.

CHAPTER VIIL
DISCOVERING A DISCOVERER.

DIDN'T have the remotest‘idea of

where to begin my hunt for Dr.

Drook. All I knew was that I want-
ed to find him and get him to deny every-
thing.

Having no better place 10 begin, I
started in New York. Of course, it
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didn’t seem at-all probable that the doc-
tor would stay so near home; and yet,
New York is an endless _]ungle in avhich
anybody might lose himself without great
trouble.

Krnowing there was no use to watch
the dock for Dr. Drook to set sail, as the
reporters covered that field rather well,
I turned my attention to the East Side.

There a man could easily get a room
in an obscure tenement, and stay in it for
any length of time without being discov-
ered.

It was an-aimless kind of a search; I
reminded myself at times of a small boy
with a handful of salt trying to put it
on a squirrel’s tail.

But everything-must have a beginning,
and I had decided to start there.

Well, inSide of two weeks I had be-
come rather disgusted with myself. I
had.extended my search to Boston, Phil-
adelphia, and Chlcago, but the task
seemed hopeless.

“Then it occurred to me to look tf\lrough
Dr. Drook’s diary. I had had it in my
pocket the night he -disappeared, plan-
ning to work" up for publication some of
the details it contained.

I made a very systematic search of the

\

~'diary, and stumbled upon several things

which were highly interesting. I had
kno“n all along 'that doc was of Eng-
lish parentage, and that many of his
warm friends lived in the East End of
London. But I had never had their ad-

_dresses before.

Of course, everywhere they were look-
ing for Drook ; and he would not be safe
even in such a large city as London. His
pictures had been scattered broadcast,
and many people realized the possibili-
ties which would be open to them if they
should discover him.

I sat down and figured the whole
thing out with every ounce of logic I
possess. I tried to put myself in his po-
sition. It wasn’t hard for me to imagine
myself the inventor of perpetual motion,
having discovered Dr. Drook. So I went
a step farther, and supposed that the
world had not credited my invention.

Where would I hic myself to hide
from public scrutmy while I could get
my proofs and data in shape?

The question 1mmedlate1y answered it-
self. I would naturally go among



404
friends who Dbelieved in me and would
shield me. ]

Then I looked in the doctor’s note-
book once more, and found that his old-
est, dearest friends lived in the poor part
of London.

Englishmen are loyal.
I were in Drook’s shoes I would have
struck out for Londen.

Of course, the docks had been watched
closely by reporters; but it seemed to me
that if he had run up to Boston, -and
taken some cheap,_small line from there,
he would never have been discovered.

I suddenly became possessed with the
notion to féllow out my idea. 1 would
go at once to Bostem, sail for Liverpool,
and then run up to London and cill at
the addresses given in doc’s diary.

The thing looked ‘pretty good; so I

bought a steamer rug, a pair of rubber-
soled shoes, and a book which told all
about the East End of London.
. To carry out my plan in every detail,
I took a train for Boston and set sail
there on the first small boat headed for
Liverpool.

I spent much of my-time in the smo*
king-room, reading my book on London
and poring over Dr. Drook’s diary.

The third day out, I became acquaint-
ed with the ship’s doctor. He was a pe-
culiar young' fellow, with a halting lisp
and.a dandified appearance which made
many of the people on the boat think he
was built for a ribbon clerk instead of a
surgeon. £

But I grew to like him. He got to
telling me about experiences he had had
in the north, and as I had just come
from there, and been interested in Drook,
I was quite anxious to hear all he had to
say.

% Do you know,” he remarked one day,
“ 1 believe I once saw that island where
Dr.’ Drook claimed he discovered per-
petual motion.”

“You did?” T queried.

It seemed strange to- me that he had
made such a remark, for I was very care-
ful not to let anybody know that I-had
any particular interest in Dr. Drook.

“ Yes, sir. I saw just an island as he
describes, and there was a sort of igloo
on it, like the one he lived in.”

‘“ How long ago was this?”

“ Oh. about five vears.” he reolied.

~I felt that if-

. “ Yes, but I didn’t at the time.
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‘ But there are so many little floating

islands of that kind,” I told him. ‘ They
all look about the same.”
“Yes; but there's something - else

makes me think this was the real one
where Drook was found.”

‘“ What?” I asked.

“ Well, T was talking w1th 3 man-com-
ing over on the last voyage, and I made
the remark which I repeated just now,
and he asked mfe to describe the island.
T did, and he réached out a long, kairy
hand and shook mine. ‘That’s the is-
land,’ he said.”

““But how did this man with the hairy
hand know?" I asked the ship’s doctor.

“Well, that’s what I got to wonder-
ing about. You see, I thought at first he
was just some old mariner, but after a
while it occurred to me that it might be
Dr. Drook himself.”

“ Dr. Drook himself "’ I cried.

[ YeS'YY

‘“ But why didn't you tell the rewspa-
pers about this? Everybody is looking
for Drook. Don’t you know that?” -
You
see; we sailed from Boston before the

- story was out that Dr. Drook had disap-

peared,” he explained.

“ But didn’t you get the news soon?”

‘ Not till we reached: Liverpool,” was
his reply. “ You see, this line is so small
that we are not fitted with wireless; sQ
we don’t get any news for ten days.” :

“ But when you heard the news in Liv-
erpool, why didn’t you tell what you sus-
pected?”

“ Because he was gone, and T wasn’t
sure. I spoke to some of the officers
about it, and they didn’t think it at all
probable that the old, whiskered . fellow
was Dr. Drook. They said he wouldn't
sail on such a small line, and if he was
doing a disappearing act, he would ‘have
cut his whiskers oft for dlngIbe

“You have-no further' trace of lnm’
You didn't see him after -he left the
boat? " I asked.’

“ No; he disappeared as completely as
though a cannibal had eaten him up,”
was the reply.

I thought for a few moments ;
asked :

‘“ Did you have much conversation with
this man?"

“Oh. ves:

then

we talked a annd Aeal”
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“ Did you mention the Drook case to
him? "

“ Yes, but he refused to talk about it.
Said he had met Drook and believed in
him. That was all.” .

“What other things did you talk
about?” I asked, becoming very mucly
interested.

He locked at me-peculiarly, and I felt
that I was showing too great a curiosity
in the matter.

“I'm just interested,” I explained.
‘ Because you say you have a notion it
was Dr. Drook, and I have heard so
much about the case that I'd like to know
all T can/

“ Oh, that’s all right.”-7He accepted
my explanation. ‘‘I'd just as lief tell
you all about it. I have a notion myself
that the long, hairy fellow might have
been Drook. He certainly bore a stri-
king resemblance to the plctures in the
papers.”

“Did he nave long whlskers? LT
asked.

“Yes; and when he wanted to wmk at
vou, he had to brush an eyebrow away in
ordﬂr to shew hjs eye.”

“Phat's the mian!” T cried.

‘“ I'm sorry now I didn’t realize it more
fully at ‘the time. I notice the papers.
are offering re\\ards for his discovery.”

‘“Yes, a man could make a couple of
thousand rather easily - rlght now if he
knew where Dr. Drook is.”

“I certainly wish I had the time. I
think maybe I could find him.”

“ Where do you think he is? "

“ In London.”

I gave a start. It was strange that he
should have hit on the samge spot that had
suggested itself to me.

‘ What makes you think he is there? ”
I could not help but ask wonderingly.

‘“ Because we got to talking about Lon-
don, and he knows the city very well.
It seems that he spent some time there,
and has a great ‘many friends among the
poor down in Shoreditch.”

“ That’s interesting,” I said, remem-
bering that several of the addresses which
I possessed read * Shoreditch.”

After that, whenever I had a chance, I
talked with the ship’s doctor. He had
paid great attention to the halry passen-
ger, andwas willing to gossip about him.

“ Did the old fellow you think was

" mine Dr.
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Dr. Drook have much ‘luggage?” I
‘asked.

“ Well, he invited me down to his

stateroom one day, and taere wasn’t much
in it. Just two suit-cases and a -big box,
over which he had thrown an overcoat.
He sat on it while I talked with him.”

“You don’t know what the box con-
tained?” I asked, thinking at once of
the perpetual-motion machine.

“No; but it had a curious look, and
one of the stewards told me it was heavy.”

“Did he have any baggage in the
hold?” I asked. -

“I don't bglieve he had.”

I tried a new'tack. The old box which
the ship’s doctor had mentioned made me
very curious. I seemed to/ feel that it
contained the perpetual-motion machine.

“ Did you happen to discuss perpetual
motion with the old fellow?” T asked.

‘“No; but one night I came into the
smoker here, and somebody was talking
about radium. I noticed that the old
fellow was very much interested, and he
was soon in a very heated argument.”

“ Was any mention made of the radium
Drook said he discovered on
top of Mount McKinley? "

“No; Dbut somebody said it would
never be possible to find radium in large
enough quantltles to make it a commer-
cial factor,” he replied.

“ What did the hairy man say?”

* He replied that he knew a man who
had discovered a radium mine-on a moun-
tain. But when asked for particulars he
flushed up curiously and wouldn’t go
into the thing further.”

“Good!” I cried; for I was almost
convinced that Dr. Drook had crossed
on this very boat, and that he was in
London at that very moment.

“ You seem to take a great interest in
Dr. Drook,” remarked the boat's doctor.

“ Well, a man must keep abreast of
the times, and know what's doing-in the
world,” T replied.

CHAPTER IX.
v FJRST UNDER THE WIRE,

ONDON looked funny to me. My
foving career had led me almost all
over the world, but* I had never

been in the foggy city before. '



406

There tvere many things for which I
could not account. As soon as I got off
the train, I asked a man how many blocks
it was to the Queen’s Hotel, where I had
decided to stop.

“ Blocks! Blocks!" he repeated won-
deringly. ‘“ Oh, I say now, it's just at
the top of the street.”

I didn’t understand the dope, but tried
to look intelligent, and replied: * Thank
you.”

I went to the end of the street and
found the hotel all right} it wasn't at
the top of anything, and I'd been in Lon-
don several days befdre I found that the
place is so winding and cut up that they
don’t know what a ‘“ block " is.

The very first thing I did was to take:

a bus for Shoreditch. I found it a very
strange district, full of coster’s wagons
and two-wheeled carts along the side-
walk, where they sold everything from
carrots to pianos.

I picked out one of the addresses in
Dr. Drook’s diary and stopped at the
place.

It was a very queer-looking public-

house, divided into fifteen different little’

compartments and all facing on the bar,
so a man could have a drink without be-
ing seen. -

“ What'll you ‘ave, sir?” asked the
man behind the bar. j

“Is Dr. Drook here?"” I asked.

“ Dr. Drook!” he cried, looking at me
shrewdly. * The American!
wot discovered perpetual motion? "

“ That’s it,” I replied.

He looked at me blankly, and replied
that he had never heard of the man. )

.I tried another address, and found a
bélligerent woman, whe- assured me that
she had never heard the name.

Before bedtime I tried half the ad-
dresses in the book, but nobody seemed
to know of him, except from the news-
paper reports. I went back to the hotel
in a rather discouraged frame of mind.

The next day I tried a new tack. I
went to the other places, and pretended
that ] came on confidential business; but
nobody knew Drook.

On the third day I began to get dis-
couraged. Luck was against me. [ real-
ized how foolish I.had been to center all
my energies on one little spot.like Shore-
ditch. London.

‘The man_
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Drook might be anywhere. He might
be in Chinatown, New York. Or in the
American quarter at Peking. He might
be down hobnobbing with Zelaya in South
America. There was no telling where he
was. :

“ Well, T hung round Shoreditch for
about' a week; occasionally I ran into
somebody who knew Drook, but they
wouldn’t give me any information; all
of which led me to believe that he was
not in London.

I put advertisements in the paper,
nevertheless, requesting him to commu-
nicate with me if he was there. But
nothing came of it. S|

I was about to give up the search and
go back to New.York when, one day as
I was walking down Shoreditch, a little
group round a fish-man’s cart attracted
‘my attention.

I stopped with them, and watched the
poor of the neighBorhood going up to
buy their ‘kippers™” for three cents a
pair, in American money.

“They were a disreputable-looking lot.
Old men with long hair, scraggly women
with no hair; everybody in-tags and tat-
ters.. It was a most interesting accumu-
lation of humah driftwood.

i was just about to turn away and go
“back to the hotel to pack up for America
-when a slim, bent old figure pushed
through the crowd, laid down three half-
pennies, and picked up a pair of the oily
-smoked- fish. - .

Someéthing about the bend to his back
interested me. I turned and watched
him. He faced about a moment later
and started to slink off with his fish,
when I caught a glimpse of his beard.

I would have known that beard among
a million. It was as distinctive as Blue
Beard’s. i

I followed the man, breathing in short
“gasps, like a young man in love.

The old fellow seemed like a scared
trat. He no sooner had his fish than he

- turned, darted up the street for a short
distance, ran into an alley, amd climbed
some rickety stairs to a little dilapidated
house.

I was at his heels when he turned
to close the door.

At that instant he recognized me and

threw up his hands; one of ;the “kip-
pers” hit me on the ear and the other
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fish landed-in my eye. He didn’t care
what becameé of his marketing in the
excitement of the moment.

He tried to slam the door in my face.

I leaped forward and wedged my fpot
Strong as he was, I,

into the crack.
managed to force the door open, burst
intko his little room and slam the door
shut behind me. )

“ Hallo, doc,” I said, picking up one
of the “kippers” from where it had
fallen on the floor. * Been fishin'? "

“No,” he gurgled deep, ‘,an’ I ain’t
been huntin’ either. I ain’t been hound-
in’ a poor mortal to his lair.”

“ By his hmr " 1 suggested.

‘ Well, you've caught me, what de you
want? " saxd Dr. Drook. “1I haven't
any money. That was my last ’three
cents you saw me spend just now.’

‘“ Here's a dife, doc,” I said, reach-
ing-into my pocket i3

He took the coin and ‘a happy smile
spread over his face.

- ““ Gee, I wish I was back in Amerlca
he-said.

* Come on back with me, doc,” I of-
fered generously, ‘“they’re wamng for.
you over there.”

—_ Lnow it,” he \\arbled
just it.” :

“ Oh, con)e on back.’ Be a sport.
Brm, the machine back and tell them all
about it.” «

2 refué to confess,”
emnly.

That was the first time I thought he
was really guilty, 'I began to see by his
attitude that he really was a faker.

Looking round the room, I noticed in
one corner his perpetual motion machine.
It .was the best piece of furniture in
the place. He had taken-out part of
the works to make a ‘“‘larder ” out of it
and it contained a.bag of.salt and three
crusts of bread at that moment.

“You mean you have something to
confess then, doc?” I asked anxiously,
seeing that lie wanted to tell me some-
thmv »

«1 ,Tefuse to speak without advice of
counsel ” he said in his firmest tone.

I decided to try him out at that mo-
ment and find whether he had really
been faking all the way through or not.

“Doc,” T said sternly, “you didn’t
solve perpetual motion, did yqu?”

- That s

said doc sol-
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He doubled up and lookeq very fierce,
as he shot murderous glances”at me from
beneath “the \\hlqkers he wore for eye-
brows. Af

“You only faked this machine here,
didn’t you? And you thought people
wouldn’t discover it.’

‘Doc jumped ‘to his feet, doubled his
fist, and lunged around the room trying
to hit his shadow.

“ Who said that! Let me at him! Let
me at him!" he hollered as though some
one were holding him.

I knew from the way he did it that
he’d been faking all along. Then the
scales fell from the snake’s back, or -is
it, * the scales fell from my éyes?"

; I looked. .at him as solemnly as an
undertaker.

“ Doc, sit down,” T said.
~ _He squatted on his haunches like a
polar Ybear and looked up at me through
the alfalfa. .

. You're busted, aren’t you, doc?” I
asked.

“T am,” he said sadly.

“You'd like to connect with a)ittle
coin, wouldn’t you?”

“I most certamly would. I'm tired
of this hiding business,” he sald truth-
fully.

3 I 11 tell you how you can make some
_ money, doc. . If you’ll agree to confess
" that you didn’t selve perpetual motion,
that your miachine is only a fake.”

He winced, then nodded for me to go
on.

“ Will you confess?” I asked.

“Yes, I didn’t solve perpetual mo-
tlon\ he said with a gulp.

“How did you.fake this machine,” I
went over and kicked the perpetiial mo-
tign machine.

“T1 ran it with electricity,” he ‘admit-
ted slowly. -

My eyes began to pop out. I was get-
ting the confession I wanted. It sound-

ed interesting. I could see that ten
thousand dollars 'd get for the story.

“ How do you mean you ran it with
electricity, doc? " I queried.

“Well,” he said, stepping over to the
machine and demonstrating, “ you see, it
has a false bottom. In that false bot-
tom I ‘have an electric storage battery.
That runs the machine. It's very simple.
I could do tnarvelous things with it, as
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you remember. But when it came to
sitting down and doping out the prin-
ciple on which it worked, I couldn't fig-
ure it out without saying that I used
electricity for the motive power.

“That's why my proofs fell down
at Copenhagen. I could demonstrate the
machine all right, but I couldn’t show
any data to prove the principle.”

It was the halting confession of a
broken man. I felt sorry for him, and
yet, I had to probe the thing crUell) to
the bottom.

“So it's all
nothing, doc?

faked. You discovered
You just put the ma-

chine together so it would look like some- _

thing and then concealed the electric ap-
paratus that worked it? "

‘“That’s it,” he admitted.

‘“And that's -why you dxsappeared
when you saw you couldn’t prove the
thing at Copenhagen?’™ v \

‘“Exactly. I took a night train out
and a. cheap line to Liverpool, from
thence to London. I came here and have
lived alone till my money has given out.
I didn’t look up my friends because I
knew there were rewards out for finding
me, and somebody might give me away.
I'm busted now, and I'll do anything for
money.” -

“You'll even admit you never dis-
covered a radium mine on top of Mount
McKinley? " I asked.

“1 never even climbed Mount Mc-
Kinley,” he confessed.

I was happy. While I had expected
to receive a denial from doc I had been
prepared in the emergency of a con-
fession.

« Well, doc,”I made you famous and
now I am going to ‘make you a by-word

-I rephed
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in the mouths of all people. TI'll make
you rich yet, doc?”

“How?” he queried in the simple
voice of a child.

‘ Before leaving New York a dime

‘museum manager came to see me and ij

fered five hundred a week for you to ap-
pear on his platform if you ‘confessed
that you were a faker. He just wants you

to sit under a little sign saying, ‘ The
Greatest Faker in the World—Dr.
Drook.” It will be very easy, doc? Do

you accept?”

He gurgled and swallowed "a few
hasty words. Then, his pride utterly
broken, he replied: .

‘T need the money. 'Yes, thank you for
your kindness. I will appear in that part
if you will ha\)e a row of police round to
protect me.’

“ Oh, I'll tend to that all right, doc,”
* Come on, we're going- ba.ck
to America.”

I shouldered the fake-perpetual mo-
tion machine and started out; doc fol-
lowed meékly along, chewing on one of
the herrings he had picked up from the
floor, like an Eskimo gnawing at a
snack of frozen fish.

" T got doc’'to” New:York in good shape
and did the thing quietly.

On the dock I posed him with his com-
plete paraphernalia, mcludmv whiskers,
walrus - skin suit arid’ e)ebrows nicély
braided, and I didn’t ovérlook the mat-
ter of placmg a.gum-drop in his hand,
according to the orders of the news-
paper.

Then I sent my bill in for ten thou-
sand dollars and turned doc over to the
dime museum manager.

It wasn't a bad day’s work

(The end.)

THE DANUBE

RIVER.

Do you recall that night in June,
Upon the Danube River? ~.

We listened to a peasant tune,

We watched the moonbeams quiver. .
I often since have watched the moon,

But never, love, oh! never,
Can I forget that night in June,

Adown the Danube River.

Hamilton Aidé.



A Passmn for Venison.

BY GARRET SMITH.

In Which the Smartest Gambler and the Nerviest
Player Rakes I_In' the Biggest Jack-Pot.

'"VE simply got to shoot, law or
S no law,” I declared.

I threw my rifle to
position .and pulled the
trigger. At the same
instant the guide’s big
hand struck ‘the barrel and the bullet
plowed harmlessly into the trail a few
feet ahead of me.

There was a crash of shrubbery at the
end of ‘a forest vista.

Two tiny antlers reared for a moment
in plain sight. Fhen a lithe brown bodyv
bounded to ‘cover over the deep mat of
underbrush, where a man, attempting to
follow, would have broken -his leg in the
first ten rods.

-1 -was mad for a moment, though I
knew I had.no right to be. j

‘ Look here, Merton,” I demanded

“ what hurt would it do if I did k111 one’
It's only one. o

“ Nobody’d be the wiser. We two are
alone here. Let me get a deer, or get one
for me, and-I'll take all tlie blame and
pay for any consequences that may fol-
low from being calght—and a good
bonus besides, whether you are caught or
not,” I wound up in a more conciliatory
tone.

“ You wouldn’t hit 1t in the first place,
if T let you shoot,” he replied, frankly
skeptical of my ability as a marksman.
“ Ain’t often a new sport has any ‘luck
the first season.”

"nothin’ you did would get that back.

cost me two hutdred and fifty dollars
fine.

*“You might pay that, a]l right; but
they’d take my guide’s license away, and
It
ain’t so easy to pick up other jobs at
three dollars a day and expenses. That's
the trouble with you new sports. You

-can’t see any live critter 'thout you go

- gle a little, and bang ye go.

crazy to shoot it. Ye don’t even wait to
see it half the time. Jest let a .bush wig-
Next min-
ute, ye find ye've shot a man.”

Merton took especial delight in re-
minding me of my newness to the woods,

“inasmuch as he was a new guide himself

They always call any male tourist a.

‘“sport” in the Maine woods. ~

“ Anvhow,” he went on, * how’d~it
look -fer me to be watchin’ you shoot a
deer out o’ season when I'm a deputy
game-warden. Ain’t I swornm to protect
the ‘tritters? If I got caught, it would

only three seasons and was still suffering
a little from beginner’s big head. There-
in I saw a chance to appeal to his vanity,
and perhaps gain my end.

We were out on what Charlie Ball, my
partner in the expedition, called a “ shot-
less” hunt. - We had our rifles along to
use in target practise, or on such animals
as were ‘not enjoymg legal immunity at
the time. But, inasmuch as we couldn’t
get away during the hunting season, we
found it our chief joy to stalk the deer
with the guides, going through all the
motions of hunting, but stopping when
it came time for firing the shot.

Moreover, we were allowed by law to
shoot a deer in the event of running out
of provisions. That emergency had not
yet risen, however. Back in my head I
had a plan to stay in the woods till that
contingency did .come upon us, or, at
least, near enough for technical pur-
poses. Alas, my impatience spoiled the
scheme, and we paid for our little deer
hunt several separate times.

But I'm getting ahead of my story.

409
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‘“ Merton,” I said a few minutes after
my little outbreak, as we stopped to rest,
‘““you haven’t been in the woods many
years, have you?”

“ Born in 'em,” he resented quickly.

“Yes, I know,” I answered. ‘“ But I
understood French to say you'd only been
guiding three seasons.’

“ He's only been at it himself for
four,” returned the ‘guide tartly.

I had scored. -

French ‘was the/other guide, who at-
tended to Ball’s wants. No matter how
many you have in a party, or how few,
each separate member has to have a guide
of his own. That’s the unwritten law of
the woods, and wo to those who break it.

These two boys were rivals. By play-
ing them off against each other, I hoped
to accomplish things with these inde-
pendent Yankees that would otherwise
have been difficult.

“ Do you know, Merton,” I went. on,
“1 don’t believe you ever shot a deer
yourself? I have my doubts about your
being able to get a bit of venison. That’s
why you're so keen on enforcing the law.
I've been suspecting for some time that

you weren't the real thing in the woods®

line.”

The fellow was speechless with in-
dignation for at least three niinutes.
Your Maine woodsman is not fluent at
best.

“ Guess I'll touch up French a little,”
I went on. “I've an idea that boy could
get a deer for me, and that he’s got the
nerve to take a chance on the law.” _

“ Why, consarn ye,” Merton burst out,
* I've shot more deer than you be years
old! French!” Here he choked up, and
for the re of the afternoon had nothing
to say. I ‘knew that I had sown some
promising seed

“I wish we had some venison,” re-
marked Ball thWat jevening, apropos. of
nothing, as we lay on the shore smoking
after supper, ‘while ther guldes cleaned up
camp

“ By Jove! old man,” I replied, ‘“ you
have my thoughts. Ive never been so
tempted in my life as I was this after-
noon, while you and French were fishing.
Merton showed mc some dandy shots. I
could have had one just as well as not.”

Ball looked at me in a humorous way
he had.

dport.

- gether.

THE CAVALIER.

* Crippin,” he remarked in a tone that
made me want to throttle him, ‘‘you
couldn’t hit a deer, if they were thick as
sparrows.”

“Look here!” I rejoined, grinning in-
sincerely at his gibe, ‘‘ I’ve made up my
mind to_take a‘chance at a deer, law or
no law. We can' hide our provisions and
claim we're out, if a warden catches us
with venison on hand. I'll go out alone,

‘and I think these boys can be fixed if

they don’t actually see the shooting.”
"~ He laughed long and maddeningly.

“ Why, Crippy,” he said at last, *“ I'll
bet you a straight one hundred dollars
you don't get any deer.”

“T'N take you, " 1 snapped back w1th
some warmth; * and, moreover, Il bet
you another hundred you haven't- the

‘sand to even try to get one.”

“ Well,” he replied, “I'm a good
We'l}l give you a run:for your
money. Each "will bet the other he
doesn’t shoot a deer on this trip.”

“You're on,” I agreed.

. That evening, I got Merton one side.

T think ‘French is going to get a deer
for Mr. Ball,” I said, inventing that sus=
picion to rouse his pride. ‘‘ Now, let’s
get ahead 6f them.- If you get me a
deer, I'll sayI shot it, so Frenck can't
inform on you, and I'll pay you one hun-
dred dollars for the job. : I don’t carg
if he does arrest me, you know. The fine
cuts no ﬁgure with me, and I’ ve no li-
cense to lose.” ;

He hesitated a while. -

*“ Of course,” I went on, *“ I'm not ask-
ing the impossible.” As I said, I don’t
know as you can get a deer.”

He turned on his heel withqut a word,
but I saw that I had accomplished my
purpose.

Hitherto our quartet of two guides and
two “sports” had kept very closely to-
That is the-rule of a party in the
virgin forest.” I had not felt like tempt-
ing the wilderness alone, and Ball had
no more desire to be lost than I.

Moreover,as we were shooting up a little
small game, for the fun of slaughter—I
blush now to confess—we did not care to
risk shooting each other, so preferred to
keep in a group: But during the week

. following, the members of our party

avoided one another, as though repelled
by some strong.centripetal force.
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If Ball suggested fishing, I would be

strong” for “shooting, and we'd readily
agree to separate. Once, though, I no-
ticed that when Ball and his guide started
for a fishing excursion they took their
rifles and forgot their fishing tackle.
They were after that deer, all right.
. Each time as sooh as Merton and I
"had gotten rid of the other two my guide
would say: ‘ Now,” Mr. Crippin, keep
in some safe place, where I won’t be
shooting you for a deer, and I'll get you
that venison to-day, sure. Only don’t
you do no shootin’ yourself. I don't
want to be shot yet.”

Thus admonished, I would hunt out
a secluded nook &nd spend the time read-
ing or dozing.

Each night Ball and I'd jolly each
other about our huntmg deer and how
near we'd come to ‘hitting one ‘during
the day. All the while I was secretly
rather ashamed of the trick I was plan-

ning to play on my old chum and re;

solved, after I got my venison and ant-
lers, <if I did, and had my fun, I'd tell

him all about it and nge h1m hlS money‘

back.
At length came a moment of guilty

triumph.

It was Friday “evéninig when Merton

met me at the agreed place, so we could
go back into camp together and not
arouse the suspicions of his fellow guide
and officer of the law.

“ T got it all right this time, Mr. Crip-
pin,” announced ‘Merton "triumphantly.
“It's one o' the finest Bucks-I ever see,
tbo. Now, let me tell you how I shot
it, so ye can tell a real soundin’ story
to Mr. Ball. An’ don't ye fer the world
let on I knew anything about it, will
ye? Just let Frencli think ye sneaked
awdy- from me and got it ag'in’ my
wishes.

“1 got this fellow a mile down the
shore, past that rocky point. He was
just takin' a drink an’ turned as I fired.
I caught him right in the breast. We'll
have to let him hang fer a week so he'll
be tender enough fer a meal. I'll show
him to ye to-morrow. Better make sure
French is all right and won’t make ye
any trouble.”

That night T told the story of my fab-
ricated prowess to Ball. He wasg at first
incredulous; but, on my expressing-the
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utmost willingness to show him the car-
cass, he apologized for appearing to
doubt me, and, to my-secret shame, in-
sisted on peeling off five yellow twenties
from the roll in his belt and paying me
on the spot.

“T'll have them back in a day or so,
old boy,” he said good-itaturedly enough,
but he was rather glum the rest of the
evening, and, with my guilty knowledge
locked in my breast, I had not the cour-
a2ge to rally him on my victory.

The next morning I managed to put
off showing my carcass on’ the plea that
French would be suspicious, . and had
Merton take me over and show it to me.
It was, indeed, a splendid specimen. I
regretted that I had not been the real
slayer, gave Merton unstinted praise and
gladly paid him the hundred dollars I'd
won from Ball.

“ Yes, sir,” he admitted, ‘“ I'd ’a’ given
a hundred dollars-if it 'was in season, so
I could claim that animal myself.”

I could see ‘that his boyish pride was
touched, and feared that even his mative
caution might lead him to boast on the
side to French. I resolved to settle with
the other guide at once. I figured he’'d be
a good .fellow, as long as { was of the
party, and waive his duty as deputy war-
den.

Not so. There wasn’t anything raw

* about it, mind you, but it was effective.

s Sorry ye told me about it, Mr. Crip-
pin,” he said, “’cause I might get into
trouble an’ lose my license for not ar-
restin’ ye. Not that T will, ye under-
stand, if I kin help it. It's jest what
mxght happen, and I'd be helpless, ye
know. .

“I'd jest have to go through the mo-

.tions of arrestin’ ye if the warden hap-

pened this way and found a carcass
‘round. I've known them fellers to keep
mum, though, fer a hundred dollars er
so. I'd pay that much to one of ’em
rather than have any trouble in an out-
fit I was with.”

The wily Yankee looked disinterested-
ly off among the tree-tops.

“1 suppose ye slipped Merton a little
something,” he added, as the idea slowly
seeped into my.brain. “1I jest suggest
it like, if ye didn’t, 'cause that cuss
might make ye trouble.”

I was doing some figuring. This fel-
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low would certainly make.trouble if I
didn’t pay him to keep still. He’d learn
soon that Merton had an extra hundred
dollars with him, and if I paid him any
less it would be useless.

I had been willing all along to pay
the amount of -the fine—two hundred and
fifty dollars. I could now get off for
two hundred dollars by paying each
guide his-asking price, and perhaps for
half that, if Ball shouldn’t strike, luck
and kill his deer, for he had lost a hu_p-
dred dollars to me.

‘“See here, French,” I said, w1sh1ng
to put the matter as delicately as possi-
ble, * if you think there’s danger of the
warden being around I'd better let you
hold a hundred dollars to use at once, if
needed. You can carry it over to next
season for use then, if it isn’t called for
now."” ;

So I handed the meney  over,
French went on his way rejoicing.

That night, after an afternoon’s ab-
sence from camp without me, Ball re-
turned exultant.

“T got it, too, old man!’! he exclaimed.
“ One of the finest bucks you ever laid

and

eyes on. We break even.”
I was chagrined at first. That made.
me ‘two hundred dollars out. I was be-

ginning to think I'd not give my trick
away after all. A man may be the saul
of honor in business and most sport, but
no man is squeamish when it ‘comes to a
lie'about fishing. Why, theu{ split hairs
over deer- shootmg?

We spens the efening boasting over
our respective deer and wound up by
laying a bet of another hundred dollars
each as to which had ‘shot the biggest
one.

“ Oh, by the way,’ I said as we were
rolling in and I noted that the guides
were already ;both sound asleep, “ you'll
find it a gpoﬁ plan to oil the palms of
those two boys, so they won’t squeal on
you. I did. -Maybe you've fixed your
guide. I handed some .coin to both."”

“T'd been thinking of that,” he, ad-
mitted thoughtfully. .“ How much did
they stick you for?” )

“ Two hundred between them,” I
said, and Ball gave a comically dismal
whlstle

“ Well,” he said, “that's getting' off
easier than paying a fine, and it’s worth
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it to get some real venison and some ant-
lers to show to the stay-at-home boys
this winter."”

So, in the morning a second hundred
dollars found its way into the yawning
pocket of each guide as a balm to his
official constience, and Ball and I began
our wait for a venison supper.

It was a rainy day, so we put off thg
inspection of our respective game. The
rain proved to be one of those inter-
minable “week-long storms, and during
it we stayed about a soggy camp and
hated each other and everything in sight.
We ate salt meat and canned stuff till
our appetites failed.

Finally, on the seventh day, I put on
some rubber boots and a rain-coat and
sallied forth for venison. Ball refused to
accompany - me, but said if the rain
stopped he’d furnish the meat for the fol-
lowing day. I found the deer, all right,
and cut some generous slices as Merton
‘had instructed me.

Late that afternoon the rain stopped
and we prepared to have a ‘venison sup-
per in the open.

No ‘man who has never loafed round a
rain-soaked camp for a‘week and eaten
salt meat for days has any idea of the
glee with which Ball and I sat and sniffed
the delicious odor that emanated from the
frying-pan while the guides ‘cooked ‘that
venison. French was bending over the
fire, fork in hand, to turn the Qelicacy
over for a final touch and Ball and I
were scouring our tin plates in anticipa-
tion, when suddenly the guide grabbed
the frying-pan by the handle and-swept
it back over his head.

:, The steaming venison disappeared into
the forest; at the same instant he gave a
grunt of warning, and Merton grabbed up
the remaining raw meat from a tin platter
beside the fire and tossed that away into
the underbrush. I jumped up to protest,
and was met with a look from Merton so

full of warning that I desisted at once.

Ball did not see it.

“ What in blazes—" he began.

“Sh!” I whispered. ‘ Something’s
wrang.” . J

In the meantime French had thrust in-
to the blaze a handful of green reeds from
the shore, afld in an instant the delicious
odor of venison gave way to rank pun-
gency, anything but pleasant.
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“ What'll we have -for supper to-
night? " asked Merton in a matter-of-fact
way. ‘ There’s a little of that ham left,
and we might scare up some ham and
eggs.”

“T -vote for ham and eggs,” I replied,
taking my cue, but not understanding it.

Then there came to our ears for the first
time wlhat the guides’ trained senses had
already. ‘noted, -the dipping of paddles,
and a moment later two canoes full of
men appeared round a bendnear the camp
and pulled up.* ~

The man who was apparently the
leader approached our suspicious  and
‘guilty group. He was a big, husky, un-
derbred-looking chap, and with him were
two companions, who, we learned, were
his sons, and three'guides.. I saw at once
that our men suspected him of being one
of the secret emissaries of the game-war-
den out on a still-hunt for violators of the
game laws.

“ How are ye, strangers? ".he said -by
way of greeting. . *.Oar patty have been
intending to make camp at the lower end
of the lake by mght but the rain has
hindered us. We saw your smoke and
thought maybe you could put us up for

the night and give us a little feed... We're

pretty mear-all in &1t we, b0ys?" he
added, turning to hlS companions. '

It was plain that the rest of our camp
liked the strangers mo-better ‘than I did,
but there was nothing to do but comply
with their request, éspecially-as they
looked to be of the.type who might help
themselves to what they-wanted if it was
not forthcommg for the asking. W

The man's next remark tended to in-
crease our suspicions, though for an offi-
cer of the law it showed little delicacy.
He looked our camp over and ‘said, as-his
eye fell on the fire and the waiting frying-
pm: -
“I'd give quite a bunch of money, if
I had it, for some venison. e boys have
been-living on salt stuff and fish for three
weeks and are hungry for fresh meat.
They tell me, though, that it's two hun-
dred and fifty dollars fine for shooting
the beasts, and I can’t afford that. I'm
a stranger in the woods, and you can't
believe what these guides say.”

“Yes,” I said, following his vein of-

talk, ‘“ we didn’t dare take any chances.
We're ahout out of provisions now. and

- before.
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have been thinking of taking advantage
of the clause‘of the law that allows shoot-
ing deer under those conditions.” :
“ Them fellers are green, all right,”
said Merton to me on the side a little later.
“Ye kin tell the.way their layoutf is put
together they've never been in the woods
Don’t let on to the venison,
though.”
- So we set about getting a plain supper.
As t¥re -evening went on our dislike for
the strangers wore off. They seemed to
be good fellows. We indulged in a little
friendly game of poker and they lost a
little to us like good sports, which added

“to our friendly feeling.

T went to bed convinced that the men
were all right, and ‘made up my mind
that’ we’d have venison in the morning
at any risk. In fact, I confided as much
to our chief guest, Jfr. Stillman the elder.

So I arose early ®nd sliced some more
meat off my deer. When I got back to

“camp Merton nearly had a fit.

“It’s all right, old man,” I assured
him; “ I'm convinced Mr. Stillman is all
right. You see,”” I went on to.our guest,
* we fed you our last provisions last night,
and the law allowed us this deer.”

So we had our venison breakfast. . The
strangers proved more entertaining than
ever. By the time breakfast was over
even Ball was getting confidential. -1

- heard him explain in a loud aside to one

of our guests that he, too, had shot a deer
and could show them the carcass, all right.

-I Thad already told in detail where I had
- dofie the shooting and where my deer

hung.

Whilg the guides were doing- up the
dishes Ball called Stillman out into the
woods, and I ‘knew he had taken him to
see his'deer.

Stillman and his party ‘prepared to go
about noon, and ] noted with some un-
easiness that he hdld several rather inti-
mate chats with our two guides. Finally
he asked if he could see me alane a few
minutes.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Crippin,” he said,  but

"I happen to be a friend of the game-war-

den, and I need the reward money they
offer for informifig. I don’t want to do
it, but I'm forced to take this-trip for my
health came up from Pittsburgh, and I'm
broke:™ Now, I don’t want you to think
this is anv hint at blackmail. vou under-
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stand. It’s just that the warden might
drop in on e and some of my boys here
might mention having venison at your
camp.’’ e

I was enraged. “ You dirty scoun-
drel!” I roared. ‘‘ Get out of this camp
in five mihutes, or—"'

“Or what?” he smiled sweetly.
“ Think your outfit can handle mine?
Four against six, you know. Now, I was
merely going to say, if you could lend me
a hundred dollars or so till I get back to
Pittsburgh, I'd do my worst to keep your
little indiscretion from the warden. Your
guides assure me you have plenty of pro-
visions left, so that hoax won't go.”

" Speechless with anger and chagrin, I
paid the.man his money and turned away
from him without further comment.

I couldn’t lét the rest of the camp knew
what. had happened, as it would be too
good a joke at my“affpense, but I was sore
within. .

That afternoon Ball proposed that we
go out and compare our deer and settle
our bet as to size. So, taking a string as
a measure, we started. First we drew
lots to see who should show first, and Ball
got it.

We started out in the direction of ‘the"
little cut in. the thicket where my deer
hung. He hadn’t told me where he had
left his game. ‘What was my surprise in
a few moments to come upon my own deer
and have Ball stop and proudly point ‘it
out as his.

Even as I stood 4nd stared at him in

speechless amazement, he discovered the
place where I had sliced off the venison,
and broke out in a towering rage.
. ‘“Somebody else has been at'this deer!
he roared. ‘I didn't look it all over this
morning, and didn’t see it, but it’s a cut
a day old or so.”

“Yes, it is,” I replied coldly. * I/cut
that slice off yesterday. Do you mean to
tell me you have the nerve to claim this
deer as the one you shot?”

Suddenly Ball began to laugh.

* Look here, Crippy, tell me the truth,
and therc’ll be ne hard feeling. How
much did you pay Merton to kill a deer.
for you, agreeing to claim it yourself? "

I looked him in the eye and blushed,
which was as good as a confessxon Then:
I saw a light and laughed too.

“ And how much did you pay French
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;ill a deer for you?
h'Lll dred for mine.

“1 paid French a hundred for mine,”
he laughed back, ““ and these two beggars
have killed one between them and charged
us each for it.”

The joke on ourselves was too good.
We rolled together on the ground, and
shouted in glee till the woods rang. -Sud-
denly Ball burst forth in a fresh gust of
mirth. He at last had breath to explain.

‘ In addition,” he gasped, * I paid your
man Merton a4 hundred not to squeal on
me. How much did you pay my man
French not to squeal on you.”

“ One hundred dollars,” I- shrieked,
and we rolled helpless again. Then I
rémembered our - friend Stillman and
stopped laughing.

“ Ball,” I said,. you told Stillman that
you shot a deer also. How much did he
borrow from you to make sure he wouldn’t
tell his friend, the game-warden, -abont
your escapade?

Ball stopped laughing and ground his
teeth.

”I paid that scoundrel. one hundred
too.”

“So did L,” I admitted. Then we
laughed again™ =~ B

“ Anyhow,” T said 4t last, “ we'll make
those guides cough up the two hundred
apiece we gave them. We’ll findout just
who shot the deer and allow him an even
hundred for the job.”

We found twa sore-looking Buides in
camp. They were perféctly sober now
and looked ready for murder, though why,
with aM that extra money, they should be
out of sorts, we could not see.

The moment we told them we had,seen
the deer together they both threw up their
hands, and instead of each claiming he
shot the animal, both denied it, saying
he’d found the deer hanging there and
claimed it as a joke, intending to have
some fun with the rest of the camp. A
little third-degree work showed they had
not been working togesher, but that each
had been boasting privately to the otlier
that he had really shot a deer, not know-
ing they were\talking about the same one.

Of course, we toek no stock in their
claim that they intended to give back any
money to us, and-told them so.

1T can't do it now, anyhow,” said Mer-
ton. ‘“I was fool enough to brag to your

I paid Mecrton a
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friend Stillman this morning, and he
made me give him the two hundred dol-
lars, or take the decidedly unpleasant al-
ternative of losing my license.”

“Did you do that?” roared French.

“Sodid I't”

_“Look here,” exclaimed Ball, *let’s
figure this out. Do I understand that
each one of us four fools bragged that he
shot that confounded deer, and-then paid
that blackguard Stillman-—"to keep still
about it just six hundred dollars alto-
gether, after variously bribing, buying,
and paying bets to each other? That's
too much. Who did shoot the little beast,
anyhow? ”

‘ Here's your proof and your answer,”

I exclaimed. :

~I had just found a paper tucked under
the edge of a cot in the main tent. This
was the comforting information written
on it:
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GENTLEMEN :

I didn’t mean to seem ungrateful, but
I needed the money. I've been doing
too much poaching this summer, and
they’re on my trail, so I'm going to take
a vacation. I killed the dcer myself
that you fellows all claimed™

When I found out the facts, T thought -
I might as well collect, which I likewise
done to the tune of six hundred dollars.

Some of it I put in the form of a loan,
bhut please don’t collect too soon. It's
dangerous.

In the interim, believe me,

TraoMAas McCAaNN,
Alias Stillman, of Pittsburgh.

The breath escaped from our bodles in

.four awestruck whistles.

We had entertained overnight the most
desperate outlaw in the Maine woods, and
sent him on his way with a sum of our
money almost as big as the reward the
State had placed on his head.

His
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The Shadow That F\ell Athwart a Man’s Career as It Was About to
Reach Its Zenith on Election-Night.

: CHAPTER 1. ]
THE GIRL AND THE CANDIDATE.

OOD afternoon — Beckwith’s

was just a trace of a

flush upon her young and handsome face.

“S-sh;"” he held up a finger to his

lips, smiling in answer. ‘ Wait till the
returns are in.” ]

“ Pshaw! It's all over but the shout-
ing, Bert says. But it's awfully good of
you to come round to-day,” Elsie Beck-
with laughed back.

“ Well, I suppose I ought to hope that
Bert knows what he’s talking about.

next Mayor.”
The girl held out her-
3., hand warmly. She
smiled happily. There

Sometimes, though, I wonder if I'm not

_throwing away-a good deal for a rather

slim honor.”

“Shame on you, Wilbur
Where's your public spirit?
know this town needs you? "

The voung man smiled a little depre-
catingly.

“ I wish all the town of Beckwith was
as sure of that as Elsie Beckwith is,” he
said.

“You'll know how much of the town is
sure of it to-night,” she spoke enthusiasti-
cally.

They were silent for a few moments.
Perhaps their minds were running in
parallel lines. When she spoke again he
seemed to be in the spirit of her words. "

“You know,” she said, “I can't seem

Johnson.
Don’t you
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to get used to these city clections. The
whole thing seems like a dream. It's all

so new—so positively absurd to think of
a city of Beckwith with a mayor and al-
dermen, and all these other things.”

“I know,” he answered. ¢ When I
came here there were just three hGuses—
yours and Mr. Hill's and Totten’s shanty
on the ridge.”

“And when I came here,” she said
merrily—she had been born in the valley

where Beckwith now lay—*there were __

only two houses—Mr. Hill hadn’t moved
in yet."” <
“ And now—Ilook at it!"
Unconscxol/sly they had drawn toward
the ;window. The new home of the
Beckwith’s stood well up on a high ter-

race, from which could be had a view of-

the entire city which had taken the name
of the‘family.

On the other side of the strcet they
saw the lawhs and the sides of two other
fine residences, hardly less pretentious
than the one in which they were standing.
Just- below were rows of neat cottages,
whose owners vied with each other in the
up-keep of their little lawns. Then came
the vast area of cheaper apartment houses.

And beyond this area rose the lofty
smoke-stacks of the great factories and
foundries, 1rregular1y built, some tower-
ing high into the air, some hardly above
the corrugated iron roofs, some spouting
flame and black smoke, some giving off
only a tremulous vapar of hot gas.

Through the middle of thisycut the
wide yards of the railroad. Hundréds
of freight-cars and tank-cars stood on the
tracks, or moved leisurely up and down
in sluggish obedience to the movements
of the nervous, panting, shifting engines.

On the other side of the town, scat-
tered along the edge of the valley and up
the opposite slope, extending for miles in
all directions, lay the net-work of towers,
and the rough pumping - shanties, which
were the secret of Beckwith’s sudden
growth and present size.

There was a certain fond proprietor-
ship in Johnson’s smile as his eyes swept
over the scene. Perhaps he could not be
blamed for an occasional thought of the
fact that he had been the one to start all
this into motion and being. But the next
words he uttered hardly carried the sus-
picion of his pride.
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“1 guess I have grown accustomed to
this,”” he said, waving his hand in a
sweeping gesture that pointed out the
whole city at once. ‘ The thing I can't
get used to is myself. You know, I was
reading to-day an article on °watered
stocks” And I couldn't help thinking
maybe water does very well for inflating
stocks, but for blowing up a man and
making him sail like a balloon—why,
think of it. Look at me.

“ Eight “years ago I stood and looked

at Mr. Hill’s house and yours. His was
nearer to me. I offered him the first
chance at the valuable services of my un-
trained muscles.
- “But I made up my mind that if he
didn't give me some breakfast before he
set me to work I would sneak up and see
what your father would do. Mr. Hill
gave me breakfast—and got my services.

“*And now—" ;

He stuck out his'chest and struck it

“with a burlesque gesture.

‘ See what natural gas can do.”

She laughed at his estimate of himself.

3 What I'm always afraid of,” he went
on, “is that somebody will cbme along
with a right sharp pin and stick it into
me somewhere, 4nd I'l1 collapse and come
-down to earth so hard they wen't be able
to collect the fragments., . --

His tone was still the mock-serious oné
with which he had begun his little
speech. But now, as she looked merrily
.into his eyes, she saw the fun die out of
them. A shadow passed.over his face
and left it a trifie pale and seemingly
drawn and tired. .

She had seen that look several times
lately. It had grown more frequent dur-
ing the campaign for the mayoralty. :

She had noticed it when he had come
to her home after the nomination had been
made that placed him at the head of his
party ticket. Once she had shown him a
highly laudatory dccount of his life in one
of the papers. That same expression,
half of pain, half of fear, had crossed
his-face.

Her brother, Bert, a younrr lawyer, had
managed the campaign. He had had a
great struggle to get Johnson to sit for a

_picture to be used on handbills and ban-

ners. Wilbur had pleaded distaste for
such methods, hatred of cameras, pre-
tended ugliness o.f countenance.
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“ What'’s the matter with you? You
aren’t ain escaped convict, who needs to
fear having his face published,” Bert had
said half angrily at last.

“ Oh, if you're going to put it that way
I suppose I'll have to,” Wilbur haci
smiled. But the smile had been unreal,
and had failed to hide that fearful pallor.

“You're not well,” she exclaimed now
solicitously.

“ Oh, yes I am,” he contradicted with
nervous haste. * This campaign business
has rather got on my nerves, I think.”

“ You ought to see a doctor,” she coun-
seled. :

“Bosh!” he laughed, pulling himself
together. :

Almost instantly he changed the sub-
ject.

“Have you made any arrangements
about hearing the returns?” he asked.
‘I supposed you would want to hear how
the party makes out,” he added lamely,
to save her from making a seeming ac-
knowledgment of interest it his fate.

“Why, I guess we can get them here
over the phone,” she spok® in a tone of
ill-concealed disappointment and pre-
tended indifference about the matter of
where she should learn of the results of
the election. -

“1 was going to headquarters,” he re-
plied, ‘‘ but I thought it might be more
fun’ for you to-watch the crowds round
the stereopticon bulletin. I have an op-
tion on the second-story balcony of the
Beckwith House. Would you like that
better? ”

. The girl's eyes sparkled with that en-
thusiasm .which was one of her chief
charms.

“ Would I?” she cried.
will be lovely.”

“ All right—you’d better have dinner

“ Why, that

a little early, and get there as soon after

half past six as you can. I'll have them
give us a little supper after we see how
things have gone. I must hurry off now
—haven't voted myself yet.”

But he did not hurry off as fast as he
might have done. He -stood for a mo-
ment, holding the hand"she offered. He
could hardly resist the impulse to tell her
then and there that he could be happy
only when she had promised to be his
forever. :

He went out, however, without saying
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the words.” He thought he would be a
little more certain of success when the
election returns were all in.

CHAPTER II.
AN UNEXNPECTED INTERVIEW.

OR he was pretty sure as to the results
of the election. He believed he
had the support of all the decent

people in town.

The other element had not become par-
ticularly strong as yet. He himself had
too nearly controlled ‘the immigration in-
to Beckwith which had followed the dis-
covery of gas and oil.

As he had mentioned in his talk with
Elsie Beckwith, Wilbur Johnson had ar-
rived in the then quiet valley eight years
before. No one had ever asked him
closely where he had come from.

Mr. Hill had been in need of a hand.
Johnson’s face had appeared sufficiently
trustworthy.

He had scemed industrious and un-
usually saving. At the middle of harvest,
in the second summer, the farm-hand had
learned that his employer was seriously
embarrassed for a little cash.

He offered a loan of what he had saved,
but cxpressed a preference for buying a
strip of the uncultivated land which in-
creased Hill’s taxes without helping his
income.

He had mortgaged this to buy more
the third year. The Beckwiths laughed
at him. Mr. Hill endeavored to dissuade
him, though the farmer was proﬁtmg by
the deals.

But the valley had been kind to the
penniless boy, and he had made up his
mind to stay. Perhaps Elsie Beckwith,

.not half-way ¢hrough the ’teens he was

just leaving, had something to do with it.

Anyhow, he managed to sell the timber
for almost as much as the ground had
cost*him. Then he bought still more.
It was when he determined 'to build a
house on some of his land and start the
cultivation of it for himself that the
sinking of a well had resulted in his dis-
covery of the natural gas.

He made no secret of his discovery.
He let his three neighbors get as much
benefit from it as he himself got. Mr.
Hill and Mr. Beckwith became rich.
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The Tottens got considerable money
for what land they owned, but they were
not the kind of people who get rich. -

But Johnson made it his special busi-
ness to secure the land in the neighbor-
hood where there tvas no gas. The com-
panies that first came wanted gas, and
only gas. As soon as they had found that
an acreage was unproductive, that acre-
age was on the market at a low price.

And, by building a city on this rejected
ground, he had gained more than his gas -

and oil lands had brought him.

He was still at it. Practically all his
money was being spent upon the erection
of houses for the ever-increasing throng
of laborers and business men attracted
hither by the natural wealth and power.

He was paying taxes on nearly a mil-
lion dollars. He could not have drawn
his check for fifteen thousand..

His position as a sort of real-estate
king in the city had given him a power in
keeping out some elemernts of society,
which he had used faithfully.-

If Beckwith was one of the most decent
cities in the world, it had him to thank
for the fact. Nor the town was not slow
to acknowledge it. Therefore, Wilbur
Johnson justifiably had felt fairly sure
of his election to the mayor’s office when
he had been asked to run for it.

Yet, it had been hard to persuade him
to accept the nomination.  He-had ex-

pressed himself as more than satisfied -

with his position on the board of alder-
men ; as quite unwilling to be a candidate
for the higher office.

He had given every excuse but the true
one. The true excuse was a fear of pub-
licity. ¥

There was nothing in his life in Beck-
with of which he need be ashamed. In
private life, as in business,” he had main-
tained a standard of integritv which, in
the light of ordinary ideals, seemed to be-
long rather to the counsels of perfection
than the commandments. There was not
a man in Beckwith who would have dared
insinuate that Wilbur Johnson had gained
any of his money dishonorably.

But his life began apparently at eight-
cen years of age. Nobody knew any-
thing about it till the time of his coming
to Beckwith. And he did not want any
one to know. ‘S

It was this that caused the sudden pal-
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lor and the dread when Dick Beckwith
had urged him to accept the first place
on the city ticket. It was this that made
him shiver when the newspapers pub-
lished laudatory accounts of his life.

He felt that every one who.read must
ask, where did this young man come
from? And it seemed to him that each
would answer for himself, arriving at
conclusions uncomfortably close to the
truth.

The demand for his picture to help in
advertising the campaign had frightened
him more than all else. It was only now,
when those pictures had been posted for
six weeks without any disastrous results,
when he knew they would all be taken
down in a day or two, that he was able
to pass one of them in a window without
shuddering.

Now he began to feel that he need not
fear the questions about his early years.
No such questions had been asked. Beck-
with knew him well enough to trust him.

And it was'evident that whatever repu-
tation . belonged :to the.boy, no one had
recognized the pictures ‘of the man to
bring that ilk report against him. ‘The
youth..was buried.in. oblivion ; there was
no danger of its rmng from the dead ; he
was safe

- He turned from:the Beckwith -house
toward the center of the town with a view
to arranging for the hotel balcony and
the supper. He might have done this by
telephone from his office, which.he must
pass on his way ; but he -had also to vote,
and the houndaries of the voting districts
caught his hotel into one whose polling
place was in the heart of the city.

It was as he went past his own -offrce
that he was suddenly greeted by a heavy-
built voung man in somewhat overvivid
garb. .

“ Hallo, Bill,” said the young man.

“Why, how do you do, Mr. Totten,”
Wilbur said a little stiffly.

He did not like Jim Totten. He knew
that whatever scum and slum there was in
Beckwith was there largely because Jlm
and his father had let it in..

He knew that young Totten was striv-
ing to make himself a petty political
leader of  the undesirable element.

“I've been waiting to see you.” Jim
spoke with a tone that indicated . he
thought he had a right to see Wilbur
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Johnson. It made the young candidate
for mayor a little angry.

“I'm sorry—I havent time to go into
the office just now,” he answered.

He did not get rid of Jlm s presence by
his words, however.

“All rlght I'll walk on do“ntm\n
with you,” Totten replied.

“ What was it you wanted to see me
about?"” Wilbur asked when he had suf-
ficiently stifled his wrath-at the tout’s im-
pertinent persistence. '

‘ About. five hundred votes,” Jim an,
swered with a sneering grin.

“ Well, what about them?” /Johnson
snapped.

“You'd better come back into the of-
fice,” Jim advised. * If might be as well
to talk this over private.”

For a moment Wilbur Johnson was too
indignant to reply. Then—

“I'm perfectly willing to discuss any~
thing you have to say to me before the
whole town, Mr. Totten.” He spoke ‘in
quiet tones of suppressed- wrath.

“ Well, mebbe you are, and mebbe you
ain’t,” Jim half leered. “I kind o
thought youd rather talk,this over in the
office.”

Johnson looked for a moment into Tot-
ten’s face.” Then he deliberately turned
around and felt in his pocket for the key
to the office door. -2
- “ Come on in, then,” he said with less
security in his indignation.

“TI've got five hundred votes in the

second ward,” Jim said impressively when'

the door had been closed again. * They're
yours on certain conditions.”

Wilbur refrained from telling Totten
to take the votes where he pleased He
said only: “ Well?"”

‘ You've been standing cut against the
franchise for the West Ohio Traction
Company.” Totten seemed to change
the subject.

“ What if I have?” Johnson asked.

“There’s a meeting of the board of
aldermen day after to-morrow,” Jim went
on, ignoring the query

“ Yes ”

“"The matter of the franchise is com-
ing up again.”

‘1 suppose so.”

“Well, them five hundred votes is yours
if you’ll agree to vote for that franchise.”

No one had ever thought it worth while
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to try to bribe Johuson before. For a
moment he contemplated picking Totten
up and throwing him out of the window.

“You tell your five hundred men to
vote as they please,” he roared. ‘‘And
I'll vote as I please.”

“Oh, I don’t know about that," Tot-
ten sneered again. But he changed his
tone to that of mere argument. ‘‘ VWhat
have vou got against that franchise, any-
how?” ;

“ Nothing, personally It would Dbe
worth about three hundred thousand to
me to have that line go through. But
the franchise the West Oth people want
is not fair to the town.’

If he imagined this statement would
call forth any admiration from Jim Tot-
ten, Johnson was mistaken,

‘ Pretty good boy—you've growm to
be,” Totten drawled contemptuously.

““ But don’t you think you'’re pretty much

of a darned foel?” _

“ 1 mentioned to you that I am in a
hurry,” Wilbur managed to say-steadily.
“ If vou have no further business to com-
municate—"’ :

“ 1 have,” Jim broke in.
the five -hundred votes. I couldn’t in-
fluence fifty of them, anyhow. Mebbe
the West Ohio people could, and mebbe
they couldn’t. But I can influence vou,
Bill Johnson; and you’ll vote for that
franchise.”

Johnson could stand no more.

“T'll give you thirty seconds to walk
out that door,” he said. “If you aren’t
out by that time I'l] put you out.”

“ Don’t get sassy,” Jim drawled, reach-
ing a hand behind him. “I told you you

“ We'll drop

1]

~were going to vote for that franchise.

Now, I'll tell you why. You're going to
vote for it because, if you don’t, I'll send
this telegram.”

He did not draw a pistol from his hip-
pocket. With his left hand he drew from
his coat-pocket a yellow slip of paper and
handed it to the candidate for mayor of

"Beckwith.

Johnson took one glance at. the irregu-
“send " forin. The
color left his cheeks. The strength
seemed to be leaving his body. He sat
cdown heav11y upon the chair nearest him.

His jaw dropped and he breathed
rapidly through his parted lips. The
room secmed to sway about him, and for a
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mement he thought he was going to faint
or die—he was not quite sure which.

Jim Totten stood smiling at his dlS-
comfiture.

CHAPTER IIIL

SOLD.
HEN came a reaction. He seemed
fairly bursting with rage. He

clenched his hands till the nails
brought blood from the palms of them.
He bit his lip till he spat blood.

But it was the rage of impotence.
There are some men who never lose con-
trol of themselves as long as there is. a
possibility of controlling their surround-
ings. Johnson's very fury was a sign
that he was trapped.

“Yet, in a half subconscious manner,.
his brain still worked—worked to tell him
that he would only make things worse for
himself by inflicting bodily injury upon
his assailant, worked ‘to prevent his cry-
ing out for aid or hurling epithets at Tot-
ten.

And at last it w orked to show him that
his one forlorn hope lay in a blustering
bluff. .

“ So you thought you could blackmail
me, eh?” He spoke with forced calm-
ness. ‘‘ Do you know what the penalties
would be if you sent that telegram? "

* Anywhere from six to fifteen years
—Jim grinned—* for you.”

Wilbur had held his gaze true upon the
leering eyes of his accuser while he spoke.
Now. they shifted uneasily; but he com-
pelled them to go back with a mighty
effort of will.

“It would, would it?"” he roared.
“You think it would? You think you
can come into my office and show me a
lying piece of yellow paper and make me
do about what you want me to.

“ You think, if I don’t happen to do it,
you can send off that yellow paper and
have me arrested and locked up for a long
term in prison. Did it ever occur to you
that you might be called upon to show
some proof of the truth of such'a state-
ment as you make there? ”

“Oh,I guess there won’t-be much trouble
about proving all I've said in that tele-
gram,” Totten drawled. *“ I guess the
New York police have all the proofs they
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want, if they ever gét you. But,up to
date, I seem to be the only man that knows
how to help them get you.”

“They'd undoubtedly be mightily
thankful to yqu for calling them out here
to arrest the mavor of this town because
you happen to imagine you could connect
me with some crime committed years
ago,” Jolinson sneered back.

“1T don’t know but what they would.”
Jim kept up his exasperating drawl.
“You see, I was to New York a couple
of weeks ago. Got pretty chummy with
a detective or two. They was showing
me over some -unsolved mysteries. I'll
admit I was a little surprised to see your
picture and record there.”

“ You saw nothing of the sort.
are you talking about?”

“ Well, I saw this much: a picture that
looked like you when you come here. It
daid-that your name was Wilbur Daworth,
eighteen years old, etcetery.

“ It said vou was employed as messen-
ger for the Howardson National Bank,
and disappeared with forty thousand of
the bank’s money on June 15, 1899. I
happened to remember that you showed
up here on June 17. It was my twenty-
first birthday when vou come. About all
the proof I needed, wasn’t it? "

Wilbur Johnson had lost his defiance.
He knew now that it would be of no use to
bluster. more. The face that an hour ago
had looked I‘ldlCIIE)llSly boyish for the po-
sition he held in the community, now
seemed almost old. A long illness could
hardly have effected a greater change.

“ But you needn’t worry about my giv-
ing the thing away. I ain’t said nothing
about it to no one, and I won’t—if you’ll
agree to vote for the West Ohio Com-

What

_pany’s franchise Thursday night.” Totten

spoke in an entirely different manner—
the manner of one offering to do another
a great kindness.

“T ain’t saying that I think you ought
to be punished for what you done as far
back as that. No one can say you ain't
been square here. You could have bought
us out for a song when you first discovered
the gas and oil. I haven’t forgot that
you let us in.”

His tone had become alsolutely friend-
ly. It gave Johnson a ray of hope that
there might be some good in Totten to
which he could yet appeal.
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“ Then, what in Heaven’s name do you

want to come around with such threats 2

as this for? ” he asked.
“ Because I've got to have your vo'e for

that franchise,” Jim said frankly. “1I
need the money.”
It was a sufficient explanation. John-

son knew enough of the traction com-.

pany’s methods to understand that they
would pay well any one who could de-
liver the deciding vote in the matter of
the franchise.

For five minutes no word was spoken
in the real-estate office. - Wilbur Johnson
was battling with his conscience. Jim
Totten knew that, and was content to
await the results.

Johnson did not doubt that if he re-
fused to vote for the company Totten
would send the telegram to the New York
police. And that, he considered, would
end his usefulness to the community.

There were other things to be done for
Beckwith besides preventing the giving
of a franchise which was-not nearly as
bad as were granted every day in other
cities. Some of those other things needed
him to do them.

His conscience reminded him that one
may not do evil that good may come. It
reminded him of hi§ oath of office. It
held up to his eyes the way he would have

to feel toward himself, should he yield te.

Totten’s dernand.

For years he had paid good heed to
that conscience. That was why it could
speak so loudly now. He had been square
with Beckwith.: He could look the whole
town in the face now. There was no spot
on his record-here.

And he would not put one there. He
would tell Totten to do his worst. He
would face it all out. Totten could send
his telegram if he would. And he—

Would have to go to prison!

Instantly his mind revolted. He did
not need to work his imagination to con-
jure up a picture of himself in a cell be-
hind bars. That picture had been the
persistent nightmare of almost a third of’
his life.

Few men care to contemplate prison
life as a possibility for themselves. But
there are few men to whom it could be as
physically terrifying as it was to Johnson.

As a child he had been driven into
spasms by an uncle who had grasped his
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hand and refused to let go. He had read
an account of a person being buried alive,
and had lain awake for a month in an
agony of fear.

Once he had found himself locked In-
side a big room up-stairs in his home, and
had risked his life in a leap from the win-
dow. The Dare thought of being bound,
of being rendered helpless, of enduring
the loss of physical freedom to move
where and as he would, was sufficient to
frighten him into a state bordering upon
insanity.

His lips and the corners of his eyes
twitched nervously, His face became the
color of paste. His hands clasped and
unclasped swiftly. He rose from his

" chair and sat down again four or five

times. |

Then he gave in. He had barely
enough self-control left to make a feeble
imitation of a smile as he said:

“ T guess I think it-will be a good thing
for Beckwith to give the franchise to the
West Ohio c'ompany

“ And you'll vote for it?” Jim Totten
cried eagerly.

“TI'll vote for it Thursday night,” Wil-
bur Johnson promised.

‘“ It's a pity you took so long deciding,”
Totten grunted, as he glanced at his
watch. ‘I can't gef my men .together
in time to vote before the polls close.”

“ Deuce take the votes!” Johnson fair-
ly shouted. .

It was no expression of contempt for
the suffrage. It did not proceed from any
feeling that the election was secure with-
out those votes Totten had said he could
secure. It was rather the wail of a man
who knew no number of votes that could
elect him again to his lost self-respect,

CHAPTER 1V,
THE RETURNS..

E was sold!

He, whom every one regarded as
the soul of almost Quixotic honor;
who had felt a conscious pride in the fact
that no one even thought of trying to buy
him; who knew that no band of men in
the world had money enough to make the
purchase—he had learned what was his

price.
Once; as a boy, the fear of 1mprlson-
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ment had driven him to run away from
the possibility of arrest. But he alone
had been a loser there. His running had
been of no cost to others.

Over and over again he had made up
his mind that, .if the old charge were ever
brought up against him, he would meet
it boldly and fight it to the end, taking
the consequences, if he had to.

He had thought he would be able to do
that for himself. It had not occurred to
his mind that it might become a question
of doing it to keep his trust for others.

He had known that, under the circum-
stances, his almost abnormal dread of
prison was a weakness. Because of it he
had been guilty of one act of cowardice.
But he had betrayed no trust. No one
else had suffered.

Now he had weakened where the exer-
cise of full strength was due to the office
he held, to the public he had sworn to
serve. That public had entrusted to him
its preservation from just such attempts
at exploitation asthe West Ohio Traction
Company was making.

And, to preserve his own skin, he had
joined the enemies of his- trusting em-
ployers, the people.

-He spent a long time pacing to and fro
across the narrow length of his little of-
fice. He knew a good deal more about
himself than he had ever known before.

A dozen times he had walked to the
door and taken hold of its knob with the
intention of going out after Totten and
telling him to send his telegram. And
each time the dread of iron bars and stone
walls overcame his resolution. In the
end he had learned that it was of no use
to make such a resolution.

Coward, traitor, sneak-thief!

He called himself all these things in an
agony of self-abasement, in a half hope
that he could goad himself to.the action
necessary for the undoing of the evil he
had done. It was of no use. The thought
of imprisonment proved a terror which it
seemed physically impossible for him to
face.

At last he glanced at his watch. It was
twenty minutes after six. He had re-
served the hotel room and balcony only
till six. He seized the telephone and
called up the clerk. )

The second-floor balcony had been sold.
One of his own closest friends had wait-
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ed till the hour to secure it when his op-

tion expired.

“Yes,” the clerk replied to another

question, ‘“ you can have the third-floor
front. There'’s a good view from its win-
dows. You can see the bulletins just the
same.”

It was, however, a second choice—
something less than he had intended to
offer the girl he wanted to marry. With
a sinking heart, he felt the forse of the
thought that he himself was now some-
thing vastly less than he had thought he
could offer her. He engaged the third-
floor front. j =

He glanced again at his watch, and re-
membered that he had told Elsie Beck-
with to be at the hotel as soon as possible
after half past six. It was that already.

He hurried out upon the street. Al-
ready night had settled upon the early
November day. He felt an uneasy relief
at the darkness. He caught himself in-
voluntarily shrinking from the street-
lamps.

He halted for an instant as he ap-
proached the edge of the throng before
the hotel in the brilliantly lighted main
street. It required an effort of will to
bring him up to the facing of those who
must be passed to gain the entrance.

Elsie was waiting .for him. in the big
hall.

“ You're late, sir,” she spoke with mock
severity. “ We've been waiting fifteen
minutes.”

“ And all these men have been staring
at us most horribly,” her mother put in.
“ You must give an account of yourself.”

For an instant he was at a loss to re-
ply. Hitherto there had been only ene
thing in his life which he must hide. And
that one thing had arisen but rarely.

“I—I was stopped at the office by a
man who wanted to see me on busmess,
he said with some haste.

* And,” demanded Elsie, ‘“ what busi-
ness, pray tell, was of such importance as
to make you forget your engagement with
us?"”

Once more he hesitated. Then: “Tt
was about the trolley franchise the West
Ohio Traction Company wants,” he said.

After all, they would know he had
changed hlS attitude on the subject by
Thursday night.

“T1 hope he persuaded you to vote for
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it,” Elsie replied. * Father says it is the
one thing this place lacks, and that you've
been blocking it for six months.”

Johnson’s heart suddenly_ began to beat
with renewed force. It was a vast relief
to feel that those he cared most for would
not condemn his change of face in the
franchise matter.

“ He did?” Wilbur said with a laugh
which was almost cheerful. ‘I think the
franchise will be granted at the meeting
Thursday night.”

“ Good—good! ", Elsie cried. * Now,
mother, we can get home even if the auto
does break down. And we can get down-
town without all the formality of waking
up that lazy chauffeur.”

“ Well, come on up-stairs,” he advised.
“They're beginning to throw figures
across yonder already. You've had your
dinner, haven’t you?” ,

“ Haven’t you? " Elsie asked in turn.

“T1'11 tell them to send something up.
I can eat while we watch the bulletin.” _

He went to the desk-and secured his
key, also ordering some sandwiches and a
cup of coffee for his lunch.

‘‘But I thought we were going onto
the balcony!” Elsie exclaimed as they
passed the second floor in the elevator.

“1 was so absorbed in the franchise
matter that I forgot to call up the hotel
until my option on the room had expired.
It will have to be your little sacrifice for -
the.sake of the trolley-rides,” he said
with a smile.

He ‘was breathing more easily now.
Dissimulation he was not finding as hard~
as he had expected. And’Elsie’s attitude
toward his change of front had relieved
him mightily.

“Oh, we can see beautlfully here!
W h)—we can get out on the fire-escape,
can't we?” Elsie spoke with restored
enthusiasm when they had got into the
room.

“ And look!” she cried again glee-
fully. *‘Fourth district will give two
hundred plurality to Johnson!’” she
read from the sheet on the opposite build-
in

Ig{ er cry was echoed by loud shouts from
the throng belew. The girl looked over
the rail upon the sea of dark hats.

“They like you, Wilbur,” she said
softly She was probably quite uncon-
scious that she reached out her hand to his.
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There was something more in the ac-
clamation of the multitude than the usual
party enthusiasm, which never fails to
awaken applause from some part of the
crowd around an election bulletin. This
was a mighty chorus of individual voices,
who cheered as for the sutcess of a per-
sonal friend.

Elsie Beckwith was right.
Wilbur Johnson.

Down in that throng were hundreds of
men wise enough to know that they were
better housed because Johnson kept watch
over the houses he buijlt for them; that
they were paying less rent than might
easily have Dbeen demanded; that good,
wholesome .food was sold them every-

They liked

‘where in town at unusually Tow prices be-

cause Johnson, seeing the attempts made
to overcharge them, had started up stores
of his own where only a reasonable profit
was required ; that the taxes on the little
properties he enabled them to buy were
light because he gave to municipal busi-
ness the same attention he would have
given to business of his own.

They liked Wilbur Johnson—much bet-
ter than he knew. There were a thou-
sand of them who* would have made
heavy personal sacrifices to furpish bail
had he actually been arrested. A hundred
out of that throng would have staked
their last dollar on his innocence of any
crime.

He did not know all that. But he knew
enough of their regard for him so that
their shout at a detail of his apparent
victory caused him renewed pangs of con-
science.

‘“ Here comes another bulletin,” Elsie
said, as the writing was withdrawn from
the white curtain stretched temporarily
across the opposxte building.

‘“ Oh, pshaw,” she exclaimed a mo-
ment later in disgust, “ it’s a moving pic-
ture!”

At this moment Johnson's sandwiches
and coffee were brought in. He stood be-
side her at the window while he ate. He
had little appetite for food, but he drank
the black coffee eagerly. He tried to pay
enough attention to the talk of Elsie and
her mother to be able to make intelligent
replies, but it was a diffieult task.

*“ There, that’s over with,” Elsie said
when the vitascope was done. “ Now—
‘ Johnson, 548; Bethune, 490, in the
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Eighth district,’” she read.
funny it should be so close.”

“1 didn’t suppose the Eighth would
give me a majority at all,” Johnson re-
plied.

“ Why not?"”

“ They're mostly mechanics and trades-
people over there.”

“Well, who has done more for the
laboring men than you have, I'd like to
know? " Elsie fumed. She was quite an-
gry with the four hundred and ninety
who had voted for the opposing candi-
date. :

“ The better class of laborers are in-
tensely conservative,” Wilbur explained.
“ They think I am too young for the job.”

“ Humph! " Elsie grunfed expressively.

“ Fifteenth district gives Johnson 345,
Bethune 338,” she read as the slides were
shifted.

She was evidently too indighant for
words. Her face spoke volumes.

It was well that there was another re-
port of a large plurality for the 'young
candidate at her side before another series
of motion pictures were put out for the
amusement of the crowd. It saved as
rather strong minority in the Fifteenth
district from having a rather bad opinion
of them expressed.

At any other time, under different cir-
cumstances, he would have noted with
pleasure her enthusiastic interest in his
campaign. He would have taken it for
the sign it was that all he needed to do‘to
claim her as his affianced future wife was
to give her a chance. But now her inter:
est, like the approval of the crowd, only
cost him pain. He was not the man they
thought he was.

He grew more and more listless toward
the conversation. His part in the-talk
dwindled constantly toward the mono-
syllabic. He hardly glanced at the next
set of figures, or listened to Elsie’s re-
joicing over them.

For the battle he had lost in his office
was being fought over and over again
'within him. And each time it was re-
sulting as it had resulted before—he lost
his courage at the thought of a stone wall
and iron bars.

“Why, it’s

It is a terrible thing to aékﬁowledge '

moral defeat. - No honor that others can
give is big enough to compare with one’s
own self-esteem.

_ity, had just been put up.
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And again and again Wilbur Johnson
was admitting to himself the humiliating,
numbing, weakening fact that he could
not face the test to which he had been put.

Often a man, under sudden stress, may
lose his courage. That is not so bad.
But it quickly wrecks a man to face the
fact that he is afraid to go back and try
again.

“ Wilbur Johnson, I don’t believe you
care a cent whether you are elected or
not.”

Elsie recalled him sharply from his un-
happy reveries. A new bulletin, prophe-
sying his election by two thousand plural-
It had been
made by a quick reporter, calculating
from the third of the city that had sent
in its count. .

“1 beg wour pardon,” he said, by way
of asking her to repeat the words he had
not heard. ~ } .

“ I'm positively disgusted with you.”
She spoke in a tone of real vexation that
bordered upon tears.

“I'l1'be good,” he promised.

But he did not keep the promise. He
had suddenly thought of a plan by which
he could -keep his freedom without be-
traying his official trust.

CHAPTER V.
THE BLACKMAILER

ND, just as the inspiration which
solved his predicament outlined it-

.- self in his mind, Providence seemed
to intervene to make the scheme feasible.
He glanced down from the fire-escape
and saw the man he wanted to see. Jim
Totten was just entering the café of the
hotel. '

Offering the first excuse that entered
his mind, he dashed out of the room and
was quickly lowered in the elevator. He
started to make his way through the

throng of men to find Totten.

But he had not figured upon one
thing. His appearance in the midst of
the crowd was a signal for a demonstra-
tion. :

‘* Johnson—Johnson,” rose from the
lips of almost every man there.

They all turned about and faced him,
their ‘pleasure in seeing him manifested
in every smiling countenance. He was
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chagrined' at not having reached his man
unobserved, but he looked at his ad-
mirers with a smile.

“ Speech—speech!”
chorus.

Did you ever wonder whether there is
another people on earth who care as much
for oratory as our own seems to care?
It is to wonder.

There are signs that we are improving,
but we have not entirely recovered from
the thraldom of speechmakers. Some-
times, in these days, a man can make a
fair showing at the polls who has not
charming manners upon the platform.

But, as a general rule, it is no go. A
man may be unimpeachably honest, of
strong character, naturally fitted, and by
training equipped to attend to the busi-
ness for which we need mayors and gov-
ernors and presidents. But, if he halts
and stammers and gets confused when he
tries to make a pubhc address — don’t
bet on him.

Put your money on the fellow who has
sold us out again and again, who has
taken pay for half the votes he ever cast
in-a legislative body, but who can make
us laugh and cry a little bit, and shoot
off verbal firecrackers about our land of
liberty, and wave Old Glory with his
jaw. He’s the one best bet for election-
day.

If the real secrets of the voters’ hearts
were known, it would probably be easy
to demonstrate that Wilbur Johnson
would have come as near to getting an
unanimous election in Beckwith as is pos-
sible in a city of that size, but for one
fact: He was not a public speaker;
while Bethune was possessed of a ready
and fiery, if not perfectl\ grammatical,
oratory.

Johnson had made some speeches. He
had told the people what he thought he
ought to do as mayor, if elected. He
had spoken in exactly the manner in
which he would have advised a man to
choose one of his properties rather than
another.

They liked Johnson.
‘would be a good mayor.
could give them the talk.

 Gentlemen,” Wilbur began, when si-
lence had fallen upon the crowd, ‘‘you
know I can’t make a speech, if I try. I
want to thank you for your kindness here

they cried in

They knew he
But—Bethune
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this evening. I want to thank those of
you who have voted for me because you
did so. But—

“I don’t drink myself. However,
Mr. Bartender, please give ‘everybody
any drink he chooses, and charge it on
my bill.”

There was loud applause at this, and
the men turned about to enjoy the bit
of hospitality. The one man who had
not smiled at Johnson’s entrance, and
who had not joined in the applause of
the speech, seemed quite willing to ac-
cept Johnson's treat.

That man was already the worse for
previous drinks. But he still had sense
enough to feel out of place in the throng
of Wilbur's admirers. He drank his
whisky at a gulp and turned to the street
door. It was Jim Totten, and Wilbur
Johnson followed him unostentatiously
onto the sidewalk..

! Jim,” he whispered, tapping Totten
on the shoulder.

* Oh—hallo, Bill!"”
unsteadily.

‘*‘ Meet me at my office in ten minutes,”
Wilbur said in an undertone.

“What for?” Jim asked susplcmusly

‘It .will be to your advantage—I won't
hurt you. Just hurry up and get there.”

Totten still seemédd to suspect some-
thing. But he yielded to the compelling
force of Johnson’s eyes.

‘“ All ri’,” he replied.

Wilbur hastened on ahead. He drew
the green shades over the windows of
the office before he turned on the light.
Then he worked quickly to open the
combination lock of his safe.

He drew out several bills, all the cash
he had at hand, and counted them rap-
idly. Then he wrote certain words upon
a blank sheet of paper. He had just fin-
ished when Jim Totten began to fumble
at the door in an effort to locate the
knob.

“Sit down, Jim,” he said with a smile
which did not cover the fact that Totten
was expected to obey.

“ What d'yer want?"” Jim asked as he
settled heavily into a big chair.

“1 want to know how much the West
Ohio Traction Company is paying you
for my vote on the franchise.”

“ Who said they was paying me any-
thing? " Jim parried,

Jim spoke a bit
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“You spoke of having to get my vote
because you needed the money. I under-
stood where you were expecting to get it.”
- Wilbur did not allow his eyes to leave
the others face for an instant. Under
the spell of that gaze, Jim vouchsafed
the information desired. -

“ They premised to gimme five hun-
dred dollars.” i

‘ Five hundred, eh?” Wilbur repeat-
ed musingly. ‘ My vote'is “worth five
hundred dollars to them. Well, Jim, my
vote is worth six hundred dollars to me.”

‘“ What d’you mean?” Totten spoke
in a puzzled voice.

“T mean that you are to tell the men
you have been dickering with that you
can't get my vote.”

“But I can,” Jim laughed hoarsely.

“ You'd rather have six hundred than
five, wouldn’t you?” Johnson put the
thing more forcefully.

“Sure I would. Why wouldn't I?”

‘ Exactly. And I am going to give
you six hundred dollars to let me alone,
so that I can vote as I please.”

CHAPTER VI,
A COMPARISON OF PHOTOGRAPHS.

LOWLY: a cunning smile broke over

Totten’s coarse features as the na-

" ture of the proposition forced its
meaning into his rather foggy brain.

“T'll take you,” he grinned.

“T1 have only about two hundred on
{nand to-night, Jirh. I'll give you the

est if you'll come around to-morrow at .

half past twelve, when I'm alone here.”

Jim considered a moment Dbefore he
sajd: “ I guess that’ll be all right.”

“ Then you'll please sign this receipt
for the nfoney.” Wilbur spoke in a mat-
ter-of-business tone. He shoved the pa-
per toward Totten with a pile of bills
upon it. e

Jim counted the bills carefally before
he read the paper. Then he stumbled
slowly over the words. :

In consideration of” the sum of six
hundred dollars ($600.00), paid me by .
\Vilbur Johnson, I do hereby agree to
maintain strict silence concerning facts
which I believe connect him with the
robbery of . the Howardson National
Bank on June 15, 1899.

-for the individual districts.
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Nov. 5, 1907. Received on- account,
two hundred dollars ($200.00).

“That'’s all right,”” he concluded after
a little reflection, and reached for the pen
Wilbur held out toward him.

‘ Have a cigar to smoke on your way
back?” Johnson said, pushing an open
box toward "Totten, while he carefully
folded the signed receipt and placed it
in a wallet in his inside vest-pocket.

In a few moments he was back with
Elsie and her mother. He had allowed
himself to be blackmailed. But he was
happy once more in the thought that he
had saved himself from becoming a
traitor to the city. :

“Where ‘have you been all this
time?” Elsie demanded. ‘ We thought
they must have spiritéd you away.” '

‘I happened to catch sight of the man
who was discussing the franchise with
me this afternoon. I have decided not
to vote for it after all,”” he said with a
ring of gladness in his voice. ‘ How are
the returns coming?”

* They're coming badly,” "Elsie grum-
bled. ‘“ And it serves you right, if you
aren’t .going to let us have the trolleys.”

“ Oh, we’ll ‘get the trolleys yet, and.on
more favorable terms,” Wilbur comfort-
ed her. ‘“ But what’s the matter with the
returns? " | 3

‘For answer, she “waved her hand to-
ward the sheet across the way. Her
gesture”indicated complete disgust with
the bulletin. He read the rough letter-
ing the stereoptican threw upon the
screen. .

There was quite a column of rather in-
distinct figuring, giving the results for
all the districts but four. At the bottom
was the summing ups =

Johnson, 9.896; Bethune, 10,035.

“By George!” he exclaimed. ‘It
does look as though we were gone.”

Swiftly his eye ran over the figures
Instantly
he knew the ones which had not yet re-
ported.

“ The First, Third, and Eleventh yet
to hear from,” he snapped. * There’s a
chance yet.”

Elsie looked at him in surprise. There
was a gleam of intense interest in his
eyes, astonishingly different from the
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apathy which had wrapped him up earlier
in the evening.

“You're a better statesman than I
thought you were, Wilbur,” she said.

‘“ All you need is a little opposition—a .

doubt as to the issue—to wake you up.”

As she spoke, her hand went out once
more instinctively toward his. She, too,
liked the sense of some chance as to the
issue, and was glad to find the same
feeling in him. And she was very young
and unsophisticated—and very much in
love with Wilbur Johnson.

She was right in judging that the
closeness of the contest had helped to
arouse his interest in the election. But

he knew that he would have been-glad to.

see himself swept into office by a.huge
majority, now that he felt personally se-
cure. With the terror of imprisenment
once more banished, he was keenly alive
to the things that had held his attention
before.

Again the figures on the sheet were
changed.

‘ Eleventh District — Johnson, 438;
Bethune, 390,” he read aloud before El-
sie could glance at the bulletin. ‘ Two
more like that will do the trick,” he add-
ed happily.

Neither of them spoke until another
pair of figures was substituted for the
ones showing. Then both of them
gasped with disappointment as they saw
a statement of the. election in Chicago.

* Thirteenth District—]Johnson, 391 ;
Bethune, 393—"' was suddenly thrown
upon the screen.

“T had forgotten that one,’ was all
he said, and the girl made no reply.

“Only twenty-four in the Third,” he
spoke -solemnly as another report was
shown. “It’s all over, little girl. I can
never get seventy-seven in the First.”

Her hand was laid consolingly upon
his, resting on the rail of the fire-escape.
The next words slipped from him almost
involuntarily. He did not even think to
notice whether Mrs. Beckwith was in
hearing till after he had spgken-them:

“I was hoping to ask you to be the
wife of the next mayor of Beckwith—
but now—"

“I would rather be the wife of Wil-
bur Johnson in prison than the wife of
the President of the United States,” she
whispered impulsively.
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“My darling,” he murmured, gazing
into her moist eyes and crushing her lit-
tle hand in his own big one. . It was too
public a place for other demonstration
of affection.

Then, as }he possible import of her
words of love forced themselves upon
him, and he thought how near she had
come to bemg the lover of Wilbur John-
son' in prison, he shivered.

‘“It’s chilly out here,” she said, look-
ing at him with a new. sense of protect-
ing proprietorship.
¥ “We might -as well go in,” he an-
swered. The disappointment that sound-
ed in his voice was more for her than
for himself.

They clambered over the low seat, and
both of them turned about as he reached
up to close the window.

““ Oh, look—look!” she suddenly ex-
claimed with a glad little cry.

Johnson’s eyes turned toward the
screen on which one more set of figures
were displayed.

“ First District— Johnson, 490 ; Bethune,
354.”.

The writer of the glass slides had
hastily scrawled Dbeneath, so that the
words showed backward upon the slieet:

‘ Johnson Elected!”

The mayor-elect of Beckwith gave a
quick glance in the direction of the elder-
ly lady, who was peacefully dozing in a
comfortable chair. Then he clasped his
sweetheart in his arms.

The cheering down below had become
slight and perfunctory-during the return
of the reports unfavorable to Johnson’s
election. Many of those men had voted
against him, because they could not quite
bring themselves to the point of voting
for a man of his years. But, in their
hearts, they wanted to see him elected.

And now, as a photograph of the suc-
cessful candidate was suddenly thrown
upon the screen, - pandemonium broke
loose. The horns and cow-bells and rat-
tles, which had sounded spasmodically all
through the evening, seemed suddenly
united in a ‘common ambition to burst
themselves with noise. '

“ What’s the matter with Johnson?”
some one bawled loudly enough to make
himself heard above the din.

‘“ He's all right!” roared five thou-
sand voices.
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Then, in mighty, measured volume,
rose nine long 'rahs with his name thrice
repeated at the end. Mrs. Beckwith
heaved a deep sigh that was half a cough
and awoke with a start. The young
lovers were barely in time to assume pos-
tures of suspiciously stiff dignity.

. ““Mother,” cried Elsie, *“let me intro-
duce Beckwith’s next mayor!”

“ So—you're elected. Why—I thought
—well, I congratulate you,” the old lady
spoke still sleepily. ‘ Isn’t it about time
we all went home to our beds?”

‘ Come on up to the house for our lit-
tle lunch—where there won’t be so many
people,” Elsie whispered. ‘ That is. if
you want anything. I'm so happy I can’t
think of eating.”

“I'm as hungry as a bear,” he laughed
back. -“I guess you had a better dinner,_
than I did.” .

A moment later he led them from the
side door of the hotel, in order to avoid
the crowd in front. They boarded his
automobile, which he had ordered there.

-*“ Johnson,” a voice suddenly spoke
from the shadow of a big copper leader
on the side of the hotel, just as the chauf-
feur climbed into the car.- :

Wilbur turned and saw the indistinct
figure, which he recognized as that of
Jim Totten. ‘

“T'd better see what he wants,” he
gaid to Elsie as he notéd that she, too,
had heard the calling of his name.

Jim had sobered considerably. Evi-
dently he had come to the conclusion that
more money could be wrung from John-
son as casily as not.

“ Come back here a ways,” Totten cau-
tioned, motioning toward the deserted
street farther down.

Johnson walked with him, watching
cvery move of the tout, half suspicious
that an attempt would be made to rob
him of the piece of paper Jim had given
him earlier.

“ This is far enough,” he said, when
they were well out of ear-shot of the la-
dies in the automobile.

“I just seen the man from the West
Ohio people,” Jim came directly to the
point. ‘ They raised the ante to a“thou-
e e

Johnson grinned. This was very much
what he had expected.
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“Jim,” he said, “you'd better hurry
back to your friend, and tell him you've
got cold feet and can’t stay in the game
any longer. Then you show up at my
office to-morrow.when I told you, and

‘get your four hundred dollars.”

“T'll send that telegram,” Totten
snarled; ‘“that’s what I'll do, if you
can’t promise me your vote or raise on
the West Ohio’s thousand.”

Wilbur Johnson laughed aloud.

“Jim Totten,” he snapped, when he
had enjoyed his laugh.- * You’ve reached'
the end of your rope. Your little tele-
gram might get me into some trouble, and
it might not.

“But I've got a piece of paper in my
pocket that would give you a long time
to work out a sentence for blackmail, if
I showed it. And if you ever breathe a
word about my being wanted in New
York again, even in your sleep, I'll turn
that paper over to the’police as siire as
little fishes.” 5

Jim Totten muttered an oath, and
sprang toward Wilbur with a threatening
motion toward his hip-pocket. Then
that discretion which is much the better
part of valor in some cases caused him
to turn and slink! 6ff ‘into the darkness.

“ Who was he?” lLilsie asked as John-
son climbed back into his car and it start-
ed to make its way around the corner
into Main Street behind the edge of the
crowd who still shouted before the pic-
ture 6f Beckwith’s mayor-elect.

“ A poor wreck who wanted—" Wil-
bur began, then stopped short with a
quick intake of his breath.

Under the arc-light on the corner stood
a stout man whom Johnson had never
seen before. Wilbur caught the reflected
gleam of a silver ‘badge, different from
that of the Beckwith police, as the man
opened his coat to extract a small photo-
graph from his vest-pocket.

As the car crept past, Johnson saw the
man look carefully at the picture in his
hand, then turn his eyes quickly to the

. big one on the screen.

The unknown officer nodded his head,
as though in satisfaction. 5
“Hurry up, Tom,” Wilbur spoke
hoarsely to the chauffeur, who turned on
full speed as they approached the foot of
the grade up to Elsie Beckwith’s home.

(Tb be continued.)



BY NEVIL G. HENSHAW.

From Hens to Helmets Is a Big Jump; but Fear Lends
Wings, To Say Nothjng of Threatening Tar and Feathers.

AST summer my friend Jim Wiley
came to the city, seeking
rest and recreation after a
busy season of grafting.
We met on the street; the

-day was warm, and we

adjourned to a convenient rathskeller. It

was an ornate place, speaking loudly from
every stein and oaken beam of the tireless
efforts of the decorator, who had sought
to transform a twentieth-century basement
into a hall of feudal banquets. To height-

en the illusion, there was placed upon a

pedestal against the wall a complete suit

of shining armor.

As we passed this empty shell of a by-
gone age, Wiley stopped and thrust out a
hand.

‘“ Hallo, Bill,” said he, and a mailed
glove fell upon the herring-bone Dbricks
with a resounding clatter.

In the lull that followed the scrambling
of waiters and the restoration of the gaunt-
let I took occasion to reprove my friend.
I did so hotly, as the eyes of all had been
fastened curiously upon us and we had
been referred to audibly as ‘ muckers.”

“ Why did you do it. Jim?" I asked.
“You know you're not tight, and you're
always bragging about the inconspicuous-
ness of one of your profession. Any one
would think you were a college boy just
back from the big game.”

Wiley grinned.

“ Easy, easy,” said he. ‘‘ Gently over
the stones. I was just giving Brother
Bock-in-stein the grip. I belong to his
lodge. How’'d I know he wore reversible
hands? "

I scented the story before he was half
through, but I gave no sign.

“Jim,” said I, “it won't do.

You'll

have to think up a better one. I know
that you have sat at a good many round
tables, but you can't tell me that Sir Ar-
thur or any of his knights were ever in the
game.”

Wiley was indignant. -

“ You don’t know,” he retorted. ‘I'm
a full - fledged member of the Ancient
Order of Potted Soldiers; I've been a
walking delegate for the United Hard-
ware ]Jabbers Association; I've Dbeenr ini-
tiated, and I've taken every degree in the
thermometer. It happened last spring,
and it come about something like this:

“ Me and Push Evans had been down
in Virginia in the interests of the Hon-
duras Poultry Company. The graft was
the invention of a man in Chicago, and
it was-so simple it had taken him his whole
life to discover it. %

“\Ve drove round the country with a
double team and something like a cross De-
tween a house-boat and a Pullman car.
I wish you could have seen the pictures
that was painted on the canvas sides.

“ There was roosters four feet high,
and hens with broods that you couldn’t
have covered with a circus-tent. Like-
wise there was piles of eggs that would
have made them Egyptian pyramids look
like the First National Bank at Koosa,
Indian Territory.

“ We started out one morning with one
dozen eggs of the common or neighbor’s
garden variety and a twenty-five-cent rub-
ber stamp. That was all there was to the
lay-out, deducting such trifles as a country
gentleman’s outfit for me and one of them
minstrel parade make-ups for Push. We
booked straight through on the home and
firesid® circuit, cutting out anything that
even looked like a melancholy hamlet.

429
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“ We'd just drive up to a farmhouse,
and in less than a minute we'd have the
inmates flocking out, asking us where we
was going to show and looking round for
the man with the shells,

“It’s a curious thing how every time
one of these rural citizens sees a piece-of
painted canvas he begins to hunt for some
one to relieve the congestion of his pocket-
book. That's where the grafter comes in.
He keeps off meningitis from the back-
bone of the country.

‘“ After we'd got our audience in har-
mony with the production, I'd ring up the
curtain, and Push would start the show,
addressing his remarks more or less to
Mrs. Farmer.

‘1t was a beautiful spiel that had been
written especially for the occasion, and,
to hear Push give it, you'd have thought
that at last you'd discqvered the man who
could give you the answer to that old
riddle about ¢ \Which comes first, the hen
or the egg?’

‘ What made it all the more wonderful
was the fact that the closest Push had ever
come to knowing anything about the great
African bird was when they give him a
coat of tar and feathers once in Sweet
Springs, Missouri. He'd never even had
the chicken-pox.

“ He did know something about eggs,
though, having had some pretty close re-
lations with 'em when he was on tour with
the Shakespeare Scholars. But even then

I don't think they was the kind of eggs

any refined person would associate with.

‘“ Push’s spiel was all about our poul-
try - farm in Honduras, where wé was
raising the largest chickens in the world
on account of some peculiarity of the cli-
mate. According to him, you could take
one of our fowls and butcher it like a steer
—they was so large and fine.

“ Likewise, for the benefit of the human
race—and the U. S. A. in particular—we
was selling a limited number of the eggs—
one set to each family. The price was
only five dollars per set, but the company
didn’t get all of it. No. sir. Half of it
went to make up the three-thousand-dol-
lar prize that was offered for the finest
brood, and the extra prize for the finest
rooster. ‘The company was chiefly inter-
ested in advertising itself at present, and
was therefore willing to make its sales on
this -profit-sharing plan.
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“‘You see that magnificent bird on the
canvas there, madam?’ Push’d say.in con-
clusion. ‘That’s General Jackson. He
was Paised by a little lady in Griffin, Geor-
gia, and he brought her just five hundred
dollars. You couldn’t buy him from her
for twice that much.’

“ Then Push would show a picture of
the lady to prove what he’'d said. By the
time Mrs. Farmer got a good look at Gen-
eral Jackson she’d be ready to do busi-
ness. As Push had .said, he was a mag-
nificent bird. They'd painted him from
one of them Roosevelt giraffes and then
put on the feathers. ~

‘ Next to that peculiar something which
makes every rural female think she knows
more about raising chickens than any oth-
er woman in the world, General Jackson
was our best drawing-card. We was fig-

ring on rechristening him and naming
him General Grant when we got farther
north.

‘¢ I'ather,” Mrs. IFarmer'd say, ‘I've
just got to have a set of them eggs. I
reckon I'll call my rooster General Lee.’

“Then Mr. Farmer'd prove hlS c1a1m
to the All-American Tightwad. =

“‘I reckon you won't, he'd say. ‘I
ain’t got no five dollars to-squander on
such foolishness.’
~>* Tt was right here our graft come ing
It was the price that done it. After Push
had argued a while he'd turn it loose.

‘¢ Madam,’ he’d say, ‘I don’t gener-
ally spend as much time as this in ad-
vertising my business. I don’t have to.
But I want you to have a set of these eggs
because I think you deserve 'em. Why,
every place I went to yesterday they told
me the same thing. )

““Call on Mrs. Brown,” they all
said. ‘“ She’s the best chicken-raiser in
the county. If she gets a'chance at some
of them eggs, she’ll raise a rooster that'll
make (eneral Jackson look like a hum-
ming-bird.”

“¢So I feel I can relax my rules a lit-
tle. and offer a special inducement in your
case. Now, if you won’t say anything
about it to the neighbors. I tell you what
I'll do. I'll exchange a set of these won-
derful eggs for two sets of the ordinary
kind. I'll lose money by it, but you're
just the sort of person that’ll help our
business.’

‘ And she always was.
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“ After we'd got the eggs, Push would
stamp a fresh set, while I done the dri-
ving. That was my job. Also. laying
out our route and getting the eggs off by
express whenever we'd acquired enough
of ’em to make a shipment. 1t was a
cinch.

‘ One morning, near the State line, I

took the wrong turn, and we come back
into Virginia again. We likewise done
¢ The Prodigal’'s Return,’ putting it on in
style with two fatted calves.

“ The farmhouse looked familiar, and
I don't believe they’d have deceived me
if they’d had the decency to have left the
‘Fresh Paint’ sign up. They'd like-
wise fallen into the clutches of one of
these here modern Ajaxes. who go round
denying the lightning and running it into
the ground. =

“ The family.come rushing out as soon
as we hove in sight, and they was certain-
Iy glad to see us. They invited us into
the barn™- vard” and let Push get. most
through his spiel, ~while "the children
rounded up the neighbors. And I'm here
to remark that had the neighbors arrived
I believe there’d have been a lynching.
As it was, we was saved by the impatience
of our hostess. :

‘ Just as Push was saying. ¢ I'l] tell vou
what I'll do, her temper give way, and
she. let drive at him \\'it\h'the set he'd
handed her for inspection. It took him
just about where he’d have worn his dia-
mond stud if he'd had one.

“ As Shakespeare says:
scorned is hell.’ e

“‘Lock the gate. bovs, and join in’
says our host'to the darkies who was look-
ing on.

“I was in the wagon. making room for
the two new sets, when the denudement
come. I give one look at Push, and went
through the canvas like a bullet tearing a
ten-ifich hole in one of the piles of paint-
ed eggs. Before I hit the ground vou'd
have swore they was real ones.

¢ Beéat it, I vells to Push,; and we
went circling round that barn-yard like
two squirrels+n a cage, while them farm-
ers dug in the wagon and pelted us with
eggs.

““ There was plehty of ’em, and most
of 'em went home, which speaks well for
the aim of our assailants, our movements
at the time being so energetic they’d have

‘A" woman
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made the average electric fan look like a
dead snail. :

‘“ After a while we found an opening
and dug out across the fields, with the
enemy strung out behind us firing as they
ran. How long they chased us I don't
know. We just kept on moving.

“1 caught my first and second wind,
and tried for my third, and muffed it.

“Then I hung my foot in something
and done the human plow.

“‘It’s all over,' says I to myself, and
lay still, awaiting capture.

‘ After a while, as nothing happened,
I raised up and looked round. I was ly-
ing on a railroad track, and my pursuers
was nowhere in sight. Push was about
ten yards below. me, picking gravel out
of his face and swearing something terri-
ble.

“ ¢ Well says I, “it looks like we've
won the Marathon.’

“‘Any one ‘who couldn't win it with
the send-off we had is a candidate for lo-
comotive-traxia,’ says he.

* This set me to thinking about my per-
sonal appearance, so I took a look at my-
self and then one at Push. You ought to
have seen us.

“ We was omelets, we was soufflés, and
we had as many shells scattered about us
as Manhattan Beach or the grounds of a
wagon-show.” Push was the worst of the
two, as there was more of him. He looked
like the butter statuary at the county fair
on a hot day. 5

“¢Push, says I, ‘ I'm surprised that &
man who's had your theatrical training
should come out so badly in the late un-
pleasantness.’

““When I was on the stage,’ says he
with dignity, the scenery wasn’t so far

apart.’

‘¢ Well, says I, ‘ what next?’

“‘Water;” says Push. ‘If we don't
wash our clothes, some one’ll catch us
and put us in an incubator.’

“ We didn't give the wagon and horses
a thought, to say nothing of our box of
spare clothes. It's through just such little
unintentional gifts as these that the world
breaks even with the grafter, :

‘“ After we'd walked up the track for
about f6ur miles we come to a bridge.
Under it was a nice little stream, with the
bushes growing right down to the edge
of its banks, and rocks all around as big
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as houses. We crawled down and washed
our clothes.

“It wasn’t much of a job, but they
was tlean, and they still looked almost
like clothes—all except Push’s plug hat.
It looked like a black kitten that had
committed suicide by drowning. When
we was through, we spread ’em’ out to
dry on a big, flat rock that hung over the
water like the first balcony in a theater.

“ Then, having nothing to do, and be-
ing attired only in our lingerings, as the
French say, we spread ourselves out by
the clothes and took a nap.

“I've had bad dreams in my life, but
the one I had then was the double dam
of all the nightmares in the world. It
was all about me and Push bging stuck
up by a lot of things that was half farm-
ers and half General Jacksons, each of
’em with a Gatling gun loaded with eggs.

“ They chased us round for about a
million years, and then we come to a big
well, and they caught up with us, and the
guns went off all together,” and me and
Push jumped in. We went down about a
thousand miles, and then we hit the water,
and 1 woke up and found myself in the
middle of the stream, with -Push under-
neath me, half drowned.

“I got him on his feet, and he -was
pretty near scared to death.

““What is it?’ he asks. ‘The end of
the world?’

“*No,’ says I, ‘It's a bank failure’
And it was.

# “The rock we'd been lying on had
just pulled itself out like a tooth, and
had cut out the moss-growing habit.
Why we wasn'’t killed, I don’t know.-

“1 got Push ashore, and we sat on
the bank and ‘cussed and shivered and
wished we’d picked out sor-e other rock.
I reckon when they first ordered them
mountain rills, they made a mistake and
rung for ice-water.

“ After we'd got a little warm fram the
sun, I thought about our clothes, and I
come ncar fainting.
the stream, and seen it was no use. They
had departed from us, and was baried un-
der the biggest granite monument I've
ever seen.

¢ ¢ Push,” says I, ‘we’re in a °position
to make Adam look like a man on a po-
lar expedition.’

“+We are,’ says he. ‘As the lady says,

I give one look at

&
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we've nothing to wear. I'd be satisfied
with one of them athletic shirts which
are made out of three holes and a letter.’

“‘You're avaricious,’ says I. ‘I now
could get along with a pair of earrings.’

“ It's funny to talk about now, but we
couldn’t have seen the joke then if Mar-
shall P. Wilder had told it to us. We
was doing a ‘ Bahes in the Wood, with
the robin season over, and not even a buz-
zard to help us. Push began to tell me
about a man he'd heard of who built him-
self a suit out of newspapers.

‘I made him cut it out, as it wouldn’t
have helped us if he’d “done it with a
visiting-card. After that he started to
explain how people got fiber from bark
and wove it into cloth, and T begun to
get’interested.

“Just as I was figuring on a likely
lookmg tree, he told me they done this
in Africa. I knew he was lying then, as
they don’t wear as much clothes there as
we had on.

“-About thc middle of the afternoon
we heard a whistle and took to the
bushes. The train come along about ten
minutes after. It was one of these jerk-
water locals, and it was running so slow
you couldn’t have told which way it was
going .if it hadn’t been for the engine.

“'The baggage department was in the
upper half of the colored car, and both
doors was wide open. The baggage-
master was asleep on a box of express.

He had his coat and collar off, and I

don’t think I've ever seen a man who
looked more dressed up than he was.

“1 was just wishing I had his necktie
when the train hit a loose rail, and the
miracle come. There was a trunk stand-
ing near the door on our side, and the
jar toppled it over, and sent it rolling
down almost on top of us.

“¢Jim," says Push, after the train was
gone, ‘ Elijah’s got nothing on us. If
he was fed by ravens, we’ve been clothed
by the Jim Crow.’

“*Don’t be too sure,’ says I. ‘'Ten to
one this trunk belongs to a lady.’

“We got a rock and busted her open,
and then I seen things was even worse
than I'd predicted. There wasn’t any-
thing inside but a lot of tin pots and
kettles, and a few sections of stovepipe.

“¢Stung,’ says I. ‘We've drawn a
kitchen-cabinet.’



“ But Push wasn’t so downcast,

. "¢ Things might be worse,’ says he.

* This is armor.’

“*Armour?’ says I. ‘ What’s the dif-
ference? We ain't eve) got a can-
opener.’ el

“‘You don’t understand,’ says Push.
*It's what they call mail’

AR ¢ it\hadn’t come out of the ex-
press-car, I'd call it freight,” says I.

“ Then Push got mad and begun to ex-
plain.

““This is a theatrical trunk,’ says he,

*and, from the looks of it, it's full of

costures for the supers. Soldlers' used

to wear things like this a-while ago. I

guess the company must Dbe doing

5 Richard IIL.” I wish they’d been do-

ing * Julius Casar.” Then we’d dave

got some togas

“¢Which is the first time I've ever
heard that Julius was a Jap,” says I. ‘1f
this is all, they’ve done the-other gezitie-
man, for he must be a hardware drum-
mer.’

‘“ After Push got the junk sorted out,
he begun to dress me up in it. How he
done it I don’t know, but he got through
at last, and ‘even handed me a sword he'd
dug up from the bottom of the trunk.

. “*Now,’ says he, ‘you're a knight.’
“¢1 feel more like the morning aft-
er,’ says I.

“ Push leaned me up agamst a tree
while he dressed himself. After he was

through he got another  sword, and a

couple of things” that looked 11ke fire-
men's .helmets before they put the paint
on.

“‘*1\Ve'd better wear ’em,’ says he, ‘to
keep the sun off.’

‘“ When I got mine on I felt like the
human oyster.

“* Now, .sdys. Push, ‘where to?’

see1i0 the blacksmlth's,’ says T
need a handkerchief.’

“ We started off through the bushes,
meaning to strike the track on a level;
but it wasn’t much use. Every second or
two one of us would trip and fall, and
when we was down we couldn't get up
again. I don’t reckon they ever had to
hold the watch on one of them old-time
scrappers such as we was representing.
When they was down they was out.

“The swords come in mighty handy.
Push knew his business when he brought
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‘’em ’long. Every time one of us went
down, the other would hobble over to
him and pull him up with a scabbard.
If we’d both fell down at the same time,
I believe we’d be there yet.

‘. Push,’ says I, when we got to the
edge of the bushes, ‘ I reckon we’d better
cut out the track and hurnit a road. If a
train was to come 'long, we’d never get
out the way

“*¢Right, says he. ‘I don’t want to
cause any wreck. There might be some
poor widow on board.”

“We hunted round for about an hour
before we found the road. It was only
a couple of ruts that had started some
place and got lost, and just about the
time we thought we was getting some-
wheres it give out entirely. At sunset
we was stumbling round loose in a coun-
try that looked like the roller-coasters
you see at the amusement parks.

““It was just one hill after another,
with nothing on either side of ’em except
another hill. We hadn’t seen a house or
a person all day, and I reckon if any

‘one from that county was to break into

the Garden of Eden he'd think he'd
struck a congress of nations.

‘At eight-thirty the moon rose, and
we come to the biggest hill we'd seen yet.
It was all full of bushes, and it took up
so much room we come to the conclu-
sion we could make better time going
over it than round it. We was both of
us dog-tired, and we hadn't had a thing
to eat since breakfast. Likewise the ar-
mor had rubbed the skin off me all over
in spots the size of a butter-plate.

‘“¢ Push,” says I, when we got to the
top, ‘ I'm through. There’s no sense in
wearing tin clothes out of respect for a
community that isn’t present. If you’ll
lend a hand, I'll return these habiliments
to Mr. Shakespeare and call it an even
break. If he hasn’t had his pound of
flesh, he’s got enough of my skin to cover
a complete set of his works.’

“*One moment,’ says Push. ‘Do my
eyes deceive me, or is that a light?’

“1 looked at the valley, and, sure
enough, there was a deep glow Just un-
derneath us.

“¢T'll bet a thousand the only house
in the county is on fire,’ says I.

“‘T won’t take you, says
‘ You're playing your luck.’

Push.
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“We went down the hill hand over __

hand, holding on to the bushes. The
glow kept getting brighter and brighter
until, when we was half-way down, we
seen it come from a Dbig bonfire.

“Then we got a little closer, and seen
a big bunch of people sitting round the
fire, with a man standing up talking to
‘em.

“Back of ’em the woods was full of
carts and wagons, and other such means
of rural transportation.

“ We stopped about fifty feet from the
bottom to see what was doing. Push was
just ahead of me, and the drop was so
straight we had to hold ourselves on by
the bushes.

“ The people was just underneath us
with their backs to-the lee of the hill.

“ The party who was standing up was
shouting like a man calling sheep, and
his remarks was chiefly about an angel
with a flaming sword, who he said was
going to light on his audience some day,
like a bee on a flower. As soon as we
heard him we guessed the cause of the
disturbance.

“¢Jim,’ says Push, ‘we're saved. It's
an old-fashioned camp-meeting. Where
better could we find aid and suckers?’

“‘Let us descend, says I, and just
then my bush pulled out, and, as the
writers say, I suited the action to the
word.

“I hit Push somewheres below the
knees, and after that we didn’t either of
us hit anything.

“ We just bounced off the hill, and
come down on the camp-meeting like a
ton of brick.

* You ought to have seen that meeting
adjourn. They just give us one look and
vanished into thin air. The preacher set
the pace; and if any of 'em passed him,
they was going some. For a minute or
two we could hear 'em bumping round
among the trees, and then we was once
more alone in the wilds of Virginia.

“ Luckily, Push had fallen near a tree,
which he embraced, and got to his feet.
Then he pulled me up, and we took a
look round. The field was ours, and it
consisted of the fire, some hymn-books,
and enough live-stock to start a dozen
livery-stables.

“‘Well,’ says Push, ‘ we have at least
discovered a swifter means of transit.’
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“‘We have,’ says I. ‘Without exag-
geration you could call it breakneck
speed.’

“‘I'm speaking of the vehicles,’ says
Push. ‘If we pick out a good team, we
may be able to overtake some of these
al frmco enthusiasts and explain mat-
ters.’

“‘Not them,” says I. I really felt
ashamed of our feeble efforts when I seen
I reckon the next time that
preacher calls for an angel with a flaming
sword he’ll make it ‘his busmess to find
out first the angel isn't in.

“We hunted round among the teams
until we found a good pair of mules
hitched to a spring-wagon.

“* And now,’ says I, ‘how are we go-
ingeto get in without a derrick?’

“ We figured about ten minutes, and
Push had an idea.

“ ¢ The hair of the dog's good for the
bite," says he. ‘If we back the wagon to

-the edge of the hill, we can then ascend

a short way and roll down into it.’
“¢We-can, says I, ¢ if we roll-straight,
and the mules are willing. I'll take one
chance.’ :
“ After we'd got the wagom as close to
the hill as we could get it, we opened the
back and began to pull ourselves up by

the bushes. We went about ten feet and
stopped.
“‘And now,’ says I, ‘how are you

going to lay down to roll? From what
I’ve learned from this armor your knight
friends must have been a race of strap-
hangers.’

“‘There's only one way,’ says Push.
‘T'll hold on while you catch me round
the waist and topple me over very gently.
Then I'll get you round the ankles and do
the same for you.'

“‘And what do I hold while you're
performing this service for me?’ I asks.

“‘I don’t know,’ says Push. ‘Your
breath, I suppose. Let’s hurry, before
my hand gets tired.’

“TI let go my bush and grabbed Push
round the waist.

‘¢ Gently—gently,’ says he, while we
was steadying ourselves.

“ ¢ Gently it is,’ says ], and I give a
little .shove, and we went down the hill
like a shot out ef a gun—Ilocked in each
qther’s arms.

“ We hit the wagon fair and square and
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rolled clear under the front seat, making .

a noise like the wrecking of a milk-train.
“ The mules just give one snort before

they started off, and then they had to run’

sideways to keep from flying.

‘“ Of the journey that followed I will
say nothing, except to remark that Push
had sure found a more rapid means of
transit. We just bumped round inside the
wagon like a loose load of pig iron, and
the more noise we made the faster the
mules would go.

“ Whether we was en route ten minutes

or a week I've never been able to exactly

state. ~

‘“ After a while .we heard a crash, and
the mules stopped short, and we tumbled
out the back end. Just as we hit the
ground a bunch of hounds come running
up and begun to chiew on us.

“ We let ’'em chew, and T reckon they
lost enough ivory to make a set of bil-
liard-balls.

¢ Jim,’ says Push, ¢ we must be back in
civilization again, unless these dogs are
wild.

“ ¢ If they ain’-t, they will be when they
try to eat again,’ says I.

“ I got hold of one of the wagon wheels
and pulled myself up. Push done the
same. We was in a farmyard, and the
mules was standing in front of the barn,
with the stable-gate draped round their
necks.

" “A couple of hands come running up

to see what was the matter, but they

didn’t stay long. When they seen us,

they just thumped the ground once—like *

a rabbit—and disappeared.

“1 felt. something cracking under my
feet and ooked down. It was egg-shells,
and the whole ground was covered with
’em. Then I looked toward the house,
and seen by the moonlight that it was
newly painted and had a lightning-rod
on each end.
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. ““Push, says I, ‘we’ve boxed both
Fate and the compass, and we’ve won in
the last round. We're the human boom-
erangs. We've come home.’

“*“If we have, let’s make it a flying
visit,) says he. ¢ With the start they had
when we last seen ’em, our friends are
about due here now.’

““ We went in the stable, and there was
our team and wagon. Everything was
just like we’d left it, even down to our
box of clothes under the front seat. We
found an old hatchet and broke the lock,
and the way Push got me into my spare
suit would have made one of them quick-
change artists look like a woman dress-
ing for a ball.

“TI hooked up the horses while Push
made his toilet, and in five minutes more
we was beating it for the State line as
fast as we could go.

“ About seven-thirty the next mormng
we hit a little burg in Carolina, and we
stopped and put up at the hotel.

“ It was three days before we could
move round at all, and for a month we
looked like the leopard boy. -

“ And now if you don't think I've got
a right to shake hands with one of them
scrap-iron boys, you ought to read up on
the grand lodge rules.”

“Jim,” said I, ‘“you have a right to
pull his head off if you want to. But
tell me one thing more. What did you
do with the armor? Did you keep it as
a souvenir?”

“Not us,” said Wiley. “We had
what you might call a plethora of sou-
venirs. We sold the armor to pay a doc-
tor for getting rid of some of ’em.”

“ And what could any one in Carolina
want with a couple of suits of armor?"”
I asked in surprise.

Wiley smiled.

“ They wasn’t armor when we sold
‘em,” said he. ‘‘ They was patent stoves.”

THE EMPRESS.

WHo is it rules so regally the land,

7

In purple clad than Tyrian richer far?

It is the Empress Twilight, in her hand
The vesper glory of one violet star!

Clinton Scollard.
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CHAPTER 1.

THROUGH THE MEGAPHONE.

”

H, come on,” coaxed the girl
in the light summer frock,
seeking to draw her com-
panion toward the big
sight - seeing automobile
which stood Dbeside the
curb awaiting its quota of passengers. *“ I
have always pined for a chance to ride in-

‘ rubberneck - wagon,” but never could
get any one to go with-me. Do come; it
will be such a lark.” :

Her escort—a rather imposing-looking
fellow, distinctly swagger in attire—pro-
tested. He hated to render himself con-
spicuous by trundling round in so plebe-
ian a vehicle.

Still, he reflected, it is considered smart
nowadays to be a trifle unconventional;
and, since the young ladv redoubled her
persuasions on seeing liim waver, he vield-
ed in the end, and somewhat patronizing-
ly purchased a couple of tickets from the
hovering agent.

As they climbed up and took their seats
in the unwieldy car, however, he gave an
uncomfortable start and glanced sharply
round, the laugh in which he had been
indulging dying on his lips. Nothing un-
usual met his searching gaze. The sight-
seers on the car — for the most part,
gray-bearded farmers with their wives, or
young couples from the rural districts
on an evident honeymoon-trip—were all
seemingly engrossed in their own affairs,
and returned his questioning scrutiny with
Dlank unconcern,

I'he chaufteur leaned idly against the
front wheel, and the announcer, his mega-
phone held -loosely in his hand, was look-
ing up the street. The little group of by-
standers on the sidewalk waiting to watch
the start betrayed no especial interest in
him:

Yet he would have sworn that from
some one in that company had come a
signal concerning which he could not be
mistaken.

A soft whistle, low but distinct, given
in two-ascending notes, one long and one
short !

He was too familiar with the myste-
rious cail to credit that he-had heard
amiss ; but when he had once more swept
his eves round and discovered no one
whom he knew, he was forced to con-
clude that his imagination must be play-
ing him tricks.

So he settled himself back on the cush-
ions, and turned to address some jocular
remark to the young lady at his side:
but, lo! the signal sounded again, furtive
as Dbefore, but clear and penetrating—
two ascending notes, one long and one
short. . -

Angrily he straightened up, a quick
flush of vexation rising to his cheek. He
cast his glance along the row of second-
story windows above him, studied sus-
piciously the tranquil faces of his fellow
passengers, peered anxiously back into the
hotel entrance before which they stood.
and even made an excuse to lean across
two of his neighbors to see if perchance
the disturbing whistler might not be lurk-
ing on the off side of the car.
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But, as before, no one met his gaze to

whom he could reasonably ascribe the
call; and he was once more about to argue
to himself that, he had been deceived,
when the signal was repeated for the third
time.

He had been trying to tcll himself that
the whistle, peculiar though it was, had
beeri a mere coincidence; for surely if
any one were seeking to attract his-atten-
tion by means of it, he would make him-
self known.

But at this third repetition he became
convinced that it contained a more sinis-
ter meaning, and a vague glint of fear
crept into. the exasperated glare with
which he was surveying the other members
of the party: 5

- Twisting about as uneasily on his seat
as though he were enthroned upon nettles,
he was at a loss to ’know what to do. If
he left the car now, he would not only
have te render his companion some kind
of reasonable excuse, but might also in-
vite an encounter with his unknown tor-
mentor—the thing he was, for the pres-
ent, most.anxious to avoid. On the oth-
er hand, if the object of his misgivings

was aboard, to remain seemed equally

fraught with disaster.

H'e had scant time, however, to debate
the point ; for while he was still distress-
fully weighing the pros and cons, some
one shouted ‘ All aboard!” and the
chauffeur, mounting to his seat, started
the machine. \

Washington 'is a city well adapted to

sight - seeing. The many beautiful parks
and squares, together with the width of
the streets, tends to create charming vistas
along which one may glance to see some
white public building gleaming like a
Greek temple through the green of the
trees, thus affording the observer a view
of the noted edifices from many different
points and angles. :
. ‘Even the jarring grind of the * rubber-
neck-wagon’ and the raucous comments
of the leather-lunged announcer cannot
wholly destroy the soothing, restful effect
produced by the sight of so much stately
beauty.

Consequently, as the car proceeded on
its lumbering progress toward the Capi-
tol, and there came no further recurrence
of that portentous whistle, Mosby’s agi-
tation subsided aiid he even began to point
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out to his companion some of the objects
of interest along their route.

He must have been deceived, he rea-
soned plausibly, drawn by his own fears
into construing a street urchin's whistle
into the old-time signal; and he smiled
a bit contemptuously as he thought of the
old saw anent a guilty conscience.

Round through the Capitol grounds
swept the big automobile with its load of
gaping tourists, past the Congressional
Library, and then down by the east front
of the Capitol to afford a glimpse of the
House and Senate offices, the Union De-
pot, and the Government Printing. Office
off toward the north ; and with every pass-
ing moment Mosby grew more at ease,
more positive that his alarm had been
caused by a needless apprehension.

And now the chauffeur threw an an ex-
tra burst. of speed, and the announcer
rested from his labors; for they were

“-traveling through a section where ‘there

was nothing to see.

Down the hill they rolled at accelerated
pace, through the * hollow,” with its
slumlike environs, slowed up a moment
before the statue of General Albert Pike,

~and finally came to a full stop in front of

Judiciary Square.

Mosby turned to the young lady to pass
some comment on the old-fashioned court-
house, with its Doric portico fronting on
the lawn; but the words were never ut-
tered, for as the car came to a pause and
the tourists craned forward their necks to
see, faint but clear there fell again upon
his ears thé sound of the fateful whistle.

As before, he straightened up and
glared challengingly about him—like
some bull roused from peaceful grazing
by the scent of sudden danger; but again
he had to sink back, confused and mys-
tified. :

Was he losing his mind, he questioned?

He had- heard that sometimes men who,
like himself, were laboring under a heavy
strain, imagined themselves to see and
hear things which had no real existence,
and he knew that in all such cases the in-
evitable end was a gradual lapse  into
more pronounced hallucinations, and then
insanity and death.

Was this, too, to be the finish? Must
all his ambitious planning and scheming
come to naught. :

Under this stress of horror, Mosby’s
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florid face grew gray, and the cold sweat
broke out in beads underneath his hat-
band. As though in a dream, he watched
the announcer lift the wide - mouthed
phone to his lips and commence his ha-
rangue. ‘

“ To your right, ladies and gentlemen,”
bawled the man, “you will observe the
old District of Columbia Court-house,
now superseded by a more modern struc-
ture at Fourteenth and E Streets, which
we will show you later. The statue di-
rectly before you is that of Abraham Lin-
coln, and issaid to be an excellent like-
ness of the martyred President.

“ Turning to the building itself now,
you will note the somewhat antiquated
style of architecture—a mixture of the
Colonial and pure Greek. It is con-
structed of Virginia sandstone, painted
white, and was in its time deemed.a no-
table addition to the capital’'s monu-
mental edifices, although now utterly in-
adequate to the purpose for which it was
designed.

“Within its halls the great legal gi-
ants of the past have met in forensic com-
bat, and its bench has been graced by the
presence of some of the most distin-
guished jurists in our history.

‘ Here, too, have been held many fa- :

mous trials, attracting attention through-
out the length and breadth of the coun-
try—such as that of Mrs. Surratt, Charles
J. Guiteau, the Breckenridge - Pollard
case, and a number of others which you
will readily recall.

“ But not always has justice been done
underneath this roof.” The speaker’s
tone changed, and a less perfunctory note
appeared in his voice. ‘ Some years ago
a voung man, just starting out in life,
was convicted in this building and sen-
tenced to prison for a crime of which he
was no more guilty than are any of you.

“ Charged with divulging the secrets
of fhe government’s carefully guarded
wheat-crop report to a band of unscru-
pulous Chicago speculators, he found the
net of evidence so tightly wound round
his feet that he could not escape. The
world believes him guilty—you no doubt
will say he was, too, if vou remember
the case when I mention his name. But
I knew the man and all the circumstances,
and I declare to you that Garfield Doyle
was innocent!”
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The color surged back in a wave to
Mosby’s pallid face. The grim appre-
hensions in which he had been indulging
vanished as though at the touch of a ma-
gician’s wand, and in their place came
only a feeling that he must get himself
and his companion off that car as soon as
possible,

For he knew at last whence had come
the mystic signal.

He turned to the girl with a well-simu-
lated air of boredom, and proposed that
they should ‘alight.

“If you really care for.any more sight-
seeing,” he urged, “ let me get a taxicab,
and we can do it in more comfortable
fashion.”

His tone was so imperative that she
could not well disagree; so, gathering up
her parasol and one or two other feminine
belongings, she prepared to follow his
lead.

But her foot slipped upon the step, and

she might have sustained an ugly tumble
had not the announcer, with a display of
considerable agility, swung himself along
the side of the car and caught her in his
arms. ;
In doing so, however, he had to throw
his full weight on the iron railing sur-
rounding the front seat, with the’result
that the treacherous rod broke off, bent
under him, and in some way got its sharp,
jagged points inserted between his collar
and his throat.

As a consequence, although he saved
the girl from falling, he came down pret-
ty heavily himself, and was a second or
two in extricating himself from his awk-
ward entanglement. :

Meanvwhile, the cause of his accident—
blushing prettily as she regained her
footing—had started to thank him; but
she halted, with a little cry of solicitude,
as she noticed a scarlet stain spreading
across the bosom of his shirt. &3

“ Oh,” she exclaimed, * you have hurt
yourself in saving me! The sharp end of
that rod has cut you. You are hurt,” she
repeated wildly, noting his sudden pallor
and an involuntary compression of his
lips—* badly hurt!”

‘It is nothing,” the man insisted, hur-
riedly turning up his coat to hide the tell-
éale crimson ; and Mosby, interposing un-

er.pretense of making an examination,
verified his statement.
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- While the two heads were bent togeth-
er there had been a brief interchange of
words.

“ Get her away quick,” whispered the
injured man. ‘“I’'ve got to beat it to a
doctor. But, first,” he added in some-
what peremptory fashion, * tell me where
I can see you—Ilater.”

Mosby hesitated a_ moment then mut-
tered sullenly :

‘“ At the Brinkhaven to-night at eight.
Call for John P. Braden.” 0,

‘ Are you sure he was not badly hurt? "

asked the girl again, as Mosby deftly
steered her up a by-street and out of

sight.

‘ Certainly,” a bit testily. ‘“ As I told
you, it is only a mere scratch.”

“Not much more, anyway, worse

luck!” he was growling to himself. “I
wish to Heaven he had broken his con-
founded neck!”

-~

CHAPTER II

4«

TOLD TO A ‘‘ FRIEND.” i

"HEAVY scowl rested on Mosby’s
dark features as he sat in his lux-
urious suite of rooms at the fash-

ionable Brinkhaven and puffed furiously
at the long, black cigar between his lips.

Why had this fellow come into his life
again whom he -had believed dead, or
-gone to the dogs years ago?

What reason could he have for so in-
sistently demanding an interview?

Above all, what effect was the incident
going to have upon a certain ticklish
enterprise in prospect?

These were Mosby’s thoughts; and, as
several untoward contingencies presented
themselves to his mind which might re-
sult from the encounter of the afternoon,
his scowl grew darker, and he vented his
feelings in muttered curses against his
ill-luck.

His principal concern at the moment,
however, was how best to comport him-
self during the approaching conference;
and, after some treflection, he decided that
his attitude would most suitably be one
of friendly indifference, courteous but
businesslike.

He might appear interested in the af-
fairs of his old acquaintance, might even
offer him advice regarding his plans and
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purposes ; but he must on no account be-
tray that he felt the slightest personal
solicitude as to anything the other might
be intending to do.

He hastened, therefore, to smootl the
frown from his brows and adopt a more
tranquil exp'ression, as the boy knocked
at the door to announce the presence of
Mr. Garfield Doyle; and a moment later,
‘with a fair simulation of heartiness, he
was greeting his visitor, who, although
pale and carrying his left side a little
stiffly, showed otherwise no especial bad
effects from the casualty .of the after-
noon.

-He brushed aside, too, Mosby’s rather

-overdone inquiries as to the damage in-

flicted, and with a slightly ironic smile
let his eyes rove over the handsomely fur-
nished apartment.

‘““ A bit different,” he commented,
“ from the quarters in which I last saw
you. Cell No. 216, with its iron bed-
stead and tin wash - basin, didn't have
quite so snany modern conveniences, eh,

. Mosby? "
¢ Sh h!” with quick irritation. “Let
us omit any references to the past; one

never knows who may be within hearing
in a place like this. And, above all, don't
use that name. I am known now as Bra-
den—John P. Braden.

“ By the way,"” he went on, with a dis-
approving shake of the head, “ I see you
still cling to Garfield Doyle. Bad policy,
my lad; bad pqlicy. A name is like a
suit of clothes; when it becomes soiled,
the sooner one changes it the better.”

“Not for me,” retorted the other.
“ There’s no dirt on my name which be-
longs there, and I propose to stick by it
until I get off what has been put there
by other people. I remember that you
gave me the same advice about changing
my name when we were at Moundsville
together ; but I never could see the ques-
tion in quite the same light as you did.
At any rate, I've stuck by Garfield Doyle
so far, and I guess I'll keep on for a
while longer.”

“With what success?” There was
scarcely an attempt to conceal the sneer
in the question.

“Well, not the best, I'll have to con-
fess. In fact, the name has proven a
heavy handicap to me in everything I
have attempted. No sooner would I land
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in a decent berth than some one would
happen along who remembered ‘the old
scandal.

“ Then it would simply be a matter of

handing me my walking papers. As you
probably know, there are very few places
open to a man who has worn the stripes.”

Mosby, or Braden, nodded compre-
hendingly, and after a pause the other
went on.

“.T knocked around the West for a long
time after getting out,” he said, “ roving
about from place to place with the idea
of earning enough money to reopen my
case ; but finally I saw that I was tack-
ling the wrong end of the proposition.
If I was ever to hold a decent job again,
I had first to prove my innocence of the
old charge and clear my name.

“ Tt meant lots of work, I knew, for I
would have to dig out the truth alone and
unaided But I reasoned that, since it
had to be done, the sooner I got at it the
better ; so I came back here, and have put
in about six months now, trying to un-
ravel the tangled snarl. My job,” with
a smile, “ gives me a living, and I have
plenty of time on the outside to devote
to my purpose.V

“ And have you discovered anything? "

Had Doyle been in the slightest degree
suspicious, he could hardly have failed to
note the tremble of eagerness in the ques-
tion.

“Yes; I believe I have. In fact, un-
less T am wofully mistaken, the same
game by which I was trapped is being
‘worked again, and by the same old gang.
I got my first clue to what was going on
by reading of the renewed activity of
those people in the market reports from
Chicago, and since then I have noted
many indications here which strongly-
tend to confirm my suspicions.”

“ But, even supposing this to be true,
how will that help you?”

“ Why, don't you see? When the ex-
plosion comes, and all the rascals scam-
per to cover, leaving some poor innocent
scapegoat of a clerk to bear the blame,
just as was done with me, I will be on
hand to disclose the falsity of their
charges. By watching secretly now, I can
hardly fail to discover who is the real in-
formant of these sharks, and who it is
they are preparing to sacrifice.

“Then I will put a flea in the prospec-
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tive victim’s ear which will enable him
to protect himself, and at the crucial mo-
ment turn the tables upon his accusers,
proving at the same time that my down-
fall was due to a similar conspiracy.”

“You have as yet, though, no evidence
pointing to any particular person?”
asked Mosby hastily.

Doyle hesitated a moment, and, step-
ping to the door, glanced up and down
the corridor to make sure that no one
.could pbssibly be within hearing.

“Yes,” he confided upon his return,
“I have. Unless I have misread every
sign in the workings of the department,
the man responsible for the leaks is no
one less than Assistant Secretary James
Reed, and the chap they have picked out
to ruin is a young fellow in the chief stat-
istician’s office, named Roland Morgan.”

Mosby gave a start at the mention of
these names, and hurriedly shifted his
position, so as to prevent the light from
falling on his face.

Unnoticing his agitation, however, the
other went on: ‘It is because of ny cer-
tainty that I am on the right track that I
have come to you.”

“To me?” hoarsely. ‘ What the dick-
ens do I know about such matters? ”

- ““ Nothing, of course; yet you can be
of very material help to me. You are ac-
quainted with Reed, I know, for I saw
you dining with him here at the Brink-
haven last night. Then, you are in the
brokerage business. You see, I am quite
wise to your movements, Mr. John P.
Braden,” he broke off with a light laugh.

“T have been seeing you round town
for several days past; but I didn’t intend
to bother you with my affairs until I saw
you with Reed last night, and then T de-
cided to seek your aid, though I was at
a bit of a loss how best to approach you.
A good many people round here still re-
member me, and I didn’t want to compro-
mise you in any way.

“ Your_getting on the car to-day, how-
ever, gave me my opportunity, and I tried
to make myself known to you through the
old prison whistle. You stared about in
every direction but the right one, though;
so finally I was forced to make a little
addition to my regular lecture, and prac-
tically tell you who I was.”

“Well, you can hardly blame me for
not recognizing you at once,” said Mosby,
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fencing a little in order to give himself
time to reflect. * You have grown older
and more settled-looking ; and then, too,
the fnustache makes quite a change in
your appearance.”

He was thinking also, although he did
not say so, that there had come a far
more resolute and purposeful expression
to the other’s face. If he was any judge
of physiognomy, this was not a man to
be readily dissuaded or turned aside from
any object he had in view; and Doyle
confirmed this diagnosis by immediately
returning to the question at issue.

“Yes,” he said impatiently, “I have
changed, no doubt ; but I haven’t forgot-
ten the old friendship any more than I
believe you have—Mos—Braden. You
will do this thing I want, won’t you?”

“ For instance?"”

“ Well, chiefly to find out for certain
that Reed is the colored gentleman in the
wood-pile.

“ And how do *you expect me to accom-
plish it? -You don’t imagine, do you, that
he is giving himself away to every man
with whom he happens to take dinner?”

“ By no means. Still, it ought to be
easy for a man in your line, if at all inti-
mate with him, to find out whether or
not he is corrupt.
to do, merely sound him, and learn if he
is willing to listen to a crooked proposal.

‘ If he nibbles, I will know that I have
made no mistake, and can then proceed
to perfect my plans. You'll help me so
far, at least, for the sake of old times,
won't you, dear chap?”

Mosby squinted down his nose, and
pretended to consider. ‘As a matter of
fact, he could have given the desired in-
formation without the slightest difficulty
then and there; for he was a prominent
factor in the very deal with Reed which
Doyle was trying to nose out.

Indeed, his little dinner with Reed the
night before had been for the express
purpose of arranging the details for their
projected coup.

A corfidence man sent up for a short
term for petty ‘swindling, Mosby had
made the acquaintance of Garfield Doyle

at the penitentiary, and by his plausible

address and persuaswe tongue had small
difficulty in convincing the younger pris-
oner that he, too, had been the victim of
a grave injustice.
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That is all I want you,

-future reference.
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The two became friends; and on one
occasion when Mosby was' stricken with a
contagious fever, Doyle, volunteering to
nurse him, had given such devoted care
and untiring ministration that the doctors
frankly conceded him the credit of saving
the other’s life.

Mosby at first was rather inclined to
take his comrade’s protestations of inno-
cence with a grain of salt—according to
his own account, pretty nearly every man
in any of our penal institutions is a ma-
1igned saint—but as he"came to know the
lad better, and to gain a fuller under-
standing of the events which had brought
about his downfall, he changed his mind.

Then was born in his scheming brain
the suggestion that he himself might profit
by a similar undertaking.

Hitherto Iis talents had been employed
chiefly in the commission of lesser ras-
calities; but he could see no reason, if
he had the necessary knowledge to backe
him, why he might not just as well oper-
ate upon a wider scope; and that, too,
with far less danger of coming into un-
pleasant contact with the police.

Therefore, he probed the convicted
government clerk diligently, not only as
to the methods and practises which had
been in vogue in handling the business of
his department, but also as to the various
crafty moves by which-the conspirators
had succeeded in shifting the responsi-
bility to his shoulders; and thus, in the
end, gained a pretty clear conception of
just how the trick had been accomplished.

His confidence-man’s mind, working
along more devious courses, was able to
perceive significance in trifles to which
Doyle and his attorneys had been blind ;
and so, to fill in blanks in the young fel-
low’s story which changed the entire as-
pect of the case.

He made no mention of these discov-
eries to his companion, however ; but kept
them securely locked in his breast for
Then, when his time
was up, and the prison pallor had worn
off, he took a new name, made changes in
hls personal appearance, and set about
putting his information to use.

It took him a long time; for those with
whom he sought to identify himself were
men high up in the worlds of politics and
finance, not lightly to be accosted on so
ticklish a subject.
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He could afford to wait, though, and
fortune favored him in a way; so at last
his day came.

He had to pretend a greater knowledge
than he really possessed; but * putting
up a bluff,” "as he often said, was his
chief stock in trade, and the deductions
he had drawn from poor Doyle's confi-
dences were so accurate, in fact, that he
had even less difficulty than he antici-
pated in imposing upon the bigger scoun-
drels and bringing them to terms.

He was able, too, to suggest several
valuable improvements upon the former
scheme of operations; so that when he
proposed another campaign of loot along
the same lines, his new associates not only
acceded to the plan, but entrusted the
management of the affair to.his hands
with a promise of the lign’s share of the
expected booty.

And was he now to be deprived of this
rich haul for which he had been planning
and working so hard ;
of a lifetime fail in the very hour of frui-
tion, simply because an unlucky rat of a
wovernment clerk was obsessed with the
sllly notion of rehabilitating -his good
name?

“ No, by Jove!” he gritted between his
teeth. He was sorry for Doyle, of
course — the fellow had been a stanch
friend to him, all right, in the old prison
days—and in a less vital matter he would
have been glad to lend a helping hand.
But there must be no interference in this
affair. No, not even if—

And with the unspoken thought there
came into the ex-convict’s eyé a glint of
such sinister and threatening significance
that Garfield Doyle might have done well
to heed the warning.

CHAPTER IIL _
A PROPOSITION AND ITS AN‘S\VER.

‘T was characteristic of Mosby that, al--

though he did not shrink from the

contemplation of a dark alternative,
in case Garfield should refuse to be
eliminated from the problem, he was dis-
posed first to try: tactics of strategy and
craft.
. Therefore it suited him to assume an
expression. of skepticism mingled with an
air of fatherly good-will, when Doyle,

to see this stroke .

. I’ll warrant, too, th® i
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having waited what seemed a reasonable

~time for him to ponder the question, in-

terjected a somewhatimpatient, “ Well? ”

Mosby affected to come to himself
with a slight start,

- Why, certainly, I will do what you
wish, dear boy. You should have known
that without taking the trouble to ask.
But I have been sitting here, wondering
if it could possibly be true that your sus-
picions concerning Secretary Reed are
correct? 3 <

“I know the man, you see; am per-
haps closer to him than any other per-
son engaged -in market transactions, and
I am sure that if he were at-all inclined
to deal in the way you suggest, he would
approach me first.

“Yet I am frank to tell you that I
have never detected even the slightest
disposition of such sort on his part. To
the contrary, he has always shown him-
self over-conscientious to my mind; so
upright that his tendency, as the saying
goes; is “to lean over backward.’”

‘“ Ah, but that is his- cunning,” in-
terrupted Garfield ardently. * He real-
izes that you are too straight to join in
his shady maneuvers, and so acts a part
when he is with you.”

Mosby himself could ‘hardly restrain
a smile at so ingenuous a tribute.

“No, I don't think so,” he said with a
judicial shake of the head. ‘‘ We brok-
ers cannot- afford to be too scrupulous in
certain directions, and Reed is familiar
-with One or two instances where J have
—well, stepped over the line, so to speak.
Consequently, I am sure he would feel
no hesitation in opening up to me, if any
idea of the kind was on his mind.

“To be candid, Doyle,” leaning back
in his chair, and lighting a fresh cigar,
“I think you are stirring up a mare's
nest. '

“ Oh, don’t misunderstand me,” as the
other gave a quick gesture of impatience.
“I will put your friend Reed thraugh
the’sifting-machine for ¥ou all right, and

there is a grain
of graft in his compogition, it will have
come to the surface be¥ore I get through
with him. .

“ But, if I do, and he comes through
immaculate, I want you to promise me in
return that you will give up the hope-
less task upon which you are engaged.”
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‘“ Hopeless?” with energy. 3

“ Yes, hopeless; for even though you
prove your innocence, what will it profit
you? You have been in the penitentiary,
and you cannot live it down. Fhere will
always be some people who believe you
guilty, no matter if the evidence to the
contrary is as clear'as the Ten Com-
mandments.

“I don’t believe from what you have
told me of your case, and from what I
know of the manner in which such things
are covered up, that you will be able to
ferret out the real truth; yet you are
wasting the best years of your life in the
endeavor, and from constant brooding
over the subject have got so now that
you see bugaboos, and suspect people
who are above suspicion.

“1I, too, was tnjustly convicted and
imprisoned,”* spreading back his big
chest, “but I didn’t allow a thing like
that to feeze me for long. Not much.
1 let the dead old past bury its dead,
and made a fresh start. My old name
was irretrievably ruined for my uses, so
I took a new one; and if I do say it
myself, there are very few names which
are moré generally respected than that
of John P. Braden.

* “TI have made money, and expect to
make a great deal more, I move in the
best society, belong to the most exclusive
clubs, and enjoy life in the way which
suits me best. 'Don’t you really believe
I have been wiser than if I had con-
tinued on, mussing over soiled linen, and
possibly have ended up—no offense—as
the shouter on a ‘ rubberneck-wagon'?”

He had risen to his feet and com-
menced pacing the floor while he was de-
livering this exordium; and now as he
passed beside Garfield’s chair, his big,
showy form, towering up to a good six
feet two, and his undeniable air of suc-
cess, seemed to afford a practical demon-
stration of his claims.

“ Think it over, my boy,” he said,
dropping his hand affectionately to the
other’s shoulder, ‘“ and see if you don’t
agree with me that you are making a
mistake. Eh?" -

“ What is the matter?” For at this
touch, Doyle had drawn back sharply,
wincing as though in pain.

‘ Oh, nothing—or, if you must know
the truth, I was worse hurt this after-
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noon than I have been letting on, or
than we imagined at the time. In fact,
down underneath the collar that bloom-
ing old rod just about ripped my throat
open, and I got so weak from loss of
blood, just after you left, that they had
to rush me to the doctor’s on a shutter.
It took five stitches to close the thing up.

“Still,”” he granted, “I guess I'm
lucky at that; for the doctor said the
swipe I got only missed puncturing the
jugular by a hairbreadth.

“ He told me, too, that I'd got to be
mighty careful how I allowed myself to
be bumped or jostled round, as the
slightest jar might bring on a really
serious hemorrhage and prove my finish.
So,” smilingly, * please e careful in the
future how you brandish that heavy
right hand of yours round, when I am in
the vicinity."”

“Oh, I am sorry you are hurt,” ex-
claimed Mosby with genuine feeling, for
except where his own selfish interests
were affected, he was by no means de-
void of a certain kindness. * Miss Hunt-
er will be all broken up, too, when she
learns of it.”

“ Hunter?” queried Doyle, a quick
flicker of interest in his eye as he heard
the name.

“ Yes, only daughter of Senator Hun-
ter from Idaho. You know her?”

“Oh, no. No, I don’t know her.”

“I thought perhaps you did from the
way you spoke.” He hesitated a mo-
ment. ‘‘ Between ourselves, I don’t mind
telling you that I expect some day to
make Miss Hunter my wife.”

Doyle seemed anything but elated at
this piece of news.

“ Ah,” he said stiffly, “ I suppose, then,
congratulations are in order?”

“Well, no; hardly that just yet
a while,” admitted Mosby. *‘ But,” with
a wink, “ there is an understanding—a
very good understanding. Not so bad
for a chap who has come up in the world
by his own unaided efforts, is it, my boy,
to get a girl like that with six millions
in money back of her?”

“ And is she willing to overlook the
fact that you have worn stripes?"

“ Willing to overlook— Good Heav-
ens, Garfield, you must be joking. You
don’t suppose for a minute that I would
tell her a thing like that, do you? No,
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siree, Bob, not if the-court knows itself.
I am John P. Braden to her, just as I
am to the rest of the world.

“ And that reminds me, by the way,
that you haven’t’ yet given me an an-
swer to my question,” he went on with
sudden recollection. * Come, is it a bar-
gain? If I can show you that your sus-
picions in regard to Reed are unfound-
ed, you will agree to drop this silly
quest, and to devote your time and
talents to something more worth while?

“TI'll tell you: say that you'll drop
the thing now, and I'll take you into my
office to-morrow. In five years’ time,
you'll -be earning an.income which ‘will
top that of any government job, from
the President’s down—"

But Garfield was deéaf to his persua-
sions. s

“ No,” he said slowly,%realize that
there is a good deal in what fou say, and
I appreciate your kindness, old man, a
good deal more than I can tell you; but
I guess,” and again that gleam of dog-
ged determination came into his eyes,
‘ that since I hyave stuck to the game this
long, I'll play it through to tire end.”

The baffled schemer concealed his dis-
appointment fairly well.

“ Just as you please, of course,’ he
commented indifferently. “ I was merely
trying to advise you for your own good,
and I shall be only too happy to see you
succeed in the way you prefer. I will
sound Reed for_.you at my earliest op-
portunity, and will report to you as soon
as I have reached a definite conclusion.”

“ No,"” demurred Doyle, rising to his
feet. )
to do that after all, seeing that he is
such a particular friend of yours. There
are other ways in which I can find out
about him just as well.”

“ What other ways?"

Some hovering good angel must have
whispered a hint of <aution in Gar-
field’s ear.

“I don't think, perhaps, I had better
italk of that,” he-hesitated. ‘‘ Not that
I distrust you at all, you understand ; but
it sometimes seems to me as though mere-
ly giving voice to one’s purposes weakens
them and makes them of less avail. Per-
haps I am silly, but at any rate that is
the way I feel about it.

“And now I guess I will he saying

“1I don’t think I will trouble you
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gbod night,” extending his hand. “Ouch!
be careful of my shoulder.” For Mosby
had inadvertently jostled against him in
seeking to reach his hat.

At that quick exclamation the broker
paused suddenly, and stooped hurriedly
over as though to pick up somethmg
Yrom the floor. ‘When he again raised
his head, his features were under- perfect
control, but there was a faint flush of
excitement on his cheek.

“By the way,” he asked evenly,
‘“ where is it you live, Garfield? I might
want to drop in on you some evening.”

‘“Oh, I have a room over in the South
East for the present, near the corner of
Seventh and G. I am hardly in shape
to receive visitors, though, unless I
should put you on the fire-escape, for
the place is so small that I have to edge
in sideways .myself.”

“ Seventh and . G—South East eh?
That is quite a distance from here. You
will have to take a car to-night of
course? [ 3]

“No, I think I shall walk it. There
are several things I want to turn over in
my mind, -and a .good 'long stroll will
help me to puzzle them out. Good
night again, and thank you for all your
good advice, even though I can’t see my
way clear to accepting it.’

After the departure of his visitor, Mr.
John P. Braden sat for several moments
sunk in reverie.

Then he rose with an air of decision,
and rummaging through his closet,
brought to light a heavy muffler and an
old, soft’ felt hat.

With these stuffed unobtrusively under
his coat, he sauntered out %o the eleva-
tor, and through the crowded. hotel of-
fice to the main entrance of the Brink-
haven, where he called acaband directed
that he be driven to Pennsylvania Av-
enue and Seventh Street South East.

Arriving dt this destination, he dis-
missed the cab, watched it unﬁl it was
out of sight, then depositing his own hat
in the fence corner of a neighboring
yard, puiled the slouch-hat he had
brought with him dowm over his eyes
and .wound the mufer up about his chir
so as to conceal his features. 2

Thus accoutered, he walked dowr
Seventh Street—in that section of the
city almost as dark and unfrequented a:
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the street of a country village—and
took his stand near the corner of G,
well concealed in the shadow of a big

elm-tree along the sidewalk.

CHAPTER 1V.
A BLOW IN THE DARK.

EANWHILE Garfield Doyle was

l . stepping briskly along homeward.

Down the brilliantly lighted av-

enue he swung, and cutting across the

Capitol grounds, branched oft into the
quiet, residential South East.

In this part of town, the inhabitants,
being working people for the most part,
retire early ; and the sight of a light aft-
er ten o'clock in any of the houses is al-
most prizma facie evidence of sickness or
some unusual occurrence within.

The street-lamps, too, are few and far
between, with the tree-shaded thorough-
fares arching like tunnels of gloom from
one to another of the faint oases of illu-
mination.

Moreover, since the district is peace-
able and law-abiding, but few policemen
are assigned to it; .all- which circum-
stances would seem to render it a likely
place for hold-ups, and one to be trav-
ersed warily by the belated pedestrian.

Doyle, however, experienced no.feel-
ing of timidity. ;

In the first place, he had nothing of
which to be robbed; and, secondly, his
mind was so full of other thoughts that
he never once considered the contin-
gency.

As he had said to Mosby, he had
several things upon which he wished to
meditate ; yet, strange as it may seem,
the one topic which kept uppermost in
his brain, and which for the time being
crowded out even the consideration of
plans looking toward his longed-for vin-
dication, was the announcement of mat-
rimonial intentions made by his quon-
dam cell-mate.

‘The memory of Miss Hunter's ex-
quisite, animated face, as he had seen
her sitting on the car, rose before him;
the quick light of svmpathy which had
sprung into her brown eyes when she
saw that he was hurt.

He recalled the contrite, pitying ca- -

dences of her musical voice. remembered
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her alert, upright carriage as she had
walked away, the nimbus of her golden
hair underneath the wide brim of her
summer hat. a

Could it: be, he asked himself petu-
lantly, that a girl like that,.delicate, re-
-fined, princess-like, according to one’s
ideal of what a princess should really
be, was actually contemplating marriage
with such an unmitigated cad as Mosby?

For, be it confessed, that the late in-
terview had served to greatly change
Doyle’s estimate of his old comrade.

When he had. first met the incarcer-
ated confidence man, he had been a lad
of twenty-one, impressionable, easily im-
posed upon by the other’s specious pre-
tenses, but now he was seven years older,
with an experience of hard knocking up
against the world which ‘made him ca-
pable of gaging men at pretty nearly

- their true value.

‘It had not taken him long to-night
to detect the innate coarseness and in-
sincerity of Mosby's nature under the
veneer of polish which he wore.

- True, ‘he did not suspect for a mo-
ment that the fellow was false to ‘him.
Loyal as the day himself, he regarded
the other’s crafty endeavor to wean him
from his purpose as honestly given coun-
sel, inspired solely by the desire to bene-
fit an old friend. Yet he could not dis-
guise to himself that he had felt as
though he were within tainted and un-
wholesome atmosphere while he was in
Mosby’s company.

He breathed more freely now that he
was in the open air, and he removed his
hat to let the breeze ruffle through his
hair, as might one who had come out
from the infection of a sick-chamber.

Especially had he been disgusted by
the broker’s offensive manner in allu-
ding to his prospective bride.

“A girl with six millions in money
back of her,” he had said; and it was
evident that in Mosby's eyes the six mil-
lions was not the least of Miss Hunt-
er’s charms.

Then, too, there had been that flat and
contemptuous refusal to acquaint the girl
with the secret of his past.

Was it fair to permit her to go to the
altar in ignorance of the fact that the
man to whom she gave herself was an
ex-convict?
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Should she be allowed thus unwitting-
ly to build her life’s happiness dpon a
concealed volcano which might at any
moment open to engulf her in its depths?

Garfield realized the utter futility of
appealing further to Mosby on the sub-
ject. The latter had announced his in-
tentions too stubbornly and emphatically
to admit of any hope that he could be
swerved from his position.

But there was another way in which
the truth could be made known—by a
straightforward statement to Miss Hunt-
er's father; and as Doyle pondered the
question, he was very strongly persuaded
that the exigencies of the case justified
such an act of seeming treachery.

Nor did he have any fear that his
story would pe doubted; for though he
had spoken truly whén he said that he

did not know Miss Hunter, hewould

have been forced to return a very differ-
ent answer to a question as to whether or
not he was acquainted with the Senator.

Indeed, the latter was Garfield’s own
mother’s cousin, and on first coming to
Washington had shown a marked par-
tiality for *his promising young kinsman.
He was a rather lonely man at that
time, for his family was detained in the
West through the invalidism of his wife,
and often he would drop iir.of an eve-
ning at Doyle’s modest lodgings to have
the boy go out to dinner or to the thea-
ter with him.

‘When the blow fell, however, which
stamped the young government clerk
with the brand. of obloquy and dis-
grace, Senator Hunter’s feelings. had
changed.

Afraid that his political prestige would

be endangered, furious that scandal
should be attached to one so closely con-
nected to himself, his resentment caused
him to regard the offender in the most
prejudiced light, and to look upon the
mere accusation_as an absolute proof of
guilt.

He declined to take the slightest in-
terest in the defense of hxs former pro-
tégé; and when Doyle in his direst
extremity, appealed to him to use his in-
fluence toward securing a thorough in-
vestigation of the department, and all
the_ circumstances of the case, turned
down the plea with almost brutal in-
sensibility.
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Then, in his bitterness, Garfield had
sworn never to exchange words with his
distinguished relative again unless it

were to revile him as a coward and
sneak, and had cheerfully hoped for
him all the misfortunes which Fate

might hold in her quiver; yet now he
was meditating an amicable call upon
the Senator, and- a mission of genume
philanthropy.

Strange, the influence that a palr of
melting brown eyes will sometimes have!

“I'll do nothing underhanded in the
matter, though,” he muttered to himself.
“I will first give Mosby another chance
to do the square thing; but if “he re-
fuses, I shall tell him plainly, what._ I
propose to do, and then go and do it."”

He was now only about half a
block from home; and as he reached
this decision, he stepped out with acceler-
ated pace, for he realized that it was
getting late, and if he would be up be-

“times on the morrow, he had better be

using the night's remaining hours for
sleep.

But as he passed along, a muffled;
slouch-hatted figure which had been

“lurking in the shadow of a huge elm,

stepped suddenly out behind him, and
dealt him a stunning blow along the
side of the jaw.

Without a moan, or even a quiver of
the limbs, Doyle fell to the sidewalk like
a log, while from the reopened wound
in his throat gushed out acrimson tide.

His assailant paused merely long
enough to bend over his unconscious
form and make sure that the work was
well done.

Then, straightening up, he stole swift-
ly away into the darkness.

CHAPTER V.
N TRUSTWORTHY HANDS.”

T is a peculiar provision of nature for
the safeguarding of the human body,
that complete unconsciousness tends

to check a flow of blood. :

If Doyle had been bumped and bat-
tered so as ta open his wound, and had
yet retained his senses, he might have bled
to death before he could have reached
assistance.

As it was, however, the “ knockout "
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blow administered to him materially re- Patrolman O'Flaherty found the
duced the drain upon his circulatory sys-  man bleeding and unconscious on

tetn; and though he lost enough of the
vital fluid to make the spot where he lay
a very fair imitation of a shambles, he
was still alive and capable of resuscita-

tion, when a stray policeman passing that

way within the half hour *¥ound him and
had him conveyed to a neighboring hos-
pital.

The manner of “ finding "’ him was by
stumbling over his prostrate form, it nray
be mentioned, and * first aid to the in-
jured " was a period of fervent Hibernian
profanity over the damage wrought to the
knees of a pair of new trousers. But as
no especial harm resulted thereby—ex-
cept to the trousers—that is manifestly
another story.

It is “another story,” too, perhaps,
though not without a certain direct bear-
ing, that the newspaper men of Washing-
ton were that night celebrating ‘one of
their famous * Gridiron Club’ dinners,
and that consequently the reporters as-
signed to the hospital where Garfield had
been taken were not as wide-awake the
next morning as on ordinary occasions.

Had they been they could hardly have
failed to dig out the fact that the “ rub-
berneck - coach ”  lecturer brought in
bleeding and unconscious the night be-
fote was the same “ G. Doyle” who had
been the central figure in the great wheat-
crop léak scandal of seven years lefore.

That would have been a great story,
and in working it up the “boys” must
surely have stumbled on the further in-
teresting detail that the initial injury had
been caused by his gallant rescue of the
daughter of the Senator from Idaho. But
alas for the previous evening's wassail
and merrymaking—the possible first-col-
umn head-liner developed into nothing
more startling than a brief paragraph
under the head of * City Jottings' on
the fourth page.

The afternoon paper to which Senator
Hunter subscribed even got the name of
the patient wrong, and stated that:

]

George Moyle, an employee on one of
the “ Seeing Washington” automobiles,
was brought in to St. Genevieve's Hos-
pital late last night, suffering from col-
lapse and loss of blood, due to an in-
-jury which he had received while on
duty the day before.

Seventh Street S. E. But Moyle can-
not give any explanation for his condi-
tion. It is supposed, however, that he
must have stumbled and struck his head
against the sidewalk, as there is a dis-
tinct bruise along the side of his left
jaw.

Brief and inaccurate as was this suc-
cinct account, however, Miss Martina
-Hunter had' small difficulty, when her
eye chanced to. light upon the obscure
paragraph, in recognizing therein her
chivalric preserver of the day before.

‘ Oh, papa, listen to this,” she.cried,
reading the item aloud in a trembling
voice: “ That is undoubtedly the man
who saved me from falling. I knew he
was hurt worse than he would admit.

“ Just think,” in awestruck tones, * he
might have died from it, and then I would
have been a murderer. Oh, the poor fel-
low! I must go to the hospital the- first
thing in the morning, to find owt how he

-is getting along, and take him some fruit
-and flowers.”

The Senator, who had glanced up from
the perusal of a rather weighty report at
his daughter's excited interruption, nod-
ded assent. His chief sentiment was one
of profound relief that Martina had not
been brought into unpleasant notoriety
through the affair.

“ Do so, by all means,” he said. * The
fellow seems to have .a head on his
shoulders net to let them make a big news-
paper. yarn out of the story. It will be a
very gracious act on your part to show
him some attention, and one which he will
no doubt appreciate. After his recovery,
I will have Hastings look him up, and if
he is worth the effort, we will see whether
we can't do something for him.”

Accordingly, the next. morning Miss
Hunter, looking like a winsome feminine
Santa Claus, so loaded down was she with
baskets and boxes of fruit, repaired to St.
Genevieve'’s, and having been conducted
to the wounded hero's couch, was sur-
prised to find him quite as personable and
well-bred as any of the young men she
was accustomed to meet in society.

What was a man of this sort doing in
the ‘position where she had first seen him?
—she could not help wondering.

A touch of mystery, especially if the
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object thereof possesses wistful, dark eyes
-and a somewhat melancholy expression,
is an attraction which no woman can re-
sist ; and therefore it is by no means sur-
prising that Martina’s penitence for the
havoc she had wrought caused her to make
more than one visit to the hospital.
Neither can it be asserted with truth
that Garfield did anything to discourage
these visits. Nay, more than that, he de-
liberately and shamelessly permitted her
to rest under the misapprehension con-
cerning his name into which she had been
led by the newspaper article, for he
.shrewdly suspected that had her father
even the remotest suspicion as to his real

identity, the showing of * gracious, little ~

attentions ” would be very promptly dis-
continued.
Accordingly, “ Mr. Moyle” Le was to

her during their first interview, and “ Mr.
Moyle” he remained throughout 'the
period of his convalescence.

Moreover, about the time that he was
to be discharged from the hospital, Hast-
ings, the Senator’s agent and man of busi-
ness, called one day to offer him a posi-
tion. Senator Hunter, it seemed, owned a
good deal of real estate, and he wanted
some capable young man to lopk after it.
Would “ Mr. Moyle” care to ¢onsider
undertaking a situation of the sort?

“ Mr, Moyle” upon reflection decided
that he would. He felt less compunction
about entering his relative’s employ under
an assumed name than he would have
in case of a stranger.

Besides, he knew that he was competent
to handle the business, and he therefore
could see no good reason why he should
refuse the plum this unexpectedly
dropped in his lap, especially as he would
still have ample time aside from his duties

“to pursue his quest for vindication.

Instructed to make a favograble report,
if possible, Hastings asked few questions,
none of an embarrassing character, and
the arrangement was accordingly soon
concluded, with the result that upon leav-
ing the hospital Garfieldnentered at once
upon his new job. -

For once the inevitable infermant
against the man who has worin stripes
kept his peace. Those who knew Doyle,
seeing him in the Senator’s employ, sup-
posed of course “that the latter was cog-
nizant of the identity of his agent, and
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that the new name had beeif taken at his
behest, solely to avoid unpleasant re-
marks.

Seven years, however, is a long time,
bringing with it many changes, so there
were not many people after all who con-
nected the rather sober, businesslike
young man with the blithe, merry lad who
had come such a cropper over half a
decade before. ;

John P. Braden could, of course, have
punctured thi a bit,- and would no

doubt have ddne so, but he had been sum-

moned to Chicago the day after the as-
sault upon Garfield, and consequently
did not know what was going on.

In truth, matters with the syndicate of
speculators, for all Mosby’s assumption
of prosperity and well-being, were by no
means on a harmonious footing.

His associates considered that he had
been spending too much money in wining
and dining politicians for the results so
far- achieved, and for some weeks past
had been loudly clamoring for a showing.

Now, at last, they had curtly called him
home to give an accounting of - his"st&w-
ardship, and when they got him there
flatly told him that no more funds would
be forthcoming until he and his Washing-
ton friends had’ made good- on their
promises.

He strove to explain that he could do
nothing while Garfield Doyle was so close
upon the trail of his confederate, Reed;
for of course he had learned that the
treacherous blow. had failed to put a
quietus upon its recipient, and knew that
Doyle must still be pursuing his quest for
vindication.

The syndicate, however, wanted results,
not .excuses, and stood pat upon their
previous/ statement.

Then Mosby tried to threaten and
bluster, but he found this of even less
avail. They merely laughed at him.

Entreaty, appeal, promises, and as-
severations all failed to move them. In a
nutshell, their posifion was that they
‘“were from Missouri,” and that a deal
would@have to be completed before they
unbelted to any further extent.

Now this decision ‘placed Mosby in
rather an uncomfortable plight.

He had banked everything on this enter-
prise, even putting into it every cent of
his own that he could rake or scrape when
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the others first began to draw'in their
horns, and their desertion of him at this
juncture left him practically pennifess.
Yet he must have money to feed to the
Washington harpies and keep them in
line, otherwise he realized that the entire
project must fall to .the ground.

Four weeks he spent in Chicago in a
desperate endeavor to raise the necessary
funds, but at last, seeing that the attempt
was futile, he decided that the only thing
left him was to come back to Washington
and seek to persuade Reed into making
the necessary move, Garfield Doyle or no
Garfield Doyle.

The afternoon of his departure, how-
ever—indeed, while he was actually on his

way to the train—an acquaintance of’

his from the financial district hailed him.

‘ Hi, Braden!” he said, a trace of ex-
citement in his voice, * I héar you are
headed for Washington. Would you mind
doing me a favor?”

‘“ Not'at all. What is.it?”’

“ Why, some of us here are in a deal
with Senator Hunter of Idaho, and we
must have ten thousand dollars in cash
in his hands by this time to-morrow—
won’t accept a draft, check, or any other
collateral, but insists upon having the
actual currency, and the express com-
pany refuses to guarantee a delivery with-
in the specified time. Now, what I want
to ask you is, will you act as our mes-
senger and take the bundle on to him? "

{ Certainly, if you wish it. Only,” with
a laugh, ‘ aren’'t you afraid to trust me?
I might vamose, you know.”

“ Oh, I guess we can afford to risk
that,” laughing in return. ‘‘ So, here it is
in the envelope, and now if you will count
it and sign this receipt, merely as a mat-
ter of form, I'll let you go on to your
train. .-

“ A thousand thanks, my dear fellow,
for you don’t know what a weight it takes
off my mind to feel that the little package
is in really trustworthy hands.”

John P. Braden smiled sourly as the
other turned his back. How little trust-
worthy those hands were, he knew only
too well, for he was at that very moment
trying to scheme out some feasible method
of diverting that enticing ten thousand
to himself.

True, it seemed almost impossible, for
although he might pretend to be robbed
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or to lose the money while ¢a route, still
he would be held by the receipt which he
had signed, and his business standing
would require him to make good.

No, cudgel his brain as he might, he
could not seem to hit upon any suitable
plan, and yet, how—oh, how he needed
that ten thousand in his business!

Then, just as he was about to give up
hope, a sudden inspiration flashed upon
him !

CHAPTER VI.
BRADEN FULFILS HIS TRUST,

OTHING could have been more cir-
| cumspect and businesslike than
_ the conduct of Mr. John P. Braden
Irom that moment forth.
He guarded the luscious package of
_bills entrusted to his keeping as though
it were the apple of his eye. When he
retired that night he fastened it by safety-
pins to his gorgeous pajamas in such a
way that it could not be touched without
awaking him, and he took a loaded re-
volver from his suit-case to place under
his pillow within easy reach of his hand.
No effort was made to relieve him of
the treasure, however, and he arrived in
\Washington ‘with it still secure in his in-
side pocket at two o’clock the following
afternoon, delivering it to Senator Hunter
as per instructions well within twenty-
four hours from the time he had received
it
True he did not go direct from the
train to the Senator’s, stopping first on
his way to partake of a rather pratracted
and generous luncheon; still, a hungry
man could hardly be blamed for that, and
so long as the money was paid over be-
fore five o’clock he was on the safe side.
‘The Scnator, however, grumbled not
a little at the hour of his coming.
‘“Dash it all, Braden,” he explained
as he blotted a receipt for the money and
handed it over, “ why couldn’t you have
got here before closing time at the bank.
Now I shall have to.keep it in this old
cheese-box of a safe here in the house,
and with so many burglaries taking place
lately, it makes me feel a trifle nervous.”
““Ah, T am sorry,” murmured the
broker apologetically. “ I could have
gotten here sooner, too, just as well as
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not. Still, I don’t suppose you depend
entirely upon the safe for protection?”
““No, I have also a very excellent sys-
tem of burglar alarm. See, here are the
wires and connections at the window, and
over here a similar contrivance for the
door.” -
. ‘“Just so,” glancing with seeming in-
difference at the device. ‘ And where do
these wires lead ? ”’
“To a big gong over the doorway lead-
ing down into the basement. Oh, the

thing will make racket enough if it is
I guess after all I am a bit’

touched off.
foolish to cherish any apprehensions. ‘The
money is probably as secure here as it
would be anywhere in the world.”

As he spoke he picked up the envelope
from his desk and started to put it away
in the small iron safe over in the corner
to which he had referred so, slightingly.

The other watched the operation
interestedly over his shoulder. He was
already familiar with the working of
the old-fashioned receptacle, for on more
than one occasion Senator Hunter had
cashed checks and money-orders for him
to a small amount.

Still, he reasoned, it would de no harm
to have another peep, and he bent forward
to gaze between narrowed lids as the
combination was whirled round and round
in its socket.

There was no trace of any undue alert-
ness in his expression as the Senator
straightened up and faced toward him
again; only a look of slight relief, as
though he were glad to have the trans-
action over, and his responsibility dis-
charged.

‘“ By the way, Senator,” he said affa-
bly, ¢ this is my first night back in Wash-
ington, and 1 feel like celebrating a bit.
They say that the summer opera company
at the ‘United States’ is really first-class,
so I bought a box for to-night on my way
up here and was wondering if you and
Miss Martind wouldn’t help me occupy
it? We could invite one or two others
and make a sort of a little party of it.”

“ Why, yes,” rejoined Hunter, * noth-
ing would suit me better, so far as I am
concerned, and I don't think Martina
has anything else on for :this evening.
Step over and ask her for yourself,
though. You will probably find her in the
hammock on the side veranda.”
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The interview had taken place at the
Senator’s handsome residence on Con-
necticut Avenue, for it should be ex-
plained that he transacted most of his
business here, very infrequently visiting
his down-town real-estate office, which
was in charge of Hastings, and from this
circumstance it may be mentioned was
due the fact that Garfield Doyle had been
able so long to escape an encounter with
him.

Consequently, too, when the Senator
told Braden that he would find Martina
on the side veranda, the latter had but
to cross the hall and traversé two or three
rooms in order to find her.

As her father had indicated, she readily

agreed to the proposal for that evening,

and expressed herself as believing that
it would prove the “greatest sort of fun.”

She was only a girl, it must be remem-
bered, scarcely over eighteen. and it was
only natural that she should feel flattered
by the attentions of a man so popular and
handsome as Mr. John P. Braden.

Her greeting to him was cordial in the
extreme, and she held him quite a:while,
chatting merrily to him and showing him
every evidence of her favor. Indeed,
when he finally left the place he was
veritably walking upon air, for he be-
lieved now more strongly than ever that
he had but te say the word to have this
‘“ Senatorial set ”’ beauty and her six mil-
lions jump down his throat. ]

Then would come an. end to all shady
schemes and off-color pxojects, and he
could take what he believed to be his
proper place in the world, that of a mas-
ter of finance.

His elation and glowing dreams did
not, however, make him forget to drop
in at a hardware store on his way back
to the hotel and purchase a pair of nip-
pers and one or two other handy tools.

Miss Hunter might be ready and will-
ing to accept him all right, but her father
was a very different proposition, and, al-
though he was very agreeable to Braden,
the latter did not doubt but that he would
scrutinize very carefully the credentials
of any suitor to his daughter’s hand.

Hencé, as the ex-confidence man saw
it, it was very necessary for him to pull
off his great coup before speaking to the
young lady, for until that time, as he was
well aware, his financial standing and as-
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sociates were neither in a position to
stand a very rigorous inspection.

In short, to marry the girl he had to
pull off his deal with the speculators, and
in order to pull off his deal with the specu-
lators he had to get hold of that ten
thousand dollars in Senator Hunter's
safe.

The other perplexing factor~in his
equation, Garfield Doyle, he would trust
himself to get out of the way, and then
there would be nothing to stay his trium-
phant progress.

“Oh, I shall land on top all right,”
he said exultantly to himself. ¢ The luck
has changed now and things are starting
to come my way. With ten thousand in
the bank I can push matters to a conclu-
sion with Reed, for,” a darker look com-
ing over his face, ‘I shall hunt up'that
sneaking cur of a Garfield Doyle to-mor-
row and draw his teeth in short order.
He escaped me by a ﬂuke once, but next
tinle I shall make sure.

But if Braden was laying plans to
have an interview with Doyle, the latter

was equally anxious for a heart-to-heart

talk with the broker.

As soon as he had got out of the hospi-
tal, Garfield had gone to the Brinkhaven
to tell his old cell-mate in distinct
language that he should pay no further
addresses to Miss’ Hunter 'until ..he had
first explalned to her just who and what
he was.

Finding his man gone, however, and
no address left behind him, for -Braden
had had a quarrel with the hotel manage-
ment over the settlement of his account,
Doyle had since been searching high and

low all over Washingtomn; although natu-

rally without Success, since the other was
all the time in Chicago.

That night as he was strolling slowly
down Connecticut Avenue — Garfield
often walked in that v1c1n1ty nowadays,
perhaps on the chance of rece1v1ng qulck
smiling recogmtlon from a pair of brown
eyes, and a cheery “ Why, how do you do,
Mr. Moyle”"—as he was walking along,
he suddenly spled Braden, immaculately
attired in evening dress, step from a car-
riage which had just drawn up to the
curb, and hurry into Senator Hunter's
residence.

Argumg that he would shortly come

out again, since the carriage was evidently
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waiting, and deeming this an excellent
opportunity to nail him and make an en-
gagement for the morrow, Doyle stepped
back into the shadow of a tree.

Not long had he to wait, either, for
presently the door opened and the broker
emerged, but as Garfield started forward,
he perceived that Senator Hunter and his
daughter were also in the party, and he
stopped short. He was not quite ready
yet to brave an encounter with his cousin-
employer.

He did, however, sound cautiously the
old prison signal in the hope that Mosby
~would recognize it, and making an ex-
cuse to his friends, step back to have a
word with him, but the other’s attention
was deeply engrossed, and the call passed
unheeded.

In another moment the party had en-
tered the carriage and it was rolling off
down the street.

“ Gone to an entertainment of some
kind,- no doubt,” commented Garfield,
‘“and since he started out with them, it’s
ten to one that he'll see them home. In
which case it is up to me to hang round
till he gets back. They'll be out till all
hours, likely, but I guess there’s no help
for it.” :

And with that he took up what promised
to be a weary and long-protracted vigil.

CHAPTER VII.
A READY-WITTED CROOK.

O one could have been more debo-

nair and seemingly at his ease than

_ was John P. Braden that night at

the play. He laughed and chatted with

the others in the box, applauded the per-

formance freely, and to all appearances
had not a care on his mind.

Bluff was his long suit, of course, but
- the exhibition he gave of it on this oc-
casion was nothing less than an artistic
niasterpiece.

Indeed, the actors on the stage could
well have taken points from the thor-
oughly natural manner in which he
frowned and bit his lip, when, during the
intermission between the first and second
acts, an usher entered the box and pre-
sented him with a telegram—a telegram
which he had sent to himself.

‘“ Pshaw!” he exclaimed, flipping the



452

yellow sheet between his thumb and fore-
finger. This is something which will
have to be attended to right away, and
as it necessitates the looking up of some
papers I have at the hotel, it will take
me some liftle time.

“ Don’t let my leaving discommode the
rest of you, however,” as he rose to his
feet. ‘“I will be back in time to enjoy
the final chorus, at least, and to take you
all out to supper afterward.”

‘Then with a bow and wave of the hand,
he hurried down the aisle, and leaving the

house swung himself aboard a car head-

‘ed for Dupont Circle.

From this he alighted at a point about
a block below the Hunter residence, and
boldly marching up to the gate, entered
the front door. ;

He had not thought it prudent to at-
tempt a disguise or seek to mask his move-
ments in any way, for he was well known
in that locality as a frequent caller at
the Senator’s, and to be seen lurking or
skulking in any way would be more apt
to cause remark than an open advance.

Neither did he fear any interruption
from the servants, since he had shrewdly
handed a large tip to the butler when
there earlier in the evening, and the
sounds of revelry now coming from below-
stairs indicated that it had been expended
to good advantage.

Lastly, he had deftly slipped the latch
upon the door when he came out with
the Senator and Martinay so now it was
without difficulty he found himself stand-
ing in the hallway.

For a second he stood listening to as-
sure himself that all was safe, then noise-
lessly slipping back to the big gong at
the head of the basement stairs, drew his
nippers from his pocket, and after feel-
ing about a moment for the connec-
tion, gave a quick twist of the wrist and
effectually put the alarm out of business.

The rest was ridiculously easy, for the
lock upon the door to the Senator’s pri-
xyate room could almost have been opened
with a button-hook, and there were no
other defenses to the place. Moreover,
the ray of a corner street lamp shining in
through the upper half of the tall win-
dows furnished him all the illumination
he needed for his purpose, while he had
but to draw the blinds across the lower
sashes to screen himself thproughly from
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detection at the hands of some passing
watchman or over-inquisitive neighbor.

When he came at last to the safe, how-
ever, he found that he had a considerably
harder nut to crack than he had antici-
pated. While watching the Senator that
afternoon he believed that he had gleaned
the combination, but now when he came
to try it for himself he quickly learned
that he had been mistaken.

Desperately he twirled the knob around
in its socket, but the bolts held fast and
the door remained stubbornly. closed.

“ Curse the luck!” he exclaimed. -1
shall have to drill my way in after all.
and there’s precious little time to do it,
too!”

He had been prepared for this con-
-tingency, though, and producing the sev-
eral parts of a drill from various pockets,
-lost no time in fitting them together and
proceeding to work.

Ssz. ssz! Under his eager manipula-
tion the lubricated point bored rapidly
into the solid steel. But even so, his prog-
ress seemed painfully slow.

His palms were smarting and tingling
from the unaccustomed toil, and the
sweat was pouring down his face in
streams ; yet he dared not stop, except to

.take an occasional hasty glance at his

watch or to apply fresh oil to tlte buz-
zing drill.

Meanwhile, in contrast to this displayv
of industry, Garfield Doyle stood out-
side, idly kicking his heels upon the curb
and scanning the darkened front of the
house with puzzled, uncertain glances.

Upon first assuming his watch the lad
had deemed it wise, lest he should excite
-comment by remaining too long in one
spot, to keep moving, and had conse-
quently engaged in a sort of sentry go-by,
strolling first three blocks up the avenue,
and then three blocks down. He had
been just about at one of these turning
points when he saw Mosby alight .-from
the car and start toward Senator Hunter’s,
and had hurried back at once, but before
he”could intercept him the broker had
disappeared within.

Supposing naturally, however, that
Mosby had returned merely. to get some-
thing required by Miss Hunter and would
immediately reappear, Garfield took up
a station at the gate and watched for the
opening of the front door.
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But the moments passed, and still t ere
was no sign of Mosby. What could be
keeping the fellow?—wondered the im-
patient Garfield. Could it be possible
that he had already left by another exit?

No, that was out of the question.

Was it, then, that Mosby had entered
one of the other houses in the block?
But again he had to shake his head ; the
residences on either side were boarded up,
their occupants gone away for the sum-
mer,and besides,he was sure his eyes could
not have deceived him to any such extent.

Completely nonplused, there yet seemed
nothing for him to do but wait and trust
that Mosby would ultimately reveal him-
self and explain th'e mystery.

Thus a half-hour passed, three-quar-
ters, an hour, and then, just as Doyle,
baffled and disappointed, was about to
give up and turn away, a flicker of light
from within threw the stooping form of
the cracksman in momentary but unmista-
kable silhouette againsf the drawn shade
at the Senator’s window.

The brief gleam was but the tiny flare
of a match, incautiously struck by Mosby
to assist him in recovering a drill point
which he had dropped in his haste and
which had rolled away under the safe.

Just the flare of a match, but: the
thousand-candle-power ray of a powerful
search-light could have done no more. =

In a flash of sudden comprehension
the significance of all that was afoot
burst upon Garfield.

He had overheard at the ofﬁce that
afternoon part of a telephone conversa-
tion between the Senator and Hastings,
and was thus aware of the unguarded
treasure in the safe, while Mosby’s ‘unex-
plained visit at that hour and the tell-
tale shadow-picture on the window-cur-
tain left no doubt in his mind as to the
latter’s purpose.

For a moment he reeled back, stag-
gered by the surprise, then, never consid-
ering the possible consequence to himself,
dashed forward. Up the steps he sped,
and into the dimly lighted hall.

A hasty glance round showed him the
door which had been forced, and a faint
sound—the burr of steel working against
steel—serving him as a further guide, in
he went to face the intruder.

Mosby, howewver, working feverishly
against time, all his faculties engaged
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upon the task before him, heard not the
other’s approach till he felt his arms
caught from behind in a vise-like grip.

He did not then know who his assail-
ant was, of course; but he was not a man
to give up at that stage of the game, and
big, powerful fellow that he iwas, he suc-
ceeded in making the next few moments
very interesting ones for his lighiter op-
ponent.

Indeed, as he heaved and twistéd and
plunged under the other’s hold, the ex-
perience forcibly recalled to Garfield a
certain episode of his life in the West,
when as a green cowboy he had tried to
break in a bucking bronco.

Jolted ‘and battered about now, he still
held on with bulldog _tenacity, but he
knew even as he did so that the struggle
could not last long.

The odds were too heavy against him,
his strength was going fast, and unless
some favorable circumstance speedily in-
tervened his mastery of the situation
would be gone.

At that moment a particularly furious

“lunge on the part of his antagonist threw

one of his arms loose, and as it trailed
along the floor his hand came in contact
with the drlll the safe-breaker had
dropped in his struggles for freedom.

Eagerly he grasped it,, Ah, here was
a weapon which by a few blows over the
head would soon bring his captive into
subjection! ;

.But the move was a fatal one, for as he
reached to seize the drill he involuntarily
relaxed the grip of his other hand, and
Mosby, quick to take advantage, gave a
sharp twist, jerked Doyle’s head into a
strangle-hold in the hollow of his elbow,
and completely turned the tables.

With a triumphant malediction the big
fellow struggled to his feet, and dragging
his adversary up with him, pinioned with
orie hand the arm in which Garfield held
the drill, while the other hand caught him
by the throat in a choking grasp, and
forced him back against the wall.

Then there came the snap of an elec-
tric button and the room was flooded with
light. In the doorway stood a couple of
policemen with the men servants, who
had hurriedly summoned them upon
hearing the noise of the combat, while
behind these were Miss Hunter and her
father, craning their necks to see, and
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with amazement written large upon their
taces.

In their excited wrestling neither Doyle
nor Mosby had heard the carriage roll up
to the door, but as it happened the broker
miscalculated the time at his dispesal, and
when the end of the play was reached
with their host still absent, the Senator
and Martina had come directly home, ar-
riving at the front door just as the officers
were about to capture their quarry.

Dazed with the terrific struggle in
which he had been engaged, overcome
with relief at the presence of help at hand
just when everything had seemed lost,
Garfield could only blink stupidly at the
light'and the faces in the doorway.

But Mosby, keener-witted for such an
emergency, promptly seized upon the op-
portunity to clear his hands.

“ There he is, Senator!” he pointed
with a well-feigned satisfaction. * He
fought like a wildcat, but I managed to
hold on to him! Lucky -thing, though,
that I happened to pass when I did.

“ Seeing the front door open and no
one around, I stopped in to call the at-
tention of one of the servants to the over-
sight, "and as I reached the hall heard
the sound of this rascal at work. Natu-
rally I thought at once of the safe and
of the money Npaid you to-day, so I lost
no time in tackling him. Not much too
soon either, I.guess, from the looks of
things.

“You can see for yourself how near
his job was to completion. .Careful
there, officer!” he sharply cautioned one
of the policemen who was approaching
Doyle. “ He still has his drill in his
hand and is liable to be nasty with it!”

Garfield heard, but never believed that
so impudent a ruse could be successful
until the minions of the law actually
seized him in their grasp. Then he tried
to back away from them and break loose.

“ What do you mean?” he demanded.
“ Can’t you understand that the other fel-
low is the man, you fools? It was I who
saw him enter this house, and it was I
who caught him in the act!”

“ A likely story!’ jeered one of the
big patrolmen. ‘‘ And you with the goods
on you,” pointing to the drill in Gar-
field’s hland. ‘ You'll have to spring a
better one than that, my man, if you want
to get clear of this job.”'
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Unheeding his prisoner's furious pro-
testations and efforts to resist, he slipped
a pair of handcuffs over Garfield's wrists.

Then, as they dragged him forward
into the light, Miss Hunter, who had been
watching the scene’with wide-eyed curi-
osity, suddenly gave a little cry of ex-
cited wonderment.

“ Why, it is Mr. Moyle!"”

“ Moyle! " repeated her father, quick-
ly leaning forward and scrutinizing the
young man with frowning recognition.
‘It is no one but that already convicted
thief of a Garfield Doyle!- Ah, I see th
whole thing now. 3

“ He swore long ago that he would get
even with me, because I refused to come
to his aid when justice overtook him, and
this is the manner in which he has at-
tempted to do it. Securing a position in
my employ by posing under a false name,
he has waited his chance, and this after-
noon when he learned through my con-
versation with Hastings that I had this
money and couldn’t deposit it, he decided
that the time had come for him to strike
his blow. Why, his guilt is as plain as
day. I will make the charge, officer;
take him away!"

“You are wrong,” emphatically denied
Garfield. “I can explain everything, if
you will only give me the chance. This

*scoundrel— " :

“Enough!” thundered the Senator. “I
-don’t want to hear anather word from
you, and if you are looking for merey on
account of our relationship, I tell you
frankly that I repudiate it. As for your
ill-judged attempt to accuse Mr. Braden,
that of course is farcical. Now, then, for
the station-house.”

That night Doyle, innocent though he
was, tossed about on a hard bench in a
narrow cell, while Mosby, after receiving
complacently the admiring felicitations
‘of the man he had sought to rob, slum-
bered between snow-white sheets on a
.bed that was soft as down.

CHAPTER VIII.
FACING THEJUDGE.

T would seem an easy thing for-Garfield
Doyle to prove that John P. Braden
was none other than Dave Mosby, ex-

confidence man and penitentiary-bird, and
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thus in a measure substantiate his claim
that the wrong pig had been taken Ly the
ear. And no doubt he could have done
so had he possessed sufficient money to
expend in lawyer fees and on the collec-
tion of evidence.

But when one has to depend on the
mercy of an attorney a551gned by the
court, whose sole interest in your case
is to secure his stipend from the public
treasury with as little exertion as possible,
it is not always so easy to have your
defense conducted as you would like.

Doyle’s counsel was conscientious
enough, perhaps, but regarding his
client’s story with open skepticism, and
having no desire to offend the powerful
interests friendly to Braden, he was hard-
ly what might be called strenuous in prob-
ing into that gentleman’s past when he
had him on the stand.

The broker, too, made apparently the
most frank and willing sort of a witness,
answering freely every question asked
him, and only smiling amusedly at the
prisoner’s assertion of an alias.

He had not been posing in his new
character all these years without build-
ing up a very reasonable sort of a pedi-
gree for John P. Braden, Esq.

Of course the calling in of a few
officials from Moundsville Penitentiary,
and the taking of his Bertillon measure-
ments would have shattered the audacious
fabrication in short order; but was this
indignity to be put upon the particular
friend of Senator Hunter and Assistant
Secretary Reed, and that,.too, on the mere
word of an ex-convict, a burglar caught
with the goods?

Judge Purdy would not hear of it.

Consequently, there was nothing left
for Garfield’s lawyer except to make a
plea for mercy, and even here he was
handicapped. No wife nor child could be
introduced to work upon the jury’s sym-
pathy, the prisoner was a second.offender,
the crime an inexcusable and heinous one.

Under the circumstances the result
could be easily foreseen.

The jury returned a verdict of
“ Guilty ” without even leaving the box,
and the judge promptly imposed a sen-
tence of ten years.

Ten years?

Why not the rest of his natural life?
thought the condemned man bitterly, as
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he was led back to his cell. What good
would he be to himself or to any one else
when he came out at the age of thirty-
eight, broken in spirit, prematurely grown
old, inevitably hardened and brutalized by
the degrading influences of the place?

Was it worth while, he asked himself,
to have tried to live honestly and up-
rightly if this was the reward one
achieved? |

Would it not have been better, instead
of trying to vindicate his tarnished name,
if he had followed Mosby's successful
example, and gone in for a career of fraud
and rascality.

But at the thought the old flash came
to his eye, and his jaw took on its most
dogged, obstinate set.

“No,"” he declared. * Whatever else
they may call me, they shall never say
that I am a quitter. I will yet show the
world that, though twice on the rolls of
the penitentiary, my name is still as clean
as the day it was given to me.”

The warden at Moundsville met him
with a disappointed shake of the head.

“ Ah, Garfield,” he said, ‘ back again?
Well, I ought not to be surprised ; almost
every one who comes here once returns at
some time or another. Yet, I'll confess
I had hoped for better things from you.”

“Yes, warden, I am back again,” re-
joined Doyle, holding his head up
straight, and meeting the other’s disap-
proving glance full and fair ;  but, as be-
fore, I am innocent of any crime. Once
mofe, I am a victim of circumstances.”

“ Oh, yes, of course’’—with pardon-
able cynicism—*but since you are here
and likely to stay for some time, I
hope you have made up your mind to
behave yourself as well as you did be-
fore. If you do that I can put you at
your same old job in the office; otherwise
I shall have to send you to the shops.”

” Garfield readily promlsed He had
learned during his previous incarceration
that contumacy and insubordination lead
to very unpleasant consequences, and he
was quite willing to be on his good be-
havior in order to hold one of the coveted
clerical jobs in the office. ~

Accordingly, the next morning, his
hair cropped in regulation style, and
clad in the ill-fitting stripes, -he repaired
to his old desk and resumed the familiar
routine. =
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It was not long before he had slipped
back into the old groove, yielding a sub-
wmissive obedience to the-orders of his
superiors because he dared not do other-
wise, performing his duties like an autom-
aton because he had no interest in them,
dragging out his life in dull, spiritless
fashion, simply- because the healthy
human organism shrinks from the thlought
of suicide, and because far away there
loomed the prospect of a day of freedom.

Indeed, for any change in his daily
round this might have been merely a pro-
longation of his former term of imprison-
ment, and the intervening period of lib-
erty nothing more than a dream, except
for one thing.

T'hen he had looked forward with the
firm hope of being able to prove his in-
nocence. Now he only looked back with
a sullen determination that in‘some way
he would get even with those responsible
for his downfall.

If he still clung to the idea of vindi-
cation it was more from pure obstinacy,
and because he would not be a qultter
than because he longer cared.

Yet at times he went almost mad with
the desire to show that his hands were
clean of crime—to show it to the world
was the way he put it, though he knew
deep down in his heart that the only
person he really wanted to convince was
Martina Hunter.

He could not -forget that sad, regret-
ful look in the girl's brown eyes the night
he had been led away from her presence
between the two officers, and ‘whenever he
thought of it, it hurt him like a fresh stab.

If he had not lost her trust and respect
he felt that he could have stood unflinch-
ingly the other blows which misfortune
had dealt out to him in such plenteous
measure.

Thus a year passed slowly away. In
the big world outside a new President
had been elected, a foreign war had been
fought to its conclusion, one of America’s
larue cities had been almost wiped off
the map by a disastrous fire, yet these
events, epoch-making though they were,
created scarcely a ripple upon the dull
monotony of life behind the gray stone
walls of the penitentiary.

There one's interest centered chiefly
on the menu for the approaching Thanks-
giving dinner, or the gaining of some
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minor privilege. The prison-house culti-
vates a habit of self-centered, callous un-
concern.

Still, news from without has a way of
penetrating to such places, and Garfield
was not unaware that the projected raid
upon the wheat market—the steal which
he had planned to expose—had been suc-
cessfully accomplished, and accomplished,
too, this time without a breath of scandal.

Perhaps it was that the public was too
much! engrossed in other directions to
take notice ; perhaps that the muck- rakers
and graft-hunters were less alertly “
the job" than usual

Certain it is, however, that Braden,
Reed & Co. got away with' their booty
unsuspected, and that the young govern-
ment clerk destined for the réle of scape-
goat plodded on at his desk, never dream-
ing ‘how closely ruin had brushed his
elbow. .

Indeed, whether or not there be any-
thing in the old adage anent Satan taking
care of his own, Mr. John P. Braden was
now undoubtedly swimming on the crest
of the wave.

His failure to annex Senator Hunters
ten thousand had not embarrassed him for
long; since with the elimination of
Doyle from the situation, there was no
longer any bar to the despatch of those
measures which the latter’s inconvenient
activity had served to hinder and delay.

The syndicate once more came to its
agent’s support, Reed abandoned his at-
titude of timorous hesitation, and the deal,
as already stated, was put through with-
out a hitch.

Possessed, accordingly, of plenty of
money and of a spotless business reputa-
tion, for he had always made it a point
to be scrupulously exact in those minor
details by which a man is judged, the
ex-confidence shark saw at last opening
before him the career which had been the
aim of all his scheming.

His day with shady enterprises and
picayune ventures was over, he vowed.
Henceforth he would be master of high
finance, and with this idea in view he
opened offices in New York, sought to
ingratiate himself there with men of big
affairs, and engaged upon a series of
spectacular operations which drew to him
the attention of the entire country.

Rumors of his meteoric success and of
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the extravagances in which he indulged—
for he kept a score of press-agents busy
heralding news of him abroad—crept
even into the seclusion of Moundsville
prison and caused Garfield Doyle to
gnash his teeth in savage bitterness.

He well knew how rotten was the
foundation upon which all this prosperity
and display was built. Yet what could
he do? Who would credit the story of a
felon, unsupported by any other evidence
than his own bare assertion?

Brooding continually upon his impo-
tence in this regard, as well as over'the in-
justice he had suffered, Doyle at this
period might readily have lost his reason,
had it not been for a faint suggestion of
hope unexpectedly furnished him by a
ffellow convict named Bailey, a short-
term man ,recently added to the office
force. ; :

Garfield, moody and self-absorbed,
had made no friends among the other
prisoners, indeed had rather discouraged
any attempts at familiarity; but this
youth, breezy and assured as his native
Chicago, simply did not know how to
take a snub. 7

Ilvery time the warden turned his back
he would start up a conversation, and al-
though the other seldom answered him
save in monosyllables, he persisted un-
deterred at his friendly overtures.

On one such occasion when the two
were alone, Bailey, feeling need to consult
the calendar, turned from his inspection
with a quick exclamation of satisfaction.

“ Hy-guy, partner,” he observed. *‘To-
day is the fifteenth. Only three more
months” and your Uncle Dudley will be
out on pasture again.”

In his envy Garfield could not refrain
from a little sarcastic fling.

“ For how long? " he sneered. ‘‘ Three
months or six? As the warden says, they
all come back.”

“ Not this child,” with emphasis. *“ It’s
me for the straight and narrow path from
this time on.” )

‘ Going to cut out the horses, too, I sup-
pose?” skeptically, for it was owing to
his having * borrowed ” money from his
employers in order to play the races that
Bailey was in his present situation.

- ' We-ell, not exactly that, perhaps,
but you can bet your life it’ll be my own
coin that goes down. Gee, I'll never for-
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get how I felt when the cop nabbed me
at my desk ! "

“Yes, I know what it is.
desk, too, when they got me.”

“ At your desk?” repeattd Bailey,
glancing up in surprise. ‘“ Why, I
thought you were nailed in front of a safe
you were cracking.”

“ Oh, you are speaking of my second
conviction,” explained Garfield. ‘‘ What
I referred to was when I was arrested for
the wheat-crop leak eight years ago.”

The other gave a quick start.

“ By Jove, it’s a fact, isn’t it, that your
name is Garfield Doyle? Strange, that I
should never have connected you with the
wheat leak before, though, considering all
that I know about it.”

‘ All that you know? What did you
know in regard to that case? "

‘ Pretty nearly everything that was to
be known.” Then, with a sudden excited
recollection:  *“ Why, say, man, you
oughtn’t to have been sent up for that
job. You had no more to do with it than
this desk here!”

“ Don’t you think I am aware of that? "
asked Garfield bitterly. * But, tell me
how you are so sure of the fact, Bailey?"

The boy, realizing that he had been
talking rather freelv, hemmed and hawed
and tried to draw in his horns, but Doyle,
with a clue at last in sight, was not to be
denied.

“The thing is nothing to me one way
or another, only I made some money out
of it once, and I don’t quite like to give
the fellow that paid me the double-cross,”
the other admitted to him at last.

‘“ It was this way, you see,” dropping
into a narrative tone, “ I was stenographer
at that time for Vardaman & Valliford—"

‘ Ah, the speculating sharks that mad
the money out of the leak!” :

“Yes, they were the boys that made
the big killing, all right, and it was always
down on the cards that you were to get
the hinky-dink if any trouble ever came
from the deal. Why, the first letter that
Reed ever wrote them showed that he had
cast you for the part of the goat.”

“ Reed?”

“ Certainly. Didn’t vou know before
that he was the lad who did the tipping
to the Chicago gang? Why, I could have
sent him over the road more than once if
I'd had a mind to do it.”

I was at my
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“How was that?"

“ I always made it-a practise whenever
I worked to take copies of any cqrre-
spondence which looked interesting to me.
A fellow never knows when stuff of that
kind may come i1 handy, you know. And
I used to have a full set of that wheat-
deal junk—telegrams and all.”

“ And where is it now?” demanded
Garfield.

“Oh, I sold it. That is why I was
leary in talking about it to you. I sold
it to Billy Persimmons, an old college
chum of mine, out in Chicago, who makes
a specialty of buying irfformation from
secretaries and stenographers. What he
done with it, I don’t know; but he gave
me a couple of hundred on it, and T lost
it the next day on the Chicago Derby.

‘“ Later on,” he continued, “ I tried to
buy the letters back from him. I had left
Vardaman & Valliford then, and it kind
of struck me that I might be able to bleed
them for a bit on that bunch of billets-
doux; but when I tried to make a dicker
with Persimmons he grinned and told me
that the price had ‘riz’ He was only
asking six thousand dollars for them, he
said ; and ‘that was, of course, out of the
question for me.”

‘* Do you suppose he has them now? "

“ Oh, yes. Trust old Billy for that.
He never lets anything get out of his
hands, if he knows it. If you went to him
quietly, with the price in your hiand, he
would give up; otherwise, he would be
like a human clam.” '

Garfield only groaned to himself. ‘The
proof of his innocence was in existence,
vet between him and the chance of ob-
taining it yawned nearly ten long years,
and the raising of six thousand dollars!
A very nice task for a poor, broken con-
vict to accomplish.

CHAPTER IX.
THERE’S A LIMIT TO ALL THINGS.

T is a familiar saying among gamblers,
that only a fool will buck another
man's game ; and John P. Braden, for

all the roseate reports sent out by his press-
agents, and despite all his spectacular
plunges and toadying to big financiers,
speedily found that the row he had cut
for himself was no easy one to hoe.
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The “ big financiers " greeted him cor-
dially, watched his flounderings with
amusement, and then proceeded to take
him skilfully into camp; so, to make a
long story short, about the time that Gar-
field Doyle was rounding out his second
year at Moundsville, the broker saw his
ill-gotten fortune pretty well dissipated,
and himself rapidly heading toward com-
mercial shipwreck. =

True, he still swelled magnificently
round New York and Washington, abated
none of his luxuries, and boasted blatantly
of his success in the lobbies of hotels and
cafés; but he knew how near his bubble
was .to collapse, and was pulling every
string at his command in a desperate ef-
fort to avert the catastrophe.

For a time he had hoped that Martina
might yield to his long-protracted suit,
and with a covetous eye upon her six mil-
lions dower, redoubled his pleadings at
her shrine, but she still held him off, de-
clining to give him a definite answer ; and
though he was.confident he would ulti-
mately win her, he realized that he must
look elsewhere for the immediate funds he
so urgently required.

It was in this evil hour that the tempta-
tion came to him to put through another
deal in wheat upon the old * sure-thing "
basis ; and this time, too, not for the bene-
fit of a ring of greedy backers, but solely
and simply for his own advantage.

He frowned upon the suggestion when
it came, declaring fiercely to himself that
he was done with that sort of thing; but
as his affairs grew darker the idea re-
curred again and again, each time pre-
senting more alluring possibilities.

Conditions were ripe, he recognized, for
a tremendous ‘‘ killing,"” and by pledging
his present resources and stretching his
credit to the limit, he could finance a
movement now upon a scale which might
be impossible to him six months or a year
later. Success, too, meant this time un-
shared profits, opulence, riches enough to
place him forever beyond the reach of
care. .

As for the risk? Well, he had escaped
with a whole skir. before, and was.there
any reason to believe he could not do so
again? ,

He ended by broaching the matter half
jokingly to Reed one day while the two
were at dinner, and to his surprise discov-



THE MAN IN
ered that his old associate had been per-
mitting his thoughts to run along the same
line. The assistant secretary had a West-
ern Senatorship in view, it seemed, and
was hard pressed for the sinews of war.

Indeed, the support of the other was all
that each needed to crystallize his own
wavering resolution; and before the pair
rose from the table a fresh compact had
been formed between them, and a tenta-
tive plan of campaign agreed upon.

It was probably a week or so after

this interesting meeting that Garfield
Doyle, grinding away at his desk, heard
a friend of the warden's, who was visit-
ing at the penitentiary for a few days,
remark as he glanced up from a perusal
of the morning’s paper:
. ‘“Something doing in wheat, Tom.
Have you noticed how it’s been going
up? I see here, too, that John P. Bra-
den has left for Chicago, to be on the
field in person.”

& Oﬁ to make another million or %o, I
suppose,” returned the warden, pausing
a moment in his ta'sk of sorting out the
mail. ‘‘ He is certainly a lucky dog, that
chap.

“ T heard the other day when I was in
Washington that he is shortly to be mar-
ried to Senator Hunter’s daughter, and
she— What’s the matter with you there,
Hundred and Sixty-six?” For Gar-
field had let a heavy ledger he was lift-
ing fall to the floor with a bang. *“ By
the way, here’s a letter for you.”

‘“ A letter for me?"” incredulously.

He had no friends or correspondents
upon the outside. Why should any one
be writing to him?,

“Yes, and from a lady, too. Sure, you
haven't got a deserted wife somewhere,”
banteringly, * that’s turning up to haunt
you? TTrust you'll excuse my opening it
—the rules are 1mperat1ve—I won’t read
it, however, or do anything more than
make sure theres no saws or other con-
traband concealed.”

And having satisfied himself, he tossed
a dainty little missive across to the pris-
oner's desk.

Uncertainly Garfield turned it over
three or four times. It was from a lady
evidently, but the handwriting on the
outside was utterly unfamiliar to him.
What could it mean?

At last, though, he drew forth the en-
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closure and started to read; and if his
expression had been one of bewilderment
before, it was as nothing to, the sheer
amazement which now overspread his
features.

First, he went red ; then he went white.
He laid the letter down and rubbed his
eyes; then picked it up and rubbed his
eyes again. Finally, he fairly threw
himself upon it, devouring its contents
“as though he had been a hungry dog, and
it a bone.

“ By George,” muttered the warden,
‘““ from the way he acts, I half believe it
is from a deserted wife.”

. But the warden was wrong ; the letter
was from Martina Hunter. She wrote:

DeAr Cousix GARFIELD:

I address you thus, because it is a cousinly
office I am asking. If I had a brother, it
would not, perhaps, be necessary to trouble
you; but you are my nearest male relative
outside of my father, and I am therefore
constrained to appeal to you.

That you will advise me honestly and fair-
ly, not only on the score of kinship, but also
by reason of our old friendly associations, I
have no doubt, and I therefore throw myself
unreservedly upon your mercy.

To be candid, my situation is this:

My father is very anxious to have me
marry Mr. Braden, and as I am attracted to
him myself—indeed, like him better than any
man who ever wooed me—I would not hesi-
tate a moment, were it not for the terrible
charges you made againsg him that awful
evening when you were arrested.

These were not established at your trial,
and my father and Mr. Braden only sneered
at them; but they have roused a distrust in
my mind which I cannot overcome.

Therefore, since it can no longer make
any difference to you, I want you to tell
me fairly whether or not you spoke the real
‘truth in the whole affair.

Your simple statement will be enough for
me, but if you have any proofs of the facts,
I wish you would tell me where to lay my
hands upon them, so as to convince my fa-
ther that he is wrong in urging me into this
match.

As Garfield laid the letter down, the
look which came over his face was not
good to see.

So, this beautiful girl, a__veritable
queen among womankind, was actually
contemplating the acceptance of that
scoundrel. Oh, was there ever such a
case of casting pearls before swine! He
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must prevent-such sacrifice, prevent jt at
any cost.

She had said she would abide by his
word in the matter—yes, picking up the
letter and glancing over it again, she had
said that, and he would furnish her with
a statement fast enough.

But, when it came to the actual ‘test,
would she believe him? Pressed by her
father, and urged by, the contrary incli-
nations of her own heart, would she real-
ly resign Braden? That was a question!

Oh, if he only had the proofs to give
her for which she had asked, and.which
lay in the possession of that man Bailey
had told him of out in Chicago! But
what use to think of that?

Between him and those proofs stood
the grim walls »f the penitentiary, and
the six thousand dollars which_the man
demanded as his price.

Still, if one were free— Much can be
done by a man who is free, espécially if
he is desperate.

Such a one might clutch a keeper of
secrets by tlie throat, and choke him until
he would be glad to give up his hoarded
information.

A red mist seemed suddenly to dance
before Garfield’s eyes, and he turned to
gaze out of the open doer of the office
toward the big stome gate, beyond which
lay liberty.

The warden stepped out for half an
hour, and the only person in the little
room besides Garfield himself—for since
Bailey’s departure he had handled all the
office work alone—was. the visitor, who,
absorbed in his newspaper, remained all
unconscious of the slow project forming
in the other’s brain.

A model prisoner, a ‘“trusty” of the
‘“ trusties,” no one at all familiar with the
ways of the institution ever took the trou-
ble to keep a watchful eye upon Gar-
field Doyle.

If the visitor had once raised .his head
or chanced to look round, he could scarce-
ly have failed to note the fierce gleam

rising to the convict’s eye, the tense gath- ~

ering of the muscles as of a tiger about
to spring; but, interested in an article
which had caught his attention, he read
calmly away and took no heed.
Noiselessly, Doyle slipped out .of his
rough prison jacket and, removing his
shoes, stole over to where the visitor sat.
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Quick as a flash, he had his jacket over
the man’s head, effectually muffling the
fellow’s startled outcry, while at the same
time he tipped back the chair so as to
hold its occupant at his mercy. - A heavy
iron poker lay within his reach, and,
snatching it up, he brandished it threat-
eningly before the terrified visitor’s eyes.

‘“ A single word out of you, or a false
move of any kind, and I'll brain you!"”
he growled betiveen his close-set teeth.
“ Now, out of those-duds you’ ve got on,
and lose no time about it, either, if you
know what'’s good for you!”

The unfortunate visitor hesitated a
second, and seemed about to resist; but
Garfield repeated his mandate in so men-
acing a tone, and ‘with so vigorous a
lunge of the poker, that he hastily recon-
sidered and began rapidly divesting him-
self.

When- coat, waistcoat, trousers, shoes,
and shirt had been discarded, however,
Garfield stopped him.

4 Here, that’ll do,” he ordered.
“ Now,” pausing perplexedly, “ what
shall I do with you?” S

* The visitor, shivering in his under-
clothes, shrank back affrightedly from
the intimidating poker; but a quick
glance round the room had offered Doyle
a better solution. There behind the war-
den’s desk stood a narrow closet, and in
it hung, as he well knew, a pair of traces,
part.of an old set of buggy harness.

“ Here,” “seizing his victim by the
shoulders, and dragging him rapidly
across to it, “I am’afraid you'll have to
bide inside for a while. They’ll prob-
ably find you sooner or later. At any
rate, it’s the best I can do for you.”

While he was. speaking, he had been
rapidly binding his prisoner with the
traces and forcing a gag, which he man-
ufactured from some odds and ends of
cloth he found in the closet, between the
other’s lips; and now, the process com-

. pleted, he thrust the man into the closet

and closed the dogr.

‘Two minutes more and he was in the
visitor’s clothes, the latter’s .slouch-hat
pulled down over 'his face; but just as
he was ready to leave, a sudden sugges-
tion came to him from the sight of the
warden’s open safe.

“ They give every man who leaves here
fifty” dollars,” he muttered. ‘‘ The Dis-
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trict of Columbla certainly owes me that
much.”

And stuffing a package of bills into his
pocket, he sauntered slowly and careless-
ly down the walk and out past the guard
at the gate.

He was at liberty !

CHAPTER X
ON THE OUTSIDE.

UCK, so long ruthlessly inimical to
Garfield Doyle, certainly smiled
upon him in his effort to escape

from Moundsville Penitentiary.

As he emerged from the prison-gate
and came down to the railroad track, a
freight-train. was just pulling out for
Washington, .and he had not the slightest
difficulty in boarding it and concealing
himself in an empty box car, where he
remained secure from observation all the
way to the capital.

Moreover, the warden chanced to be
delayed on the business which hcd taken
him from the office, so that it was a good
hour before he returned to discover that
lfis “model prisoner ”’ had taken French
eave.

More time still was consumed, and a
number of false clues followed up, ere
the actual method of the get-away.was
disclosed and the warden’s unfortunate
friend released from his duress; and even
then the searchers were thrown off the
true scent by the story of an irresponsible
countryman, so that the authorities con-
tinued hopelessly at sea throughout the
entire day.

Perhaps the crowning piece of Gar-
field’s good fortune, though, was in his
meeting Bailey, his former office assist-
ant at the prison, immediately upon his
arrival in the city.

Indeed, he had just left the railroad
yards behind him, where_he disembarked
from his “side-door Pullman;” and was
striking out across town to hunt lodgings,
when he chanced “to espy his quondam
comrade lounging- in one of the little
parks, and engaged upon a study of the
“dope " for that afternoon’s races.

“Well, in the name of all the old
skates that ever walked in backward,” he
ejaculated, glancing up in startled
amazement as Doyle touched him upon
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the shoulder, *“ what are you doing here?
I thought you had a few more years to
serve. Somebody been handing you a
pardon, eh?”

“ Only the kind of a pardon that a fel-
low gives himself,” rejoined Garfield.
“In short, I walked out.”

Then he briefly related to Balley the
circumstances of his escape.

The recital seemed to fill the other
with gleeful admiration.

‘“ Gee! " he commented with a chuckle,
“1 would like to have seen that old war-
den’s face when he came in to find that
you had gone. - I'd almost be willing to
go back to ‘stir’ for six months just for
the chance of hearing him swear a little.

“ But, say,” interrupting himself with
sudden recollection, “ you-can’t be show-
ing-yourself so openly round here after a
job like that. They'll be after you hot-
foot in less than no time. Why, it’s ten
to one that a full description of you has
already been wired to the Washington
cops, and that they are looking for you
now!”

“Yes, and that’s just what I want to
speak to you about,” said Garfield. * Do
you know of any safe place in the city
where I can lie under cover for a few
days until I can get my bearings, and de-
cide upon my future plans? I've got
money enough to pay my way, all right,”
he added proudly.

“ We-ell,” considered Bailey, ‘“if you
don't mmd standing for a kind of sporty

. crowd, you might come up to my hang-

oat. It's safe enough there, for no ques-
tions are asked; and we all know better
than to stick our nose into any other guy’s
business. But you’re so kind of stiff and
preachery-like, I was wondering a bit
how the bunch would take it?

“T'I tell you,” he finally decided with
an air of solving the problem. * I'll say
that you're a cousin of mjne up from the
country, and you can tie up your head in
a bandage and pretend that you have got
the mumps. That will serve for a dis-
guise, keep people away from you, and at
the same time be a good excuse for your
not going out.

“You must have that suit dyed,
though,” he added; ‘“safer a good deal
than selling it, in case any description of
you is published, and you can wear some
of my duds while it is being done. Pretty
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”»

with a'grin, “

good fit, too, Doyle, even
if you did snag it off ‘the bargain-
counter.”

T'o all these various suggestions Gar-
field gratefully assented, and accordingly
was duly conducted up to the boarding-
house, introduced to the landlady, and
after a Lrief negotiation assigned to. a
room. ]

Then he made known his further de-
sires to his companion,

“The first thing I must find out, Bai-
ley,” he said, ‘‘is how things stand at the
Agricultural Department—how near the
wheat-crop estimate is to completion
who is the clerk engaged upon it, and
what kind of a chap he is. Do you think
you could hang round down there and
find out these details for me?"” ’

“ Sure I can,” cheerfu]ly; * but not- to-
day, Garfield. Business before pleasure,
you know ; and as it is, I shall have to
hustle to get ot to the track before the
first race. By the way, you don’t care to
chance a piece of that fifty you borrowed
from t?fe warden, do you? I've got one
tipped “off to me this afternoon that’s
nothing less than a ‘pipe.” Don't want
any of it, eh? Well, so-long, then."”

And grabbing up a pair of field- °

glasses, he.was down the stairs and off,
in mortal dread lest he should lose a mo-
ment from his favorite sport.

Nor, although the “ pipe'” failed to
materialize, and he was consequently
something out of pocket when he re-
turned, was he in any less good-humor
as he came airily into the room, puffing
away at a cigarette. ;

“ Oh, I've got no kick coming,” he re-
joined to Garfield’s attempts at commis-
eration. ‘I got a run for my money, all

right, and that is the most that anybody -

could ask.”

Upon such hollow consolation does the
race-track follower keep up his spirits.

He had brought the evening papers
home with him, and, as he dumped a
bundle of théem down on the bed, asked
Doyle if he did not wish to glance them
over. '

“ Not that you'll find anything about
yourself in them, though,” he added.
“Our foxy friend, the warden, has man-
aged somehow to keep your get-away
dark. Not a single line of it in any of
the sheets.”
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True enough ; in none of the Washing-
ton papers was there the slightest refer-
ence to the sensational escape. It was

, evident, as Bailey had said, that the war-

den, anxious to avoid criticism, had ex-
erted himself to keep the affair a secret;
and Garfield was, of course, just as well
satisfied.

It would do no harm to his plans to
have his"enemies in ignorance of the fact
that he was not still behind prison bars.

Neither, as it turned out, were the
newspapers without a significant interest
to Doyle; for, in looking over the market
reports, it did not take him long to dis-
cover that the unusual and portentous
movement in ‘‘ wheat,”, which he had
heard mentioned at the penitentiary, was
still in progress.

As a result, he grew more than ever so-
licitous to have Bailey investigate con-
ditions at the department, and accerd-
ingly the latter spent the entire next
morning nosing round through the dingy
old building on the Mall, asking all man-
ner of questions and rendering himself
generally a nuisance.

When he teturned at noon, however,»
he was bubbling over with satisfaction.

“I guess I've got the man you want
spdtted, all right,” he informed Garfield
gaily. ‘“ Chap by the name of  Frank
Adams in the bureau of statistics. I fol-
lowed him when he left at noon to the
telegraph-office, and, by looking over his
shoulder, saw he was sending a message
to Chlcago Here is a copy of it, if you
can make anything out of it.”

. Garfield gave one glance at the scrawl
handed over to him, and burst into a
quick exclamation of excitement.

“ Bailey,” he cried, “I must have an
interview with-this Frank Adams at once.
Do you suppose you could get him here
to see me? "

‘““ Sure, Mike!" with customary alac-
ity ;i but not just now. It’s getting
along toward business hours, son, and I
have to be off.

“ Don’t fret your head however; I'll
bring him back when I come this evening,
for "he only lives two or three blocks
away from here; and. he’s down at that
temperance pool and billiard room on the
corner every night.”

‘ All right, then,” assented Garfield,
though he could not quite suppress a
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frown of impatience. ‘ To-night, so be
it. And perhaps you had better not say
who it is wishes to talk to him; just say
there is a gentleman here whom it will be
to his advantage to see.’

Bailey, who was on nettles to be off,
nodded and started for the door; but be-
fore he could get outside the other stayed
him for a final mJunctlon

“ You'll not forget,” he urged. *“ More
than you dream of depends upon my see-
ing Adams without delay.”

“ Never fear. Adams will be here to-
night if I have to rough-house him and
drag him every foot of the way.”

And with that he was gone, leaving
Garfield to possess his soul in such pa-
tience as he could command for the re-
mainder of the afternoon.

But if Bailey had one virtue, it was
unquestioning obedience ; and, true to his
word, when he returned that night he
brought with him the government clerk—
a government clerk looking a trifle wary
and suspicious, but still indubitably
there..

“ Ah, Mr. Adams, glad to see you!
Sit down, won’t you?” said Garfield
courteously, pushing forward a chair.
“1 want to talk to you about some mat-

ters at the department, and before I get’

through I think I can show you that what
I have to say will be to your interest.”

“ Oh, but Mr. Johnson,” interrupted
the lad, for Doyle had been traveling un-
der this name since leaving the peniten-
tiary, * you must understand that I can-

not speak.of any prlvate matters connect-"

ed with my position.”

“ Exactly. And I don’t intend to ask
concerning anything ' except what any
member of the public has a right to
know. In fact, all I want to learn is
whether or not you are not daily sending
information concerning the progress of
the forthcoming wheat-crop report to

Chicago? Nothing wrong in that, is
there? ” -
“No, I suppose not,” hesitatingly.

‘ Why, yes, I am sending out such in-
formation.”

“ And who directed you to send it?”

“ Why, really I don’t remember. I
suppose Mr. Jones, or Mr. Reed. One
gets so many memoranda-slips in the way
of orders that one can’t always remember
where they come from.”
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- an order is signed or not, does he?
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“Just so. And one doesn’t usually
stop t6 notice if he be in a hurry, whether
So,
that even if the slip itself were produced,
it might not be able to prove anything.”

“ About right,” laughed the young
man.. ‘‘ Lots of them have come to me
which were never signed. As to this par-
ticular order, I simply know that I have
been following it for several weeks; and,
since my action has never been ques-
tioned, I suppose it must be all right.”

“ Yet,” observed Doyle dryly, “if you
were asked upon the witness-stand who
gave you the order, you could not tell?”

“’I'he witness-stand!" gasped Adams,
starting to his feet, his eyes opening wide.
“ Who are you?”

“We will come to that presently.
Enough for you to know just now that I
am not a secret-service man, as you sus-
pect, and am disposed to help rather than
to harm you. You are treading along dan-
gerous paths, young man; but it is still
not too late for you to be saved.

“ Tell me now if your orders contem-
plate the carrying on of this system of
reporting to Chicago until the estimate
on the wheat crop is finished?”

“ Yes, sir. I am directed to send an
advance report of the total estimate to
our Chicago man at least a week before
its publication.”

‘ And the name of this man is—"

“ Raden—]. B. Raden.”

“ Or, in other words, John P. Braden,”
remarked Garfield with a satiric smile.
‘It never struck you, I suppose, that you
were actually corresponding with John
P. Braden, the notorious wheat specula-
tor!"” :

“ Good Heavens! " butst-out in excla-
mation from Adams’s pallid lips.

He shrank back appalled, as though he
saw the brink of a visible gulf yawning
before him.

‘“ Good Heavens,”
ruined!” ;

“ No, you're not,” averred the other,
striking him a heartening blow upon the
shoulder. ‘“ And, what's more, you are
not’ going to be. They've got the coils
pretty tight about you; but, if you've got
the nerve and will follow my advice,
we’ll turn the tables. I know what I am
talking about, you see; because I've been
in your unfortunate position myself.”

he repeated, “ I am
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“Then,” said Adams, a slow compre-
hension dawning in his eyes, ‘‘ you are—"

“Yes. Hadn't you guessed that be-
fore? I am Garfield Doyle!"”

CHAPTER XI.
THE CHANCE OF A LIFETIME.

UT ‘what is your plan? What is it
you wish me to do?" questioned
Adams, still plainly incredulous

that anything could be done to save him
from the pit he had digged for himself.
* Shall I confess my folly to Mr. Reed? "
Doyle gave a short, derisive laugh.
“ As well confess to a hungry wolf that
you are about to steal its bone,” he ob-
served trenchantly. ‘ Why, Reed is the

very one who has gotten you entangled.

in this snarl,

“ No, old man, the way to fight these"

people is with their own fire. We will
meet them on the battle-ground of the
market ; and not only circumvent them at
their villainous game, but also hit them
in their tenderest spot, their pocketbooks.
You stand by me in this, Adams, and I’ll
make a fortune for you as well as for
myself.”

But the government clerk began ‘to
look grave, and started to shake his head.

“ You mean, then,” he said, “that I
shall give you the advance infbrmation

instead of Braden? Where is the differ-

ence, so far as I am concerned? I should
still- be false to my trust in either case.’

“Don’t jump at conclusions,” rasped
Garfield impatiently, for his mind was
working at full pressure and he hated to
be interrupted. ‘ Nobody is asking you
to give out government information to
meé or Braden, or any one else.
want you to do is to go along apparently
unsuspicious of anything, and then on the
day that you are to send him the final
estimate to give him the exact reverse of
what it really is.

“If the cstimate should show a million
bushels over a normal crop, let him think
it is a million bushels under normal, and
vice versa. Then notify me that you
have reported to him, and I will know
from his actions what to do. That is not
giving away government secrets, is it? "

“ No,” admitted Adams readlly “ for
such a report would not be the truth.”

All T.
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“ And you will do as I ask you?"”

The young man saw the point at last,
and springing to his feet, his eyes shining
with exultation, thrust his hand impul-
sively into Doyle’s.

“ Do as you say !’ he exclaimed. “ Mr.
Doyle, I am with you until the last blow
is struck!”

Garfield turned quickly to Bailey.

“Tell me of a reliable Chicago bro-
ker,” he demanded, “ one who can see a
point without having it driven in with a
sledge-hammer ; who is nervy enough to
take a fairly long chanee, and who yet
has sufficient money to put through a
transaction of considerable magnitude.
Do you know a fellow of such descrip-
tion? "

“Do I?” rejoined this only original
and genuine specimen of a ‘‘ Johnny on
the spot.”” * Do I? Well, if you'd been
painting a life-S§ize portrait of my old
boss, William Z. Corwine, with gilt
frame to match, you couldn’t have hit
him off any closer.

“ He's the only dead-square guy I ever
worked for; he’s forged steel and chain-
lightning when it comes to nerve; he’ll
back a hundred-to-one shot, if he likes
the look of it, just as quick as glance at
it,’and he’s got the scads for ‘anything he
wants anywhere from a million dollars
down.

*“If you want to hook on to him for
this littte lay of/ yours, I'll give you a
note of introduction to him, - It may do
you some good, for he knows that I
wouldn’t steer him up against a dead
one.”

“ Thanks,” said Garfield. “You are
certainly a trump, Bailey; and you can
rest assured that I'll not forget all that
you've done for me, if things turn out as
I hope they will in this affair.

“And now there is only one more
thing I will ask you. Kindly inform our
respected landlady that I have recovered
from my recent attack of mumps, and

‘that my room is-at her disposal.”

“What?” stared Bailey, sitting up.
“You're not going to-night?” ;

“Yes. I have no time to waste. The
sooner I get out there and am started
upon my campaign, the surer I will be of
landing this cutthroat gang.”

The prison look had worn off him suf-
ficiently by this time for him to venture
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abroad without the liability of causing
remark, and so, rigged out in a disguise
which Bailey had procured for him, he
caught a night-train for the West and
got away in safety,

His impression of the broker when
they met was much what he had expected
it would be from Bailey’s vivid descrip-
tion—a . little man, but every ounce of
him bone and nerve and muscle.

Keen blue eyes that looked straight
through you from Dbehind gold-rimmed
nose-glasses, a firm, thin-lipped mouth,
and a pleasant but decidedly businesslike®
voice. :

* Glad to meet you, Mr. Johnson,” he
said, skimming rapidly over Bailey’s let-
ter of introduction. ‘ What can I do for
you?”’

Garfield, bound to be no less direct,
briefly outlined the .information in his
possession and the bold scheme he hgd in
view. .

“If the report that Adams sends out
is ‘over normal, Braden will begin to
sell,”” he said, ‘‘ and if ¢ under normal,’ to
buy. All we have to do is to watch him
and play the other end of the string, and
wé cannot fail to win.”

Corwine listened to him through -in
silence; considered a moment, then said
tersely :

“ And you expect me to risk my good
money for a half of the possible profits
on a proposition which has ne other sup-
port than the word of an entire stranger?
Really, Mr. Johnson, this is the most
astounding offer which has ever been
made to me. I have everything at stake ;
you nothing. No,"” rising to his feet as
though to terminate the interview, “I
guess I don't care to do business in quite
thaty way.”.

Garfield caught desperately at one last
hope.

“ Wait just a moment, Mr. Corwine,"”
he said hoarsely. ‘ You are wrong when
you say I have nothing at stake. I am
fighting to retrieve a damaged reputation
and to prove my innocence. At the pres-
ent moment the police are looking for me.
Do you remember the great wheat-report
scandal of about nine years ago. Well—
I am Garfield Doyle!"”

The other sat down again, and for a
full minute subjected Doyle to the steady
scrutiny of his’ boring eyes. t
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“That changes the complexion of
things,” he said finally in a very different
voice. He hesitated a sécond longer.
“Very well, Mr: Doyle,” he decided
sharply. ‘“ We'll whipsaw these .thieves
as you propose, and we'll divide profits—
share and share alike.”

Good as his word, he got down to
work at once, and by the time that Bra-
den received his expected advance report
from Adams he’had the crafty schemer
so completely under espionage that his
every move was known almost as soon as
projected. : :

The morning after the report came in
Bradén commenced to buy wheat quietly
and unostentatiously, He had a whole
week in which to effect -his coup, and he
had no desire to attract attention to his
maneuvers. o .

At the very first, bushel that he pur-
chased, the word was telephoned in to
Corwine by oné of his.lieutenants on the
floor. ,

“ Ah,” commented the little broker,
‘ the crop is long, then!”

And he sent out instructions to his men
to sell—sell two bushels for every bushel
that Braden bought = to" sell, sell, sell
until the cows came home.

And so for that entire week the battle
raged. Outsiders looked on, and won-
dered what it was all about; but could
not make head or tail of it.

Braden himself was at first amused,
congratulating himself on the easy pick-
ings’he was going to have, and curious to
know who was the simpleton plunging:so
heedlessly on the wrong side.

Then he grew angry when Corwine's
men taunted and badgered him, calling
him a coward because he would not buy
as freely.as they were willing to sell ; and

* sometimes feaming like a mad bull at

their insults, and absolutely sure that he
was right, he would rush into the pit and
buy recklessly, consumingly, until the
gong sounded.

Thus six days passed ; and, as he foot-
ed up the total to which he was involved,
there came even to his cock-sure heart a
moment of dismay.

What if some mistake had been made?

.What if anything should eventually go

wrong?
But the next instant he smiled con-
temptuously at such foolish apprehen-
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sions. Why, the thing was as certain as
the sunrise!

He sauntered debonairly on ‘the floor
the next morning and stood nonchalantly
about, talking to his friends as he. waited
for the official report to be made public
and the time for the reaping of his har-
vest.

Then he felt, like a vague electric
thrill, rather than saw or heard, a move-
ment among the brokers present. Some
one pushed a telegram into his hand, and
with staring eyes he read the fateful fig-
ures. He had miscalculated the crop by
over three million bushels !

For a moment he stood transfixed;
then with a roar he leaped into the surg-
ing, seething maelstrom of the pit, and
sought by voice and gesture and absolute
Herculean endea#vor to save himself and
stay the excited tide. .

Stay that tide? As well attempt to
hold back the waves of the ocean with a
child’s rampart of sand !

Braden knew from the beginning that
the effort was hopeless, and his act was
one of insane desperation rather than of
courage or valor.

But even he had to realize at last that
the jig was up. .

Hatless, disheveled, his coat torn to
ribbons, pale and trembling, he stag-
gered from the floor a hopelessly ruined
man.

At the door a plain - clothes man
stepped forward and tapped him on the
shoulder.

“ Warrant for your arrest here, my
man,” he said. * Better come quietly and
avoid trouble.”

Braden almost collapsed.

“ For my arrest?” he quavered. *“ On
what charge? ” :

‘“ Oh, conspiracy, burglary — almost
everything in the criminal code. Enough,

at any rate, to send you up for the rest-

of vour natural life.”

At that moment there sounded out faint
but clear behind him a familiar whistle
of two ascending notes, one long and one
short. b

Braden turned quickly to see Garfield
Doyle standing there with the letters in
his hands which he had bought from old
Persimmons for the sum of ten thousand
dollars!

(The
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At last the discredited broker knew
who had been his mysteridus opponent
‘“in the pit.”’

CHAPTER XII.
AS T ALL ENDED.

MONTH or six weeks later Gar-

field Doyle sat upon the side ve-

randa at Senator Hunter’s, and
lazily swung the hammock in which re-
clined the graceful figure of Martina. .

The Senator had done the amende hon-
orable as soon as he discovered how wo-
fully he had been mistaken in regard to
Garfield, who was now a frequent and al-
ways welcome visitor at his house.

This afternoon he and MNartina had
been discussing Mosby, and Doyle was
trying to find out from the young lady
if she would really have thrown her
suitor over on a mere word of condem-
nation from himself.

“Of course I would,” she answered
frankly. “T never had the slightest in-
tention of marrying him, anyhow.” .

“ Never had any intention of marrying
him?” gasped Garfield. * Why, in the
name of common sense then, did you
write me that letter?.”

"She blushed and looked down.

Then Garfield did a marvelous thing
for one who was only a mere¢ man. He
actually followed for once the logic of
the feminine mind.. :

‘ Did it mean,” he asked in a low voice,
scarcely able to believe his own ears,
‘*that you wanted to have me reiterate
my own innocence, to spur me up through
jealousy into making some effort to clear
myself?” :

“ Why, of course,” she said; then
paused . and blushed deeper as she saw
the admission she had been led into ma-
king. 5

“Then you must have beljeved that I
loved you, Martina? And you,” his voice
ringing with exultation, “ you, too, must
have cared?”

At last she raised her brown eyes to lhis.

“1 have loved you, Garfield,” she. said
softly, ‘“all the time.”

The vines and flowers about the ve-
randa drew closer and screened them
from the world as he took her in his arms.
end.)



Mr. Scales’s Unwelcome Visitor.

BY C.

LANGTON CLARKE.

A Gown That Covered a Multitude of Bad

Manners

s

“YT “RED is here, George.” /
: Mr. Scales, just home
from his office, tired and
hungry, almost let the
hat, which he was in the
act of hanging up, fall to
the floor, and turned sharply on his wife.
“Fred?” he echoed angrily. * Fred
Pickens, your precious cousin? What
does that loafer want now? ”
“1 really don't see, George,” repliced
Mrs. Scales with spirit, *“ why you should
always be trying to find fault with my

relations. I'm sure some of yours are no
great credit. ‘Lhere’s your Uncle" Jo-
seph—"

“ Never mind my Uncle Joseph,” inter-
rupted Mr. Scales hastily. * It’s your
Cousin Fred we are discussing. When
did he come, and what does he want?"”

“ He came about an hour ago,” replied
Mrs. Scales, ““ with a suit-case. He said
he was going to stay a week, or as much
longer as we could put up with him. You
know Fred’s joking way.”

“ Joke!” cried the husband. “TI only
hope it is a joke. If's bad enough te have
Fred round for an hour or two; but a
week—I won't have him. - He only wants
to borrow money.”

“ There’s just where you're wrong,”
cried Mrs. Scales triumphantly. ‘ Al-
most the first thing he said was: ‘Tell
Geerge not to be alarmed. I'm not going
to bleed him this time.” "

“ That was probably another of Master
Fred's- jokes,” said Mr. Scales'grimly.
“ However, we'll soon see. 'Where is he?”

“ He'’s up-stairs in the study,” replied
Mrs. Scales; ‘““and for Heaven’s sake,
George, do try and show a little hospital-
ity. Fred’s not a bad fellow when you

as Well as Duplicities

Galore.

f-
really know him—just a little wild and
eccentric.” z

“It’s the kind of eccentricity that
sends a lot of people to jail,” grumbled
Mr. Scales as he ascended the stairs, fol-
lowed by his wife. * However, 1'll put
up with him as long as I can.”

A small, slender, fair-haired man, with
aquiline features and a pair of rather
shifty cyes, turned from the window as
Mr. Scales entered and held out his hand.

‘“ Hallo, George!” he said airily.
“Turned up again like a bad cent, you
see.”

“So I see,” assented Mr. Scales glum-
lv, accepting the hand and letting it drop
again, after inflicting the very faintest
apology for a squeeze on it. ‘““To what
are we ipdebted for this visit? "

“ The fact is,” replied Mr. Pickens,
ignoring Mr. Scales’s unhospitable man-
ner, ““ that I was beginning to get lonely.
Dying for a sight of a blood relation, you
know, and all that sort of thing, so I say,
to myself: ‘Why, there’s George and
Minnie. What's to prevent my taking a
little holiday and paying them a visit?
None at 411, say I to myself in reply.
‘ They’ll be delighted to see me.’” You
don’t look as pleased as I expected,
George. And ‘here I am.”

“Oh!” "said Mr. Scales skeptically.
Y That’s it, eh? What's the trouble this
time? ”

Mr. Pickens looked hurt. *

‘ The trouble?” he repeated.

“Yes,” said Mr. Scales. ‘ You didn’t
come here just to pay us a visit. What
scrape have you been getting into now? "

"Mr. Pickens hesitated for a moment,

‘and then he burst into a laugh.

“ What a detective you would have
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made, George!” he said. “ No fooling
you. The fact is that I am in a bit of a
mess.”

Mr. Scales turned a triumphant gaze
on his wife.

“ What did I tell you? " he said.

“I'm sufe Fred hasn’t done anything,
bad,” replied Mrs. Scales, tossing her’

head. ‘ I'm sure getting into debt now
and then isn’t so very awful. George,
why can’t you be a little more charita-
ble?”

“1 suppose you want money again,”
said Mr. Scales without any abatement of
severity. ‘ You always want money.”

For reply, Cousin Fred drew from his
trousers-pocket a large roll of bills, which
he handed to Mr. Scales.

““ There's three thousand there,” he

said. “I wish you would put them in
your desk. It’s too big a bundle to drag
round.” 4

Mr. Scales stared open-mouthed at the
money, and then back at Mr. Pickens.

“Is this yours?” he asked.

“ It is, unless they manage to take it
away from me,” was the light reply.

Mr. Scales regarded ‘his relative sternly.

“Who manage to take it away from
you? " he demanded.

“ The people who owned it before I
got it,” replied Mr. Pickens. ‘ Don't
look so scared, George. I haven't been
doing any strong - arm or second - story
work; but—well, there’s just the least
little bit of dispute about the ownership
of that roll, and I don’t want to have it
on me if they—well, if they start asking
questions.”

“T think,” said Mr. Scales scathingly,
“ that you had better do violence for once
to your natural inclinations, and tell me
the truth.”

“ All right,” replied the other, in no
way offended. ‘‘ It's somewhat of a
wrench, but here goes. I've been in Can-
ada, in one of the leading cities of On-
tario—never mind which—and I've been
doing a little in the mine-promoting way.
They’ve got a ridiculous law there that
you have to stick pretty close to facts in
your published statements.

“T and a friend of mine got hold of
half a dozen silver claims,-and, naturally
enough, we did our best to sell the stock.
Some of our ‘ads’ were a little too flow-
ery and imaginative to suit the authorities,

“in pulling out my handkerchief.
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and they got after us. I was just a little
too quick for them, and lit out ahead of
the warrant.”

“ And I suppose, as a matter of fact,”
said Mr. Scales with great severity,
‘ there wasn't any silver on your claims.”

“ Oh — yes, there was!” replied the
other with a grin. “ I lost a quarter there
It's
there yet.”

“So,” said Mr. Scales, frowning dark-
ly on this levity, * you have cheated a lot
of people in Canada, and now you come
seeking shelter here.”

“ Honestly, Georges” replied Mr. Pick-
ens, almost plaintively, *“ I couldn’t help
it. They're the worst bunch of suckers up
there you ever saw—fairly tumbling over
each other to hand you the washers. I'd
have hated to hurt their feelings by re-
fusing their money.” :

“T guess you gave full rein té your
kind instincts,” said Mr. Scales with bit-
ter sarcasm. ‘‘ So this three thousand is
your ill-gotten gains? "

“ Only part of it, George,” responded
Cousin Fred. ‘ The other fellow got out
with the rest. They're after him, too.”

“ And I suppose they may arrest you at
any moment? " said Mr. Scales with an
air of finality. “ You are a fugitive from
justice, sir, and I will have no part in
screening you. Pick up your suit - case
and go.”

But at this point Mrs. Scales, who had
sat listening wide-eyed to the conversa-
tion, broke in.

“You will do nothing of the kind,
Fred,” she said with an indignant glance
at her husband. ‘“I don’t suppose what
you've done is strictly honest; T don't
know much about it, but it seems to me
that the people who forced the money on
you are just as much to blame. Anyway,
I'm sure it isn’t anything so very dread-
ful, and here you stay.”

Mr. Scales choked, and looked helpless-
ly from his wife to her ne’er-do-weel
cousin.

‘ And suppose they find out he is here,
and arrest him in this house,”” he said
excitedly. - “ What about that? A nice
thing for us that would be!”

~ “ Don't be alarmed, George,” said Mr.
Pickens reassuringly. ¢ Trust your
Uncle Frederick to cover up his tracks.
I went direct from Canada to New
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York, and doubled back with a few lit-
tle twists on the way. I don't suppose
any one knows that you and Minnie are
my relations. Besides, I had a fine set
of whiskers while I was north of the line.
You've no idea what a difference it
makes.!’ .

“ Nobody need know he is here,” said
Mrs. Scales, who seemed to be quite ex-
cited at the prospect of cheating justice.
Y It's quite a providence that Jane left
yesterday so suddenly. ‘There will be
no servant to tattle.” &

““T don’t suppose Providence had much
of a hand in it,”” growled Mr. Scales,
“but if we have to harbor a criminal,
it’s just as well that as few people should
know of his presence as possible.”

“Criminal!” cried - Mrs. Scales.
“ Really, George, you do choose the most
odious words. I don’t-look on Fred as
anything of the kind. I'm sure he’s
more sinned against than sinning. I feel
just like a Loyalist wife, giving shelter
to a fugitive Cavalier.”

Mr. Scales was too disgusted to com-
bat this romantic view of the situation,
and went away to dress, leaving his wife
and Cousin Fred-.to discuss the ethics
of mine promotion, and means for de-
feating the ends of justice.

Dinner was not a lively meal.

Mr. Scales ate in almost. absolute
silence, and even the irrepressible Mr.
Pickens and the sympathetic wife felt
their spirits dampened by his gloom. An
adjournment to the study was not pro-
ductive of a much more, cheerful atn®s-
phere, Mr. Scales, who had a slight
knowledge of law, choosing such de-
pressing topics as the varying terms in
prison apportioned to certain offenses.

He had just branched .off into a de-
scription of the disagreeable routine of
penitentiary life, when there was_a ring
at the door-bell, and, in obedience to his
wife, he ‘grumblingly rose to answer it.

Mr. Scales had opened the front door
barely a foot, when a tall, slim man in-
serted himself through the narrow open-
ing into the hall with a jack-in-the-box
like agility, which considerably discom-
posed the other’s nerves.

“ Who -are you?” .demanded Mr.
Scales sharply. ‘“ And what the deuce
do you mean by coming into a person’s
house in that manner?®” = .
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“ Anybody of the name of Pickens
here? " the stranger demanded,

“No, there isn't,” replied Mr. Scales
promptly, and with some indignation.
The thought at once flashed across him
that this was *“the other fellow,” who,
according to Cousin Fred's story, had
also ““lit ouf ahead of the warrant,” and
he had no intention of giving shelter to
two fugitive swindlers.

“ My name,” said the stranger, fixing

Mr. Scales with a searching and sus-
picious eye, ‘‘is -Backley—Detective
Backley.” ;

“Indeed!” said Mr, Scales. His

heart had leaped to his mouth, but he
managed to conceal his fright. ‘ May I
inquire whether it is your usual habit to
enter’ a house in that fashion?

“We got a wire from Noo York,”
continued the detective, ignoring the
question, ““ to be on the lookout for a fel-
low named Pickens—Frederick Pickens.
He’s wanted in Canada for some crooked
work. He is some relation of yours, we

.understand, and they think he might

come here. Here’s his description: Be-
low ‘middle size, thin, fair hair and blue
eyes, bushy beard and—"

“You don’t need to read all that,” in-
terrupted Mr. Scales, whko had had time
to consider the position. “ I know Mr.
Pickens. He isn’t here.”

Mr. Backley’s eye, leaving M Scales’s
countenance, traveled slowly around_ the
hall and rested on the hat-rack,

. “Whose is them hats? " he asked.

“They're mine,” replied Mr. Scales
with well-simulated indignation. ¢ Do
you suppose I'm a receiver of stolen
goods? "’

*“ Of course,” said the detective, with
raised finger, like a schoolmaster ad-
monishing a refractory glass, “if he
should come you know your dooty. To
communicate at once with the police.
It's a pretty serious business to cheat
the law. It’s conspiracy—that’s what
1Sk

‘““ Have you anything more to say?”
demanded Mr. Scales with a feeling of
strong resentment at the officer’s some-
what dictatorial manner. * Because if

not, I'll bid you good evening.”

“ Nothing just now,” replied the de-
tective. ‘““You mind what I'm telling
vou, though. I don’t think there's any
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call for me to search the house—not

just yet—"

.He looked sternly at Mr. Scales for
several seconds, and then, suddenly
opening the door, vanished.

“ Here's a pretty kettle of fish,”

stormed Mr. Scales, reentering the study.

“ What’s the matter, (George?’ cried
Mrs. Scales in alarm. ‘ Who was that
man? "

‘“ A detective,” replied. Mr. Scales.

Mrs. Scales uttered a slight shriek,
and Mr. Pickens half rose from his chair.

“ A detective?” they cried simultane-
ously.

“ Master Fred,” said Mr. Scales biting-
ly, “ wasn’t quite as smart as he thought
he was. The police ‘here have got word
from New York to watch for him. They
know he’s a relation of ours. \What are
we going to do now? "

“T hope to goodness, (eorge, you
didn’t give him any idea that Fred is
here,” cried Mrs. Scales.

“ No, I didn't,” replied her husband.
“1 don’t know what I might have done,
but I thought at first, when he asked
about Fred, that he was that swindling
partner of his, so I said I didn't know
anything ‘about him. Then, of course,
I had to stick to it.”

“ Well, it's all right,” said Mr. Pick-
ens, after a long pause. * You've put
them off the scent. As long as I don't
show myself there’s no danger.”

“There isn't, eh?” retorted Mr.
Scales. * That’s all you know about it.
Just as he went away the fellow said it
might be necessary to search the house.
A nice mess we're in, thanks to you.
I'm going out for a while. I want a lit-
tle opportunity to think it over in quiet.”

With more grumbling to the same ef-
fect, Mr, Scales left the room, and in a
few minutes the banging of the hall door
informed his wife and cousin that he had
sought the open air for reflection. Mrs.
Scales sighed.

“ George isn't nearly as rough and
unkind as he tries to make out,” she
said. ‘“ And now, Fred, while he’s do-
ing his thinking outside, let us try and
hit on some plan ourselves.”

Mr. Scales was absent for a full hour
and a half.

At first he was minded to seek the ad-
vice of Mr. Butterworth, an old and tried
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friend, but he was averse to letting any
one, even his closest confidant into the
secret, and he sought a certain cozy cor-
ner in the smoking-room of his club,
where he - reviewed the situation and
strove to find a satisfactory solution.
Finally he decided that the ties of his
wife’s relationship and the popular con-
ception of man’s duty to his neighbor
did not call upon him to run the risk
of himself appearing in the prisoner’s
dock, and he came to a very definite reso-
lution that Cousin Fred must go. .

“T1l kick-him out at once,” he said,
and with this purpose in view he bent his
steps homeward.

Mrs. Scales met him in the hall.

“ Mary has come,” she said.

Mr. Scales stared at her open-mouthed.

“Mary?” he echoed. ‘““Who the
deuce is Mary? "

‘““My new girl,”” replied Mrs. Scales
brightly. “I engaged her yesterday.

Surely I told you.”

“You didn’t tell me anything about
it,”” replied Mr. Scales grumpily. “1I
thought yvou were congratulating yourself
on a direct intervention of Providence in
sending Jane away. How are you gomg
to keep Mary’s mouth shut?”

‘“ Mary won't tattle,”” replied Mrs.
Scales confidently. ‘ She knows better.
Here she is now.”

A very trim, neat servant, with a massy
coiffure, surmounted by an immaculate
cap, and wearing a spotless apron over
a black silk dress, came out of the kitehen,
and, catching. sight of Mr. Scales, curtsied
low.

Mr. Scales, whose eyesight was not of
the best, responded with a slight nod, and
was about to go up-stairs, when the new
servant spoke.

“ 1 beg your pardon, ma'am,” she said
in a high, affected voice, “ but do you
think your good gentleman could give
me the loan of a cigar?”

Mr. Scales, wheeling sharply ‘on  his
heel, stared wide-eyed at the smiling do-
mestic. S

“Fred!” he cried.

Mrs. Scales uttered a scream of laugh-
ter, and Mr. Pickens was so convulsed
with merriment that his elaborate struc-
ture of curls and puffs almost fell off.

“ Oh, George!” cried Mrs. Scales, * if
vou could only have seen your own face.
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It was’ too
splendid? ”

“What is the meaning of this-monkey
business? "’ Mr. Scales demanded, in na-
wise softened by the mirth of his wife
and cousin, :

‘It was my idea,” replied Mrs. Scales
proudly. “ After you had gone out
Fred and I talked it over. We thought
of several plans for Fred to hide him-
self in-case the police should come here,
but none of them weré any good. Then,
all at once I remembered that wig which

funny. Isn’t\ Fred just

I got for the Foresters’ fancy dress-ball.

five years ago, and routed it out of an
old trunk in the storeroom.
. ‘“Fred is just about my size, so I
loaned him some of my old clothes and
he dressed up. At first we decided.that
he should be a cousin, come unexpectedly
on a visit, but that mlght be awkward
later, so we decided that he should be a
new - servant. Fortunately, I had an
‘ad’ in this morning's paper, so I can
explain how Mary applied in answer to
it, and was at once engaged. It’s a
splendid idea.”

Mr. Scales regarded his wife’s ani-
mated countenance with lowering brow.

“ Lt seems to me,” he said, * that you
have developed a very sugprising talent

for deception. I suppose you don't
mind telling all those lies.”
“They're not lies, George,” replied

“You
Tt’s

Mrs. Scales in an offended tone.
do give things such horrid names.
only a little make-believe.”
Mr. Scales laughed harshly
“All right” he said. *“And now

Fred can wind up the play by going and

taking those absurd things off. I'm not
going to be a party to any such trick.”

“He can't, George,” replied Mrs.
Scales. ‘‘It’s too late.”

“Can’t!’ cried Mr. Scales.
do you mean?"” ~

‘“ Because,” iphed Mrs. Scales, with
some trepidation.. ‘ Mr. and Mrs. But-
terworth called about half an hour ago
to return a book, and Fred—Mary, I
mean—opened the door for them. We
thought it might be the police, and Fred
would go. He was afraid I mlght be
nervous and let out the secret.”
- Mr. Scales threw up his hands in de-
spair.

“T'red was perfectly splendid,” con-

* What

‘able to his
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tinued -Mrs. Scales. ‘ You would have
thought he had been a house-maid all his
life. They never suspected a thing.
Mrs. Butterworth said I was uncom-
monly lucky to get such a smart-looking
servant, and Mr. Butterworth kept look-
ing at her out of the corner of his eye.
[ could see he was greatly impressed.”
The idea of Mr. Butterworth, most

- susceptible of men,” casting sheeps eyes

at the bogus seryant did more to soften
Mr. Scales than any amount of argument.
A faint smile relaxed the stern lines of
his mouth. Mrs. Scales clapped her
hands. E :

“T knew you'd see it in the right light,
George,” slre cried. ‘“ It really is awful-
ly funny when vou think of it. And
now it doesn’t matter if the police do
come. Mary can show them all over the
house herself.”

During the following two days every-
thing ran smoothly. Mr. Pickens, apart
from a slight moral twist in his charac-
ter, was a_ pleasant enough companion,
and did his best to make himself agree-
host, who. responded by an
increased cordiality eof mauner.

He divided his time between the
kitchen, fgr the sake of appearance, and
the study, for solace and mental refresh-

" ment, the latter bejng provided by sev-

eral racing novels and a volume of past
performances, which he had brought with
him.

_His domestie duties were. practically a
sinecure, the breaking of several pieces
of crockery in an effort to live up to his
assumed character having resulted in an
interdict by Mrs. Scales agdinst any a¢-
tive participation in the household ar-

- rangements.

On the morning of the third day Mr:
Scales was busy in his office with seme
correspondence, when Mr. Bidtterworth,
a plump, middle-aged man, whe was .re-
markable for a faultless habit and an
irrepressible tendency toward practical
jokes, entered and seated himself in a
chair béside the desk. His usually placid
features were overcast, and he coughed
several times in an embarrassed manner.

“Well,” said Mr. Scales, signing INs

-last letter and’ throwing it into the bas-

ket, * what's the matter with you?. Baby
sick?” X
‘“ Nothing the matter with me,” re-
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sponded Mr. Butterworth. ‘ But—there’s
something I think you ought to know.”

Mr. Scales, laying aside his pen, leaned
back in his chair, prepared to listen.

“I'm not a man,” began his visitor,
“ who interferes in other people’s do-
mestic arrangements, but there are times
when silence is the worst kind of friend-
ship.”

‘“Never mind all, that,”” said Mr.
Scales, who was growing uneasy. ‘“ What
fault have you got to find with my do-
mestic arrangements? "’

“ No fault, exactly,” replied the other,
‘“ but—well, here are the facts: This
morning, after I had left the house, I
found, when I went to light my cigar,
that I had come away without any
matches. I was just opposite your house
and ‘I started up your front steps to
ring the bell and borrow some. Then—"
Mr. Butterworth looked slightly con-
fused—" I thought that instead of bring-
ing any one to the door it would be bet-
ter to go round to the back.”

“And incidentally,” interrupted Mr.
Scales with a sarcastic smile, * take an-
other look at our new maid.”

“ Nothing of the kind,” replied Mr.
Butterworth, flushing.
further from my thoughts. It was simply
with a view to -saving trouble. I went
round, and the kitchen door was open.
The girl was there.”

“ What’s all this mystery about?”
demanded Mr. Scales testily, as Mr. But-
terworth paused impressively. ‘ Where
else should she be? " -

“She was there,” repeated Mr. But-
terworth, laying his hand on the other’s
arms and speaking in awe-struck tones.
“ And what do you think she was do-
ing?” .

“How should I know?” said Mr.
Scales impatiently, but with a growing
sense of alarm. “ Washing up the
dishes, probably.”

‘ She was sitting,” continued Mr. But-
terworth, “in a chair tilted back, with
her feet on the range. She was smoking
the dirtiest old brier pipe I ever saw,
and she was ‘doping 'em out.”"”

“She was what?” cried Mr. Scales,
who was not versed in racing phrase-
ology. - -

“.“ Doping 'em out,’ " said Mr. Butter-
worth. “ Surely you know what that

)

" Nothing was
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means. She had the morning paper with
the entries and a racing form-book. I
watched her for nearly two minutes. She
must have gone back three months look-
ing up one horse.”

Mr. Scales uttered an exclamation of
annoyance.

“T thought you'd feel that way about
it,” continued Mr. Butterworth com-
placently. ““ And that's not all. When
I coughed she jumped up, let the book
and paper and pipe fall, and swore—
atrociously.”

Mr. Scales looked duly shocked.

‘“ She pulled herself together in quick
time,” the other went on, ‘“and was all
smiles. She said her father was a trainer
at one time, and she had always taken a
great interest in horses. Then she saw
me looking at the pipe, and she ex-
plained that a few years ago she was
maid to an officer’s wife in the Philip-
pines, and they had all to smoke in order
to guard against fever and flies. She
had never heen able to break herself of
the habit.” '

Mr. Scales, with a grudging admira-
tion for Mr. Pickens’s resourcefulness at
a critical moment, tried to bolster up the
explanation by a little deception on his
own part.

“That's so,”” he said. * She told us
when she came that she had been in the
Philippines, and asked my wife’s permis-
sion to smoke an occasional cigarette. I
suppose there’s nothing wrong in her
father having been a trainer, is there?”

““Oh, all right,” replied Mr. Butter-
worth, slightly huffed at his friend’s
tone. ‘I didn’t say there was anything
wrong, did I? Only it is a little unusual
for a pretty girl to be smoking a pipe
and digging up “dope.’ I confess I
was surprised.” {

“ And disappointed, eh?’ said ‘Mr.
Scales unkindly. “ My dear Butter-
worth, when will you get over this un-
happy infatuation for every pretty face
you see? "

To this accusation Mr. Butterworth re-
plied with considerable indignation,- de-
claring that next time he thought of do-
ing a friend a good turn, and telling him
something he ought to know, he would
remember this experience and keep his
mouth shut.

“ Well, keep it shut about this,” said
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Mr. Scales, after listening unmoved to
this harangue. .

“I'm not in the habit of tattling about
my friends’ affairs,” responded the other
with dignity.

“Well, don't tattle to your wife,
then,” said Mr. Scales sharply. “ I know
she gets everything out of you, but for
Heaven’s sake keep this to yourself.”

To this Mr. Butterworth made no
reply.

‘“ Because, if you do,” continued Mr.
Scales, ‘I shall make a point of foster-
ing the idea that a match for your cigar
was nothing but an excuse for trotting
round to have a quiet little chat with our
servant.”

Mr. Butterworth, finding words in-
adequate to express his feelings, darted
a fiery glance at his friend and retired in
silence.

“I do wish, George, that you would
be a little more careful,” were Mrs.
Scales’s first words of greeting when her
husband returned that evening.

‘ What's the matter now? "’ demanded
Mr. Scales grufily.

“You might remember,” said Mrs.
Scales, *that the blind in the kitchen
doesn’'t work.”

‘Mr. Scales stared at his wife in be-
wilderment.

* Kitchen-blind? " he cried. ‘ What
on earth are you talking about?”

‘“ About an hour after you left this
morning,” replied Mrs. Scales with great
solemnity, * Mrs. Brayley called to see
me, Fred opened the door, and he says
she looked at him as if she could skin
him alive. She fairly insisted on seeing
me. She said she had something of the
greatest importance to communicate.

“ So I asked her to come up. She sat
and looked at me for a minute with a
pitying expression, till I began to get
quite frightened, and then she said: ‘ My
dear, I hope you will bear this cross with
Christian fortitude.’

“1 thought some accident must have
happened to you, and they had asked-her
to break the news, and I jumped up in
a panic.

“‘Good gracious,” I said, ‘has any-
thing happened to Mr. Scades?’

“*No corporeal injury,’” she said—you
know what mouthfuls of words she uses
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—‘Dbut I am sadly afraid, my dear, that
he is deceiving you. "

Mrs. Scales paused impressively, and
looked searchingly at her husband, who,
however, betrayed no signs of an uneasy
conscience.

“ For Heaven's sake get on,” he said.

“She told me,” continued Mrs.
Scales, . that about nine o’clock she was
standing at her side window, which looks
right into our kitchen. The blind was
up, and she could see plainly into the
room.

“*Your new girl,} she said, ‘was-
standing Ly the table, when your hus-
band came in. She said something to
him ; of course, I could not hear what it
was, and he laughed. Then he took out
his cigarette case, and took one out, and
offered the case to the girl, who also
selected one.

“¢They lit them at the same match.
Then'—I wish George you could have
seen her face when she told me this—
‘the girl pulled up her skirt a lit-
tle, and kicked the match out of your
husband’s hand. Your husband was not
in the least bit shocked, and as he turned
away the girl hit him a great slap on the
back. -

“*Then they passed from my vision.
I thought it my duty to let you know the
sad facts at once!’ "

Mr. Scales's face was the picture of:
consternation.

“ Good Lord!” he said. * That wom-
an will tell every one she knows. What
did you say?"

“1 didn’t know what to say at first,”
replied Mrs. Scales, “and then, on the
spur of the moment, I said that Mary
was the daughter of a sister of mihe, who
married a planter in Cuba, where Mary
learned to smoke. I had to account in
some way for her familiarity, and I
couldn’t think of anything else. I said
her parents had died quite recently and
she had come to stay with us for a little
while as a sort of lady-help.”

Mr. Scales threw up his hands help-
lessly.

“And I told Butterworth this morn-
ing,” he said, “that her father was a
horse trainer, and she learned to smoke
in the Philippines. A nice mix-up there
will be if they get together and compare
notes.”
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“ And that isn’t the worst of it,” con-
tinued Mrs. Scales. ‘ After lunch I
heard voices in the kitchen and went
down. The first person I saw was a
great big policeman. I thought I should
have dropped, but Fred was quite calm.

“‘This is my cousin, Mr. Michael
Grogan, come to see me, ma'amn,” he said
as cool as anything. If I hadn’t been
so startled I could have laughed right
out.

“I came away, and the policeman
must have stayed an hour. ¥Fred says it
is a good thing, because he is a brother
of the chief, and he will hear at once if
there-is anything new in the search for
him.” ;

‘“This is a little too much,” said Mr.
Scales Ditterly. ‘“ What next? Look
here, Fred "—as Mr. Pickens entered the
room—'‘ when is this foolery going to
stop? "’ : :

Mr. Pickens, drawing back his skirts
daintily, executed a neat pas seul, twirled
round on the tips of his pointed shoes,
and fell into\ an attitude expressive of
maiden modesty, with his head slightly
on one side and one finger on his cheek.

‘“If you please, ma’am and sir,” he
said with an affectation of extreme bash-
fulness, *“ I'm engaged to be married.”

““What!"” cried Mr..and Mrs. Scales

together. “ Engaged? Whom to?”
“To a poticeman,” replied Mr.
Pickens in a small voice. “To Mr.

Michael Grogan.”

He stood for a moment contemplating
the open mouths and distended eyes
which confronted him, and then Dburst
into a roar of laughter.

“1 couldn't help it,”” he said. * The
temptdtion was too strong. Half an
hour _ago Mr. Grogan came slipping
round to the back door again. He said
I was the sweetest girl he ever saw.

* He had saved up a bit of money, and
he was sure of promotion in a little
whiler Would I be his steady company?
What was a poor girl to say to an offer
like that? He’s going to buy the ring
and bring it round to-night.”

Mr. Scales literally ground his teeth.

-‘“This is preposterous,” he -cried.
‘“ Simply outrageous. What do you
mean, sir, by this tomfoolery? " -

“My dear George,” replied Mr.

Pickens coolly, helping himself top a

"talents.

THIE CAVALIER.

cigarette from an open box and lighting
it with the utmost ponchalance, “you
don't half appreciate my diplomatic
Think of the advantage of hav-
ing daily bulletins of the hunt for Mr.
I'rederick Pickens from a member of -the
force which i§ looking for him.

“ Already, by a few questions, most
tactful and ladylike, I have broached
the subject, and my fiancé,-who is a per-
fect gentleman, has enlisted my services.
I am now unofficially attached to the de-
tective force of this city in a hunt for
myself. I have instructions to notify
Mr. Grogan at once if any suspicious
incidents occur.

“I am going to tell him tc-morrow
that you sent away a letter addressed to
Mr. Pickens at the general post-office in
New :Orleans. Any litile help in my
power will be most cheerfully given.”

“You will do nothing of the kind,”
shouted Mr. Scales explosively. ‘‘ First
thing [ know I will be dragged to the
police station and put through the third
degree. - Haven't you any gratitude?”

‘“ For goodness’ sake, Fred,” exclaimed
Mrs. Scales imploringly, “ do be careful.
You will get us into a most horrible mess
with your jokes.” :

‘“ Jokes!' snarled Mr. Scales. .

“ All right,” said :Mr. Pickens reas-
suringly. “I won’t, if you don’t want
me to. I only wished to have a little
fun. You people are going out to-night
to enjoy yourselves, and you grudge me
my amusement.”

“ Much we’re likely to enjoy ourselves
with you here making trouble for us,”
grumbled ‘Mr. Scales. “I've a -good
mind to call Forrester up and say we
can'’t come.”

‘“ We can’t do that,” said Mrs. ‘Scales
firmly. ‘“Mrs. Forrester was most in-
sistent, and I promised faithfully we
would go. - Besides, we couldn’t make
any excuse. We can hardly say we stayed
at home to keep an eye on our new serv-
ant. ‘That would be too ridiculous. You,
will behave, won't you, Fred? "

Mr. Pickens, with somewhat unlady-
like force of* language, called upon
Heaven -to witness that he would conduct

-himself in a most ladylike and discreet

mayner ; and with this assurance, much
as he distrusted it, Mr. Scales had to be
content.



MR. SCALLES'S UNWELCOME VISITOR.

Mr. Scales’s perturbation of spirit was
not allayed by the discovery on arrival
at the Forresters’ reception that Mrs.
Brayley was among the guests, and to
note the forms of Mr. Butterworth and
his wife in- animated conversation with
their “host.

‘““ Here's a nice situation,” was Mr.
Scales’s softo woce comment to Mrs.
Scales as they advanced to receive a cor-
dial welcome. * Confound that Fred!”

“Why, Mr. Scales,” said Mrs. Bray-
ley in tones audible to the whole room.
“ Where’s your niece? "

Mr. Scales, too much taken aback by
the suddenness of the query to reply,
could only stare helplessly at the ques-
tioner.

“ Niece?” cried Mr.
“ What's this about a niece?”

Mrs. Scales;. with feminine presence
of mind, rushed to the rescue.

“ We have a niece whom neither of us
ever saw before staying with us for a
few days,” she said carelessly.

“Why didn’t you bring her with
you?"” demanded the hostess. * Surely
you did not need a special invitation. I
will send one of the servants for her.”

“Not on any account,” cried Mr.
Scales hurriedly. * The—the fact is,
she doesn’t like society. We never can
get her to go anywhere.”

“1 thought you said you had never
seen her before,” said ‘Mr. Forrester.

“ George means,” interposed Mrs.
Scales again, with a pitying look at her
husband, ‘‘that we can’t persuade her to
go out of the house. She comes from
Cuba. She had an idea of being a lady-
help, but she is homesick and is going
back in a few days. Isn’t this perfect
weather? "

Mr. Butterworth, laying his hand on
Mr. Scales's sleeve, drew him slightly to
one side. -

“ Do you mean to tell me,” he said in a
low voice, “that that girl whom I saw
smoking an old pipe and.reading the ra-
cing form is your niece? "

Mr. Scales blushed guiltily, but put as
good a face as possible on the matter.

“Yes,” the said, ‘“ but we don’t want
it generally known. She is the daughter
of a sister of my wife who married a
Cuban planter. She has never been out
of the island in her life.”

Forrester.
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“I thought she was in the Philip-
pines,” said Mr. Butterworth.

Mr. Scales, who had forgotten for the
moment his conversation of the morning,
coughed confusedly. . :

‘“ And that her father,” continued Mr.
Butterworth pitilessly, “ was a trainer
of race-horses.”

“ Oh, well”” replied Mr. Scales, en-
deavoring in vain to assume a jocular
air, “ I was just stringing you.”

Mr. Butterworth made no response,
but after regarding Mr. Scales's con-
fused countenance for several moments
with a cold and searching eye, turned
away.

During the remainder of the evening
Mr. Scales, ill at ease, moved and con-
versed with a restraint altogether foreign.
to his usual behavior at social functions,
and his eyes wandered to the clock on
the mantelpiece with a frequency not at
all complimentary to his host and hostess.

It was with a sigh of relief that he
noted the first indications of a breaking
up of the party. Mrs. Brayley was the
first to make a move, and had just risen
to say that really she must be going, when
a loud and imperative ring at the door-
bell produced a sudden silence.

“I wonder who that can be?" said
Mrs. Forrester. “ It sounds like some
one in a great hurry.”

In another minute a trim house-maid
presented herself wearing a startled ex-
pression. &

“ Who is that at the door?”
Mrs. Forrester.

“If you please, ma'am,” replied the
servant, ‘“ it's a policeman.”

“ A policeman?” cried Mr. and Mrs.

asked

Forrester together. ‘ What does he
want? "

‘“ He wants Mr. Scales,” was the re-
ply.

Mr. Scales, the cynosure of all eyes,
turned several different colors in rapid
succession, and rose limply from his
chair.

“Me?"” he said in
“ Why does he want me? "

‘“ Better go out and see,” said Mr.
Forrester crisply; and .Mr. Scales, fol-
lowed by his wife, the Forresters, the
Butterworths, and several of the other
guests, went out into the hall, where a
massive constable stood at attention.

bewilderment.
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“ You: Mr. Scales?' demanded the of-
ficer, fixing the head of the little proces-
sion with a stern and magisterial eye.

Mr. Scales admitted his identity.

“ What's the matter?” ‘he asked
tones which he vainly attempted
steady.

“ Matter enough,” said the policeman.
“ Nice goings on in your house.”

“4&oings on!’ gasped Mr. Scales.

The polleeman nodded.

“ Half an hour ago,” he said; sweep-
ing his eye over the group and including -
them all in his audience, ‘‘ Officer Gro-
gan, on the William Street beat, come
into the station all dazed like, holding
his hand to his head and without a hel-
met. At first he didn’t seem able to tell
what had happened, but by and by he
"got his senses partly back.”

He paused with .the true dramatic in-
stinct of the story-teller.

_‘“*Well,” said Mr. Forrester, for Mr.
Scales was incapable of speech, ‘‘what
had happened? " :

“ 1t seems,” continued the policeman
—for Grogan made a clean breast of it—
‘“ that he got stuck on a new girl in this
Mr. Scales’s house. He was stuck so
bad that he asked her. to marry him, and
the girl consented. Fo-night he- went
round with a ring and gave it to her.”

Again he paused, and Mr. Scales al-
most collapsed under the shame of it. A
niece of his, even if she were a figment

in
to

A

of the imagination, so readily yielding to

the courtship of a policeman! The idea
was overwhelming.

“ According to Grogan’s story,” con-
tinued the officer, not insensible to the
interest he was exciting, “ the girl took
the ring and put it on. Then she went
out of the room for a while, and when -
she came back she began tp act flighty.
She went out several times after that, and
Grogan says he could smell liquor on her
breath.

“The last time she came back she
asked Grogan if ‘he would like to see her
do a skirt-dance. (rogan is an upright
man, and he was shocked proper. He
talked to her quite ‘stern, and said if she
acted like that he would take his ring
back. Then, what does she do but ups
with a broom-handle Leside her.

“‘T'll learn you to insult a lady,’ she
savs, and with that she fetches Grogan
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a couple of welts over the head. It's a
good job he's got a thick skull, ,or she
would have cracked it for him. Grogan
says he must have gone down all of a
heap—he’s got a couple of lumps on his
head as big as hens’ eggs—and he-lay on
that kitchen-floor a good hour and a half..

“ When he come to himself partly the
girl was gone, and the ring was shoved
on his nose—Grogan has a. long, thin
nose—and stuck fast with candle grease.
As soon as he could get. his senses partly
together he come to the station.”

A dreadful silence followed.

Mr. Scales, trying to moisten his
parched lips, attempted to articulate
a question; Mrs. Scales, overwhelmed,

dropped into a chair and covered her
face'; the others, with eager expectancy,
waited for the finish of the story. 3

“As soon as Grogan had finished his
tale,” continued the policeman, visibly
gratified at the sensation he was produc-
ing, ‘“ we sent a couple of men to the
house to arrest the girl. They searched
high and low, but she had gone.

“ There was a cap and apron lying on
the floor of the room she occupied, and a
black silk dress slung over a chair, but
everything else had been took. In your
libery a drawer of the desk had been
busted open; we could tell that by the
splinters on the floor, but whether any-
thing has been stolen, of course we don’t
know till you come.’

“ There was nothmg in that drawer of
any consequence, said Mr. Scales in a
croaking voice.

“ How do you know Wthh drawer was
busted? " demanded the officer.

“There was nothing in any of the
drawers,” said Mr. Scales wearily.

‘“ And where do you suppose she has
went? ' asked the officer severely.

“I don’t know anything about her,”
was the reply. ‘I don't know where
she came from or where she would be
likely to go.” Mr. Scales’s temper was
beginning to rise under this load of afflic-
tion. ‘“And if your man Grogan, or
whatever his confounded name is, came
round to my house during our absence
making love to my servant and got a
broken head it serves him right.”

The policeman was about to dissent
sttongly from this view, when Mr. IFor-
rester drew his¢indignant guest aside.
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“ Look here, Scales,” he said, ‘ if this
girl is your niece—"

“She isn't my niece,” replied the
other. ‘‘ She isn't any relation—at least
—oh, hang it, Forrester, I can’t explain
now, but it's the most infernal compli-
cation you ever heard. Just ask the rest
of them here to keep their mouths shut
for a while. Tell 'em any kind of 4a
yarn you like.”
~“1T am afraid my powers of invention
are hardly equal to yours,” replied -Mr.
Forrester. “In the meanwhile our
friend, the policeman, appears to be get-
ting impatient.” :

To Mr. Scales the return to ‘his home
under the surveillance of the constable
was like a nightmare; and the subsequent
interrogation an ordeal which he would
have found it almost impossible to sup-
port, had-it not been that Mrs. Scales
took it upon herself to reply to most of
the questions with a peculiarly feminine
disregard of facts.

Mr. Scales convinced the inquisitors
that he had suffered no loss, and as the
matter thus dwindled down to a case of
common assault, in which a member of
the force had figured with little credit
to hrimself, the search for the vanished
domestic was not prosecuted with any
great rigor.

On the morning of the third day,
among the letters in Mr. Scales's box
was one addressed in a dashing hand
and postmarked from a small town in
Virginia.

~
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With a trembling hand Mr. Scales
tore it from the envelope:

Dear GEORGE : 5

Sorry I had to leave so suddenly, but
it is all your fault.

You shouldn’t leave whisky on the
sideboard. Hope I didn’t kill Grogan,
but I guess his head is thick enough to
stand it. Also sorry I had to smash
your desk, but I needed that roll.

After I handed Grogan that wallop I
shoved the wig in the stove, ran up-stairs,
stripped off the fancy duds, put on my
own, jimmied the desk, grabbed my
suit-case, and lit out by the front door.

I walked down to the depot and just
caught a train for Philadelphia. Give
my love to Grogan, if you see him, and
tell him he will find his ring on his nose,
if he hasn’t found it already.

I haven’t had so much fun for a long
while. Hope you have enjoyed it.

Regards to Minnie. Yours, F.

Mr. Scales read the letter three times,
and with a frowning brow handed it to
his wife. -

“Poor Fred,” said Mrs. Scales, re-
turning it with a bright smile. * What
a light-hearted fellow he is. I wonder
whether anything would make him take
life seriously?"”

“ 1 think,” replied Mr. Scales with
grim emphasis, ‘“ that a ten-year term in
the State penitentiary might have a salu-

" tary effect.”

Then he tore the letter into a hundred
pieces, and went in to breakfast.

IF LOVE ENDURE.

WE sail for the Happy Isles, my dear,

Over the deep-sea ways;

Into the light,

Out of the night,

Out of the bygone days.

We shall reach the Happy Isles, my dear,

Beyond °‘the wrecks of the past,

Side by side,

i

.O'er the waters wide,

If love endure to the last.

Eugene C. Dolson.



The Livery of Guilt.

BY CHARLES CAREY,

‘Autbor of ‘‘ The Van Suyden Sapphires,’’ ‘‘ A Woman to Win,'' etc.

In Which the Finger of Suspicion Points With Deadly Menace at More
Than One Member of the House-Party at Blenheim.
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SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS. '

ECAUSE his son Phil insists on marrying Ethel Gordon, daughter of Major Waring’s
nearest neighbor and best enemy, the major has cast off Phil and seeks to ruin Mr.
Gordon by buying up notes, mortgages and liens, which the latter has given. To take

up the last outstandmg note, Lawyer Cook (the narrator) goes down to Gordon’s country-
place, “ Blenheim,” adjacent to Waring’s * Deepdene,” with ten thousand dollars in cash,
only to find himself in the midst of a house-party, and to learn that Gordon’s son, Joe, be-
cause of speculation, is in need of ten-thousand dollars, as is Phil; the latter because, in an
architectural contest which he has entered, the judges suddenly, at Major Waring'’s instiga-
tion, demand that each contestant shall deposit that amount with his plans.

Shortly after the major comes to Blenheim to get his money, Cook finds his dead body
in the drawing-room, and simultaneously Gordon comes in, crying that the safe, where the
ten thousand was p]aced has been robbed. While carrying the body up-stairs, Cook fancies
he spies a woman's gown disappearing around a corner in the hall, but he is unable to pur-
sue. Suspicion is cast, first on Phil Waring, who obviously is concealmg something, then a
little on Cook. It is learned that there was a Maxim silencer on Phil’s shotgun, with
which the major was killed, which .accounts for the fact that therec was no noise at the
time of the murder. Randolph Newman, one of the house-party, explains to Cook a scheme
for diverting the attention of the authorities. When questioned by the lawyer, he admits
that he is trying to shield Ethel Gordon, and is willing to take the crime upon his own
shoulders. Overcome with surprise, Cook argues with him, only to be interrupted by Joe
Gordon, who calls him into the library and claims that he killed the major. Joe’s father
insists that his son is lying to shield him. Cook sends the elder out of the room, and. listens
to the boy’s story. The latter says that he stole the ten thousand dollars from the safe,
and, in escaping, saw and shot the major to avoid disclosure. Believing that the boy is
lying, Cook asks him where the money is, and Joe extracts the bills from his pocket.

Most decidedly, the tables were re-
versed ; for the chagrin and embarrass-
ment I had expected him to show were
all on my side.

Neither could there be any mistake
about the money.

The packet of bills was sti]l unbroken,
and it required but a glance for me to
see that it was the same which T had re-

CHAPTER XI.
THE TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS.

HAVI: sustained a good many
surprises at one time and
“another in my career ; but
I do not think I was
ever quite so completely
“ flabbergasted "' as when

I saw ]oe Gordon coolly draw that ten
thousand dollars out of his pocket and
lay it down on the table in front of me.

I had been so confident that I had him
in a corner, so certain that he had no
chance to escape, that, when he actually
produced the money, I could only gape
and stare in utter discomfiture.

ceived from the bank that morning, and
brought down to Blenheim in fny Dbag.

‘‘Hum! Ha!” I ejaculated, and, in
order to cover my confusion, pretended
to count the amount, although I honestly
could not have told whether the total
I made was ten thousand dollars or ten
cents.

* This story began in The Cavalier for February.
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However, a court-room training, where
one is apt at any moment to be tripped
up by the unanticipated disclosure of
some witness, or a cunning question from
opposing counsel, renders one more or
less capable of masking his true feel-
ings; and I felt reasonably certain that
Joe detected nothing of my discomposure
in my calm and assured bearing.

I took opportunity, too, to go over the
whole matter pretty thoroughly in my
mind before I spoke again, and 1 soon
realized that, no matter what the produc-
tion of the ten thousand might tend to
show, there were too many other discrep-
ancies in the lad’s statement to regard it
as anything but a bald fabrication.

“ Look here, Joe,” I said, touching at
once upon what I readily saw was the
key-note of his purpose, ‘‘ whatever put
it into your ‘head that your father might
be suspected of this crime?”

“ Why, wouldn’t anybody think so?"
he demanded. ‘ That is,” _hastily cor-
recting himself, ‘“anybody who didn’t
know I was the one. Didn’t he have
reason enough to do it?

‘“He's only flesh and blood ; and when
he thought of handing over to that old
cormorant the money he wanted so much
in ordef to save me from scandal and
disgrace, what more likely than that he
should let his anger get the better of
him, and blaze away without ever count-
ing the cost?

“Of course, he didn't do so,” he
checked himself once more; “but I am
only telling you what anybody who
didn’t know might think. Why, even
dad himself recognized how easily he
might be suspected.

‘ All the time that we were in here to-
gether, he didn’t say much except about
his having to go to.prison; and when he
heard Jimmie Weeks say the officers were
coming, he just fell back in his chair like
he was shot, and muttered: ‘ At last! At
last!’ That’s what made me resolve to
up and tell.” '

o I stepped over to him, and laid. my
hand gently but firmly cn his shoulder.

“My boy,” I said, * there is no need
for you to attempt to play martyr in or-
der to save your father., When all the
facts are known, he is in no more danger
of falling under suspicion than some per-
son ten thousand miles away.”
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“Eh?"
He stared at me incredulously.
“I mean just what I say. Neither

you nor your father had any hand in
Major Waring's death, and it is idle for
either of you to attempt to accuse him-
self of it. I have not time at present to
go into the proofs of your father’s in-
nocence; but you may take it from me
that they are absolute and unassailable.
In other words, Joe, generous as was your
impulse to play scapegoat for him, it was
superfluous and unnecessary.”

“You are sure of this?” He studied
me warily Dbefore committing himself.
“ You would not deceive me for any rea-
son, Mr. Cook, upon a matter which
means so much to all of us?”

“1 pledge you my honor that I have
told you nothing but the exact truth.
You and your father are both my clients,
remember, and my first duty is to you.”

The boy, convinced at last, leaned back
in his chair, and, relaxing the long strain
he had imposed upon himself, heaved a
deep and heartfelt sigh of relief.

“ And now, Joe,” I said, ‘“tell me
where ‘'you got that ten thousand dol-
lars?” -

A spice of mischief flashed into his eye,
which told me that he had not Dbeen
wholly unobservant of my flutter of as-
tonishment when he brought forth the
money.

“ How do you know that I did not
take it out of the safe, as I told you a
while ago? ” he demanded impudently

“ Because,” I responded, ‘“as soon as
I took time to consider, I knew that it
was impossible. After your return from
the target-practise, you were never in the
house at all, except for a moment or two
with Phil Waring, but went immediately
to the shrubbery path at the rear of the
house, where Jimmie Weeks and I held
vou under observation all the time.

““You were there at the time the safe
was robbed, and also, according to Jim-
mie, who I would believe on an estimate
of time sooner than most clocks, at the
moment of the murder. Consequently, it
was a certainty with me that you were
guilty of neither crime, and all your fran-
tic lying did not impose upon me for a
single second.”

‘**Say,” he grinned, “I did rather
crowd the Munchausen thing on you
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there for a bit, didn’t I? And tell me,”
struck by a lively recollection, ‘“ did the
old major come on horseback or not?
Gee, but you had me faded there for a
minute when you put that question up
to me!”

“ Yes; and, as with most of your other
guesses, you falled to score,” I answered
trenchantly. -* However, I have not the
time now to take up all your various per-
versions of the truth. What I want to
know is, where you got the ten thousand
dollars?”

“Why, Claridge gave it to me,” he
confessed.

“ Claridge? "

“Yes; he slipped it to me when I came
back to the house with Jimmie Weeks
after everything was over, at the same
time whispering to me that he had found
it in the drawing-room when he straight-
ened things out, but that I had better
keep dark about it, as it might make
things look worse for dad.

“ That is where I first got the notion—
crazy though it seems to me now in look-

ing back—that dad could possibly have *

been the murderer.

“’Then, when I came in here,” he went
an, ‘‘ dad merely said:  Joe, the safe has
been robbed, and Major Waring killed.
Have you anything to say to me about
it?’ He looked sort of queer and sick
when he asked it, and I thought L@ was
afraid I was going to turn from him, or
rave at him, or something of that kind
for having done it.

“So I told him: ‘ No, 1 haven’t any-
thing to say,” and I started to shake hands
with him, and assure him that nothing
either of us ceuld ever do would make
any difference with me in regard to him,
and that I was certain he felt the same
way about me, and how we must always
stand together no matter what happened.

“1 thought it would cheer him up, but
it'didn’t. He waved my hand away, and
just crumpled up in his chair more than
ever. Then he began to mutter to him-
self about his being old, and how it didn’t
make any difference what became of him ;
and he told mé he had fully made up his
mind to accept the consequences for what
had happened, and that I mustn’t at-
tempt to interfere.

“*¢I shall go through it without fal-
tering, never fear, my boy,’ he kept say-

‘cover the other’s crime.
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ing over and over to me; but all the time
I could see what a terrible thing it was
going to be to him.

“So when he gave way at hearing the
officers were coming, I just couldn't
stand it any longer, and resolved I'd save
him at any cost.

“ And now you say,” he questioned,
‘“that he was simply playing the same
game on me, believing that I was to
blame? Oh, have the dear, old boy in
here at once, and set him straight. He
still thinks it is the truth, remember, and
I know how he must be suffering. Have

* him in.”

He was half-way across the room as
he spoke, and already had his hand on
the knob; but I detained him. I knew
how he would probably burst out on his
father with the news, heedless of who
might be standing by; and that did not
suit my purposes at all. I, therefore, told
him to remain in the room, that I would
summon Mr. Gordon without delay.

It proved no difficult task. My old
friend. was hovering close at hand in a
fever of anxiety, and came forward at
once at my signal. On the threshold of
the room, however, he paused and drew
back, as though dreading what he might
have to hear, at the same time question-
ingly searching my face.

I caught him by the arm, though and,
drawing him inside, closed the door,

‘ Mr. Gordon,” I said without prelin-
inary, *“ Joe here has confessed what I
knew- all along, that, when .he accused
himself in this affair, he was uttering an
absolute untruth.”

. The old gentleman gave back a step,
his expression a strange imixture of re-:
lief, unbelief, and incomprehension.

‘ What you knew all along?” he
stammered. ‘‘ Do you really mean to tell
me—"

“ I mean to tell you,” I broke in, “ that
the tirne has come for you both to drop
this silly idea of self-sacrifice in order to
Neither of you
had any part in this thing, and, so far
as I can see, nothing remains for the two
of you except apologies for the wrong
suspicions you have mutually enter-
tained.” :

Gordan still seemed to find it hard,
however, to get the facts through his
head:
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“You are not deceiving me, Cook?"”
he challenged as his son had done.
l}ave proofs of the boy’s innocence? "

* Unquestionable ones,” I answered.
“ He had no more to do with it than you
had.”

And I briefly recounted for his benefit
the evidence Jimmie Weeks and I were
prepared to give in Joe’s behalf.

Convinced at last, the old man turned
with a cry of gladness — gladness min-
gled with contrition.

‘“ Oh, my son, my son,” he sobbed joy-
fully, “forgive me for having doubted
you. I should have known better, but in
my excited and overwrought state, the
circumstances seemed to point straight in
your direction. Tell me that you forgive
me, Joe—that you do not hold my lack
of faith against me?”

Almost equally affected, the other tried
to conceal his emotion under a laugh.

“I don’t see that T have anything on
you in that respect, dad. To me, it looks
a good deal like a case of horse and
horse.”

“That is s0.” ‘The father’s tone grew
even more deeply affectionate. ‘‘ And,
believing me guilty, you were willing to
take the blame upon your own young
shoulders, and suffer in my place. Abh,
that was noble of you, Joe; nothing less
than heroic!”

I had turned away during this scene,
not desiring to intrude upon their trans-
ports; but, recognizing that time was
passing, and many questions remained to
be settled before the arrival 6f the coro:
ner, I made bold to-interrupt.

“Mr. Gordon,” I said, “1I think you
should know without further delay that
the money of which you supposed your-
self to be robbed has turned up. It was
handed to Joe by Claridge, who says that
he found it on the floor after the discov-
cry of the murder; and, if his story be
true, I can only conclude that it must
have been dropped by the murderer
either in his encounter with his victim,
or at the first moment of his subsequent
flight.”

““Eh? The money returned?” ‘He
was fully as startled as I had expected
him to be. ‘ Where is it? Let me
see it."” 2

I showed him the unbroken packet of
bills upon the table, and assured him that

“You .

N
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the ten thousand was intact, just as 1 had
handed it to him,

“And you say, Claridge gave you
this?”” he turned wonderingly to Joe;
“and that he found it on the floor in
front? Why, perhaps there may be a
clue in this to the real perpetrator of the
crime. ILet us have Claridge up and
question him more fully in regard to it.
Ish, Cook?”

I interposed no objection, in fact it
was just what I was going to suggest
myself ; so he pressed the bell, and a mo-
ment *or two later the butler’s deferen-
tial knock sounded at the door.

“ Claridge,” Mr. Gordon started to
question him almost before he was fairly
in the room, ‘I want you to tell us all
about that package of money you found,
when you straightened up after the mur-
der?”

‘ Package of money, sir?” the man
backed up against the door, and cast a
reproachful eye at Joe.

“ Yes,” impatiently. * And don’t stand
there and stare at me as though you
didn’t know what I was talking about.
You found this,, didn’t you?” He thrust
the bundle of bills almost under the but-
ler’s nose. “ And gave it to Joe?”

Claridge gazed askance at the ten
thousand, as if it were a bomb apt to
go off at any moment and blow us all
sky-high ; but made no answer.

“"\Well?” demanded Mr. Gordon.

“I was a ’oping, sor,” he coughed
unhappily, “that I might not ’ave to
answer ‘any questions in regard to that
haffair. I was a 'oping, in short, that it
might remain a private transaction be-
tween me an’ Mister Joe. 'E ’'ad need
of the money, I knew, and I thought it
might come in andy to 'im; but if I 'ad
knowed ’'e was goin’ to spht on me I'd
sooner ’ave chopped off my right 'and
than to 'ave used it for sich a purpose.

“’Ow,” he shook his head gloomily,
‘““am I goin' to ’elp telling it hall to
the cor’'ner, when 'e hasks me? And you
know what it is, sir, if one gets to telling
things to a hofficer. ’Fore ’e thinks,
'e’]l 'ave let 'is mouth run away with
‘im. Begging your pardon, sir, Mister
Joe ’d ’ave better let sleepin’ dogs lie.
Much better.”

He continued to frown so portenfous-
ly, and shake his head with such solemn
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warning, that Gordon, taken aback,
could only gaze at the demonstration in
bewildered wonderment.

‘“ Bless my soul,” the .old gentleman
finally burst out, turning to me, ‘“ what
is the fellow trying to get at with all this
rigmarole? He seems to be afraid that
he’ll tell something to the coroner. Well,
that is exactly what we want him to do;
pnly we want him to let us know it
first.”

I was as mnable as he to extract any
meaning from the butler’s oracular ut-
terance; but Joe, nimbler-witted perhaps
than either of us, hit upon the explana-
tion without any difficulty.

“ Why, can't 'you understand?” he
cried. * Claridge has run aground on
the same rock that had me anchored. He
don’t want to do anything to make the
situation blacker for dad thap he thinks
it already is.”

“Ah,” I leaned toward the man with
a new understanding. ‘' Is that it, Clar-
idge? Believing Mr. Gordon guilty, you
are desirous of doing nothing which
should add to the suspicion against
him?"”

“Well, sir,” he muttered apologetic-
ally. “T ain’t sayin’ but what, Mr. Gor-
don ’aving been an huncommon good
master to me, if by ‘olding my tongue
a bit I could 'elp ’'im, I wasn’t willin’
to do it.” -

“ But there is no need for you to hold
your tongue, Claridge,” I said. * You
may tell everything you know as fully
and freely as you please.”

He scanned my face still doubtfully.

“ But, begging your pardon, even you
yourself hacted a bit puzzled, Mr. Cook,
when I was talking to you habove stairs.”
+ ‘“ Possibly,”” 1 granted; ‘but since
then, my good fellow, I have come to
see things in a clearer light. "There are
many evidences to prove Mr. Gordon’s
innocence; but I will offer you the one
with” which you are most familiar. You
remember when you admitted Major
Waring to the house?’"

“ Hoh, yes, sir. ’Tamt likely Id
'ave so soon forgot it.’

“ Well, then, figuring the time of the
murder as three or four minutes before
my entrance, and five or six minutes
prior to your having been summoned, tell
me whether you think it possible for a
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man of Mr. Gordon's years to have com-
mitted the crime, carried the gun up-
stairs and put it away,-and then return
so as to be on the scene almost simul-
taneously with my own appearance?”
The point struck him. He stood gap-
ing incredulously at me a moment; then

“almost shouted in his exuberance:

“T1 see, sir! I see! ’'Twasn’t the mas-
ter that done it after all! Begging your
pardon, sir, Mr. Gordon,” he turned to
the smiling old gentleman, *“but if I
might be so bold, I'd like, sir, to take
your ’'and.”

“ And now, Claridge,” I sald when he
had calmed down to somethmg like his
usual demeanor, ‘suppose you tell us
about the finding of this money? "

‘ Hoh, there hain’t nothing much to
tell, sir. I ’ad been straightenin’ out
the droring-room when I come across it,
and supposin’ the master ’'ad flung it
there a purpose to carry hout 'is game
of 'aving been robbed, and was intending
to get it later and give it to Mister Joe,
I thought if maybe I 'anded it over to
‘im, it might save 'im being seen- get it,
and so causing trouble for 'isself.”

“You found it where you supposed I
had flung it?>" repeated Gordon. * But
where was that?” ,

“ Why, be’ind thé door of the mausic-
room, sir.”

“ Behind the door of the music-room?
—Did you speak, Cook? No? Then,
as I was about to say, since it could hard-
ly have fallen there by aceident, it must
have been pushed in there unobserved by
Clarldge while he was cleanmg up. Not
much of a clue, then, is it, after all?”

But T had a diﬁerent idea.

CHAPTER XII.
AT THE INQUEST.

HE arrival at the moment of the of-
ficers prevented, not at all to my
dissatisfaction, further discussion

among us for the time being.

Claridge went back to his duties while
Mr. Gordon, Joe, and I filed out into
the hall to give what assistance might be
in our power to the investigation.

The coroner, I noted, was of the or-
dinary elderly, bewhiskered type of coun-
try official, easy-going, I judged, and not
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apt to step outside of the perfun-ctc/)ry
routine of his province; buts the deputy
sheriff, who accompanied him, was of
different mold—young,’ alert, intelligent-
looking, and doubtless ambitious. He was
one, I calculated, that it would be hard
to hoodwink, and impossible to suborn.

He shook hands only stiffly with our
party, and while Mr. Gordon was ex-
changing a few courteous platitudes with
the coroner, stood to one side, glancing
about the hall with keenly observant
eves.

“ Wa'al,” the coroner finally drawled,
turning to him, yet not without a depre-
catory glance in the direction of Mr. Gor-
don. “ Wa’al, Jim, I s’pose we might as

wa'al go‘over the ground, an’ see what °

we kin make out of it, though from what
the squire here says, I misdoubt if we're
goin’ to git mtich results.”

The deputy sheriff nodded impatient-
ly. Lean, sharp-eyed, all bone and mus-
cle, he reminded me somehow of a
hound eager to be off on the scent, and
fretting at the delay in starting.

‘Their inquiry was necessarily post-
poned a few minutes longer, however,
for just then the automobile party com-
prising the two ‘ Baltimore belles” and
their cavalier returned, and our host had
to beg a short indulgence while he ex-
plained the situation to them. -

“This accounts for all the people stop-
ping in the house, does it? " growled the
vouthful officer to me, jerking his head
in the direction of the awed newcomers
listening to Mr. Gordon’s story.

“All except two,” I informed him;
‘“‘another motor party, a Mr. Ballard and
Mrs. Weeks, who started out for the
lake, and who will certainly be back
before long. They should have been
here sooner than this.” .

“ Mrs. Weeks? ”-he repeated. * Wife
of the fellow yonder who was telephon-
ing us in such a fluster, and said he was
sure the job must have been done by one
of the hired help?

“ Guess I know her,” he added, as I
gave assent. ‘‘ Lively little woman, with
snapping black eyes, that’s always bust-
in’ the speed limit sky-high, ain’t she?

Well, she didn’t go to no lake, I can tell"

vou. Not this afternoon.”
. What do you mean? ” I asked quick-*
ly, struck by something in his tone.
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“ Just what I say. Her and the chap
that was with her coming round the cor-
ner up by the depot like they was shot
out of a gun smashed into a telegraph-
pole, and mussed things up considerable.

*“ Funny you folks hadn't heard of it,”
noting my startled expression. ‘‘ Why,
that was early in the afternoon—not
long after two o’clock, I should say.”

“ Was Mrs. Weeks hurt?” I demand-
Eela== :

“No, not a mite. She landed light
as a feather, and was up on her feet in
a minute; but the machine was a sight,
and the fellow that was with her was in
pretty bad shape.

““ No bones broke, I believe, but so
scratched and bruised up that they load-
ed him on a train which had just pulled
in, and took him over to the hospital at
Mineola.”

“And what became of Mrs.
then? ” _

“(Oh, she bustled round getting her
car took over to the shop, and then
George Ely coming along in his runa-
bout. took her up, and they started off
this way. That’s what puzzles me, that
vou say she ain’t showed up yet, unless,

Weeks

-indeed, she’s run into more mischief.”

Unheeding his speculations, however,
I hastily called Jimmie over, and re-
cited to him what I had just heard.

‘* What has become of her, do you sup-
pose? " I duestioned anxiously. ‘“ Hadn’t
we Better commence to do some tele-
phoning, and see if we can get any trace
of her?”

But Jimmie, once assured that his
sprightly spouse had sustained no injury
in the accident, refused to become ex-

.cited.

“It would be just like Anna,” he ob-
served calmly, “ to say nothing about the
affair, but sneak quietly home and lie low
until dinner-time, then giving some
plausible excuse for Ballard's non-ap-
pearance.

‘“She is terribly afraid of my forbid-
ding her motor-trips altogether, you see,
and as we were leaving here on Monday
morning, she mighty readily hope that I
would never learn of this ‘particular
smash, or raise any question when she
told me she had sent the car to the gar-
age for some necessary repairs.

“Two o’clock, you say, this thing hap-
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pened?” he asked the deputy sheriff
ruminatively. * That would have brought
her home, Cook, just about the time you
and I were strolling through the grounds.
Yes, I'll bet a thousand dollars to a red
apple that she’s been hiding from me
up-stairs in her room all the time.”

As he finished, he turned to the stair-
way, evidently bent upon affirming his
conclusions, and when he reappeared a
few moments later his air of conscious
triumph showed that he had not been
mistaken.

‘““She was playing ’possum up there
all' right,” he whispered to me with a
twinkle in his eye. “ Although I guess
she had really dropped off to sleep,
knocked out by the éxcitement of the
accident and all that sort of thing.

‘ Anyhow, it took me a precious long
time to rout her out, and she knew ab-
solutely nothing of all that has been go-
ing on down here. She is naturally con-
siderably shaken now at learning there
has been a murder in the house; but she
says she’ll pull herself together and be-
down right away.”

I merely nodded, and did not pursue
the subject; for by this time the officers
had commenced upon their inquiry, and
I was anxious to watch the trend their
questioning might take. g

The coroner did most of the interro-
gating, while his companion stood aloof,
only occasionally interjecting some curt
suggestion ; but I could see he was close-
lyv following the information elicited,
and his keen gray eyes never ceased from
studying each one of us in turn.

Mr. Gordon told his story, but, ab-
solved from the haunting fear that he
might be incriminating his own son,
with much better effect than when he had
recited it to the doctor.

Joe gave a straightforward and con-
vincing account of his movements. I
followed with what was really more an
argument in favor of the innocence of
Mr. Gordon and Joe than a relation of
my own experiences, being happily sub-
stantiated in most of the points I made
by Jimmie Weeks.

Then Claridge was called upon, and
no longer apprehensive of * letting his
mouth run away with him,” proved an
excellent witness.

All of it was very satisfactory to us of
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the household seeking to avoid scandal
and notoriety, but hardly so to the offi-
cers; since the main points of their in-
quiry—who had killed Major Waring
and why?—were as far from solution as
at the beginning.

All that had been established so far
was that none of us present could pos-
sibly be implicated.

The coroner frowned, and directed
that Phil Waring be asked to come in.
He, since the somewhat painful scene
in' the death-chamber above, had kept
away from the house, betaking himself
to a secluded corner of the garden, and

-remaining , seated there upon a bench,

his head. bowed moodily between his
hands.

He must have been aware of the ar-
rival of the officers at the house and
known the purpose of their coming; yet
he had betrayed no curiosity or interest
in the matter, but apparently indifferent,
had continued at his solitary reflections.

Now, at the summons, though, he
came without delay or hesitation, and
with his frank, straightforward answers
to the questions put gave as before an
impression of absolute sincerity, which
made it impossible to believe him in any
way concerned. .

I could see, moreover, that despite his
apparent guilelessness, he had prepared
himself in a measure for the ordeal, and
thus without injuring the seeming can-
dor of his story he was able to slide
lightly over many of the points at which
he had stumbled in his colloquy with
the doctor.

In regard to the all-important circum-
stance of the gun, for instance, he no
longer insisted that he had taken it up-
stairs, but said that although such had
been his first impression, he now remem-
bered the talk with Joe and the fact
that they had left it in the hall.

How the weapon had got to his room,
he professed himself entirely unable to
state, and it was undoubtedly true that
the same argument which I had ad-
vanced to absolve Mr. Gordon in that
respect also largely held good with him.
It was possible with his younger and
fleeter limbs, but hardly probable that he
could have'had time to commit the mur-
der, take the gun to his room and then
return so as to meet me at the door.
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In short, his testimony was decided-
ly favorable to himself, but certainly
threw no added light upon the problem.

The coroner looked frankly bewildered
at its conclusion, and I noticed that
even the deputy sheriff gave a dubious
shake of the head. They drew aside for
a moment or two, conversing in whispers,
then the elder official, turning to Mr.
Gordon, asked if they had examinkd all
who were known to be in close proximity
at the time of the murder?

“No,” the old gentleman told him,
““my daughter was up-stairs in her room,
and I believe,” he turned to Jimmie,
“so also was Mrs. Weeks. I am confi-
dent that neither of them have any
knowledge which will help you out, but,
if you wish it, I will have them called.”

The coroner rather hesitatingly opined
that perhaps ‘“ it might. look better ”; and
accordingly a maid. was sent with the
message, with the result that a moment
or two later the two descended the stairs.

At the sound of their light footsteps,
I felt a slight involuntary movement on
the part of Phil Waring who was stand-
ing next to me, and saw his fingers grip
convulsively the back of a chair on
which his hands rested; but although I
glanced almost instantly at his face, his
expression was under perfect control,
showing not the slightest trace of emo-
tion. i

The next second the women appeared
at the door.

They tell me that while Mrs. Jim-
mie was agitated and clutched nervously
at her companion’s arm, Ethel showed
little of the natural feminine apprehen-
sion at any matter of legal procedure.

She was pale, but she held her head
up, and showed wavering in her step.

They- tell me this, I say. As for my-
self, I do not know. At the moment
I was conscious of but one fact.

Both of them were wearing gowns of
btue linen.

CHAPTER XIII.
‘ WE'VE GOT THE MAN!”

“JADIES ”—the coroner’s manner was
fairly Chesterfieldian— “1 don’t
suppose that you'll be able to help

us out none in gittin’ to the root of this
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here matter ; but, since you was close to
hand, I'm obliged, under the require-
ments of the law, to ask you if you know
anything about it, and what the both of
you was doin’ at or about the time the
subject of this here inquest come to his
death. k

“ Now, don’t git skeered, gals, what-

~soever either of you knows, if anything

it is.” z

Responding to this invitation, Ethel
answered very simply that she had been
in her room the entire afternoon, except
for one brief interval between two and
three o’clock.

‘“ At which time, as I understand it,
you went walkin’ out o’ doors with young
Mr. Waring here?” interposed the cor-
oner, indicating Phil with a sidewise jerk
of the head.

Her glance half followed his motion,
but was instantly averted again as she
threw up her head with a slight compres-
sion of the lips. Nor did she even so
much as look again in the direction of
her lover all the time that she was in the
room.

There was no indication of feeling,
however, in the even, level tone with
which she answered the question—a tone
so extraordinarily even and level that it
struck me as seeming almost to have been
schooled for the occasion.

‘“Yes,” she said, ‘“it was with Mr.
Waring. After that ’—did I imagine it,
or did she really hurry in her speech, as
though fearing she might be stopped and
asked what Phil and she were talking
about?—‘ after that I returned to my
room and resumed my letter-writing.

“1 heard a ring at the bell, which I
now suppose to have been Major Wa-
ring’s, but nothing else to denote that
anything unusual was taking place in the
house. I did not leave my room again.”
She repeated this, as .though to give it
emphasis. ‘“I did not leave my-. room
again, nor did I know anything of what
had occurred, until I was informed' by
the maid just now, when she came to tell
me that my presence was desired.”

She ceased, and, unless I am mis-
taken, I heard Phil Waring beside me
give a quick sigh of relief, and saw his
hand slowly relax the grip it had main-
tained on'the back of the chair.

As for Mrs. Jimmie, who was next
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called upon to relate her experiences, she
was much less direct and concise, show-
ing a tendency in her agitation to drag in
all sorts of extraneous and immaterial
matters, and insisting on explaining how
it was that she had gone to her room
without acquainting any one of her re-
turn or of the accident she had sustained.

“ Of course, I would have told my hus-
band, if he had been -anywhere round,”
she asserted, while a skeptical smile flick-
ered across Jimmie's lips. * But I didn’t
see any need for all the.rest to know,
simply so that they could tease me and
call me * joy-rider’ and a slaughterer of
infants, on account of that young Bal-
lard. -

“ So I-sneaked in, and it was so lonely
and tiresome there all by myself that
presently I 'cfropped off to sleep. And
that’s all I know. :

“I didn’t see anything, or hear any-
thing, or know anything of all the dread-
ful, mystefious things going on until
Jimmie came up-stairs and told me.
And if you were to put me on the rack
and torture me with thumb - screws, I
couldn’t tell you anything more.”

Absorbed in my own reflections, I had
for the most part paid small heed to
Mrs. Jimmie’s voluble narrative ; but, as
she came to her concluding sentences, I
suddenly raised my head.

The subtle sixth sense which a lawyer
cultivates from dealing with all sorts and
conditions of witnesses told me that she
was lying. e :

The rest of her statements had been
accurate enough, or at least as accurate
as a woman of Mrs. Jimmie's tempera-
ment could make any statement; but
when she said she knew nothing which
could help out this investigation, I felt it
in my bones she was lying.

She was wilfully withholding infor-
mation. For what purpose or reason, of
course I could not say; but that she was
deliberately not telling all she knew, I
was as positive as that I stood there in
my shoes.

Neither did I believe that a recourse
to the rack and thumb-screws which she
had invoked would be necessary-to unseal
her lips. A good, stiff cross-examina-
tion, I had no doubt, would speedily
overthrow her already shaking resolution,
and my fingers fairly itched to get at her.
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But the present was not the time for
that. I promised it to myself as a de-
ferred pleasure, to be indulged in when
we two were quite alone.

The coroner and his associate, how-
ever, evidently detected nothing ques-
tionable in her eager protests, and, after
a few more unimportant questions, let her
go, as they previously had Ethel.

This exhausted the list of persons who
might reasonably be supposed to have
any direct knowledge of the crime; and
the two officers, upon Jimmie Weeks’s
suggestion, proceeded to take up Ran-
dolph Newman’s theory with its rather
dramatic exemplification.

I watched him for a time at his ma-
neuvers as he darted here and there about
the room, playing the part of the mur-
derer ; but it was a twice-told tale to me,
and, presently growing tired of the spec-
tacle, I strolled out.on the lawn in front
of the house, and tried to piece together

my disjointed impressions, so as-to form

a distinct and reasonable hypothesis.

I had not proceeded far, however, with
the rather difficult task before Joe came
out to join me. His eyes were shining,
and he was evidently lost in a maze of
admiration. d

“By Jove, that man Newman is a
wonder, ain’t he?” he exclaimed.
‘ Makes you see a thing just as though
it was really happening. '

“Now, [ was all at sea about the way
Major Waring might have -got killed,
and I would almost have sworn that none
of the servants had a hand in it; but
since I've seen Newman show how it
could have been done, I am almost con-
vinced he'is hitting close to the truth.

“And I am not the only one, either,”
he went on. * That young sheriff, if
I'm not mistaken, is just about of the
same- opinion. You know how kind of
stand-offish he was, not paying any atten-
tion to what the rest of us said.

“ Well, he’s altogether different with
Newman ; keeps quizzing him, and talk-
ing to him, and nodding his head to just
about everything Randolph says.”

I could not repress a slight exclama-
tion of impatience. It seemed I had
been greatly mistaken in the superior in-
telligence I had ascribed to this young
fellow, if he could be-taken in by such
arrant rodomontade and play-acting.
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“ Randolph is
though, when it comes to describing any-
thing. You ought to have been down
here night before last, when he had us
all simply splitting our sides at a story
about a young fellow paying off an old
shark of a money-lender who had expect-
ed him to default payment.

“ The way he pictured the disconcert-
ed surprise on that old shark’s face was
certainly a scream. Dad made him go
over it three times, and I believe laughed
harder every time.”

“ So, Newman told your father a story
of that kind, did he?”

“ Yes, and do you know I believe that’s ,

where dad got his idea of paying off old
Major \Waring personally and in cash?”

Something of the same idea had al-
ready struck me, and with it the unpleas-
ant reflection that a person who wanted
to get a large sum within easy reach
might well have engaged in such a
prompting with ulterior motives; but I
hurriedly put the thought from me.

I was getting suspicious of everybody,
I told myself. Surely Newman, who
had been so open and candid with me,
and who had revealed such singular no-
bility of soul — Newman, if anybody,
should be beyond my jaundiced conjec-
tures.

I must say I got a little tired of hear-
ing Him extolled as a wonder - worker,
though ; for presently the corOner came
out to me singing Newman’s praises as
enthusiastically as Joe had done.

“ We was pretty well up in the air, I
don’t mind tellin’ you, Mr. Cook,” he
said. ¢ But, thanks to that there Mr.
Newman, we're headed on the right track
now, I guess; an’ there’ll be somethin’
doin’ afore long.” .

“ Something doing?” I questioned.
“You don’t really mean to tell me_that
you have hit upon a solution of this puz-
zle?” :

“ Pretty near it, Mr. Cook,” he
laughed. ‘‘ Pretty near it. You see, our
idees was sot at fust that it must have
been Gordon or Phil Waring on account
of the bad feelin’ existin’, an’ that kind
o’ blinded us from seein’ the straight of
things ; but when this here young New-
man showed us how easy it could have
Jbeen one of the help, it didn’t take us
long to figger out the man.”

certainly a dandy, :
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“’The man!” I exclaimed.

“ Sure; it was that dough-faced Dbut-
ler, there can’t be no manner of doubt
abgut it. Jim is givin’ him the third de-
gree now in the hope of makin’ him con-
fess; but whether he does or not, we're
goin’ to take him along. We’ve got enough
to hold him®on for the present,-and more
against him'll be sure to crop up before
it comes time for him to stand his trial.”

I could only gasp.

Claridge! Claridge, the impeccable!
It had never entered my head to suspect
him, nor did I believe, that he was guilty
now; yet I readily saw how the circum-
stances told against him.

He might have robbed the safe, and

\afterward have killed Major Waring so

as to throw suspicion off his trail. In
fact, his insistence upon Mr. Gordon’s
guilt rather lent color to such a theory.

Certainly, he had had ample opportu-
nity to commit both crimes ; and he, too,
so far as we knew, was the only one upon
the scene who could have had time to
carry the gun up-stairs to Phil’'s room
and regain the first floor in the interval
before he was summoned to the drawing-
room.

“ But—but—"" I stammered, catching
at the one incident in his favor, ‘he
turned over the money.”

“ Got scared,” laconically explained
the coroner. “Lots of 'em does that.
They're bold enough until the thing’s all
over, an’ then they’ll git the shivers and
"1l throw away all they went after in the
hopes of not gittin’ found out. I knowed
a chap one time—

“ But there,” he interrupted himself,
as a low, shrill whistle came from
around at the rear of the house, * that'’s
-Jiin a signalin’ for me. He’s either got
what. he’ wanted, or else he thinks there
ain’t no use in tryin’ any more for the
present. At any rate, it means we take
him to town with us, an’ he wants me to
bring the bracelets.”

So, tugging at a pair of clumsy hand-
cuffs which seemed to have become
jammed in his pocket, he broke into a
run and passed around the corner of the
house.

I stood there quite dumfounded by this
sudden turn of events, so absorbed, in-
deed, that I did not observe Newman
had approached and was standing beside
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me, until I started at the sight of the
butler, heavily ironed, being led out to-
ward their buggy by his captors.

“Look at your work,” I said indig-
nantly. ‘ There goes Claridge.”

“Yes,” he answered lightly, * ‘he
walks between with gyves upon his
wrists.” ”’ B

I started to reply, but on second
thought decided not to, and walked
away. He may not have remembered the
source of his quotation, but I did. It
was from the poem of * Eugene Aram”
in the old school-book readers.

He had given me food for thought,
and as a result I sent that night a long
telegram to a firm of New York- detec-
tives with whom I had had previous deal-
ings, and whom I know to be reliable.

CHAPTER XIV.
A MIDNIGHT VISION.

ITH the arrest of Claridge, the ten-
sion upon us all somewhat re-
laxed, and matters at Blenheim

assumed something approaching a nor-
mal tone. .

The butler might or might not be guil-
ty. I do not think in our hearts any of
us believed he was.

But at least something definite had
been accomplished. We no longer need-
ed to eye each other askance every mo-
.ment, and constantly hold our breaths in
dread of an explosion.

Whatever the future might have to
bring forth, there was, for the present at
any rate, a sense of relief in the knowl-
edge that the theory of the officers would
be generally accepted, and that no skele-
tons would be dragged out of closets to
flaunt their clanking bones in a whirl of
rife speculation.

It was rough on Claridge, no doubt, if
he were really innocent; but it gave the
rest of us a breathing spell for which
we could not well help but be thankful

Our party, in the essentials, remained
about as it had been before. The ‘ Bal-
timore belles,” with their escort of the
afternoon, took -their departure imme-
diately, and Phil Waring returned as
master to the home whose dust he had
shaken from his feet. *

Newman stayed on at the request of
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the coroner to render further assistance,
I at the urgent appeal of Mr. Gordon;
and Mrs. Jimmie Weeks was so hysterical
and agitated over her experiences that she
developed "a fever and took to her bed,
with Jimmie playing devoted attendance
upon her as a sick nurse.

The interview which I had promised
myself with her was thus necessarily post-
poned ; but I made up my mind very dis-
tinctly that she should not escape from
Blenheim without giving me her confi-
dence.

The very first opportunity that I could
catch her alone, I would find out what it
was she was trying to conceal.

Things returned at Blenheim, I say, to
almost their normal tone; and yet the
absence of Claridge was easy to be noted.
The house no longer ran on greased
wheels, as it were, as when under the con-
trol of that master hand.

The underling promoted to his place
did his best; but dinner was late and
poor, the service far from smooth, and I
could see-that the entire routine of the
household, indeed, was upset by countless
little flurries and discords.

One of these, for instance, which hap-
pened to fall under my notice, was in
connection with the packing up of Phil
Waring’s things.

He had sent a man over from Deep-
dene to gather together his belongings,
and it seemed that a certain gray suit
was missing from the list. -

If Claridge had been on hand, the mat-
ter- would have been straightened out
without trouble; but, as it was, the loss
occasjoned such high words and such an
amount of shrill recrimination between
the representatives of the respective es-
tablishments, that the turmoil became
audible all over the house.

In fact, I doubt not that the substitute
butler, resentful of the aspersions cast
upon his honesty, would have promptly
proceeded to punch the Deepdene serv-
ant’s head if Newman had not appeared
at that moment with the missing apparel
and explained that it had been left in his
room by mistake after pressing.

If Waring’s messenger brought disor-
der and tumult to the back of the house,
however, it must also be admitted that he
bore balm for certain anxieties still
troubling those in front; for he was
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charged with a note from his master to
Mt. Gordon in which Phil begged the
latter to keep the ten thousand dollars
and use it to relieve Joe's entanglement.

* Any further accommodation which I
can show you,” the note concluded, “T
trust, dear Mr. Gordon, you will not hesi-
tate to ask. It will not only be a pleasure
to me personally, but also a redress for
the difficulties to which you have been
put, which I believe my father himself
would have offered had he returned to his
real self. B _

“ For, in reviewing the history of the
past few months, I cannot account for his
unreasonable hostility .toward such an old
friend as you, or, indeed, his conduct in
relation to myself, on any other theory
than that he had lost his mind.

“ This, I believe, not only because it
is a charitable view to take, but also be-
cause of the many evidences of an erratic
and whimsical disposition which I have
discovered in the management of affairs
here at Deepdene.

“ At any rate, I want you, Mr. Gor-
don, to regard me in the same light as
you did him, prior to your unhappy dis-
agreement, and to avail yourself freely of
any assistance which I may be able to
offer. '

“Do not for a moment be deterred
from accepting the teri thousand by rea-
son of a fear that I may have use for it
on Monday for the guarantee of which I
was speaking to you. I am, of course, in
a financial position now to secure any
amount that I may need, in case I should
still decide to go after the contract.”

“ Well, that is certainly very hand-
some of Phil,” commented Joe, showing
by the long breath he drew what a relief
was this final lifting of the burden which
had rested on his young shoulders.

* It’s good of him not to preach, too,
as he might so easily have done, with my
foolishness as a text. I guess he knows,
though, that I've had my lesson good and
strong, and that if I should ever specu-
late again after this, whatever he might
say now would only be a waste of words.”

“Yes,” his father repeated tlought-
fully, “it’s very handsome of him, and
just what he might have been expected
to do with that big heart of his. But
does it not strike you as a little strange
that. in view of his intimate relations
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here, he should have made the offer in
writing, rather than to have come him-
self? "

. “Oh, I don't know.” Joe shook his
head. * He's naturally knocked out by
what has happened, and no doubt feels
a little embarrassment. and sstiffness over
showing up here so soon. On the other
hand, he wanted to relieve you at once
from any bother or uncertainty over what
he intended to do. No, no, dad, I don’t
see anything remarkable at all .in his hav-
ing written.”

‘“ Still,” pondered Mr. Gordon, * he
might at least have said when he was
coming over, or have indicated when it
would have been convenient for him to
see me at Deepdene. Why, he has not
even sent any word here to Ethel, nor
has she had any other message from him.
I asked the man particularly, and he said
he was only charged with the delivery of
the one note. That certainly looks a
trifle odd.” :

Joe, however, was inclined to think
that, under the circumstances, nothing
ought to be considered odd, and I osten-
sibly agreed with him, although secretly
I shared some of Mr. Gordon’s feeling
that there was something underneath the
young man’s staying away from Blen-
heim.

That there was a misunderstanding or
coolness of some character between him
and Ethel, I could not doubt. The hor-
ror, affliction, and tribulation incident to
the tragedy would not have sufficed to so
estrange them; those were the very cir-
cumstances which would draw people in
their condition together for mutual sol-
ace and sympathy.

Yet she had proudly averted her glance
from him at the inquest, nor had he
sought her out at any time, or even so
much as exchanged a word with her.
And he was still maintaining a stubborn
silence, not so much as mentioning her in
the note he had sent to her father. Was
this the action of the lover which Phil
Waring had always shown himself?

Yes, there was unquestionably a serious
breach between the two. But what was
the cause?

That was a point which might niean
much, but upon which T was all at sea.
Had it arisen at that conference between
them out in the garden prior to the mur-
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der, or was it of later origin, due to the
murder itself —due to some knowledge
which one held in regard to the other
concerning that gruesome event?

In the latter case, this lovers’ quarrel
—usually a pretty and diverting circum-
stance—might come to have a dire and
portentous significance.

I had small time to debate the question
then, however, or to Jecide upon any
line of action for myself; for just then
the bell began to ring, and for an hour or
more I was busy in seeing the reporters
and giving out the statement which Mr.
Gordon had entrusted me to make on be-
half of ‘the family.

There was little chance for musing or
deliberation, as may well bk imagined,
while I was dodging the shrewd interrog-
atories of the ‘‘ préss-gang,” and, though
really suppressing all that 1 could, trying
to appear perfectly open and candid in
my responses ; but at last, after an hour
or more of it, I got rid of the last of
them, and, lighting a cigar, strolled out
in the grounds to be alone and draw my
soattered wits together.

I smoked and thought, and thought and
smoked, until two cigars had Dbeen con-
sumed, and still I was no nearer getting
light upon the problem which perplexed
me than I had been in the beginning.

It was growing late. All the win-
dows of the house had by this time be-
come darkened, and the people within
were no doubt already wrapped in sleep.

It was getting damp and chilly out in
the grounds, too, with the moon down and
a wraithlike mist coming up from the bay.

I felt a twinge of my 6ld enemy, rheu-
matism ; and, throwing away my smoked-
out cigar, decided to go in. Perhaps a
night’s sleep would bring me clearer per-
ceptions, and enable me to read the rid-
dle.

At present, all I could do was go round
in a circle like a cat chasing its own tail.

If Phil and Ethel’s misunderstanding
was a merely trivial one, rising between
them previous to the murder, it was very
unlike the girl to have stood aloof from
him in his trouble.

If T knew her aright, she would have
sunk all considerations of pride or of-
fense at such a time, and have stood
shoulder to shoulder with him to face
whatever might occur.
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Yet, if the alienation was a result or
consequence of>the murder, one of two
things seemed certain: either she knew
or suspected him of some guilty connec-
tion with that fact, or he held the same
knowledge or suspicion in regard to her.

Was it she whose blue linen dress I
had seen whisk from behind the music-
room door? Then she must either know
who shot down old Major Waring, or—
have done the deed herself!

Had she done it? Had he seen her on
his hurried entrance to the house, and
fled, stricken with horror, from the place?
Was that the reason he now stayed away
from her?

Or, had he done it? Had she seen him
at the parricidal act and shrunk, cower-
ing, away from the spectacle?

Had it been with inward revolt and
shuddering that she turned her eyes from
him at the inquest?

Either hypothesis was absolutely un-
tenable to me. I simply could not De-
lieve that Ethel Gordon had done this
thing, nor doubt the sincerity of War-
ing’s story that his father had already
been slain before he reached his side.

Yet I was sure ‘that neither of them had
so far divulged all that they knew about
the affair. Each was striving to conceal
and cover up some damning point. What
was it? ;

So I whipped my weary reasoning pow-
ers round and round the stump, and ar-
rived at no place.

There was every indicatioh, I ad-
mitted, that either one or the other of the
pair was guilty; yet I was positive, with
a conviction which could not be shaken,
that both were absolutely innocent.

Who, then, is the .murderer, I-asked
myself, trying another tack ; Claridge?

No, I was equally certain it was not
Claridge. In fact, the only person to-
ward whom I could even raise a suspi-
cion was Randolph Newman; and that
was absurd. Not only was I without
logical reason for doubting him, but the
man had an unassailable alibi. By the
testimony of a United States government
clock, he was five miles away from the
scene at the time the crlme had been com-
mitted.

As I say, the problem was undecipher-
able to me, dark and uncertain to my
mental vision as the foggy night had be-
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come to my physical eyes. I took one
more turn as far down as where: the
woodland commenced, in the hope of
clarifying my wits, then gave it up and
started for the house.

But at that moment a glimmer of light
showed at the front door. It opened cau-
tiously, and was softly closed again; but
in the interval I saw that a woman had
emerged.

Guided more by the sound of her foot-

steps than by any sense of sight, I hur-

ried over to a path I realized she was
following, and crouched down in the
shelter of a big bush.

A moment later she passed, and, glan-
cing out from my concealnient, I saw
that it was Ethel Gordon.

CHARTER XV.
ETHEL'S ERRAND,

ITH a lightness and agility which
surprised even myself, -I darted
out from under the bush and fol-

lowed hard upon the girl’s trail.

What she was doing out in the grounds
alone at this time of night I could not
imagine; but I was certain that her-ex-
cursion had something to do with the
mystery which had so successfully baf-
fled me, and I was determined not to lose
this chance of gaining a clue to its so-
lution.

Yet it was, I soon found, no easy task
which I had set myself.

I had, of course, the mist and darkness

of the night in my favor as a screen to

cover me in case she should turn and
glance back; still this was equally a dis-
advantage, for I had to creep so close to
keep her in sight that there was constant
danger she might hear my movements,
and, recognizing that she was under
espionage, -desist from her purpose.

By keeping to the grass as much as I
could, and stepping along on tiptoe when
I was compelled to resort to the path, L
managed to overcome this hazard to a
considerable extent, and at the same time
hold within a few feet of her during the
entire course of her ramble.

Ramble, though, is hardly the proper
word to use, after all; for she walked
straight along, swiftly, undeviatingly,
and evidently with a direct aim in view.
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Manifestly, too, she deemed herself
safe from pursuit or watching, both on
account of the character of the night and
because she had probably assured herself
that all within the house were asleep be-
fore she ventured out.

At any rate, she showed, as I say, no
hesitation or excess of caution in her
movements ; but proceeded, without fal-
tering or divergence, right along the path
leading to the shore.

The way led her close to the edge of
the Deepdene -boundary-line; and as I
realized the direction she was taking, the
suspicion woke within me that it might
perhaps be a romantic rendezvous she was
seeking with her lover.

Had I been merely an old fool, then,
poking around into mare’s-nests, and in-
venting mysteries where none existed?
For a moment I was almost decided to
spare myself the attack of rheumatism
which I knew this adventure would bring
on, and return to the house.

But no, the reflection came imme-
diately. There were too many unex-
plained circumstances in connection with
this pair to permit of it being a simple
tryst.

_ If she were going to meet her fiancé,
it was to hear some statement from him,
or to give him one on her own behalf;
and I must overhear what passed between
them. :

So I plodded along in her wake more
doggedly than ever, giving her no chance
to slip out of my sight, but ranging up so
close that at times I could almost have
touched her with my outstretched hand.

It soon became apparent, moreover,
that the conjecture I had made in regard
to her destination and purpose was a mis-
take. She turned where a branching path
would have led her over into the Deep-
dene property, and continued on th
straight line to the bay.

Ahead of her now loomed up the com-
bination boat and bathing house and the
landing ; but she did not stop. Out on
the little dock she walked—out to its very
end, and stood looking over into the deep,
black water underneath.

A sudden, new apprehension seized me
as to her intention. To call out to her
would, by startling her, probably pre-
cipitate the catastrophe I feared. Neither
for the same reason could I rush out and
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seize her, since she would undoubtedly
hear my approaching footsteps on the
bare planks.

Spellbound with horror, 1 stood there
unable to decide upon any line of action,
almost unable to- think.

I was conscious, as one is of minor
things at such intense moments, that a
gust of wind was blowing across my face.
Under its impetus, the fog lifted like a
veil, and the girl's slender figure stood
there plainly revealed in the clear star-
light.

I saw her raise one hand as though in
a gesture of farewell, and expected the
next instant to behold her fatal plunge,
the dark waters closing over her bonny
head, while I stood-helpless, unable to
interfere.

But, just as a shout of desperation was
about to burst from my stiff lips, I saw
a tall form spring out of the darkness,
reach her side in a couple of leaps, clasp
her in his arms, and drag her back, strug-
gling and protesting, to the shore. It
was Phil Waring.

“ You shall not do it, Lthel‘ " he pant-'

ed. “I will not let you! No matter
what you have done, suicide is not the
way to end it!"

“ Suicide? "’ she demanded. * Did you
think you had driven me to that? No;
I came here merely to destroy the proofs
of your guilt—the émpty shells I took
from your gun!”

“My guilt?”
her.

‘“ Certainly.” Her tone thrilled with
s€orn. ‘“Would you deny to me your
responsibility for that old man’s death?”

“1 see.” His head drooped. “ You
mean, that I put it into your mind with
my angry denunciation of him in the gar-
den, whefl I shook my fist and said I
wished he were dead? How I have re-
pented—"" .

“Oh!"” she cried indignantly. * You
put it into my mind? What do you
mean? "’

“ 1 mean,” sadly, ‘‘ that I suppose you
got from that wickedly foolish remark
the impulse which led you to kill him.”

“T kill him! " she flung out amazedly.
o I ! "

“\What else can I believe, Etliel, when
I saw you standing above his dead body
with the gun in your hand? You may

He started back from
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have done it in the belief that you were
helping ine, or for the sake of your father
or Joe; but—"

“Stop!” she commanded imperiously.
“Save your pitiful lies for other ears
than mine! You dare accuse me? You,
whom I know to be his father’s mur-
derer? You, whom I saw fleeing with
guilty fear in his face up the right-hand
flight of stairs as I came down the left to
Le confronted with the body of your vic-
tim ?

“ I did not utterly condemn you,” she
went on passionately, heedless of his at-
tempted interruptions. ‘“I knew the
wrongs you had suffered at that old man’s
hands. All thought of marriage between
us was over; but I was willing to do all
in my power to shield you.

“ T took away the weapon you had used
and drew the shells from it. I con-
cealed the truth. I 1ét an innocent man
be arrested for your crime. Whether I
would have let him suffer the penalty,
and kept silence, I cannot say; at least,
I let him be arrested.

“ But to think that you should charge
me with" the crime you yourself com-
mitted!” Her voice rang with con-
temptuous resentment. ‘‘ That passes the
limits of effrontery. Oh, to think that I
once should have loved such a thing mas-
querading in the guise of a man! You
coward! You coward! You coward!”

And with that stinging taunt upon her
lips, she turned and sped toward the
house as fast as her feet could carry her.

Waring, who had winced under the
lash of her tongue as though under tHe
blows of a whip, stood as if numbed a
moment ; then started furlously in pur-
suit.

“ Ethel! Ethel!” he called.

But she only fled the faster along the
paths; and when he came to the edge of
the woodland, with me pounding hard in
his wake, we saw her mounting the steps
of the house, and a moment later the

front door closed with a bang. She was

inside.

What he mlght have done then, in his
impetuous frenzy, I do not know; Dbut,
fortunately, the slam of the door brought
him to a momentary halt, and enabled me
to reach his side.

“ Cook!” he exclaimed as I came up
and scized him Dby the arm; then, ex-
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citedly: “ Go in the house, and tell Ethel
to come right out here. I must see her
at once.”

“ Not now, not now,” I attempted to
calm him. “ She is tpo overwrought now,
and she would not listen. You must wait
until to-morrow.”

‘“ But there ‘has Dbeen some hideous
mistake,” he protested. ‘ She accuses me
of things I never did, and claims to have
seen me in places I never was. How can
she make such statements,” he paused
darkly, ‘ unless, indeed, it is to clear her
own skirts at my expense? Why, I am
quite certain she knows that I know she
did it.”

“Listen to me, Phil Waring” I
gripped him sternly by the shoulder
‘ Ethel Gordon is innocent.’

“ What!”

“1 will pledge my life upon the truth
of what I say. But, my boy, allow me to
assure you that she honestly believes that
you are guilty.”

“ What?” he cried again.

He seemed too dazed at first fully to
take in what I was trying to tell him.
He could only shake his head hopelessly
and mutter something about  seeing was
believing.”

‘““ Ah, but that is just the trouble |
insisted. ‘ Seeing is not always believ-
ing, as both you and Ethel have got to
learn. As you say, there has been a hid-
eous mistake in this matter, my boy ; but
it is a mistake on your part as much as
hers.”

“No,” he protested, ‘it is good of
you, Cook, to try and deceive me; but I
tell you, I saw.”

‘“ And does not she say she saw, too?”
I demanded impatiently. ‘ Was there
not indignant truth in every word she
flung at you down there on the shore to-
night?

“Is Ethel Gordon the girl to have in-
vented such a fabrication as she de-
scribes? I do not believe she would lie
like that even to save herself from the
stake.”

‘ But it is not so, Cook. I never passed
her on the stairs, as she claims. I never
saw her until I confronted her rising up
from my father’s dead body with the gun
in her hands. We stared at each other a

493

moment, not exchanging a word ; then she
backed slowly, her eyes dilating, toward
the folding doors behind her, and I fled
wildly from the house.”

“ Exactly,” I commented, taking a leaf
from Newman's book and hastily * recon-
structing the picture” from their joint

~-confessions; ‘“ but would not her actions

have been just the same—would she not
have recoiled in the same way—if she
had believed that you were your father’s
murderer returned to the scene of the
crime ?

“T tell you, Waring, that girl is not
lying. She passed you, or, rather, some
oune she supposed to be you, on the stairs.
When you saw her taking away the gun
from Dbeside your father’s corpse, she was
simply trying to shield you, as she has
declared.

“Can you doubt it, man? Can you
doubt it, when all her subsequent actions
so plainly bear out the truth of her state-
ments? Knowing Ethel Gordon as you
do, can you really in your heart believe
that she is the one who committed this
terrible deed?”

“No,” he answered with a sudden glad
ring of conviction in his voice. ‘ You
are right, Cook. She did not do it.

‘“ But, oh,” he dropped his head in his
hands with a groan, “she will never for-
give me for my lack of faith!”

“ Nonsense.” I clapped him on the

shoulder to hearten him up. ‘ There is a
homely old proverb, remember, about the
pot not being able to call the kettle
black.”
" He raised his head, seemingly comfort-
ed Dy this bit of philosophy ; but even as
he did so he was struck by another
thought, and clutched me vehemently by
the sleeve.

“ Who,” he questioned sharply,
the man she passed on<he stairs?”

“ Ah,” I said, “ that is what we've got
to find out. I'll tell you one thing,
though. It certainly wasn't Claridge, or
you, or me, or Mr. Gordon, or Joe, or
Ballard, or that other young fellow or
Jimmie Weeks.”

“ But you have left Newman out of
vour list—have you not? " he exclaimed.

“Yes,” I answered dryly, ““ I have left
Newman out.”

‘“ was

(To be continued.)



By Way of the Windows.

BY-EDWARD FRANK ALLEN.

Wherein the Apparently Humble and Meek are Exalted,} and
the Mighty Fall—Though They Keep Very Quiet About It.

ER name is Gretchen.
n I know, Dbecause an-
* other girl called from a
window adjacent to
hers: ‘“ How soon are
you going, Gretchen?”
And she replied: *“ In about an hour; I
have my hat to put on.”

Now, if Gretchen had been speaking
to a man she would have said, *“ I'll be
ready in a jiffy”; and kept the poor
fellow waiting just as long. But in this
particular instance there could not have
been a man, for Gretchen has a room in
the Minnehaha, a hotel for women.

My window and hers face each other,
being separated by a court possibly
thirty feet wide, and frequently, as I
happen to glance in that direction, I
see her fussing in one way and another
about her room. It is not my intention
to give Gretchen away, but I will say
that she is an awful fusser:

No other word is quite as descriptive
of her feminine ways.

I am not interested in this neighbor
of mine, except in a negative way. I am
more or less of a student of human na-
ture, and this specimen attracts me. She
is rather pretty too, but that is neither
here nor there. I have jotted down a
few notes about her in my diary.

June 3, Tuesday.

My typewriter was busy all the morn-
ing. I have moved my desk over to the
window, so any breeze that happens to
be stirring will blow over me as well
as fan my papers into the four cormers
of the room, and the change seems to
stimulate the flow of ideas.

The story on which I have been work-

ing since April is beginning to take
form, and I am quite encouraged as to
its outcome. I don’t know whether to
have it brought out in book form first
or to sell the serial rights to some maga-
zine. To speculate on how it will be
published before it is even finished is a
little premature, but it is my way.

I think I could have written an extra
thousand words, if I had not been watch-
ing Gretchen out of the corner of my
eye for the first hour or so.

Wednesday.

The good work goes on. To-day I
ground out five thousand words at
least. At this rate I should finish the
story in a week; and I think I shall, for
I feel very fit and in working trim.

This morning I had a surprise.

/ After breakfast, when I sat down to
- my typewriter, I glanced at the window
across the court and saw Gretchen
working diligently at a typewriter that
looked suspiciously like mine.

“Well, of all the original ways of
flirting,” I thought, ‘that takes the
palm.” The idea of that girl’s getting a
typewriter and sitting in front of the
window in that brazen manmner.” . .

It was preposterous. I would give her
no encouragement. I looked over there
once or twice to see how much attention
she was giving her work, -but saw noth-
ing to indicate that her mind was not
on what she was doing.

Then I concluded that Gretchen was
making her living by typing copies of
manuscript at five cents a hundred
words, and I pitied her a little, for it was
a Dbeastly hot morning.

When I remembered that the Hotel
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Minnehaha was reputed to be the most
expensive feminine hostelry in the city,
my theory exploded. I wonder who
Gretchen is.

T hursday.

Another day like tlns and my story
will be "well along toward completion.
It will be shorter than I expected, but
none of its force will be lost thereby.

I think I shall submit it to the Woim-
an’s Home Basaar, or some other high-
class periodical for women.

Friday.

Béing interrupted is the bane of a
writer's existence. Personally I would
rather wait and submit to tar and feath-
ers, but I never seem to have the luxury
of choosing. Interruptions always come
when I am hardest at work in the middle
of the forenooil or afternoon, as the case
may be.

About half past ten I heard a voice
call: *“Say!” I called back: * Say it!"”
Then I looked up, and saw—Gretchen.
She was leanmg out of her w mdo“, wa-
ving a paper in my direction. -

“Well?"” I inquired, trying to ‘con-
ceal my impatience and at the same time
look dignified. She paused to push back
a wisp of curly hair that a puff of wind
had blown across her face. She did it
very gracefully, and I melted a little.

“I am- sorry to interrupt you,” she
said, “ but I just broke the space-bar on
my machine—"

“ Perhaps I could fix it for you; your
machine seems to be the same make as
mine, and I am familiar enough with it
to_”

S Oh, dear, no; thank you just as
much, but I should like you to do the
rest of my -copying, if you will. What
is your price per hundred words?"

1 was game. The thing had gone so
far that I would see it through. So I
said, ‘“I charge five cents a ‘hundred
words, including a carbon copy of each
sheet.”

“ All right,” she replied, “I'll toss
over the manuscript. Can you catch
it2”

“ You'd better not risk it,” I cautioned;
“let me get a string.”” So I wéighted
a long string with a piece of petrified
wood that I had brought from the Yo-
semite. and tossed it over to Gretchen.
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She caught it more skilfully than I had
expected, took off the weight, and tied
on the manuscript, which I then drew
back to my window. :

“ Thank you,” she said;
you have it done?”

* To-morrow, probably,” I replied.

Then Gretchen put on her hat and
went out. I looked at the manuscript.
There were fifteen or twenty sheets of
closely written foolscap, and, as nearly
as I could make out, the article was on
the subject of the proper feedmg of
infants.

The grim humor of the situation
forced itself-upon me. Here was a young
mother who wrote magazine articles, and
who made the same mistake about me as
I made about her. But why should a
young mother be living a solitary life at
the Hotel Minnehaha, a dismally Adam-
less Eden, and why this, and why that?

A hundred questions popped into my
head.

I fell asleep four times while copying
that manuscript, and when at last it was
done I was too tired to work on my story,
so I went out in the park and f&d the
squirrels.

Saturday.

I have not seen a sign of Gretchen
to-day, and in consequence came within
a chapter or two of the end of the
story. I shall call it,  Perrugino; a Ro-
mance.”

Gretchen’s type-copy rests on the top
of my desk. If she does not ask for it
soon, there will be demurrage to pay.

Monday.

At noon I wrote ““ Finis” on the end
of my story. At one o’clock, having
lunched, I took it and sallied forth.

(That is what Perrugino did when he
went to avenge the murder of his uncle;
he sallied. I like the word. I once
knew a girl named Sally; she was out-
rageously fat.)

It was not my habit to accompany
my work to the editor—I generally
mailed it—but to-day was so pleasant
that I took it right to the offices of the
Woman’s Home Bazaar. There I was
waylaid by the editor’s office-boy, a snub-
nosed, freckle-faced youth of perhaps
twelve years, who took my card to the
sanctum.

‘“ when can
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Evidently the editor had heard of me
before, as I was given an audience im-
mediately. Facing the door, at a broad,
flat-topped desk littered with papers, was
the editor—Gretchen.

I do not know which of us was the
more surprised. In my hand was the
manuscript of my story.

Before I had time to speak, Gretchen
had spied it, and exclaimed: * Ob, my
typewriting! I had forgetten it. I am
so sorry to keep you waiting for your
money. How much is it?”

Now, was it my entire lack of humor
or my extreme sensitiveness to it that led
me to, do what I did. 7T said?

-
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“I merely came’ to remind you of it.
There were two thousand, six hundred
words; at five cents per hundred the
price comes to one dollar and thirty

cents. This is not your work that I have
with me. I shall send it to you when
I reach home. You may mgil me a
check.” 2 2
Tuesday.

The check came. I shall have it
framed.
IVednesday.

Gretchen and I fed the squirrels to-
gether to-day.

-~

ROMANCE.

I am the flame that leaps from every fire

Of youth or skill or genius or of strength,‘

I am the wind that smote Apollo’s lyre

And made sweet music ‘through Eola’s length.

I am the sand of ancient Egypt, where

Strange caravans crept through the warm, still gloom;

I am the fantom isles, the mirage fair

That lured forgotten heroes to their doom.

I am the waves that-beat upon the shore

Of Camelot, .and harked to Merlin’s call;

I am the cloak of darkness Siegfried bore,

The talisman that loosed Brunhilda’s thrall.

N\

I am the fragrance of the forest trail,

The whispered voices of the trees above;

I am the breath of beauty, and the veil

That hides with tender touch the faults bf love.

I steal through cities, and I haunt the moor; _ q

I Dear my golden flag through Time, unfurled: -

Though rich in gold, who knows me not is poor—

Who knows me, holds in fief the whole, wide world!

Charlotte B-cckcr.



Knights of the Caribbee.

‘BY STEP\HEN CHALMERS,
Author of ‘' The Vanishing Smuggler,” ‘‘ A Daughter of the Armada.’’

Fighters, Many and Various, Mix on the Spanish Main, with a Woman
as Spoils of the Victor.

SYNOPSIS- OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.

OHN PIGGOTT, Quaker, is sentenced to prison at Port Royal by the Governor of
Jamaica for treasonable conduct. He is freed through the intervention ef Katharine
Vernon, daughter of Colonel Vernon, commander of the royal forces at Port Royal.
Previously, when Katharine was at the mercy of Harry Morgan, the buccaneer, John had
protected her. When Colonel Vernon learns Harry Mosgan is at hand, he challenges him
to a duel for the insult offered his daughter. Tom Lockhart, Katharine's sweethcart, is his
second. The colonel is mortally wounded. Dying, he commends Katharine to Lockhart’s
care. At the Vernon house Lockhart hears the slaves moaning that the buccaneers have
carried Katharine away.

Lockhart, returning to the Vernon house, finds Katharine abducted by the buccaneers.
He rushes to the harbor, and though, with no formulated plan of rescue, boards Morgan's
ship, the Revenge. He finds the governor saying farewell to the pirate, who is about to
sail for Panama on a raid whercin the British are at least tacitly interested. Lockhart is
wounded by Morgan, but cared for by Piggott, the Quaker, who has hidden himself on the
ship after ascertaining that Katharine is aboard. He has so played upon Morgan's super-
stittons that the pirate allows the threc freedom of the ship. Arriving off Santa Catarina,
it is determined, with the help of one Davy Brock. a reccalcitrant pirate, that Katharine is
to go ashore and warn the governor of the island that Morgan is about to attack. Hardly
has she been lowered into the longhoat, when there come loud shouts for “ Davy Brock!”

Arriving off the Spanish fort, Santa Catarina, Katharine, aided by a recaleitrant pirate,
named Davy Brock, escapes to the shore, makes her way into the governor’s presence, only
to find him a traitor. to gpain, who has sold himself to Morgan, and who now, after hag-
gling with the buccaneer, redelivers her to him. Back they go to the Revenge, where
her two friends. Lockhart and Piggott, again care for her. Brock, fearing for his life at
Morgan’s hands, hangs himself, and.the sight of his swinging body exercises a fearful
influence on the superstitions of the pirate. He becomes intoxicated, delivers a fiery speech
to his men, and orders all to sail to Chagres, the castern end of the Isthmian trail leading
to Panama. Chagres is found in flames, having fallen into the hands of an advance guard
of Morgan’s. The buccaneer serves rum all round.; a scene of fearful debauchery ensues,
during which the Revenge runs on a reef, and Katharine, Lockhart, and Piggott, decide that
the moment has come for cffecting their escape. :

CHAPTER XI1II (Continucd ).

ORGAN knew he had only
himself to blame for the
hideous state of affairs—
the blood - cliilling orgie
that grew madder and
: maddeér Dbeneath him in
the furiously blazing town.
That yielding to the bowl of oblivion,
after the moments spent in the cabin with
Davy Brock, was at the root of it all.

Davy Brock — that worthless, weak-
kneed white-liver! ‘Lo think that a fool
like him should have been the cause of —
this! For a moment Morgan thought of
the man as he had last seen him, dingling
and dangling on nothing, with a mock-
ing tongue stuck at him and the sem-
blance of a silly grin on his face.

The buccaneer shuddered and cursed
out loud. Try as he might, he could not
shake the memory which recurred at in-
tervals as he looked upon the insane

* This story began in The Cavalier for January.
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streets of the lust-ridden town. Now the
man was cowering behind Katharine,
now he was hanging in the cabin, and
again he was down in the dark, green,
slimy weed of the sea-bottom, where they
had pitched him.

And Davy was still, to Morgan’s im-
agination, grinning at this, his work, with
his tongue stuck out in rigid insolence.

Morgan hitched himself together with
a snarl. To-morrow! He must think of
to-morrow! What effect would this have
upon to-morrow and to-morrow and to-
morrow? The Spaniards had fled. They
would warn the Spaniards in every settle-
ment and town between the Atlantic coast
and the Pacific capital.

Morgan knew enough of the dread
that his name inspired to know that the
Spaniards, from Chagres to Panama,
would join the westward panic-stricken
rush. Supposing they set fite to their
towns as they went? Supposing they car-
ried their provisions with them and de-
stroyed what they could not carry?

There was the dread in Morgan’s mind.

He had vowed to lead three thousand
men across that fifty miles between sea
and sea’ to Panama and victory. Only
fifty miles, but the most dreaded fifty
miles on the Spanish main.

Fever, stagnation, reptiles, Indians—
and no food for his army of three thou-
sand clamorous men! But he had sworn
it. He had sworn it! And, by Heaven,
he would do it, even if he came to-the
walls of that Pacific treasure-store with
a remnant of three and suffered ignomin-

ious defeat! He had cast the die. He
would abide by the luck.

Luck! He suddenly remembered.

He turned sharply to the east. The

dawn was breaking. Against the roseate
hues of the far horizon he could see the
spars of the Revenge and of the other
two frigates silhouetted at significant an-
gles. With the pang of regret at the loss
of his flag-ship came the memory of the
woman.

Where was she? What had become of
her? Was she still aboard? Or had
that fiendish Quaker taken advantage of
the panic to smuggle her ashore? . -

He reflected with a chuckle that, even
if she had been brought ashore, it would
be hard to lose her on this enemy-ridden
strip of land. But he must find her—at
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once! Perhaps, if he found her and kept
her close by him— Pah! But he must
find her. .

He swiftly left the house and walked
toward the beach with his hat pulled over
his eyes. As he neared the outskirts of
the town, where the road diverged to the
beach and the fort, he revealed himself to
a few of the pirates who happened to be
in knots of twos and threes.

-In small numbers they still feared him
enough to restrain their boisterous enthu-
siasm. He made up a boat's crew, and
presently sailed on the now incoming tide
toward his wrecked flagship.” Alone he
boarded her, and alone he walked to the
cabin-where she had lodged.

It was empty. The cabins of Piggott
and Lockhart were also empty. He trav-
ersed the ship from end to end, walking
as if the vessel were the haunt of ghosts.
There was not a sound, save for the wash-
ing of the sea on the reef. There was not
a soul aboard the Revenge, except the
fantom of Davy Brock.

She was gone. Henry Morgan had
lost his luck! -

From the hiding - place in the brush
Piggott and Lockhart watched the boat
return. They knew what Morgan sought,
and they knew he had suffered disap-
pointment.

Presently, while the two men and the
girl held their breath, Morgan and his
crew returned up the path toward the
town. The buccaneer was walking ahead,
with his cloak pulled high up round his

‘breast and his chin hanging low. Be-

hind him, at a respectful distance, came
his followers in awed silence. None
dared speak.” All knew the signs.

“I be thinking,” remarked Piggott
when the footsteps had died away town-
ward, ‘‘ that we may now be moving.”

“I have been thinking what that move
should be,” said the lieutenant. ‘ One
thing is certain. We cannot escape either
by land or by sea. It is also certain that
we would be recaptured on the instant if
we reappeared as we are—a woman, a
Quaker, and an officer in the king's dress.
A marked three, I would wager.”

“ We be,” said the Quaker simply.

. Katharine turned her head away. The
color had flooded her neck and face. She
perceived what was coming.

Her modesty recoiled from it, but that
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spirit of mischief which had made her the
idol of the soldiers and sailors at Port
Royal was smiling about her mouth. In
moments of adventurous enthusiasm she
had often exclaimed :

- “Would I had been born a lad!"”

Now it seemed that her wish was about
to be gratified as nearly in fact as could
be. From the adventurous side of it her
spirit did not recoil. It was only that—
well—you see—after all, she had bLeen
born a. girl! :
. But Lockhart, who had been weighing
the matter for hours, came straight to the
alternative of the matter.

“We would be recognized at once.
On the other hand, if we pushed on alone,
we could expect neither mercy nor char-
ity from the Indians or the Spaniards,
if weé outlived reptiles and fever long
enough to fall into their hands. Our
escape by sea is cut off for the present.

“ We must go forward, disguised. You,
Friend John, must consent to throw off
your sober garb and don the habit of
piracy. I must do the same, which is a
matter that troubles me little. As for
Katharine—"

“ Even so,” said the Quaker comically.

There fell an awkward silence. Kath-
arine’s head was still turned away. John
Piggott, squatted on the ground, was

twiddling the fat thumbs of his clasped-

hands, while Lockhart was regarding
both with hidlf-amused, half-embarrassed
eyes.

Presently the Quaker, whose face was
a ¢tudy of humor and disturbed piety,
slowly turned his head in the direction of
Katharine. It happened at that moment
that ‘she also turned her head in order to
see how Friend John viewed the prospect.

Their eyes met.

To Lockhart the situation was replete
with humor. Maidenly modesty ques-
tioning disturbed piety! The lieutenant
suddenly rolled over on the leaf-moldy
ground and laughed as he had not

laughed sigce that day when the Quaker -

refused to come out of his cage in the
Port Royal dungeon.

His laughter was contagious. Present-
ly Katharine, her face crimson as a rose,
was pealing merriment, while John Pig-
gott broke out in a broad smile that was
all humor—nothing but tickled humor.
But suddenly he straightened his face
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and asked, with an assumption of solem-
nity:

“Thee says very well, ''om Lockhart.
But where De the clothes? And where be
the clothes that will fit me? Where be
the clothes that will fit Mistress Kath-
arine?” =
. ‘““That is my charge,” said Lockhart,
laughing, and he rose to his feet.

He walked stealthily toward the black
ruins of San Lorenzo. 'T'he last he saw
of Katharine and the Quaker they were
sitting on the ground, almost back to
back. ‘Tom could nat see Katharine’s
face, but the Quaker’s presented an air of
profound preoccupation.

Smothering his laughter, the lleutenant
settled down to the real business in hand,
which was that of borrowing clothes
from the scores of Spaniards and Duc-
caneers who had fallen in the siege of
the previous night.

It was an ill task, but Lockhart suc-
ceeded in accomplishing his object with a
modicum of reverence for the dead.
Among so many it was easy to take this
from one and that from another, all with
due regard to the proportions of the per-
sons who were to be fitted.

About twenty minutes later he re-
turned to the hiding-place in the thicket
with a great armful of clothing, and his
own belt a glistening arsenal of sheath-
knives and pistols. He had performed
his task in a finished manner.

Then came the next delicate step.
Boots, Dbonnet, pantaloons, shirt, belt,
pistols, and a knife were laid in silence at
Katharine’s feet. Lockhart laid his hand
on the shoulder that was turned to him.
He whispered words of encouragement in
her ear. The Quaker, grimly surveying
the ferocious raiment which he was ex-
pected to wear, remarked quietly:

“1 know how hard it be, but it be for
the best.”

That settled it. \Without turning her
head Katharine said, with a gulp:
“T— 1 suppose it must be.

stay away for a long time.”

Lockhart, his face expressive of imany
unusual feelings, looked at Piggott and
gave a half - hearted smile. In silence
the two men walked away into the brush.
When they came to a secluded spot each
began to divest himself of his customary
garb.

Please
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In about fifteen minutes Lockhart, a
fine, swashbuckling figure in long leather
boots and with a bristling belt, faced a
broad-shouldered buccaneer who, despite
his piratic garb, had a tendency to em-
bonpoint and a rather gentle cast of
countenance. The lieutenant laughed
heartily, and Friend John smiled; but
suddenly Lockhart said seriously:

“ Friend John, you must even look
more fierce. Y’are as gentle of face as a
lamb.”

The Quaker, now that he had consent-
ed to play the role of buccaneer, made
up his mind on the instant that he might
as well play it to perfection. He sud-
denly bared his teeth in an expression of
assumed savagery.

Drawing the cutlas with which Tom
had provided him, he suddenly clove the
air, as if he were splitting the head of an
enemy.

“ Does that satisfy thee?’ he demand-
ed with ludicrous ferocity. * But,” he
added gravely, as if in exculpation of
himself, “ I still be a man of God.”

He turned to gather up his Quaker
clothes and tie them in a shirt. Present-
ly he said over his shoulder:

“ My name be John L'Hommedieu.”

- “Good!"” chuckled Lockhart. ‘ Mine
is Tom Sanderson. And now—"

He was interrupted by a crashing in
the underbrush. A moment later, almost
within touch of them, several of the buc-
caneers went past, evidently making a
short cut to the fort—perhaps to loot. the
dead there.

“ Heaven grant they may not stumble
upon her! " said Lockhart.

“ They be going straight toward her!”
whispered the Quaker pirate.

They listened intently. Once they
thought they heard a loud laugh and a
“Hallo!” and voices in conversation.

But presently this ceased. Then there
was absolute silence, save for the far-off
noises of the town, and the sighing of the
sea-breeze.

“TI think we might even be returning.”
said the Quaker quietly.

‘“ Aye!" said Lockhart nervously.
“ They may—they must have passed.”

John L’Hommedieu said nothing, but
started back toward the spot where they
had left Katharine. Presently they came
to a standstill and looked at one another,
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puzzled. Lockhart laughed, but there
was a note of anxiety in the sound. The
Quaker was gazing at the screen of
thicket with a troubled expression, and
he played in a nervous way with his
fingers. ]

“’I'om Lockhart,” said he, ‘ thee is to
be her husband. Thee must go.”

At that the ludicrous side of the sit-
uation returned to the lieutenant. Half
to hide his embarrassment at the Quaker’s
remark, he burst out in a guffaw.

But his laughter suddenly ceased, and
there was an ominous stillness. They
wer€ so near that she must have heard.
Yet she did not make any sound—any
signal, as a woman would assuredly have
done under the circumstances.

In a husky voice Lockhart called her
name. The sea-breeze washing through
the brush was the only reply.* Forget-
ting every other feeling in the dread of
the moment, the lieutenant marched
boldly up to the thicket and pushed
through it.

The Quaker followed more cautiously.
He found Lockhart staring like a man
bereft of his senses at—nothing! The
hiding-place was vacant.

“ Gone!” he said dazedly.

‘“ No, here she be!” said the Quaker,
catching side of a glint of red in the
brush. * She be hiding from us.”

Lockhart gave a laugh of relief and
thrust the bushes aside. There, as if hur-
riedly concealed, were the garments which
Katharine had last worn when they left

_her. .

Tom Lockhart suddenly dropped on
his knees and buried his face in the sweet-
ly feminine gewgaws which so breathed
of her. The Quaker understood, and he
turned his face away with a sudden
springing of tears to his eyes.

“ It be all right, Tom,” he said brave-
ly, but there was no hiding the agony in
his heart. ‘She heard the buccaneers
coming and hid the clothing. I be think-
ing they hailed her, and to save matters
she hath -gone with them. Tom, thee
must remember she be a man now. All's
well, lad ! "

But Lockhart only buried his face in
his hands. She was gone. She was in
the company and at the mercy of a gang
of roystering, looting drunkards.

There was not a spark of hope left in
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his heart ; nor, to tell the truth, was there
a flicker in the Quaker’s.
I){atharine was lost !
o

CHAPTER XIV,
-UNLUCKY LARRY.

HATEVER might have been in
John Piggott’s mind as to Kath-
arine’s future, his surmise about

what had recently happened was correct.
The buccaneers had stumbled upon,
her.
She had just gjven the finishing touch-
es to her strange, manly garb and was

half ruefully regarding the big leather.

boots which wabbled loosely about her
knees, when she hegrd the pirates com-
in

gAt first she thouglit it was Tom and
Friend John, and a wave of anger leaped
over her face that they should come
unbidden. But a glance through the
brush told her that her ears had not de-
ceived her as to the profanity of the on-
comers. She gathered up her cast-off
garments and flung them, hastily into the
bushes.

A red ribbon glowed visible even at

that, but she covered it with her body
and stood awaiting the intruders, her
heart beating fast, but her every nerve
keyed to the test of courage.
% Hallo, mate!” bellowed the first of
the buccaneers, going past her with only
a glance. He was followed by three
others, one of whom seized her by the
arm and dragged her along with.con-
vivial familiarity.

To resist would have been fatal. Gath-
cring her scattered wits Katharine gave
a faint huzza in the deepest voice she
could find in her delicate throat.

Presently the buccaneer let go his hold
and Katharine, while still pretending to
run, fell back. In another moment she
was whlking. She would have turned
back to the spot_where Friend John and
Lockhart had left her, but a sound of
crashing in the brush behind told her
that she would meet at least one more
buccaneer.

There was only one. He overtook her
at a half trot. Seeing in her a mate who
seemed to begn no particular hurry, this
last man fell into a walk at her side.
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Katharine’s heart stood still, but she
manfully took big- strides and pursed her
lips to a whistle, as she swaggered along.

Nevertheless, she was conscious that
a pair of eyes were regarding her with
interest, perhaps suspicion. hat sort
of person the man at her side was, she
had no means of knowing.

It might be Morgan himself. It might
be some bearded monster, with blood on
his hands and rum on his breath. But it
would never do to pretend unconscious-
ness of his presence.

‘“ Hallo! " she cried, imitating the style
of the first of the buccaneers.

A sort of silly laugh came from her
unwelcome eompanion. Katharine turned
her head suddenly. She was surprised,
not to say relieved, to find that he'was
little more than a lad.

He was quite beardless; indeed, his
young face, though marked with hard-
ship, was as smooth as her own. He had
a pair of eyes, too, from which looked
kindliness, if no great courage. He was
smirking at her in a way that reminded
her of a dog that looks for a pat while
it expects a kick.

“Who are you?” demanded Katha-
rine, taking courage. The power of mind
over matter asserted itself on the instant.

“ I'm Larry,” said the lad, with a grin,
touching his bonnet with an obsequious
forefinger.

“ Humph!"” grunted Katharine.

They walked on in silence. She was
wondering what to do. - Risk this ap-
parently amiable lad and turn back? Or
trust herself in his company?

If he dwelt among the pirates, so
might she. He was probably a cabin-
boy; so might she be. She might learn
from him—now—and play the rdle with
success.

Larry, on his part, was wondering why
he had never met this lad before. His
poor, homesick heart was solitary among
that crew of grown-up scoundrels. Kath-
arine fascinated him.

“ What ship was you on?” he asked,
betraying his natlonahty in a pretty
brogue. :

“ The Revenge,” said Katharine.

Larry’s eyes opened wide with wonder,
almost reverence.

“ The adm’ral’s ship!” he said, with
awe. ‘“ What may yer name be?"”
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The question was unexpected. Kath-
arine could not for the life of her think
of any masculine names but “ John Pig-
gott ” and ‘“ Tom Lockhart.” Neither of
these would do. She temporized by say-
ing:
“ Guess!"”

Larry began to titter. He was look-
ing at her hair, which she had tucked
under a wide straw hat.

“If T guess right, ye will tell?” said
Larry. “ They call ye Redhead.”

“ How dare you!” cried Katharine,
coming to a standstill and stamping ‘her
foot in genuine rage. Her father had
many a time, wrought her to tears by
this description of her red-gold. tresses.

At sight of her anger, Larry’s face fell.
It was a doleful countenance, which quite
melted Katharine's anger.

“There I go again,” said he mourn-
fully. ‘ I'm always in'throuble. That's
why they call me Unlucky Larry. Ever
since I ran away from home — but if
ye will tell me yer name, I'll swear
not to say ‘Redhead’ again,” he broke off,
in an effort to patch up the matter at
once.

“ My name is Redhead,” said Kath-
arine, with an inconsistency that was not
without sudden purpose.

“Then why did ye flare at me?”
asked Larry with pitiful submission to
the contradiction. ‘“ Was ye making
sport of me? They all do that.”

Tears appeared in his eyes.

On the instant a wave of pity swept
over through Katharine’s heart. Here
was a lad whose position Was as nearly
analogous to hers as could De.

He had been bullied and buffeted into
submission and servitude. It looked out
of his eyes. It was in everv gesture—in
avery word he uttered. If she clung to
2im, he might cling to her until such
time as she could be reunited with her
friends. Buf for the moment she forgot
her own troubles in sympathy for his.

“Did you run away from your
home? " she asked, her Yoice tender with
the solicitude of the grown woman.

Something in her words, her intonation
—something in her verv presence—stirred
the cabin-boy’s heart strangely. He
could not understand it, of course, but
his instinct responded at once to the
touch of sex magic.
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“ Aye,” said he, and all at once he
burst into.tears. But in a minute he
dashed the water from his eyes and
braced up. “I dunno why I should be
for doing that,” said he. ‘Ye will be
thinking me a fool.”

“ No, but. y'are a good lad,” said
Katharine. ‘“ And we must be friends,
Larry.”

““And might I be calling ye Red-
head?” he asked, his eyes suddenly
brightening at the prospect of an in-
timate friend of his own age.

Katharine’s mouth twitched- for a mo-
ment; then she answered with a sup-
pressed laugh:

‘“ Aye, ye may call me Redhead, if
ye will.”

“ Thankee,” said Larry joyfully.

They had been walking toward the
fort, on the trail of the other bucca-
neers. Larry suddenly slipped an arm
through hers and straightway hurled at
her such a volley of questions as to how
long she had been at sea, if she had run
away from home, if Morgan had beaten
her, and so on, that she was in peril of
standing convicted as an impostor. But,
feeling that .she had the whip-hand—
over Unlucky Larry, at least—she de-
manded that he tell his story first.

There was not much time to tell it
then, for presently they heard the pi-
rates who had gone ahead cursing and
bawling for ‘‘that cabin-brat, Larry.”

But this much Katharine learned of
her new and strange associate. The boy
had been born and brought up on Sir
John O’Malley’s place near Fermoy, in
County Cork; his childhood had been
one long series of misfortunes and he had
been ‘‘left an orphant—twice.” At last
he had fled from home, following the ac-
cidental poisoning of half of Sir John's
pigs, and had shipped as cabin-boy and
bolted from the vessel at Barbadoes.

There he had become apprenticed to a
merchant whose business collapse re-
sulted in Larry being sold with the
goods and chattels to a Spaniard who
took him as a slave on a ship bound for
the Spanish Main.

The ship had fallen into the hands of
Morgan, who had given Larry to Bro-
deley, the gift of a cabin-boy being “a
small mark of a great esteem.”

“He beat me cruel,” said Larry,
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wagging his head fcminiscently. “I'm
that glad he got his legs shot off last
night!”

‘“ La-a-arrry!"” yelled a Duccaneer;

from the vicinity of the fort.

Larry started to run, but Katharine
clutched his arm and.brought him to a
standstill.

" ““Listen!” she said sharply. ‘I have
run away from Morgan's ship. He used
me cruel, too. But I have friends. Help
me to find the way Dback to where you
found me.

“T can’t!
Larry frantically.
bawling. He'll beat me black and blue,
if I don’t come qui