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Adventures in Seeking the Super-Phonograph (&

OR years my family has wanted a We read and heard of the Brunswick 0
phonograph. Yet we hesitated. We Method. of Reproduction, which included G
were on the verge of buying often, the Ultona and an improved amplifier.

but delayed. . .
e eye , And so we investigated. We were some- !
We love music. And we value the what skeptical — but we came away as =

phonograph for the wealth of world-wide proud owners. )

talent it brings to the home. . . L
For here, at last, was our ideal instru- S

ment—one which played all records at their D,
best, one with incomparable tone. )

But frankly, we
waited duringthe last
few years, hearing
the different phono- This remarkable instrument
graphs and weighing ended our search. We found in
their different advan- the Brunswick Meth-
tages — never quite od of Reproduction

satisfied. all we had looked

- We felt that sooner for and more.

or later a better pho- The Ultona i1s a
nograph would come, simple, convenient,
overcoming all the current handicaps and all-reccord player, ad- o
setting new standards. justable to any type of record at a turn of N

We never liked the idea of a phonograph the hand. And now we buy our records Q‘,
which would play only its own make of according to artists rather than make. Thus 9
records. No one catalog contained all our we overcome the old-time limitations. 6%
favorites. Each line of records offered its
attractions.

I am convinced that the tone of The S
Brunswick is far superior, and due chiefly O

Another thing we quarrelled with was to the strict observance of acoustic laws. '?

tone. We were repelled at the The tone amplifier is built %
strldent tones Of SOIne. And 25 e :

th d to b ] entirely of wood, molded so as L
e cip SSeIned 1o Be nearly per- = to give the sound waves full )
fect, but not quite.

opportunity to develop. No metal =%
1s used in this amplifier, so there @
are no stunted, metallic sounds. 0w

I realize that all this sounds
like we were too critical and that
we set ourselves above the thou-
sands who were content with the
phonographs we hesitated to buy.

My advice to every music lover )
is to hear The Brunswick before \
. = deciding. One’s ear immediately

But we wanted to be sure before e appreciates the difference., And h‘;‘
we bought, so as to avoid regrets. FE old conceptions of the phono- e

In our determination to find the graph are changed. >

super - phonograph, we came {(F e W] Brunswick dealers everywhere KIS
upon the new Brunswick. It was ¢ 8/ ® are delighted to play the new S
announced as something differ- . Brunswick for you and to ex- bz
ent, something advanced. plain its betterments. W

THE BRUNSWICK-BALKE-COLLENDER CO. %
General Offices: CHICAGO and NEW YORK =

Branch Houses in Principal Cities of Canadian Distributors, Musical Merchandise Sales Co. ':’-
United States, Mexico and Canada Excelsior Life Building, Toronto N2
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Something of particular interest
in the next 1ssue.
“Eh, what?”

The
Spider’s
Command

By
Johnston McCulley

“My word!” But 1t 1s a good
story!

The Next Issue of the DETECTIVE

STORY MAGAZINE 1s Dated and

Published on Tuesday, December 17th.
Please Order Yours Now.
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CHAPTER 1.

FORGERY.

AZEDLY JACK SPERRY
. stared at the pink slip in his
E ] hand. He turned it from the
front, where his stepfather’s
clear signature—Simeon Cairns—ap-
peared as drafter of a check for ten
thousand dollars, to the back, where
showed the endorsement of John ]J.
Sperry in handwriting so like his own
that 1t staggered him. The check was
payable to the same John J. Sperrv.

The three men grouped on the side of
the desk opposite to him gazed at him
uncompromisingly. The one in the cen-
tral chair, Simeon Cairns himself,
spoke.,

“That is your signature on the back
nf the check, 1s 1t not ?”’

The aggressiveness of the tone
brought Sperry a little to his senses.

“It looks very much like my writing,
sir. But 1t cannot be. I have not en-
dorsed any check of yours for any such
amount ; none at all since the last pay-
ment of my allowance.”

“Indeed? This 1s a check bearing
my name, bearing a number consider-
ably in advance of the last issued by
me. I find it has been torn from the
back pages of my check book, kept by
me in the drawer of this desk, as you
are well aware. You know this gentle-
man, Mr, Hilliard, president of the
Agricultural National, of Longfield,
and Mr. Burnside, cashier of the same
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institution.” The speaker looked ex-
pectantly at the bank president.

“This check,” said Hilliard in a dry,
commercial voice,” was presented to
our junior paying teller, Mr. Reming-
ten, yesterday morning by this young
man. He 1s well known to Remington
and to the rest of us, as your stepson.
No question was raised of identity, or
of the authenticity of your signature, or
of the amount of the check. Your step-
son intimated to Remington that he was
going into business on his own account,
and that this sum had been advanced,
or presented to him, as his working
capital. A majority portion of it was
to go toward a partnership, I under-
stand.”

Sperry gasped and then broke into
expostulation, Cairns interrupted him.

“You shall have your say in a mo-
ment. Go on, Mr. Hillard.”

“There 1s little more to say. The
cash was paid out, as desired. Ordi-
narily the irregularity would not have
been noticed for another twenty-four
hours had you not requested the exact
amount of your balance early this after-
noon, Mr. Cairns. Upon your declara-
tion that this eheck must be a forgery,
we came up to see you immediately
after closing hours. I understand you
do repudiate this signature?”

“It 1s cleverly done, but i1t i1s not
mine,” said Cairns.

““Naturally the bank does not feel in-
clined to sustain this loss. We are com-
pelled to protect ourselves, to guard
ourselves against such attacks. We are,
however, inclined to view the matter
with an leniency equal to your own, Mr.
Cairns, providing, of course, the money
1s restored.”

“Do you hear that, Jack?” demanded
his stepfather. “Restore this money,

and, for your mother’s sake, as well as
for your own ’

“But I did not cash that check,” said
Sperry. ?

The cashier’s voice struck in, coldly
metallic.

“You did cash a check in the bank
yesterday ?”’

“I did. But it was one of my own. I
have a balance of two hundred and fifty
odd. Wait.” He produced his own
pocket check book while the others
looked on cynically. “My balance 1s
two hundred and sixty-three dollars. I
drew a check for twenty-five dollars.
There 1s the stub. Remington gave me
two tens and a five. Look for your-
selves.”” He flung the check book on
the big library desk. No attempt was
made to pick it up.

Burnside went on:

“Your balance is exactly two hundred
and eighty-eight dollars. Remington
states that you presented only the one
check, this signed by Mr. Cairns, and
took the money in five one-thousand-
dollar bills and ten five-hundred-dollar
bills. I am sorry for you, Sperry, but
the evidence is overwhelmingly against
you.”

Sperry’s eyes flashed and he pounded
the desk with his fist.

“Do you mean to insinuate that I
forged the name of Simeon Cairns and
tried to appropriate ten thousand dol-
lars? Why, there is a hundred thou-
sand dollars held for me in trust by my
imother under my father’s will.” |

“And not available until you are
thirty, five years from now. Unless, in
the meantime, your mother and her ad-
visers become convinced that you are
capable of successfully applying the
sum to business methods,” spoke up
Cairns. “And, unfortunately, she 1s not
so convinced. You have been sowing
wild oats, Jack, and this i1s the harvest,
my lad. Why didn’t you come to me
frankly and own up to your entangle-
ment ¢’ )

“All that i1s a lie,” cried Sperry. “I
am 1in no entanglement. You have at-
tempted to prejudice my mother against
me. You have magnified little things
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into wild escapades. And you would
have been the last person for me to ap-
ply to for aid.”

“There 1s no use talking that way,
Jack,” said Cairns with a shrug of his
shoulders. “I am glad your mother is
away- for the present. The issue is, are
you going to restore that money? If
so, I will say nothing more of it.

leniency. If you will not do the honest,
repentant thing ” He shrugged his
shoulders once again.

I haven’t got it!” exclaimed Jack.
“T never had 1t!”

Hilliard got up, Burnside with him.

“We cannot waste time in this mat-
ter,” said the president. “We are still
willing to give twenty-four hours for
the return of the ten thousand dollars.
If not, we shall be compelled to adopt
the usual course. One way or another,
the penalty must be paid.- Aside from
the financial loss we have no real right
to countenance crime.”

Jack Sperry, feeling like an animal
that has suddenly found itself in a trap,
looked at the three men. They were
utterly aloof from him, unsympathetic.
It was evident they believed him guilty,
that he was in peril of arrest.

“For -the sake of Mrs. Cairns, the
unhappy boy’s mother,” Cairns said, “I
will make good the loss to the bank. I
do not wish a prosecution. If other
means fail, I shall send you my check
the first thing in the morning.”

“Very well,” said Hilliard coldly.
“That closes the incident. Remington,
of course, has been discharged. He
should have detected the forgery.”

“That hardly seems fair,” said
Cairns. “It 1s excellently done. But I
suppose discipline must be maintained.
I shall see what I can do for the young
man. He should not suffer from an-
other’s crime.”

Hillard and Burnside took their leave
formally, Cairns seeing them to the
door of his library, while Sperry, boil-

Mr.
Hilliard has expressed his will toward

ing with resentment, awaited his return
to the desk.

The Cairn’s household was a divided
one. Jack Sperry’s mother had remar-
ried, and Jack had not approved the
match, though he did not voice his opin-
ion openly, understanding somewhat -of
his mother’s nature, essentially femi-
nine, demanding some one upon whom
to lean. He had tried his best to get
along with his new relation, but he re-
sented the dominant aggressiveness of

‘Simeon Cairns, disbelieved in his easily

assumed suavity, and objected to his
assumption of parental authority, his
complete reorganization of the house-
hold.

Jack Sperry was twenty-five, and his
own master; or he would be ‘when
fairly launched on his own career. After
college he had taken up civil engineering
in earnest, serving an apprenticeship
with such success that he had been of-
fered a partnership. The capital for
this he had looked to, under the terms
of his father’s will, as mentioned by
Hillard, from his mother. The hun-
dred thousand dollars was his rightful
heritage, leaving ample for his mother
durtng her lifetime; an equal sum, i
fact, that would supposedly revert to
Sperry on her death, being meanwhile
excellently invested.

Since Mrs. Sperry had married
Cairns, the latter’s masterful ways had,
by devious methods, blocked Jack’s

ambitions, or so the latter fully believed.

Cairns affected to treat him as a head-
strong boy, using a bonhomie that Jack
merely .believed a cover to his true per-
sonality. And his mother, somewhat
an invalid of late, seemed more and
more inclined to accept as infallible her
second hushand’s wisdom.

More, Cairns had made the most of
certain affairs, particularly one in which
Jack had aided a fraternity brother to
get out of a serious scrape. He had
managed to imbue Mrs. Cairns with the
idea that her son was still unsuited for
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the responsibilities of business and the
handling of capital. All in all, the two
rubbed together no more smoothly than
do a coarse file and a rough casting.
Jack’s mother was wintering in Florida,
and the friction between the two had
been more open of late. Now had come
this astounding accusation, leaving Jack
gasping, like a fish in a net, at the
meshes of evidence surrounding him.

Cairns came back to the desk with a
frown on his face.

“Don’t be obstinate, Jack,” he said.
“If you can’t get the money, if you’ve
applied it elsewhere, confess it to me
and I'll advance 1t temporarily.”

“You've always hated me,” said
Sperry. “You have tried to estrange
me from my mother; you have tried to
run my affairs as well as hers. This
thing 1s a lie, a trick, and you know
it. Somewhere or other you are back
of this infernal business!”’

“Are you accusing the president and
cashier of the Agricultural Bank, to-
gether with the paying teller, who has
been forced to give up his position ; to-
gether with myself, of trying to fasten
a crime upon you that will, I sadly fear,
break your mother’s heart i1f not jeop-
ardize her health?”

“You leave her name out of 1t,” said
Sperry fiercely.

“You forget that she 1s my wife, the
woman I love,” said Caims with a cer-
tain dignity. “She cannot be left out
of it. If you persist in your denial of
this thing I shall restore the money but,
after that, I shall wash my hands of it.
It 1s not to be expected that this young
—er—Remington will accept his forced
loss of a job quietly. There will un-
doubtedly be publicity. I shall see your
mother immediately in order to break
the news to her as softly as possible.”.

“I shall see her first,” broke in
Sperry. .

“I think not,” said Cairns softly. “I

had a letter from her this morning. She

has left the Royal Poinciana and gone

—elsewhere. Under the circumstances
I do not feel justified in letting you
know where that i1s. I shall wire her to-
night of my departure, and I shall see,”
he went on blandly, “that whatever mail
comes for you from her is, temporarily
at least, withheld. Since you are re-
solved to stay hardened, I also remind
you that your presence in this house,
from this moment, 1s not to be toler-
ated.”

Sperry glared at him. He believed
that his stepfather’s eyes were full of
mockery and malice.

“You have no right,” he cried hotly,
“no right to hold my mail! You have
no right to throw me out of my
mother’s house!” .

“I think I should not be considered
an usurper,” answered Cairns. “As for
yourself, you have no rights. A felon
forfeits such things. Your appeal to
the lav might prove unfortunate. This
1s my house. Your mdther has made it
over to me in exchange for other mat-
ters.”

A glaring light seemed to break
through Sperry’s brain, still confused
from the charges, the crushing evidence
against him.

“And you seek to have me disin-
herited,” he said. “I am on to your
crafty game now. It is you who are a
criminal, a sneaking——"

Simeon Cairn’s usually pallid face
flamed crimson. He struck Sperry with
his open hand, a resounding blow that
left the mark of livid fingers on the
latter’s cheek.

Beside himself, reeling back, Sperry
clutched a heavy inkstand of glass and
hurled it at his stepfather. He saw it
strike, saw the ink cover Cairn’s face
and, as the latter fell to the rug, saw
crimson well out and mingle with the
black of the ink. Cairns lay prone, his
eyes staring. Sperry heard footsteps in
the hall and realized that their voices
had mounted in the rapidly culminating
quarrel. “Felon!” The word surged
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in his brain. Now he was fairly in the
mesh of circumstances.

He sprang to the door and encoun-
tered Peters, the butler with whom
Cairns had supplanted the former func-
tionary, as he had all the original ser-
vants. Peters, heavy, inclined to stout-
ness, grasped for Sperry and the latter
drove home a blow with all his weight
to the butler’s stomach and floored him,
breathless, agonized. Snatching his hat
and coat from the rack,” Sperry raced
out into the gloom of the early eve-
ning.

CHAPTER II.
FLIGHT.

THE Sperry house was in the Berk-
shires. They had an apartment in
New York also, but the Berkshire place,
at Swiftbrook Bowl, was kept open
usually until Christmas, though Mrs.
Cairns had gone South with the first ap-
proach of fall. A street railway con-
nected with the manufacturing town of
Longfield, which was four hours from
New York by the express trains.

As Sperry sped through the dusk, out
of the grounds and down the road to-
ward the car line, he saw, tlear through
the almost naked trees, the headlight of
an approaching trolley, and raced to
make connection with it, barely accom-
plishing his end.

In his pocket was the slim remnant
of the twenty-five dollars he had drawn
from the bank, some six dollars 1n all.
His first intention of seeking his mother

and attempting to establish with her his

innocence, died away i1n hopelessness.
He could raise a little money on the
jewelry he wore, but not nearly enough,
even 1f he knew where she was. His
balance in the bank would undoubtedly
be appropriated; at any rate checks
would not be honored, and, if he dared
to go where he could cash a check, he
was in no mind to have them reéturned
“No Funds.” It would only add to his
apparent dishonesty. Also, 1t would

help them to trace hiln. By now the
butler would have roused the police at
Longfield; they would be on the alert,
stations would be watched, the very
trolley he was on would be searched as
soon as the telephones got working!

‘To-morrow the threatened publicity
would contain the additional news that
he had murdered his stepfather. He
was an outcast, a fugitive. There would
be a reward on his head. One faint
hope lingered, that he had not killed
Cairns. He would know that by the
papers. And, i1f that crime was spared
him, he was not going to be caught,
already condemned, and be put away
without an attempt to establish his in-
nocence. |

Remington, the paying teller, had
lied. To what end? He had been dis-
charged. And how could he prove the
man a liar, how discredit the rest of the
damning evidence? Sperry burned to
find Remington, to choke the truth out
of him. That would mean his own 1m-
mediate arrest. But there were others
back of Remington. Hilliard and Burn-
side had been takest in by the evidence.
It was Cairns who was at the bottom
of all this! Yet Cairns had, undeniably,
plenty of money. His balance at the
bank was large. Sperry was helpless
—practically penniless. And he was an
outlaw.

Sperry groaned. Some one, 4 man he
knew, leaned over from the seat back
of him and asked him if he was 1ill.

This would not do. He forced a
smile. “Ulcerated tooth,” he said. “Got
to have 1t fixed to-morrow.”

The man said something commiserat-
ing and sat back again.

Sperry forced his wits to work coher-
ently, dispassionately. The attack on
Cairns, the forgery, his mother’s atti-
tude—he could not help those for the
time. He had to get away or he would
be irretrievably condemned, branded.
If he had only taken his own roadster!
But there would not have been time for
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that. They could have cut him off or
traced him, |

Swiftbrook Bowl, that fashionable
resort, lay closer to New York than
Longfield. @~ And there was another
station between the Bowl and Longfield.
A plan formed itself.

He swung off at a corner. about a
quarter of a mile from this station,
Langley Dale, and struck up an un-
lit side road as the trolley sped away.
In half a mile he hit the railroad near a
siding and dodged into a thicket. Night
had practically fallen and he was safe
for the present. Twenty minutes later
the express for New York, ignoring
Langley Dale, roared past him. Thirty
minutes after that a local chugged
through, bound in the opposite direc-
tion. It reached the station and stayed
there for what seemed to Sperry a long
time as he watched from his conceal-
ment the red tail light.

Perhaps they were searching it for
him? Then the red lizht began to back
toward him with much snorting of the
engine. He crouched low, shivering.
The train came to a standstill opposite
him and he could see the people
through the lighted windows, carefree,
save for their delay, eager to get home.
And he was homeless! A sense of
despair seemed to numb him and he
shook it off.

There was the sound of a train pant-
ing up the grade the other side of the
Dale. No other passenger was due for
two hours. This must be the freight he
had hoped for. Probably a long line of
empties going back to New York, great
coal trucks, a car or two. Hope re-
vived. It would come in between him
and the local that had been backed on
to the siding to let 1t pass.

He lay low till the searching head-
light lifted over the crest of the grade,
flared down the right of way, and
passed him. The freight was gathering
speed now but Sperry would have tried
for it had it been going twice as fast.

Better to trip, to fall and be mangled,
than caught, arrested, prosecuted, and
condemned—a swift sequence that
would i1nevitably follow.

Steel coal trucks were passing him,
punt-shaped. The train seemed slow-
ing down a little. He jumped and found
a footing and a grip for his hands on
the cold rim of a truck as he flung him-
self upward. In a moment he had
scuttled over the edge and slid down
the sloping end into a rubble of coal
dust.

For the present he was safe. Hobos
at this time were rarities. There would
be no search of the train as it lumbered
on through the darkness. Somewhere
in the yards of upper Manhattan he
could get off, round about midnight. He
would find a subway and get far down-
town in New York. There his plans
ceased, save that vaguely he resolved
on smothering his identity, and—if
Cairns was only- still alive—somehow
hanging on until, by hook or crook—for
surely fortune must turn some time—he
could reinstate himself. If Cairns were
dead? He would wait till morning for
that, he tried to tell himself, hud-
dled in the empty truck, jolted unmerci-
fully, bruised, flung headlong ‘with the
changing motions of the train, grimed,
cold, and, as the night wore on, hungry.

The vision of Cairns lying in the rug
with the crimson and the ink streak-
ing the pale face in fantastic patterns,
would not leave him.

At two in the morning he found him-
self far downtown 1n Manhattan. He
had bought himself two drinks of
whisky and two sandwiches in a saloon
on the East Side, near the river, and
stopped the numbness that had begun
to turn to a poignant ache between his
shoulders. He could not afford to risk
pneumonia from exposure. That meant
a hospital and recognition, when the
dirt had been cleansed from him. As
soon as he could find a cheap lodging
house and get some sleep, he realized
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that he must change his clothes. Filthy
as they were from his trip, their cut
and the quality of their cloth had al-
ready made him an object of suspicion.
In this neighborhood they were shrewd
of eye, and Sperry already felt that he
had been sized up for what he was, a
defaulter from his caste, a gentleman
gone wrong; not a master crook, but
an amateur, one to whom a reward
might be attached. He managed to get
some of the muck from his face and
hands in the lavatory of the saloon,
thankful for the sanitary paper towel.
Then he went out into the streets to
look for a bed.

It was bitterly cold. The searching
wind blew off the river, and Sperry was
glad now of the good texture of his
clothes. But he ached intolerably and
he longed for- some shelter where he
could rest and think. His thoughts
would not co-ordinate. They were a
jumble of what had happened, and wild
conjectures as to what had led up to
his entariglement. Silent, furtive fg-
ures slunk by him, slid into nauseous
alleys or into such side-doors of pro-
tected saloons as he had found his own
way. Some of them staggered into the
uninviting doorway of rooming houses
advertising “Beds for Men Only. 25c
and up.”

Fastidious, more from habit than
present consciousness, Sperry hesitated
to enter these caravanseries of the poor.
His imagination, far too vivid to ease
his present plight, conjured up horrors
abovestairs. Further, he could not
shake off the idea that he was being
trailed.

“It’s absurd,”’ he told himself again
and again. “If they had managed in
some manner to spread the net so far al-
ready, they would not hesitate to draw
in the folds.” But he was out of place
here, a palpable misfit, and therefore
to be suspected, to be watched, to be ex-
ploited for what there might be 1n 1it.
To hide successfully in such a neigh-

borhood he must be one of those who
dwelt here and dodged the law and de-
fied it, knowing the manners and the
codes of the underworld. Yet he must
have some place to hide away, to sleep,
to wait the coming of the morning and
the announcement of the newspapers.

A vicious gust of wind, flung down
a side street, pierced him as a spear
might have stabbed him to the vitals.
He suddenly felt sick in mind and body.
“What'’s the use?” he asked himself bit-
terly, his overstrung nerves reacting.
Then came the rebound. He must brace
up, put on a bold front, and accept the
conditions of his surroundings; he
must assume a toughness and demand a
bed with a swagger and a tone that
would deceive any one who might want
to pry into his identity. He still had
most of his six dollars, and he could
pay for a room to himself. Another
drink would bolster his courage. The
reek of it on his breath would give him,
as 1t were, a local color.

Down an alley he saw a figure come
out from a door near a distant corner,
a door above which a light burned
dimly. Another entered. Here was
traffic, a saloon. He hurried down the
alley. Close to the door was piled a
clutter of empty boxes, an array of
refuse and ash cans. Some one was
groping among these as Sperry passed,
but that person did not look at him.

“Some penniless devil looking for
cast-off food,” thought Sperry, and the
impulse came to ask the man in for a
drink and some food. But he could not
do that, he told himself. He must look
out for his own safety first. The man
might be inquisitive. As he reached the
door a burly figure came out, lurching
a little as i1f intoxicated. Sperry saw
the face under the lamp.

The upper part was shaded with the
brint of a derby hat. The lower showed
a firm chin and a thin-lipped mouth
under a prominent nose. To the right
of the lips was a prominent mole, al-
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most black in that light, curiously, dis-
tinctively shaped. Sperry stood aside
as the man passed in the direction he
himself had come. Casually he watched
him as he went, wondering idly if he
would safely avoid the cans and boxes.
The man with the mole almost brushed
Sperry, and Jack was aware of a shaded
glitter of searching eyes upon him, that,
somehow, did not accord with the
drunken gait.

Then a figure leaped from the medley
of ash and refuse containers, leaped
swiftly, and silently, just as the burly
man went by. And, by the lamp,
Sperry saw the hand of the bum he had
thought of inviting to a drink, shift to a
hip pocket, saw a glint of nickel, and,
in sheer instinct, he flung himself upon
the would-be killer, gripping the wrist
of the hand that was freeing the pistol,
and cruelly twisting it as he flung his
forearm round the man’s neck, forcing
back his chin.

The gun clattered to the cobbles of
the alley. The burly man with the mole
had turned with a swift precision that
belied intoxication and instantly shot a
short, hard punch to the projecting jaw.
The killer crumpled in Sperry’s grasp
and slid to the ground. The other coolly
picked up the gun and put it into his
pocket, nodding to Sperry.

“Thanks,” he said. “I owe you
something for that, pal.”

CHAPTER III.
BALDY BROWN.

HE killer had fallen face downward
on®the slimy stones. The man
with the mole turned him over with one
foot and a hand and surveyed him
keenly. The killer showed faint signs
of returning consciousness, and the
other p‘icked him up easily, much as if
he was a halft-stuffed sack of bran, and
jammed him into a sitting posture on
top of onc of the ash cans, propped
against the wall of the saloon. To

Sperry he said nothing until he had
completed this process unaided, and
had satisfactorily balanced his late op-
ponent. Then he turned to Sperry,
surveying him with a comprehensive
glance.

- “What were you doing 1n this dump-
ing ground at this time of night?” he
asked. His voice was gruff but
friendly, and there was a compelling
quality in it that somehow gave Sperry
a hazy impression that, even i1f he had
not grasped the killer’s wrist, the burly
one would have found a means to take
care of himself.

“I was going to get a drink,” he said.
“Then I was going to find a bed some-
where.”

“A shot and a flop?”’ said the other.
“We’ll fix that. Hello, you!”

The killer was coming sullenly, vi-
ciously out of his trance, glaring at the
man he would have shot in the back.
Then Sperry saw the hate in his eyes
change to uncertainty. The man with
the mole had taken off his hat, display-

‘ing a skull practically bald, and he was

grinning at the killer. Front teeth lib-
erally filled with gold shone under the
lamp.

“Just why were you tryin’ to bump
me off, pal?” he was saying. “What’s
the reason? Who-did you take me for,
a dick? An’ who’re you? I’ll know
you next time, but I’ll swear this is the
first.”

The perplexity in the little rat eyes
of the killer deepened. He mumbled
uncertainly and tried to get down from
the ash can. The man with the mole
set him back with a firm hand.

'“What’s your moniker, pard?’ he
persisted. “An’, 1if there’s any reason
why I shouldn’t bash your dial in and
send you to the slab, you’d better come
across with it—mnow !” he cried, with a
sudden ferocity and a snarl of his gold-
filled teeth that made the killer shrink
in terror.

“I’'m Curly,

)9

the latter managed to
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articulate. ‘“Curly Luke Conklin. I—
say, I was in wrong, cull. I just got

out of stir, see? The dick who sent me

up was Jim Farrell, the low-livered
crook. I swore I'd get him w’en I come
down the river, an’ I see you in at
Dumpy’s there takin’ a drink, an’ i

“You thought I was what’s-his-name
Farrell, a dick, did you? You must be
full of hop. I never met the flat-foot.

I'm Baldy Brown of Chr’, and I struck

town three weeks ago. I ain’t met with
your dick pals—yet. And I don’t .con-
sider i1t over and above easy bein’ taken
for one, either. Sit up, you, and take
a good look at me. Do you think I look
like a dick? Do your?”

His face was so venomous that even
Sperry, disinterested 1n the controversy,
drew back, but Baldy Brown suddenly
put out an arm and held him with a
grip of steel. Curly Conklin stuttered
a denial, an absolute disclaimer.

“If I'd seen you wit your dicer oft,”
he said; “or, 1f I'd piped that beauty
mark »

“Never mind the beauty spot,” gruffly
put in Baldy. “I ain’t stuck on it.
Some day I'm goin’ to get needled. You

didn’t take a good look, and, but for my

young pal here, you’d have bumped me
off. I've got a good mind to——" He
broke into_a hearty laugh and shoved
out a hand for Curly to grasp. ‘“It’s
a good one on me after all,” he said.
“T’ll tell the boys. Took me for a dick!
Oh, Lord! We’'ll call 1t off, Curly, i1f you
promise to wear glasses. And I'll buy
three drinks of Dumpy’s best right
now. Come on in, both of you.”

Still held by the arm, Sperry fol-
lowed, willy-nilly, into the unsavory
drinking shop. Perhaps a dozen imen
were there, at tables or at the bar.
Baldly advanced to the latter between
the two.

“Drinks for the house on me,” he
said. “No rotgut, Dumpy; open a bot-
tle of case goods. Drinks on me. Here’s
Curly Conklin, just out of stir, and

takes mie fora dick! Oh,-Lord! He was

goin’ to bump me off with a gat when
my pal here jumps him.”

The little audience, Dumpy included,
roared at the -jest. Evidently Baldy
was popular. Curly wisely said noth-
ing. A blear-eyed individual shuffled
up close to Sperry, and the latter recog-
nized him as one of those at the first
saloon he had gone into, a man who
had openly appraised him.

“This guy your pal, Baldy?’ he
asked.

“I said so, didn’t I?” asked Baldy
coldly. “And a good one. Gentleman
Manning, known back in Chi as The
Duke. That right, Manning ?”

Sperry nodded, playing up to the role.
He had to change his name. Manning
was as good as any. Something told
him that Baldy was a good man to tie
to, a bad one to cross. The blear-eyed
man undoubtedly was of that opinion.
He wilted.

“Just 1in from Chi, pal?” he queried
ingratiatingly. ‘I seen youse over at
The Badger’s, an’ I knew youse was
new to the Village. Couldn’t size you?”

“lI was looking for Baldy,” said
Sperry. The man with the mole—it
was shaped like a dumb-bell, Sperry
noticed in the light, and i1t had several
hairs growing from it—flashed him a
look of appreciation. Sperry realized
how apt was the moniker that Baldy
had given him. As The Duke, his
manners, his accent, would all pass un-
challenged. Already what had hap-
pened that afternoon seemed far off as
if in another life. Now he was Gen-
tleman Manning of Chicago, an ac-
cepted consort of crooks, hobnobbing
with them in a boozing ken. And he
had shown himself a good man by de-
fending Baldy, whom they all looked
up ‘to.

The round was soon finished and
Sperry felt in his pockets to buy an-
other, but Baldy jogged his elbow.

“That’s enough,” he said. “I want a
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talk with you, Duke.
back room empty ?”’

“If 1t ain’t, I'll clear it,” said Dumpy
with alacrity.

When they were seated and the door
shut, Baldy looked quizzically at
Sperry. Sperry felt the glance sum-
ming up mercilessly every line of his
drawn face. He knew it was drawn
and haggard. He could feel almost the
hollows under his eyes. The glance
took in his hands, his tre, every detail.

“Well,” said Baldy at last, “what was
it? Robbery or murder? Or both?”
A light from his gray eyes seemed to
illumine every secret of Sperry’s brain.
He tried to speak, to lick his lips. To
his relief his inquisitor nodded and
smiled.

“Tell me about it to-morrow, pal,”
he said. “You've had your drink, now
I'll give you a bed. Better one than
you would have found. And a bath. I
said I owed you something.”

“But,” objected Sperry, “I haven’t
told you. You don’t know—I won'’t
know till morning just what ”?

“Then we won’t worry about it till
morning. I don’t care what you've
done. You're safe with me. And we’ll
talk 1t over after we chew in the morn-
ing. Will you come?” He held out his
hand and Sperry, lost for words,
gripped it and found something emanat-
ing from the grip, a magnetic, inspiring
something that gave him heart to say
“Thank you.”

They walked out together, west and
north for several blocks. Then Baldy
picked up a night-hawk of a taxicab,
disreputable enough in paint and cush-
ions, but with a good engine, a roving
pirate of those purlieus where speed
was often necessary and well paid for.

Uptown they sped until Prince Street
and Broadway was reached. Then
Baldy paid and tipped his man and once
more they went west, to Macdougal
Street, north to Washington Square,
across 1t, and so to one of a row of brick

Dumpy, i1s the I&)uses in a quiet part of Greenwich

illage. Baldy let himself in with a
latch-key and Sperry followed, obeying
his host’s gesture for silence. On the
next floor Baldy opened the door of a
cosy bedroom and motioned to Sperry
to enter, leaving him.

Within the minute he was back again
with a big towel and a suit of pajamas.

“You can make out with these,” he
saild. ‘“Bath i1s next room, to your right.
Plenty of hot water. Sleep as late as
you like. TI’ll tip you off when to get up.
And don’t worry, pal. It don’t do a
bit of good, and half the time you worry
over nothing. You get a souse in hot
water and turn in.’

Sperry obeyed orders wxllmgly, and,
his nerves and weary body relaxed by
the hot water of the bath, he subsided
between the sheets upon a springy,
yielding mattress and fell asleep. Night-
mares assailed him, but he slept on for
half a dozen restful hours. When he
awoke, the wintry sun was streaming
through the window of his room. For
a few moments his brain remained slug-
gish and he lay inert, conscious of the
odors ot coffee and of bacon and, some-
where, a girl’s fresh voice singing
cheerlly and sweetly in an undertone, as
a birl will when she sings at her work.

Sperry listened and smelled with
languid delight—and then in a flash the
whole phantasmagoria of what had hap-
pened came- rushing over him, the
forged check; his stepfather lying on
the floor; the escape in the freight train;
Baldy whom he had saved from the
killer. He was in Baldy’s house, guest
of a notorious crook to whom the un-
derworld looked up. Sperry had heard
of honor among thieves. Could it be
possible that gratitude was so strong a
virtue among criminals? He had seen
little sidelights of Baldy’s character the
night before—earlier that morning,
rather—that spoke of a man callous and
desperate. \Why should Baldy have
taken him into his own house, have
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given him a moniker, have proclaimed
him a pal from Chicago?

Wide awake now, he sat up in bed
and prepared to dress. His clothes
were gone! Nothing that he had worn
the day before remained, not even his
socks or his underwear. He was as
completely a prisoner as if he had been
manacled. Baldy had asked him wheth-
er it had been robbery or murder or
both? The master crook had appraised
him inside and out and now-—now
what? Holding him for a reward?
Holding him to turn over to the police
and so curry favor for himself?

The door opened and Baldy came in,
a pile of clothing over his arm that he
put down on a chair while he grinned at
Sperry with his gold-filled teeth.

“Didn’t think you’d be awake so
soon,” he said. “Your stomach was the
alarm clock, I guess. DBess tells me
breaktfast is close to ready, so you’d bet-
ter slide into these togs. I've got you
a complete outfit; traded off the old
stuff after it was brushed up a bit, and
I swapped it for this and four dollars
to boot. Nearly broke Uncle David’s
heart, but he came through. Here it 1s
with five-thirty-five you had, and here’s
your studs and links and the rest of
your junk. If I was you I wouldn’t
wear any of it, ’cept the collar buttons.”

Sperry gathered up his links, pin,
tie-clip, watch, and chain and the little
litter of bills in amazement, not daring
to look up at the host he had so mis-
judged, aware that Baldy’s grin held
something quizzical. He slipped swiftly
into his new clothes—a tweed suit of
fair quality and of a fair fit, tan shoes
instead of his black ones; and, coming
back from the bathroom where he had
found a brush and:- comb, announced
himself to Baldy who still sat upon his
bed. |

“I want to-thank you,” he began.

“Nix on that stuff,” answered Baldy.
“If you owe me anything I'll give you
a chance to square up later.”

“You’ve been out this morning,” said
Sperry. “Did you get a paper ?”’

“Son,” said Baldy, “outside of going
in swimming, always tackle a job on a
full stomach. First we eat.”

There was rough kindliness in his
words, but nevertheless they constituted
a command ; Sperry followed Baldy to
the dining-room. This communicated
with the kitchen whence came the
fragrance of the food for which, despite
his mental anxiety, Sperry’s digestive
system clamored.

The door opened between the two
rooms and the trim figure of a girl
came i1n, a girl so fresh, so utterly at
variance with the pro’ession and oc-
cupation of Baldy Brown, that Sperry
forgot his manners. This girl, with
golden hair and blue eyes, with a
rounded figure lithe in fresh calico, with
a merry yet tender mouth, this girl-
woman of eighteen or nineteen, seemed
to have walked straight out of some in-
spired play or operetta where she was
cast for the role of a sublimated shep-
herdness or dairy maid. Only, the
divine freshness of her complexion was
all her own.

Sperry did not know why Elizabeth
suggested the open country, apple
blossoms, hay fields, an old-fashioned
garden, and a church spire back of
clustering elrns. But she did, she in-
vested that little New York room with
all the atmosphere of the fields and
orchards, all their fragrance, with a
touch of sanctity. And 1t all fitted in
with her voice, that Sperry had heard
singing and now heard talking. This
girl a crook’s daughter? As she slipped
a slim cool hand into his when he rose
to the introduction, he was conscious
of Baldy’s eyes twinkling gemally,
proudly.

“Are you hungry?” asked the girl.

“I am ravenous,” and she showed a row

of pearly teeth in a mouth pink as a

kitten’s. There was surely some magic
about her, for Sperry ate and forgot his
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troubles while the girl passed him food,
simple enough, but cooked in a way
that he had not tasted for many a day,
for all the craft of Cairn’s chef. She
said little, neither did her father talk
much ; and so, with the meal ended at
last, they sat silent for a little while,
until the girl started to clear ttre table;

“Can’t I help ?” Sperry asked, but she
shook her head at him merrily and
Baldy spoke.

“Bess can handle it,” he said. “You
and me’ll have a little talk.”

Instantly the atmosphere changed as
1f a malicious wizard had dissipated a
fairy spell. Sperry’s troubles crowded
upon him, and the sunshine left the
room as Baldy took some newspapers
from a drawer in the sideboard.

“It wasn’t very hard for me to pick

you out, son,” he said to Sperry. ‘“John
J. Sperry ?” He nodded as his eyes told
him he had hit the mark. “All right;

1t’s Manning now. There ain’t such a
lot about you in the news, you may be
a bit disappointed,” he added, with a
slight grin, tossing the papers across to
Sperry.

And, by some quirk, Sperry was con-
scious of a faint disappointment. It
took him a minute to find the item. It
was captioned, but far from being head-
lined. He knew with sudden relief that
he was not a murderer. Evidently some
correspondent from Longtfield had cov-
ered the case for nearly all the New
York press and the Associated News,
for the items were practically identi-

cal. The heads included: “Commits
Forgery and Attempts Murder. Scion
of Well-known Family Presents False

Check and Tries to Kill Stepfather.”
The article read:

Longfield, Massachusetts.—John J. Sperry,
of Swiitbrook Bowl the aristocratic resort
of the Berkshire Hills, made a desperate at-
tempt to take the life of his stepfather,
Simeon Cairns, the millionaire who recently
married Mrs. Caroline.Sperry, mother of the
wayward young man who bears the same

name as his late father, a well-known one in

"exclusive Berkshire circles.

It 1s alleged by the officers of the Agri-
cultural National Bank of Longfield that
young Sperry presented a check for ten
thousand dollars, made out to and in-
dorsed by himself, and purporting to .be
signed by Simeon Cairns. This check was

. taken from the back pages of Mr. Cairns’

private check book, and the signature de-
clared a forgery by Mr. Cairns to President
Hilliard and Cashier Burnside, of the bank,
in an interview at which young Sperry was
present.

A quarrel ensued between Sperry and his
stepfather. The Cairns’ butler heard high
words in the library, and, attempting to en-
ter, was struck down by Sperry. Recover-
ing from the blow, the butler entered the
room, to find Mr. Cairns unconscious with
a deep cut in his temple from an-‘inkstand
that Sperry had flung at him before escap-

‘ing from the house.

Late this evening Mr. Cairns made a brief
statement 1in which he said that he regretted
the publicity necessary, as Mrs. Cairns, who
was wintering in Florida, was in declicate
health. As soon as he-is able to travel, he

will break the news to her personally of her
son’s derelictions.

“It 1s the reaping of the wild oats,” said
Mr. Caims. “I agreed to make the money
good to the bank, but this deliberate attack
upon my life removes from me any false
pity. I have placed the matter in the hands
of the police. I believe that such viciousness
should be corrected by-the methods of the
law.” Up to a late hour no trace of Sperry
has been discovered.

As Sperry set down the papers,
Baldy produced another from his coat
pocket.

“You see, this i1sn’t strictly a New
York matter,” he said. “They ain’t apt
to worry about the troubles of another
State until they are requested to by
that State’s police. But they’ve played
you up in Boston, and also, I imagine,
in your local paper, though of course 1
didn’t know what that was when I was
buying these this morning, and I prob-:
ably couldn’t -have got one, anyway
But here’s the Boston Neation, with all
the publicity any one could hope for,
even Baldy Brown of - Chicago,” he
ended, with a laugh. -

The story was played clear across the
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front of the Nation, with pictures of
Sperry’s mother, of Cairns, and two of
Sperry himself. He, with all due
caution for fear of possible libel, was
excoriated unmercifully. A reward
was out for him. The Massachusetts
State Detectives were scouring the
countryside to arrest him. He had
last been seen leaving the trolley close
to Langley Dale, and it was supposed
he had boarded a train, though so far
no direct clew had been unearthed. But

the police were confident of finding.
Supposedly he.

him, said the article.
had. much of the ten thousand dollars
with him, and undoubtedly he would
try to leave the State by land or sea. If
he did, he would find his journey ab-
ruptly checked. Descriptions of him
were being sent broadcast. The bank
was joining in the prosecution. There
was the usual flub-dub about society
in general, and the many friends of
Mrs. Cairns being shocked, and the
fears for the effect the news of her
son’s crime might have upon the
mother.

Interviews with President Hilliard
and Cairns and Peters, the butler, were
‘engthened out, and the general opinion
disseminated that the events were not

a sudden outbreak, but the result of a.

constantly growing depravity.

Sperry put down the paper with a
nardened face. How rottenly unfair it
was, he thought. Not a friend to speak
for lim! None to offset the lying in-
sinuations of his criminal intentions, his
sowing of wild oats! Well, they hadn’t
got him, and they shouldn’t.

“Papers” broke in Baldy’s voice,

“slam at you, and you’ve got no come-
back unless i1t’s a libel suit; and that’s
hard shooting. Suppose you tell me
your end of it?”

“What’s the use?” asked Sperry sul-
lenly. Baldy must believe him a crimi-
nal ; he had helped him out because he
thought so. He might have nothing
more to do with him 1f he convinced

15

him differently. And how could he con-
vince anyone ?

“A whole lot of use just to get 1t off
your chest to some one,’ said Baldy.
“I'll tell you this much; I savvied last
night this was your first job. It’s a
cinch you plugged this stepfather of
yours. It’s a cinch they’ve got a re-
ward out for you. If he’s a millionaire
and got i1t in for ycu, he’ll have New
York all stirred uo inside of twenty-
tour hours, soon 2s they know things
are really domq You'll have to stay
Manning. And you’re new to the game,
they may nab you. Tell me the whole
mess, and 1 can give you some expert
advice, anyway.”

Sperry hesitated and then plunged
into the whole yarn. Baldy listened
non-committally.

“To a jury that would sound fishy,”
he caid. “You'’ve got to own up to
‘nat.”

“I do,” said Sperry.

“I know you ain’t brought along ten
thousand dollars. Whether you pulled
that check or not, you’ve still got ninety
thousand in the pot if you can ever get
a chance to sit back in the game. Right
now you’re in wrong, in like a burglar,
as they say. You're fairly safe in New
York, as you are, for a day or two. I'll
make a proposition to you. You can
help me, as 1t happens. If you’ll do it,
I'll do what I can for you. 1 ain’t
promising you much, mind you, but I'll
keep you clear of the bulls, reward or
no reward. What do you say?”

Sperry hung between thoughts. He
did not want to get himself deeper into
the clutches of the law by joining
forces with Baldy on the shady side.
He did want to prove his innocence.
But that seemed impossible. He was
bound by ties of hospitality and friend-
ship to Baldy. What if the latter did
want some repayment? He had prom-
1sed to keep him free of the police, and
that was vital. And Sperry was des-
perate. The world had turned against
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him. He was helpless, save for this
new friend. The sound of the girl’s
voice humming as she washed the last
of the dishes came to him. She was an
enigma. Girls could mean little in his
life, yet he wanted to see more of this
one, miserable as his plight was.
Though he did not realize it, youth,
that had been accused but not be-
smirched, called to youth. And the
girl, after all, decided him.

“If I can do anything to help you
out,” he said to Baldy, “just tell me
what 1t 1s.”

“Good. There’s something I want
you to do this morning. 1 can’t let you
into everything at once. Safer for you
not to know it all. By the way, can
you drive a car?”’

“Almost any kind on the market.”

“Know the Berkshires pretty well, I

suppose ¢’
“Yes,” answered Sperry wonder-
ingly. “From Longfield south, very

well.”

Baldy only  nodded.
noticed that Baldy’s speech held varia-
tions. When he
Sperry, it was fairly grammatical and
well chosen. At times i1t was ex-
ceedingly so. Very different from his
talk at Dumpy’s. Baldy was evidently
no ordinary crook. All things pointed
to this. The game he was engaged 1n
would be no minor play. He was a big
man, determined, clever, resourceful.
There would be thrills in any enter-
prise he tackled. Sperry wondered
what his daughter thought of him. Such
a girl could not consider her father a
criminal. Yet Baldy had not warned
him against any special trend of talk.

“I am going to the corner to do some
telephoning,” said Baldy. “I'll be back
in ten minutes. Then we’ll go out to-
gether.”

Left-alone, Sperry reread the papers.
Presently the girl came 1n and he rose.
She smiled at him and told him to sit
down again.

dave any secrets between us.

Sperry had

conversed with

“You mustn’t treat me like a girl in
a play,” she said. “I’'m not used to it,
even 1f I like 1it. Go on with your
papers.”

“I’'m through with them,”
moodily.

Infinitely milder, there was yet some
of her father’s penetrating quality in
the glance of her blue eyes. She seemed
to hesitate a mornent, then spoke softly,
sympathetically.

“Daddy said something to me about
your trouble,” she said. “We don’t
I heard
something of what you told him just
now. I couldn’t help it,” she added
with a rising color, “though I sang.
And—and I want to tell you that I De-
lieve in you.”

Sperry stared at the slender fingers
betfore he took them. She and her
father had few secrets, and she believed
him innocent! What sort of contradic-
tion, what kind of paradox was she?
Her flush held as he kept possession of
her hand, and her eyelids drooped over
her eyes. Here surely was virtue and
innocence! Sperry read the riddle.
Baldy was shrewd enough to let his
daughter think she shared his secrets,
but, hardened as he might be, the father
in him wished to keep the girl in 1g-
norance of the crimes he committed, the
risks he ran. With a man of Baldy’s
caliber, that would not be difficult. And
he had trusted to Sperry’s breeding not
to give him away. Though, after all,
Sperry knew nothing, and the girl
would not believe hearsay or even

proof. She was no weakling.

“Thank you,” he said. “Thank you.
That helps.”

She raised her eyes again.

“l am glad,” she said. “And you
must believe in my Daddy, too. Some-
times he does things that seem strange,
but I believe in him, I know him, you
see, and you don’t, so I am telling you
beforehand.”

Sperry’s chivalry couched its lance.

said Sperry
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If he could help to keep the girl’s be-
lief 1n her father, he would do so.

“Why wouldn’t I believe in him?” he
asked. “He has been very good to me.”
And the entrance of the man with the
mole spared him any more direct state-
ment as to his lurking belief in the lat-
ter’s irregularities.

They took the subway and went
downtown again. But not this time into
the crime belt. First they went into a
well-known café and sat in a leather-
padded recess while Baldy gave his in-
structions.

“We are going to walk past a big
jeweler’s,” he said. “I'll nudge you
when we pass it. Then you are to
saunter back, go in to the third counter
on the right, and ask the clerk to look
at some tie-clips. If the red-headed
clerk 1s not on duty and does not at-
tend to you, do not buy anything. If
he 1s busy, try to gauge it so he can
wait on you without making it too obvi-
ous. You can say you are expecting
some one. If 1t goes all right, look
over six clips, pick up six and handle
them, no more no less. Then ask to
look again at the third one. Say to
him, ‘I think I like the one you showed
me third the best. How much 1s it?’
He will put it in a box which you will
bring back to me here. Here is money
for the clip. Now repeat my direc-
tions.”

All this was saild 1n a way that
smacked of big business behind the pur-
chase of the clip. The roll that Baldy
peeled a ten from was of considerable
magnitude. Sperry went over his in-
structions.

They strolled along for some time,

until they passed a jeweler’s. At the
corner they parted company, and
Sperry sauntered back again. It was

a large place with four aisles made up
by lengthy display cases of plate glass.
At the back was a mezzanine gallery on
which some desks showed and glass
doors apparently opening back to the

offices. Not many people were purchas-
ing. The third counter was vacant in
front. Back of it a red-haired clerk
was arranging a tray of small jewelry.
His heart beating a trifle fast, Sperry
walked up the aisle toward the red-
haired cler-. And ‘then he felt a pre-
monition. Some one was watching
him. .

He had believed implicitly in Baldy’s
assurance that he was safe in New
York for a day or so; it was impossible
not to have confidence in what the man
with the mole did say. But now panic
siezed him. He tried to master 1it, to
force himself to look up. At last he
did. Standing by the rail of the mez-
zanine gallery and staring down at him,
a little uncertainly, was Remington, the
paying teller of the bank at Longfield;
the man who had said he paid him ten
thousand dollars, the man who had been
discharged for doing so.

Fury surged over Sperry. He saw
that recognition was not yet mutual on
account of his clothes and their style,
but soon i1t would become definite. He
longed to rush up to the gallery and
confront Remington. But that would
mean arrest. What was Remington
doing here? He had been discharged,
but how had he obtained this position
SO soon ?

Then he became conscious that others
were staring at him, that he was stand-
ing in a defiant attitude, glaring at
Remington. He saw the spark of rec-
ognition come into Remington’s eyes, a
smile of triumph begin to come on his
face. The ex-paying teller leaned for-
ward. |

Sperry whirled abruptly and made
for the entrance. He heard Remington
saying something as the doors swung
behind him, knew there was a stir in the
shop; and then he threaded his way
swiftly through the crowd, shuttling
hurriedly to a subway entrance down
which he raced, just managing to catch
an express. It was a close shave. Rem-
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ington held all the cards. In another
moment he would have been held, and
Remington would have got the reward.

For one moment the thought of
treachery mastered him. Could Baldy
have deliberately trapped him? But
that was impossible. It did not hold
water. And he was ashamed of him-
self for the suspicion. He got out at
the next stop and made his way to the
café, not without some fear of being
tapped on the shoulder. He was no
longer safe in New York. Whatever
was back of Remington’s lying about
the check and the money was a power-
ful force, and he had no defence, save
a vague feeling that Baldy mght aid
him. But he got to the padded recess
and told his tale. The man with the
mole listened seriously.

“Never mind about the tie-clip,” he
said. “We’ll manage that some other
way. It 1s a good thing this Reming-
ton chap spotted you as soon as he did.
I wouldn’t have wanted them to find
that box on you, or on any one. Your
stepfather said he was going to get this
young chap a job, didn’t he? He doesn’t
seem to have wasted any time about it.
But you must change your description
if you are going to be useful to me. 1
am going to send you home in a taxi.
Get out at Washington Square and walk
over., Stay there till I come.”

Sperry waited two hours before
Baldy appeared. The face of the man
with the mole was serious. He brought
in some small packages.

“Where 1s Bess?”’ he asked.

“She went out shopping,” said
Sperry. “Said she’d be back soon.” He

had spent a delightful hour with the
girl.  She was surprisingly well in-
formed, he found, and of a rare in-
telligence and gracious instinct. Baldy
had seen to her education. When she
went on her marketing tour, Sperry
continued his wonderment of her in

such surroundings, and then his

thoughts centered on what Baldy had
said about the box.

“I shouldn’t have wanted them to
find that box on you, or on any one.”
Evidently the red-haired clerk was to
have put something in it beside tne tie-
clip. What? Information of some
kind? Perhaps the numbers of a safe
combination? Was Baldy planning to
roh the jeweler’s? |

But Baldy evinced no desire to give
him information. The incident of the
tie-clip was closed. From his packages
he produced what looked like dried
leaves and some dark crystals that
Sperry recognized as permanganate of
potash.

“Lucky your eyes are hazel,” said
Baldy. “I am going to change your
hair-cut and then dye it—also your
complexion. I am going to make a
brunet out of you, young man, as soon
as Bess comes in. She'll be the barber.”

An hour later, after applications to
his face, hands, and forearms of a solu-
tion of permanganate, after dippings of
his clipped and trimmed hair into a
bath of henna, with careful dabbings ot
the borders, Sperry looked at himself
with amazement. His light brown hair
was alimost black, with a suggestion of
dull red. And it formed a pompadour.
His face was a weird purplish tint.

The girl laughed at him.

“That’ll tone down to a nice even
brown,” said Baldy. “And it’'ll stand
washing for a while. Now then, re-
member you are_  Gentleman Manning
of Chicago, The Duke. A swell-mob
worker, specialty, ladies’ jewelry. To-
night I am going to introduce you to
some of the gang. They’ll use you as
outside man.”

Sperry heard, amazed, looking at the
still laughing face of the girl. Yet her
eyes held the same appeal as when she
had asked him to believe ih her father.

How could she be innocent? She must
be an accomplice to listen to this talk of
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the underworld, to help transform him
to The Duke, “swell-mob worker.”

But one thing was  certain, para-
mount. He was entirely in the power
of Baldy Brown.

“Let me look at your hands,” said
Baldy. Sperry held them out for in-
spection. Baldy laid his forefinger on
the corresponding digit of Sperry’s left
hand. The first joint was distorted, out
of place.

“Baseball finger?” queried Baldy.
“You had better wear gloves all you
can. When you’re driving, for in-
stance. That’s a give-away I can’t
remedy. Got to be covered up. Out-
side of that you are pretty well camou-

flaged.”

The accent of the French word was
excellent. Certain links between the re-
finement of Elizabeth and her father
were apparent. Sperry wondered what
the history of Baldy Brown contained,
what sordid chapters had led up to his
present capacity. That his name was
Brown he hardly believed. But, if he
had changed it for frequent aliases, the
girl must have acquiesced, must have
acknowledged them. It was a riddle
that Sperry had to put aside. Mean-
while, at Elizabeth’s suggestion—she
seemed to take an artistic pride in his
disguise—he applied himself with
materials she provided to cleanse his
nails of the telltale stain that had tinged
them too darkly for nature. '

All three went to a moving-picture
show that afternoon. Baldy laughed
heartily at the pictured triumph of a
detective. Sperry went back with them.

“You'll stay with us for the present,”
said Baldy, “until the big job is through.
It’s a good cover, and Bess has taken a
fancy to you.”

The last sentence Sperry appreciated,
but he wondered what the big job was,
and what part he would take in it. Per-
haps he would find out when he met the

gang.

19

CHAPTER 1IV.
THE DUKE MEETS THE GANG.

SOME day New York will be purged

of the huddled-up buildings, the
hidden alleys, the cellars, and the under-
ground ways that make up the warren
of the underworld. And many things
will be revealed, perhaps, that ‘no one
has suspected. As long as drugs are
peddled and liquor can be distilled, with
or without the sanction of the govern-
ment, so long will these things last, so
long will they be populated by the dregs
of humanity, twisted in mind and body
alike, dominated by some master minds
that defy the law.

It was by devious ways that Baldy
and Sperry reached the rendezvous that
evening. Sperry knew that he could
never retrace the route. As i1t was, he
did not penetrate to the actual meeting.
As “outside-man,” he remained outside
the council. They passed through a
fence of boards, a portion of which
swung horizontally on a pivot to Baldy’s
touch; they traversed deep cellars, lit-
tered with debris that exuded all kinds
of musty odors, lit dimly by some light
to which Baldy always found a hidden
switch. Once, Sperry felt certain, they
passed underneath a street, slanting
deep down an earthy tunnel propped by
beams, traversing a level section where

‘the smell of sewerage was abominable,

then up and through another cellar to
brick stairs, at the head of which a
stout door showed a peephole of light
in response to certain knockings ot
Baldy, checked by other knocks within.

On the other side squatted a man
without legs, the type of cripple that
infests the streets and captures from
sympathet*c workers more in a day
than they could hard-earn in ten. He
worked the opening of the door with a
leather strap. Round his stumped body
was a belt holstered with two auto-
matics. He challenged the appearance
of Sperry, now Manning.
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“I don’t know this guy,” he said, in
guttural tones.

“I'm vouching for him,” said Baldy.
“He’s with me.”

The dwarf hesitated, shifting a
holster to the front. Baldy boiled over
with sudden ferocity.

“You cut that gun bluff out with me,
Squatty,” he said. “Get me? I gave
the signals an’ you answered them.
That’s where you quit.”

Squatty visibly cowered, yet dared to
touch a button back of him. Three
faint rings sounded.

“I’ll have a talk with you later,” said
Baldy. But he stayed where he was
until the figure of a man appeared com-
ing down the passage.

“What’s up?’ said the newcomer, a
man with beetle brows, his repellant
countenance stained from cheek-bones
to jaw on the left side with a port-wine
mark.

“I come here with a pal,” said Baldy,
his voice quietly ominous, “and this
remnant holds us up after I’ve vouched
for him. This sort of stuff don’t go
with me, Blackberry; it don’t go!”

The newcomer spread out deprecat-
ing hands. _

“Chief’s orders, Baldy,” he said.
“Any new guy’s got to be passed on
reg’lar.”

“I’m gettin’ tired of this ‘chief’ stuff,”
said Baldy. “If we’re good -enough to
pull stuif for a man, we’re good enough
to see him. This game i1s too much
under cover to suit me. My dope was
straight enough to suit the gang, wasn’t
it? Then, when I bring in a pal that I
vouch for, the very man we’re needing,
I'm not goin’ to have him held up when
it’s touch and go whether we can hold
him at all. What you got to say about
it, Duke?” He turned to Sperry.

“I’'m not over interested in this busi-
ness,’ said Sperry, playing up. “I
don’t know what there is in it for me,
and I don’t like working for any mys-
terious chiefs. I'd just as soon quit

right now.” In which statement he
spoke the truth., But he knew he had
served Baldy’s purpose.

“And 1f he quits, I quit with him,”
saidd Baldy. “That’s where I stand,
chief or no chief! And, anyway, I
don’t go no further in the dark. I want
to know where I get off. I'm goin’ to
have a pow-wow with the chief before
I run my neck into trouble any deeper.
You heard me, Blackberry.” -

The man with the stain whirled on
the cripple.

“What Baldy says 1s straight,
Squatty !” he exclaimed. “You got to
use some discretion. Get me?”

“I will when you tell me what that
word means,” said Squatty.

“It means common sense, that’s what.
Don’t vou touch that push button with-
out good reason, or you’'ll get the grand
razzoo! Come on, gents.”

Up the passage and into a room, bar-
ren of furniture and walled with rough
planks, they went at last; it showed no
door, no means of egress. One dingy
electric, the bulb spotted with flies,
barely showed the dimensions of the
place. But Blackberry, at the far end,
trod on a plank, and a section of the
walling rose, through which they passed
on, up a flight of stairs, and so to what
was evidently the back room of the
basement floor of a tenement house.
Sperry glimpsed a cemented furnace
room through the opening door by
which Blackberry disappeared.

“Let me do the talking,” said Baldy,
and Sperry was content. ,

The place was furnished with a pallet
bed covered with greasy blankets, a
table, and three broken-down chairs:.
Soon they heard footsteps returning.
Blackberry came back again with a
black-mustached, stout, prosperous-
looking man. The latter went to the
point.

“Who’s the new guy, Baldy?” he
asked; “and what’s this kick about the
chief ?”
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“The last can wait,” said Baldy.

“You know my kick, and I ain’t the

only one kicking. I'll take that up in-
This- 1s The Duke, Gentleman

side.
Manning of Chi. He’s a chauffeur, and

a good one. I'm vouching for him. Chi

ain’t healthy for him just now, on ac-

count of the wind off the lake front and

him having weak lungs.”

The other grinned and surveyed

Sperry.

SYou'll ind New York a healthy
coop for a lively bird,” he said. “Ever
live here?”

“He ran a car for a family up 1in
“They missed

Lenox,” said Baldy.
some ice and accused him of hiding it in
the gasoline tank. He dida’t. Point
1s, he knows the Berkshires.
Blake’s got pinched, as you told me.
Well, this lad can take his place.”

“I guess 1t’s all right. I'll take your
word for it. You’'ll get a five per cent
divvy, Duke, of what stacks up from to-

night. Does that go?”
Sperry, borne on the tide of events,

nodded.

“Then come on, Baldy,” said the man.
“We're waiting to hear your spiel. Did
you pull it off 7 You wait here, Duke.”

They left him, and Sperry lit a cigar-

ette and then another, wonderihg to

what he was committed. He didn’t
much care. His own case seemed help-
less, and he was conscious of a grow-
ing exhilaration in thed ark enterprise
on hand. And, holding his promise to
the girl, .he tried to believe in Baldy as
she would have him believe. Only, not
quite certain of what she did wish him
to subscribe to, he made hard work of
it. ;

He had no watch with him, and 1t
seemed hours before Baldy came back,
alone. What happened beyond the fur-
nace room remained a mystery to
Sperry.

“Come on,” said Baldy. They re-
traced their tortuous way, by the watch-
fyl Squatty, who still sulked from his

Savvy?
timepiece.

TOW.

caling-down, and presently they were
seated in another padded niche in a
café, not the same one they had been 1n

before.

“It’'s for~ to-morrow night,” said
Baldy. “The car’s Spsedwell. Know
it ?”’

“We'll see,” said Baldy. “Taking no
chances. Come along.”

This time they took the subway far
uptown, and walked to a garage where
Baldy seemed to be well known. The
Speedwell was in, and, at Baldy’s sug-
gestion, they took i1t out and Sperry
drove into the Park. He demonstrated
that he knew 1ts mechanism as well as
a Swiss watchmaker might understand
the interior economy of a dollar pocket
Baldy stated himself satis-
fied.

“Put on those two new rear tires,
Tom,” he said to the attendant. “My
friend will be here to take the car out
to-morrow night, about nine.”

“The tires seem pertectly good,” said
Sperry as they left the garage.

“Taking no chances,” reiterated
Baldy. “Come on, we’ll get a snack
somewhere. Bess will' have gone to
bed.”

Not till they were back in Green-
wich Village did Baldy give him further
instructions.

“Get the car there at nine to-mor-
raw,’ he said, “pick me up in Wash-
ington Square, where the buses stop, at
ten sharp. Be driving slowly along.
I'll be there. I'll not be home to-mor-
You take Bess out to Bronx
Park. She wants to see the animals.
Crazy about them. I’ve promised to
take her, and haven’t had time, though
I'm fond of poking round there my-
self.”

To-morrow would be a day well
spent, decided. Sperry—up till nine
o'clock in the evening, at all events.
After that, he committed himself to the
unknown, and to Baldy. He felt pretty
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confident of Baldy’s being able to pro-
tect himself and any protégé.
“By the way,” said Baldy, yawning,
“what does this Remington look like?”
Sperry described him as best he
could. “Why?” he asked when he con-
cluded.

“Thought I saw him to-day,” said
Baldy. “I was in the jeweler’s.”

With that he went to bed and left
Sperry to follow his example. Sleep
did not come easily. Why did Baldy
want to change two perfectly good
tires for new ones? What kind of
man was he who loved animals, who
trusted his daughter to a new acquaint-
ance, who consorted with the worst
types of criminals, and who, Sperry
was assured, was going to join in some
big robbery the next night, in which
affair he, Sperry, was bound by many
ties of recklessness and obligation? And
what about Remington? Baldy, he had

found out by this time, asked no ques-

tions idly. And who was “the chief?”

He went to sleep to dream that he
and Baldy were cracking a giant safe,
with Elizabeth holding a hair-clipper
that, somehow, served as a brilliant
electric torch. And, when the safe was
opened, Cairns stepped out of the
shadows and arrested all three of them.

CHAPTER V.
THE FAMILY VAULT.

PERRY had a brief chat with Baldy
in the morning before the latter

went away on his own business, and
Sperry and Elizabeth, with a lunch
packed for themselves, and another for
certain special friends of the girl’s at
the zoo, took the subway for Bronx
Park. There were not many visitors
on this chilly day, but they had a rare
time. Elizabeth appeared to know the
keepers well, and they were given cer-
tain privileges such as standing inside
the rail when the big cats were fed, and
scratching the warty back of the blind
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hippopotamus.- Sperry seemed to be
living in another world of strange hap-
penings, and he pledged himself to the
present. His own trouble-time seemed
very hazy, and the haze was perrmneated
with a rosy glow bom of the happen-
ings of the moment. He and the girl
became very chummy, and he told her

all about his own thwarted -ambitions.

He told her of the exploits of his chosen
profession ; how they eould bridge vast
chasms and make trails over great
ranges ; how they could dam waters that
would make deserts blossom like the
rose, and advance the cause of progress.

“It’s a fine profession,” she said en-
thusiastically. “If I were a man that’s
what I'd like to be. Pioneers of prog-
ress, that’s what you are.”

“Do you think you'd like the life?”
asked Sperry. He knew he was talking
nonsense, speaking like this to the
daughter of a master crook, himself a
fugitive from justice, or at least from
the law ; disinherited, disgraced, about
to plunge further into lawlessness. But
all things seemed but the figments of a
pleasant dream, and he was in no mind
to wake up when he had this girl as
dream-mate, this enthusiastic girl that
was so wonderful a pal. He had never
dreamed a girl could be like this; never
met a girl who could so understand a
chap, so enter into his thoughts, have
the same 1deas, the same hopes.

They had come to the cage of the
bears and he halted.

“I wish,” he said, and stopped. The
bears doubtless had their dreams. And
the bars were the limit of their reality.
Caged !

“What?” she asked, a little shyly.

“Nothing,” answered Sperry. “I was
just getting broody over my luck, that’s
all.”

“Don’t do that,” she said. “You trust
to daddy. He—he likes you. I know
it.”’

Sperry flung his bitter mood aside.

“Why?” he challenged her with a
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direct glance. She did not evade it,
though her face changed slowly to the
transparent hue of the petals of an
American Beauty rose.

“He let you take me out to-day,” she
sald slowly. “He has never let any
other man do that.” Sperry wanted to
take her in his arms. There was no
one 1in sight but the gobbling bears, busy
over the buns they had brought them.
The girl knew 1t, and he saw her eyes
thank him as he refrained and kept
the faith that Baldy Brown of Chj,
master crook, had reposed in him. But
the want remained. |

“Daddy 1s going to help you,” she
said. “Perhaps it will come true, after
all, your building dams and bridges.”

“I hope 1t will all come true,” said
Sperry. And he saw her cheeks bloom
again. )

It was all wild nonsense they were
talking. He realized that as they went
homeward. To-night he was to play
chauffeur to a band of desperadoes.
And she, was she juggling, too? Play-
ing at make-believe, despite her sur-
roundings, her fate, as'a crippled child
may pretend that it has wings?

The strangeness of the whole affair
was emphasized in the preparation of
dinner. Baldy himself took a hand,
mashing the potatoes while Sperry con-
cocted the salad dressing and Elizabeth
broiled the thick steak and handled the
rest of the concomitants. It was like a
picnic, Sperry felt; the informal meals
that attend great happenings. At eight
o’clock they were through.

“You know my motto, son,” said
Baldy. ‘Nothing like a full meal”
And, while Elizabeth was clearing and
cleaning up, he gave Sperry final in-
structions.

. “We’ll pick up a man on Bleecker
Street,” he said. “I’ll show you where.
He’s an outside man, like you. But not
an active one. Now, when we arrive,
I’ll show you where to park. You hang
on there till some one comes up and

-with, ‘Duke Who’
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says: ‘All right Duke.” You come back
If he says ‘Man-
ning,’ it’s all right. If any one comes
up with a broken line of talk, you beat
it. If a bull comes by and asks you
what you are hanging around for you
tell him you are chaffeur for Mr. Gam-
well of the Marine Insurance Associa-
tion, and you point right across the road
to the fifth floor of the opposite build-
ing. Gamwell won’t be there, but the
lights will be on in his suite. And
there’ll be some one there to answer if
the bull gets fresh. It’ll all go straight
enough.”

Sperry did not doubt the smoothness
of the operations from the care with
which the preliminaries had been ar-
ranged. And he could, in some meas-
ure, understand the joy of the outlaw,
the pitting of brain against brain, the
risk, the thrill of it all.

“You take your orders from whoever
gets on the front seat,” said Baldy.
“There’ll likely be two men, perhaps
three; depends on the load. I won’t be
with you. When you ar. through with
the job, beat i1t back to the garage and
make the trip home by subway and
walking. Here’s a key to the door.”

As the cool steel met his palm,
Sperry felt assured of his position with
Baldy. He was surely trusted.

“You can depend on me,” he said.
Elizabeth came 1n at the moment,
through with the dishes, and the talk
switched. * Baldy left, and presently
Sperry departed for the garage. The
new tires were on, he noticed, before
he sped downtown.

At Washington Square, on the south
side, he picked up Baldy, ‘and on
Bleecker, the second man. At ten-
thirty they parked the car on a street
well downtown 1n the financial district.
Sperry recognized the locality, strange
as it was at this deserted time. The car
had stopped around the corner from the
jeweler’s shop where he had seen Rem-
ington. There both Baldy and the other
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outside man got out. The latter walked
up the street, but Baldy stayed to point
out the lights in the fifth floor of a tall
building across from where the Speed-
well stood beside the curb. Then he,
too, left, melted mysteriously in the
shadows. -

Sperry had always associated rob-
beries with the small hours, but now he
recognized that downtown life practi-
cally ceased after six-thirty. The
“gang”’ was now at work, and he had
no longer any doubt that their object
was the pilfering of the vaults of the
jewelry store, or that the red-haired
clerk was involved as he was, in a
minor capacity. He pondered over
what he was to do.
him 1f he knew the Berkshires. Was he
to drive the loot to some treasure-trove
in the hills, there to await the disposi-
tion of the chief? He filled in the time
with cigarettes and conjectures, and
finally, warm in his coat and the fur
robe with which the Speedwell was pro-
vided, leaned back half drowsily. No
policeman broke his reverie, though one
passed twice. He heard Old Trinity
chime the quarters and knew that it was
close to midnight before a figure came
to the side of the car.

“All right, Duke?”

The voice seemed dimly familiar,
though he could not place it. The man’s
face was muffled both with a beard and
the high collar of his coat upturned,
and a scarf which circled his neck. A
soft-brimmed hat was pulled low down
over his brows.

“Duke Who?” parried Sperry.

“Manning,” replied the man and
clambered to the front seat without
further ado. “Round the block,” he
said, “slowly.” |

Sperry obeyed orders, conscious that
the bearded man kept a sharp lookout.
They met no one. Three quarters
around he got the word to halt, close to
an alley dividing the big block. A
shadow drifted along in the obscurity

Baldy had asked °
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of the other side of the street. The

bearded man noted it.

“It’s all right,” he whispered. “That’s
our lookout. If he whistles, beat it,
and stop at the corner of Broadway and
Chambers.”

The speaker slipped out and down
and disappeared in the murky alley. He
was back again in an instant. Follow-
ing him came a procession of dim
shapes, each bearing a heavy package
that they stowed quickly in the tonneau
of the car. At last two men climbed in
after the bundles and pulled a rug over
the loot and themselves. The bearded
man got in again beside Sperry.

“Slick and quick!” he said, with a
chuckle. “North, and go it.”

North they went and still north,
ciimbing up where reservoirs- gleamed
among the pines, quickening their pace,
plunging, lunging on to the urging of
the man at Sperry’s side, until, above
Lake Mahopac, a front tire exploded
and nearly threw them into a ditch.

No one helped him. The two men in
the tonneau stood about with the third
until Sperry ordered one of them to
hold an electric torch on his repairing.
The bearded man did as requested,
throwing the ray where Sperry ordered.
Once he delayed to shift it, and Sperry,
sweating with his work, despite the
crisp night, spoke to him sharply. The
man looked at him queerly, but said
nothing. At last the job was finished,
and Sperry put on his gloves and
started the car once more. The going
was hard and the roads here and there
marked for detours, so that it was after
five by the clock in the front of the car
before they began to climb hills with
which Sperry was familiar, the hills on
the other side of the ridge from Swift-
brook Bowl. But it was still dark, still
far from sunrise. He had been
brusquely asked if he knew the way to
Galton, and had answered in the af-
firmative. Now they were approach-
ing that town,
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“Straight through,” said the bearded
man 1n his husky voice. “Don’t turn
off to Ironton. Keep on up the moun-
tain.”

Sperry obeyed. They struck a bad
road, deep-rutted, slippery with mud,
and the car made slow progress. One
of the men behind spoke for the first
time.

“Open her up, can’t you? We got.to
get through before daylight.” They
passed by sleepy hamlets and hit the
windy ridge at the watershed, then
pitched down between wooded ravines.
A clearing came, a suggestion of high-
land meadow strips, the sound of a
foaming torrent, the outline of a steeple
against a blackish sky.

“Is this Darlington?” asked the
bearded man. “Then the first road to
the left past the village.”

They made it as the first hint of
dawn showed. There was a faint dif-
ference in the quality of the light. Trees
began to separate themselves. On a
slope irregular ranks of tombstones de-
veloped, gray and ghastly.

The guide put a hand on Sperry’s
arm.

“Into the graveyard,” he said.

There were no gates, only a gravel
road, crisp under the tires. To the
right rose a high bank in which tombs
had been dug like caves, and sealed with
iron doors. Their tops were rounded
and turfed above the level of the bank.
Here they halted. The two men got
out and one of them busied himself
with a skeleton key, while the second
held the electric torch.

Sperry read in its arc the graven let-

tering in the stonework about the iron

doors: “Family Tomb of Alvin Allen.
1843.”

The ghouls were going to deposit the
loot 1n the ancient monument. Doubt-
less all the Allens were dead, their
crumbled remnants in the vault.

“Come on,” said the bearded man
from the ground, “lend a hand here.

It’s lightening strong. Want us to get
nipped ?”’

The three of them were bearing i1n
their packages with frantic haste. Day-
light was coming. There was no time
to spare lest some chore-seeking villager
might see them and give an alarm.
Sperry lent a hand, bearing a heavy
parcel into the musty burial plade, and
coming out gratefully into the fresh air
for another. At last they were through.
He started to mount the car.

“Confound it !” said the bearded man.
“We've left the keys back there. Duke,
you’ve got the torch. Go get them, will
you, while I light up? And hurry.”

Sperry went back into the charnel-
house reluctantly, but loath to suggest
that hé was not willing to do his share.
He had held a feeling ever since they
left New York that he was on proba-
tion with his passengers, that they
sensed somehow that he was not an ac-
cepted and qualiied member of their
craft, but was tolerated only on Baldy’s
say-so. He could not see the keys and
threw about the circle of his light. Sud-
denly he felt quick fanning of the close
air, heard a grating sound, then the
noise of the outer bar swinging into
place with a dull clang, followed by the
click of locks.

The ray of his lamp shone on the
closed doors of the vault. He flung
himself at them, pounding, kicking,
without result, with hardly noise
enough to reach to the road: He could
barely hear the explosion of the engine
as 1t broke into life and left him there,
deliberately abandoned among the loot
and the coffins of the moldering dead!

CHAPTER VI.
SKELETONS AND JEWELS.

AFTER the first rage and sense of

horror had passed, Sperry forced
himself to sum up the situation calmly.
He deliberately shut off the light of the
electric lamp, knowing he might need it
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badly later. The place seemed to fill
with phantoms, indignant at this out-
rage of their last rest.~ It was cold and
damp. Somewhere water percolated
through and dropped on the rough
cement of the floor, like the tick of a
clock counting his last minutes.

For he could not last very long, delib-
erately abandoned as he had been with-
out hope of rescue. The air was limited,
and, if any came through the door
cracks or an unseen crevice, it was only
enough to prolong life a short time.
The place seemed to put a coating on
his tongue, to choke his laboring lungs.

In the absolute silence, save for the
“tock-tock” of the dripping water,
Sperry could hear his heart beating as
he strove for control. His burial had
been preconceived by the bearded man
whose voice was dimly familiar, though
he had seen little of the man’s face,
muffled as it had been by the collar of
his coat, a slouch hat, and a woolen
scarf. Was 1t just a general suspicion
based on some: slip he had made that
showed him up plainly as not one of
them—as a possible spy?

If the voice of the bearded man had
been dimly familiar to him, why, in like
degree, in stronger degree, for he had
not attempted any disguise of it, his
own might have been familiar to this
man. And he had shown his baseball
finger while working on the blowout.
Had he been recognized? Would they

come back for him or send some one to:

make his arrest and claim the reward?

That was not likely, since they had
left all the loot with him. He had been
deliberately left to die of hunger, thirst,
and lack of air.

Once more he switched on his torch
and flashed it about his jail. It was
bricked, the roof in the shape of a low
arch, above which he had noticed, out-
side, that earth, turfed at the top, was
piled thick. The ray faltered and he
noticed, to his horror, that the battery
was fast losing strength. And, to his
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imagination, perhaps, but none the less
real, the air seemed heavier, more vi-
tiated. He swept the place for some
tool with which to attack the bricks and
dig through the dirt, at least to air, if
not to freedom. He wondered whether
the packages they had brought might
not hold some safe-breakers’ tools.
While the light rapidly waned in the
torch, he opened them. Most were cases
made of heavy fiber, such as travelers
use, strapped. Two were grips. These
he handled firstt One of them was
full of smaller cases, which presumably
contained articles of jewelry. These he
did not touch. The second held a mass
of gold chains and watches stripped
from trays.

. The battery gave only a flickering
glimmer now as he attacked the sample
cases. The first was a jumble of velvet-
covered boxes, many of which had been
opened and uncertainly closed. Among
them strings of jewels, brooches, neck-
laces, and rings shot out streaks of
many-colored light. And then the torch
failed utterly. By sense of touch he
went through the rest of the loot and
found no tools. Mechanically he re-
strapped the sample cases as his mind
sought some way out.

A coffin handle?

Stumbling across the boxes, he
groped his way to the stone slabs on
which the caskets rested. He reached
up and felt along the side of one of
the grim receptacles, his fingers clutch-
ing a handle that felt as i1f it were
made of iron, though it was pitted with
rust. Apparently it had been wrought
in the early days when the trappings of
the dead were less elaborate in these
hillside communities. It might make
a good weapon with which to pick a
way through the bricks and mortar if
he could only get it free from the woed.

T hat he might do with his pocket-knife.

Something moved in the mausoleum,
something that sounded like the pat of
a naked foot. Sperry’s hair bristled,
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though his reasoning told him it must be
made by a material thing. What was
it? He listened, holding to the handle
of the casket. It came again and
halted. He cautiously shifted a foot
and touched something, small, yield-
ing, alive. Instantly the truth flashed
upon him. It was a toad. He moved
again in his relief and set his
foot fair upon the creature. He slipped,
clinging to the iron handle. The
wood, set there almost a century ago,
perhaps, exposed to damp from with-
out and within, gave way with a
soft, shuddering crash under Sperry’s
weight. One end of the handle still
clung for a moment and then, before he
could recover his balance, the whole
hideous thing was upon him, rotted
wood and shreds of something that
once had been quick and human. Dust
and crumbling shreds of cerements,
blinding, choking, appalling, descended
on him with a soft rush as 1f intent
upon a smothering vengeance !

Sperry fell, half paralyzed by the
horror of it, and his head struck upon
some dull edge. Light flashed before
his inner sight, and then—oblivion!

When he came to, his head was ach-
ing dully but persistently. There was
a great weight upon his chest and he
could barely breathe. He could only
move his extremities feebly. How long
he had been there he knew not, but his
returning consciousness told him that
the air was nearly exhausted and that
lack of 1t, with the blow, with want of
food and a frightful, torturing thirst,
had chained him too effectually for him
to think of another attempt to break
through the chamber that held the long
dead and the barely living. How long
he had been there he had no way of
telling. This was the end, or very
close to it.

Tock, tock! The drip on the floor
sounded on his sensitive nerves and
brain cells, congested by blood sluggish
and poisoned for lack of oxygen, like

27

the blows of a sledge upon some mighty
brazen gong, tolling off his last seconds.
A swift vision came to him of the fig-
ures on Trinity’s clock in New York,
pounding the hours.

The weight on his chest turned to a
pain within, an agony at each laboring
breath. He was breathing carbonic
gases and he longed for their complete
anesthesia. He no longer wished for
life nor thought coherently.

The pains ceased and a blessed ease
encompassed him. He had passed the
Rubicon. Light was in his eyes, a bril-
lhant, dazzling hight! Sweet air greeted
his lungs. Vaguely he felt himself mov-
ing, slowly—slowly! Something was
between his lips, something that burmned
and choked him, but trickled down his
throat and started a fire of life within
him. He looked up and saw the stars.
Then they were obscured by a shape
and he heard a voice calling his name—
his own name “Jack! Jack!”

He . tried to meet the summons,
sounding like the hail of some one far
down a tunnel, some one he loved. The
stars again! More of that life-giving
fluid! And then came the light, not so
dazzling.. And, above it, radiant, im-
ploring, anxious, was the face of Eli-
zabeth.

Youth and hope and love now
brought him swiftly back to life. A
strong arm was about him and he sat
up. Another voice blended with the
girl’s in low tones. It was Baldy’s.

“Give him some of the coup, Bess.
Here’s the thermos. We’'ll get him into
the car. I'll close up this place.”

He supped the broth and tried to get
to his feet. Baldy’s strength support-
ing him on one side, the girl’s hand
under one elbow, he climbed up into
the tonneau of a car and sank on its
padded cushions with the girl beside
him, rapidly recovering. Baldy was
closing the tomb once more. But this
time, thank Heaven, he was on the out-
side.
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“How did you find me?” he asked.

“Don’t talk until we get out of this,”
saild Baldy. “Bess, you'll have to back
out of here. I'm not an expert on these
machines. Here, Jack, put away this
sandwich and take another drink.”

Sperry took the bread and meat and
the flask and obeyed orders as the girl
left him and took the front seat, her
father edging over. The car reversed
down the’ little ascent to the tomb,
through the entrance of the cemetery
to the main road, sped along it for per-
haps a quarter of a mile, and turned
into a steep lane up which i1t plugged
through stiff mud to the hill top, turned
in between the remnants of a gate, and
struggled through what had once been
a farmway to a standstill beside a
crudely constructed cabin. A broken
chimney jagged on the skyline; the
windows were boarded, the door still
intact.

The man with the mole got out and
worked on the closed door. Sperry, al-
most himself again, got into the front
seat with Elizabeth.

“How did you ever find me?”’ he
asked.

“Daddy will tell you. I told you to
believe in him, you know.”

Seeing that her father was implicated
with him in the deliberate robbery of a
jewelry establishment, Sperry made no
audible answer. But he took the girl’s
hand and pressed it. They exchanged
a glance, a look that ignored all cir-
cumstance and set them on a bridge of
their own, a mutual platform of ap-
preciation and sincerity. And Sperry
found himself glowing with an added
resolve to protect this pure-eyed girl
from all knowledge of her father’s
crookedness, a renewal-of his desire to
prove his own integrity. Something

passed between them, as of a current -

between two wires that touch in a mag-
netic field, and Sperry felt a tingle that
mounted to his heart and stayed there.
Just then 1t was Elizabeth whom he

credited with his rescue. Her father

did not count.

Baldy came back from the open door
of the shack, got a lantern from the car,
and a roll of blankets, asking Sperry to
bring a box packed full with papered
parcels, if he was able. The girl fol-
lowed them inside the cabin that held
some 1nexpensive furniture, including
a rough bed and a rusty stove.

“Sperry,” said the man with the mole,
“I want you to camp out here for a day
or two. Here 1s enough to make you
fairly comfortable. There is wood out-
side, but ¥ would rather you did not
light any fire unless you must have it.
This place is just above the cemetery. I
want you to watch for the man or men
who come to remove the loot, and to
follow them. It is barely possible you
may recognize one of them. But follow
them, somewhere, to where they take
the stuff. Then come back to New
York and let me know as fast as you
can travel. Here is money.”

Sperry took 1t somewhat confusedly.
Was Baldy seeking to double cross the
others? But in that case he would
simply have taken the loot.

“Won’t they suspect something when
they find I am not there?” he asked.

“There 1s nothing to suspect. We
are not going to interfere with the re-
moval of the stuff. It will not be the
crowd that you brought here and who
left you inside. In any event, the men
who come would not be astonished to
find you there dead, or tdken away.
They do not bother themselves about
any details other than those laid out for
them to handle. The chief attends to
the finer points and all the links. The
point i1s, Jack, the gang is getting a bit
tired of working in the dark. They
want to get in touch with the chief. 1
am at the head of that idea. I want to
have a straight talk with him myself.
Hitherto he issued all orders through
Blackberry and one or two others. I
am no cat’s-paw, and the rest follow
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me. I believe this stuff in the tomb will
go direct to the chief. I want to trace
it. The tomb has been used before for
a receiving house for the stuff. It is
none of it sold to fences. The chief
finances the whole proposition, and
bides his time in disposing of the loot
through channels known only to him-
self. He gets more for it that way, but
the rest of us don’t—not enough of the
difference. Now, if they won’t let me
see the chief, I'm going to find out for
myself who he is, and get to him. And
you can help me. Will you?”

He spoke in a low voice. The girl
was trying to make the shack less com-
fortless. Sperry gave her a glance and
then answered Baldy.

“Considering you have just literally
picked me out of the jaws of death, I
should be worse than ungrateful not to
help you. I owe you a lot.”

“We’ll come to a just settlement,
some day, my son,” said Baldy. “You’'ll
have to sleep days and watch nights.
They’ll come some time after dark. I
wouldn’t be surprised if they bring a
team of horses, as being less notice-

able. I've a notion they won’t go very
far. That will make 1t all the easier
for you. The gang is uneasy. There

are hints that the police are closing in
and they think, with me, it is time for a
final divvy. Of course, I haven’t so
much coming as some of them, but I am,
iIn a way, the leader in this. As it
stands, 1f anything breaks, the chief has
got the goods and we stand for the con-
viction. He is too well covered.

“He 1s a bit uneasy, too, I think. Any-
way, he has ordered one last haul—I'll
tell you about that when you come
back to town—and then we may all
split up. But there i1s going to be a
personal talk and a regular accounting
first, with the chief in person. I don’t
think you’ll have to stick round here
long. Sorry for the accommodations,
but it wouldn’t do for you to be seen.
Now we’ve got to be off.”
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“Won't you tell me how you found
me?”’ asked Sperry.

Baldy smiled. “I wanted to find out
where this cache was. 1 like to have
two strings to my bow. You were one
of them. The other? You remember
my having those two tires changed at
the garage? Waell, I supplied the car,
and I also supplied two tires that are so
marked as to make a very plain trail in
the mud for any one used to following
them. When the car came back with-
out you—they left it at a downtown
garage and let me know in the regular
way—when they came back with a yarn
about you having got cold feet and
given them the slip, I suspected that
they had figured you out wrong in some
way. They didn’t like my bringing you
in the way. I did, and I imagined a
grudge—and perhaps something else.
Anyhow, I knew the destination was
somewhere in the Berkshires. On the
main road I picked up the tire marks,
and I didn’t lose them. Now tell me
just how 1t all happened.”

He and the girl listened while Sperry

summed up the incidents briefly.
- “It was the chap with the beard who
did it, then?” asked Baldy. “I didn’t
see much of him. I was inside, and he
showed only once. But we’ll attend to
him later. You had better lay low for
a bit with the gang. And now we must
be going.”

He went outside to the car. Sperry
looked at the girl. He seemed fairly
launched in criminality, and yet this
girl, daughter of Baldy Brown, ap-
peared a thing apart from such affairs,
mixed up in them as she undoubtedly
was. She held out both her hands and
he took them. Again the thrill mounted
and took possession of him. She
seemed to sway a little toward him,
and the next instant her lips had met
his.

They stepped apart as Baldy re-
turned. How much he had seen, Sperry
could not guess, did not think of until
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the car had left and he was preparing
to go on watch. But he was very fully
conscious of a strange, a welcome ex-
hilaration that not aM his troubles, all
his desperation could modify. Eliza-
beth and he were living in a world
apart, and that world was lit by the un-
quenchable hope ot love.

Baldy had left him an automatic
pistol, and he slipped it into his pocket,
before, fortiied with food and drink,
braced stil by the touch of the girl’s
lips, he put out his lantémn, closed the
door, and crept down the hill through
leafless brush and 3 little grove of spec-
tral white birches in the verge of which
he crouched, amid the dried ferns, just
above the mound of the vault, keeping
his lonely vigil.

CHAPTER VII.
TEMPTATION.

FOR the balance of that night and for

the two nights following, Sperry
watched in the birch grove above the
tomb, eating and sleeping by day, holed
up in the deserted farm cabin. They
were long vigils with the shortening
days, thirteen hours at a stretch in the
darkness, with one night continual
rain that forced him to light a fire the
next moming and dry out his sodden
clothes. But he stuck to it and was con-
fident that no one had approached the
cemetery as no one came near-his cabin.
What he suffered from most was the
fact that he dared not smoke while on
guard, and found the lonely hours drag
interminably. His great consolation
was that, long before this, he would
".ave become one of the silent occupants
of the tomb, uncoffined and unepi-
taphed, but most effectually out of the
world. And he was very far from wish-
ing to have done with worldly affairs.
His love of Elizabeth undoubtedly did
much to give him a sane grip on events
and furnish him: with hope of ultimate
rehabilitation.
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Time and time again he went over
everything and tried to patch things
together into some kind of sequence that
he could trace back, in order to dis-
cover some clew, some loophole he
might use as the commencement of his
own vindication. Remington! Every-
thing came back to Remington! He
was the one who had deliberately lied
about the check’s presentation. Cairns
had stated that it was torn from the
back of his check book, and Sperry sus-
pected Cairns of furnishing this bit of
the evidence. This pointed inevitably
to collusion between Cairns and Rem-
ington. Moreover, Cairns had inter-
ested himself in getting Remington a
fresh situation.. And the bank’s funds
had been depleted ten thousand dollars,
which Cairns had at first promised to
restore with altogether too much
equanimity, Sperry concluded, review-
ing his stepfather’s demeanor.

Supposing that Remington had
shared that ten thousand. Five thou-
sand would not be much for Cairns to
pay as the price of getting Sperry out
of grace with his mother, of accom-
plishing his final disinheritance, and
giving Cairns full control of it, 1f not
ultimate possession. But there might
be a third man, the one who had so
wonderfully imitated the signatures.
Who was he?

Out in the blackness he revolved
these thoughts, his mind like a squirrel
in its turning-cage, and arrived at but
one resolution, to seek Baldy’s help to
run down Remington, and, trapping
him, i1f that were necessary, force the
facts from him.

He thought of his mother, none too
strong, and of what insidious poison
against him Cairns by this time had
succeeded in implanting in her confid-
ing nature. There, too, he was power-
less ; he did not even know her address.
So his heart grew bitter and hard
against his transgressors. The girl was
his only leaven of sweetness, and she
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was not of his own world, as society
apportioned it. She dwelt in the tents
of the wicked, and, 1f crime had not
besmirched her, it was because she was
of pure gold that may be hidden, but
remains intrinsically perfect.

Baldy, too, was.a man who had his
qualities. Environment might have
forced him into his career, as indeed 1t
had forced Sperry. The man was one
who would have made good in any
surroundings, have stood out head and
shoulders above his fellows. His
strength was misapplied, but his virtues
were still unspoiled. As friend or
enemy, he would go on to the end, and
Sperry felt that Baldy was his friend.

So the nights passed, and the days,
and the fourth mght brought action.

There was a sharp frost, the tempera-
ture dropping with the sun, until, at
midnight, nested in the blankets he had
been forced to bring fromn the cabin,
Sperry was hard put to it to keep warm.
He was about to get up and walk about
on patrol to restore his congealing cir-
culation, when certain noises arrested
him. They were not loud—the clink
of a horse’s hoofs on frosty road metal,
the squeak of an axle. A team was
coming on toward the cemetery. This
was not the main road ; all the farmers
of the vicinity were long ago abed.

Excitement gripped him as the
sounds grew closer and turned 1n to
the cemetery enclosure. Sperry had
wriggled forward until he lay prone on
the top of the curving mound that
formed the roof of the tomb. The
wagon stopped and two dim shapes got
down. There was no moon, but the
sky was clear with the frost, and the
steely stars gave sufficient light to ob-
serve movement. The two men, with-
out a word, advanced to the doors and
opened them. Then the light from an
electric torch sprayed out, and they
went into the vault. For fifteen min-
utes they worked, taking out the cases
and grips, and stowing them carefully
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in the light farm wagon. They worked
in silence. If they had expected to find
a recently dead body inside, they made
no comment at the lack of it.

Sperry wondered why the bearded
man and his two helpers had not said
something about their attempt to dis-
pose of him, or had not themselves
tried to remove the supposed corpse.
Was 1t true, as Baldy had hinted, that
the type of men entrusted by the mys-
terious chief to handle his loot were
surprised at nothing, asked no questions
beyond the scope of their own direc-
tions? .

While these conjectures ran through
his mind, he had other things to do;
to see 1f he could recognize these men
—as Baldy had suggested he might—
and to-trail the wagon to its destina-
tion.

They wielded their torch skillfully
and sparsely. Sperry was unable to get
a glimpse of their features. One thing
he noticed with satisfaction: they had
a big tarpaulin in the wagon-bed which
they threw over their load. It was
plain that one of them, at least, knew
the locality, for he led the horses tp
the cemetery road to where he could
swing them around a loop, not wishing
to attempt to back them or turn them
in the narrow space, for fear of noise
or mishap in the gloom. Sperry
swiftly tucked away his blankets among
the bracken and slipped like a lizard
from the top of the tomb, gliding down
to the road, and, hidden behind a big
elm, waited the coming out of the
wagon.

It went cautiously on down the steep
pitch, the brakes set. Behind 1it, at a
safe distance, strode Sperry. At the
bottom of the hill the wagon turned
north across the valley on a fairly level
road, the horses put to a jog-trot.
Sperry changed his pace and kept fifty
yards behind without difficulty. Thus
for a mile they went, and then came the
long climb up the northern ridge.
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Sperry knew the country well, and
knew that the team would be stopped
for necessary breathing half-way up the
hill. He slowly closed in, and, when the
wagon halted on the midway bench of
the ascent, he was less than ten yards
away.

He saw the striking of a match, the
passing of 1t from one man to the other,
the glow of a cigar and a pipg, and
caught the scent of tobacco. He saw
more—the face of one of the men, and
the ruddy outline caused him to stop
with a little gasp. He had not seen
enough to be sure of identity, but the
suggestion put his brain in a turmoil

The two men were talking in low
tones; the heavy breathing of the
winded horses was plain on the cold
night air. Foot by foot, bent double,
Sperry crept up to the wagon. He
meant to climb over its tail board, cover
himself with the tarpaulin, and get a
ride to wherever it was going. This he
must do, he decided, at the moment of
starting up, so that whatever he might
make of noise or disturbance would be
covered by the natural noise of the
horses and wagon in getting into action.

The driver released his foot brake,
and Sperry, with a little jump, glided
over the tail-board and pulled the edge
of the tarpaulin over himself without
attracting attention. The wagon went
on up the hill and down the other side.
Once again the horses broke into a trot
which they kept up for mile after mile
with - little slackenings on minor hills.
Sperry no longer felt the cold; he was
tingling with excitement. He was be-
ginning to see a way out of his troubles
—not an easy path, but a possible one.

The team slowed up and turned off
the main road to a smoother one.
Sperry stuck his head out from the
tarpaulin. They were now in the pn-
vate grounds of a well-kept estate, driv-
ing between lawns set with shrubs and
groups of trees. A house showed, gray-
white, no lights visible, a country place
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of wealth. The wagon drove on round
to the back, and Sperry, his eyes con-
stantly on the driver and his companion,
got clear of the tarpaulin and edged
over the tail board. Despite his care,
his feet scuffed the gravel of the drive,
and he instantly darted for the nearest
cover, a clump of evergreens, crackly
with the frost. The driver, pulling up
his horses at the moment, paid no at-
tention, but the other man swung about

1n his seat.

“What was that?”’ he dernanded.

“What ?”

“Something i1n the bushes back
there!” As he spoke the man flung
the ray of the torch upon the laurels.
Sperry lay perdu like a rabbit, fearful
that the shaking boughs would give lnm
away. Just then a door opened, ruddy
in the_night.

“You’ve got the jumps,” said the

driver. “There’s the boss, waiting for
us. Get down and help out with the
stuff.”

The other obeyed, though he walked
over to the evergreens and deliberately
examined them. But Sperry had
writhed out on the other side and
chosen a fresh hiding place. The dis-
traction of the opening door had given
time for the stiff branches to cease their
motion, and the man gave up his idea
and proceeded to help the driver with
the packages.

Sperry dodged around to one side of
the big house. It was dark, save for a
narrow strip of orange light where a
blind had not been pulled completely
down. Shrubbery grew close to the
wall. The frost in the ground was hard
enough to bear him without telltale foot-
prints, he decided, and he badly wanted
to have a look inside that room. He
made his trip in safety, and, gripping
the stone sill of the telltale window
drew himself up until his eyes were on ¢
level with the crack. The window facec
a door that was just opening. A mar
appeared and advanced toward a mas-
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sive center table. Behind him ap-
peared the driver and his fellow, car-
rying the packages which they set on
the table at the indication of the first
man, who started to unstrap the pack-
ages as the two others turned toward
the doors.

Sperry was forced to lower himself
to ease the pull on his muscles. He
had seen enough, yet he wanted to see
more. There was plenty of time ahead
of him before he could get the early
train to New York. The cabin door
was closed properly; the blankets well
hidden, and he did not intend to go
back to the cemetery.

Six times, at intervals, he hoisted
himself and peered' through the inch of
vision space at the foot of the blind.
He saw the man finally dismiss the
others, heard the wagon rattle off to
some stable, saw the principal open the
packages, and gloat for a while over
the contents. These he separated en-
tirely from their velvet covered boxes,
and placed them wishin a big safe that
was not at first sight apparent, being
covered with sliding panels imade to
conform with the woodwork of the
walls. Then he touched a bell and the
driver once again appeared, devoid of
his outer clothes, addressing the first
man with respect, and starting to take
away the now emptied cases, grips, and
jeweler’s boxes.

Now Sperry was through. He could
imagine the bulky stuff being burned in
a furnace, but he knew where the jewels
were stored, and he knew now the mys-
terious chief’s i1dentity. For the man
who had put the loot in his sate was
his stepfather, Cairns; the driver was
Peters, and the helper a footman.

Here was cause for elation, yet how
was he to make use of 1t? He himselt
was still an outlaw, and must act
through others. Baldy was his only
friend, and he was bound to Baldy by
many ties. But for the Chicago crook
he would be dead in the vault.
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His mind, spurred by what he had
seen, worked clearly now. The half-
familiar voice of the bearded man was
plainly recognizable in the light of all
events. It had been Remington. His
.own voice and his injured finger, dis-
played when he had fixed the tires, had
given him away, despite his disguise.
Just why Remington had not later re-
moved his body he could not figure, but
he did not bother with it. Evidently
neither Peters nor Cairns had known

" of his joining the gang of which Cairns

was chief. That, too, he set aside for
the time.

Other parts of the pattern were form-
ing swiftly. Cairns was a master crook,
greater even than Baldy Brown, con-
troller of a band, few of whom knew
his identity. Cairns planned the rob-
beries. His own case had been but a
side 1ssue 1n Cairns’ campaign, though
the fortune the man hoped to control
was worth having. Aside from that
had been the mutual dislike between
Sperry and his stepfather, and the ob-
jection of the latter to having any one
close to him who might suspect or clog
his operations.

Remington, dismissed from the bank,
had been placed in the jeweler’s with a

view to the robbery. The red-haired
clerk was in 1t, too. Remington may

~have fturnished the combination which

was to have been put by the redhead
into the box containing the tie-clip. That
was why Remington had been on the
balcony that moming—to watch for the
man who would buy the tie-clip. Doubt-
less Remington, for his own reasons,
wanted to link up all he could of Cairns’
chain of operatives. Naturally he had

become suspicious of Sperry’s appear-
ance in the store. Once started, he had

been on the watch, and had recognized
him as the driver of the Speedwell car.

That would link him up with Baldy,
who had furnished the car and vouched
for Sperry with the gang®

Baldy must know all this. Sperry
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found himself in a quandary. If he ac-
complished the arrest of Cairns, 1f he
could find some one who would listen
to him and act, it meant the arrest of
Baldy, or at least his pursuit, and Baldy
would know that Sperry, whom he had
befriended, had double crossed hini.. He
had a good excuse, his own vindication,
but—he had eaten Baldy’s salt! More,
he was himself mixed up with the gang.

Baldy’s friendship might have been
only the ruse to use him as a tool, to
procure the driver they needed, to act
as outside man—a mere matter of busi-
ness.
sary for the man with the mole to have
taken him into his own house, to have
brought him into close contact with his
daughter. He knew what Sperry was
charged with; that was whip enough,
had he wanted to use it.

Instead, he had left Sperry alone with
Elizabeth, had sent them off on a jaunt.

Walking along the lonely roads,
Sperry thrashed it out, and found him-
self at last between two questions, both
concerning a woman. There was his
mother to be considered, to be rescued
from Cairns, to have her faith in her
own son restored. And there was Eli-
zabeth, whom he loved—a crook’s
daughter, but infinitely swet. How
could the two situations be reconciled?

He did not attain the solution until
he boarded the early train to New York,
at a station ten miles from his own
home, trusting to his disguise, keeping
his baseball finger well gloved.

He was going to tell Baldy every-
thing that occurred. Crook though he
was, the man was square, and he would
see both sides of the case. That Baldy
would double cross Cairns, having once
entered his gang, he could not imagine,
Baldy, sore at not imeeting his prin-
cipal, at being used as a cat’s-paw, and
Baldy playing traitor, were two very
different things. But he felt sure that
Baldy would find some way to help him
out of his dilemma, and he was very

But it would not have been neces-

certain that his present duty was to
warn Baldy, who might be even now
proclaimed as traitor to the gang Dby
Remington. If they had not hesitated
to leave him in the tomb, what might
they not do to Baldy? And to Baldy’s
daughter? He remembered that they
had merely told Baldy that he, Sperry,
had given them the slip with cold feet.
Were they giving the man with the mole
the benefit of tne doubt until the last
job was pulled, needing his aid? Rem-
ington, recognizing Sperry, knew that
Baldy lied when he called him Gentle-
man Manning, the Duke, from Chu.

There were a lot of tangles in the
skein that all his cogitation failed to
unravel ; it failed to anything but merge
themm into a greater snarl. Arrived at
New York in midmorning, he hurried
to the house in Greenwich Village, tak-
ing especial care to break the direct
journey, fearful that something had
gone wrong. |

Elizabeth met him, smiling. Her
daddy, she said, would be back at noon.

“You look worried,” said the girl,
“and you look—have you seen yourself
in a mirror lately? You need repairs.”

Sperry regarded himself. The nights
in the open had made his false com-
plexion patchy; the dye in his hair was
blotched, and a suggestion of blondness
showed plainly at the Toots.

“You also look hungry,” said Eliza-
beth. “Wheo did you eat last?”

It had been many hours since Sperry
had tasted warm food, and he had for-
gotten breakfast in his hurry. The girl
soon remedied that, and presently she
was sitting across from him while he
devoured ham and eggs and wonderful
coftee, with still more wonderful bis-
culis.

- What a paradox she was, he thought;
fresh with that indescribable suggestion
of the open country. How could it be
possibie that Baldy was her father? A
happy solution presented itself. Like
himself, she might have only a step-
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father.
about 1it.

As he finished his meal she brought
him a box of her father’s cigars and an
envelope addressed to him.

“Daddy said to give you these 1f you
got back while he was away,” she said,
and left him to open the communica-

tion while she went humming off to get
rid of the dishes.

Inside the envelope were two clip-
pings from newspapers, one long, one

short. Sperry took the latter first. It
read:

But he hesitated to talk to her

Mrs. Simeon Cairns 1s now staying at the
Isle of Pines, and 1s reported much improved
in health. In connection with recent unfor-
tunate family events, Mrs. Caims stated to
our correspondent that she had every reason
to believe that these would terminate satis-
factorily, particularly with regard to ‘the
status of her son, John J. Sperry, though she
declared that she had no knowledge of his

whereabouts, nor had he personally commu-

nicated with her.

Mr. Cairns 1s not expected to join her this
winter. The capitalist is at present in the
Berkshires at 'the family residence.

Here was more bewilderment! What
miracle had happened to stiffen his
mother’s mental backbone in behalf of
her son? Had nature proven more
powerful than Cairns’ suggestions, and
had the mother risen in defense of her
own flesh and blood? It seemed so.
And Sperry thought he could read be-
tween the lines of the diplomatic cor-

respondent the prophesy of a disagree-
ment between Mr. and Mrs. Cairns, al-
ready brewing. It was good news and
it heartened him. The other was not
so reassuring. It was a semi-editorial
from a New York daily. It wae:

' It has long been evident that the series of
robberies that the police have been so sin-
gularly unable to prevent or follow up are
being committed by the same operatives.
Each crime bears the distinct marks of inside
work, coupled to skillful burglary. The po-
lice can find no trace of any endeavor to
dispose of the valuables acquired, much less
any clew as to who may be the criminals.

“since he had clipped it.

They hint vaguely at a master mind, at a
powerful organization run upon strictly busi-
ness principles, if crime may be styled busi-
ness or allowed any principles. There, hav-
ing established a hypothesis that bears some
claim to being logical, they stop.

It 1s high time that this reign of terror be
ended. Our merchants are not to be left
thus unprotected. It must be admitted that
some one with a fine mind for details has
p]anned these depredations so successfully
carried 'out. The robbery of Marshall &
Co, the jewelers, is a case in point. But
four days have passed,. and the police ac-
knowledge themselves helpless by their in-
activity.

The Comet has before this taken a con-
spicuous hand in the unraveling of mysteries,
as 1ts readers will well remember. We have no
desire to usurp the duties of the police, but,
1f they are unable to secure the services of
competent detectives, the Comet stands ready,
as heretofore, to volunteer the aid of their
own representatives who have already per-
fortned notably in the runnmg down of
crime.

The police have no information to give out
—o1 will give none—which is tantamount to
admitting that they lack even the clews they
so often mention. To convince the public, 1f
they need such conviction, that the Comet
1S zealous only for the common weal, and 1is
not acting on unadvised impulse, we will state
information that has already been unearthed
by us to this effect. At least a part of this
band of criminals has recently been recruited
from Chicago, and 1t should not be supremely
dificult for the commissioner to make in-
quiries along these lines. If the police de-
partment breaks into action that gives prom-
1se of success or, at least, of progress, the
Comet will gladly remain in its preferred
position as recorder of events. Otherwise its
readers may expect in its columns the news
of a vigorous campaign to uncover the iden-
tity of this gang of arch criminals, and bring
them to justice. What further information
the Comet now has, held back for obvious
reasons, 1s at the service of the commaissioner,
i1f he wants it. If not, we will act upon it and
—there will be speedy developments.

Sperry felt enmeshed in puzzles.
What did this leader in the Comet
mean? Baldy had seen it, of course,
It looked like
more danger for the man with the mole
and for himself. He also was supposed
to be from Chicago. Was it a subtle
plan of Remington to get rid of Baldy?
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That hardly seemed plausible. The
Comet, Sperry. knew, had boosted its
circulation enormously by previous bril-
iant detective work. If it gave out
such clews that, as Sperry knew, were
true ones, how much more did i1t have
up the managerial sleeves?’

When Baldy arrived, he did not do
much to enlighten him.

“1 thought you would like to see that
news about your mother,” he said. “So
did Bess. She found the item. As for
the other, don’t worry about it. I don’t.
Now give me your news.”

To Sperry’s chagrin, his information
did not seem to impress Baldy over-
whelmingly. He laid stress only upon
one part of the discovery, that Sperry
had seen the jewels stowed in the safe

that Cairns had installed in the library

since he had assumed mastership at
Swiftbrook Bowl.

“Your affairs and mine seem to run
together, son,” he said whimsically.
“And we’ll straighten out the whole mix
before we get through with it, take it
from me. Meantime, don’t worry about

Remington. I've looked out for that.
You are back just in time. This trip
you will be an inside man. The last
job 1s to be pulled to-night. It is the

Agricultural Bank at Longfield, and, of -

course, your esteemed stepfather and
Remington worked out the details of
this some time ago, in all probability.
Also, Chief Cairns announces this as
the final wind-up. He has undoubtedly
seen the Comet, and read the writing on
the wall. He has agreed to see certain
of us as a committee after the job is
done. We are to go over from Long-
field to Swiftbrook Bowl by motor. You
will be with the committee, and maybe
you'll have a chance to tell your step-
father what you think of him, and come
to some agreement.”

“But I'm mixed up in this,” said
Sperry. “Look at this disguise.”

“It needs fixing,” said Baldy. ‘“Bess
will do it. Remember, there are more
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ways than one of killing a goose and of
cooking it. I'm leaving for Longfield
on the one-thirty train. You come on
the three-thirty. That brings you
there well after dark. You know the
Olympic Theater?”

“Of course. But it’s closed.”

“For alterations and repairs. Those
repairs are being pushed just now.
Night work, decorators and stage car-
penters from New York. Get the
idea ?”

“No,” said Sperry; “I’m afraid I
don’t.”

“The Olympic Theater is five doors
from the bank. Its opening runs be-
tween two stores. These have been
closed out under the new lease. I fancy
your stepfather is back of that lease,
cleverly covered. The repairs give a
fine opportunity for what has been
going on; a tunnel, starting underneath
the stage, runs up and under the main
vault of the bank.”

“But that vault is at the end of
the safety-deposit department,” said
Sperry. “There 1s only a heavy rail
across, and the bank is lighted at night
so that any one passing can see clear
down to the end of the vault.”

Baldy smiled.

“Wait and see,” he said. “Every-
thing i1s timed for to-night. There is a
grip in your room with painters’ tools
inside of 1t. Just a precaution. But
you take that along and breeze right
up to the theater. There’s a watchman
on there, one of the gang. He’ll ask
you ‘Why didn’t you show up at six
o’'clock?” When you answer, ‘I mislaid
my card and lost the train,” he’ll let yau
through. Go up back of the stage. The
curtain’ll be down. There’ll be a man
or so working on the stage. You stick
around ; they won’t bother you. If they
do, tell ’em you are waiting for Black-
berry. When they go under the stage,
you go with ’em. That’ll be to bring
out the stuff. It’ll be shipped through
the back door. But—here is your job.
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Don’t be the last man out of the vaults
or up on the stage. As soon as there
1s any indication of the truck being out-
side, and before they open the stage
doors at the back—the double scenery
doors—you send up that curtain. It’s
automatic-hydraulic; works on the
right-hand side of the stage. There’s a
labeled button.”

He looked at Sperry keenly.

“Don’t bother yourself. as to why I'm
asking you to do this. It’s vital to my
affairs and yours. I've picked you for
the job. I won’t put it on the grounds of
gratitude for what I’ve done. I'm ask-
ing you to do it because no one else can
handle this. It’s a favor to me. If you
don’t believe in me, call it off right now.
There may be a chance of danger in it.
But 1f you do it nicely, that’s minimized.
I'll be there. Will you do 1t?”

With the eyes of the man with the
mole boring into him, Sperry tried to re-
tain some self judgment, and at the
same time to be fair to Baldy. He
came to the conclusion that Baldy
smelled a trap set for him at the last
instant after his usefulness was ended
in connection with the job. And El-
zabeth’s request was plain in his ears.

“I believe in you. Won’t you believe
in my daddy?” Baldy was his only
friend, save the girl. And gratitude
did enter into it.

“I'll do it,” he said. They gripped
hands.

CHAPTER VIII.
THE END OF BALDY.

SPERRY swung down the main street

of Longfield at nine o’clock, bag in
hand, his disguise retouched, and en-
larged ypon, so that he felt confident of
not being recognized. He passed the
bank and glanced in. Back of the main
floor he could see the wide corridor be-
hind the bronze grating where the
safety-deposit boxes and the door of
the great vault were clearly wvisible
night and day. All looked as usual. He

passed the watchman and went back to
the stage. Two men were pottering
about with saw and hammer, making a
noise but doing nothing definite. One
of them challenged him. It was Curly
Conklin, the killer who had tried to
pistol Baldy. He did not recognize
Sperry, and was satisfied with his an-
SwWers.

“They’re prit’ nigh ready for us,” he
said. “They was right under the floor
last night. Truck’s to be here at eleven
sharp. And, let me tell you, it'll be
some haul. They say this 1s the last trick
for a while, and 1t’ll be a good one.”

Sperry wondered how they could ex-
pect to get away with the loot inside
of two hours, with no present signs of
disturbance in the bank’s interior.

“Are they going through the vault
floor ?” he asked Curly.

“Not much. It’s a foot of steel and
concrete. Couldn’t make a hole big
enough to work through there without
giving the snap away. They’re coming
up in front of the door and torching
that. Didn’t you twig the picture? Say,
that’s some job of painting, I'll say.
The guy that did it used to be wit’ a
high-class opery company. You could
stand a foot in front of it an’ not git
wise. These hicks’ll stare- when they
git on termorrer.”

Sperry nodded.

“Good work,” he said. He knew
now what 1t was. A canvas screen,
painted to represent the perspective of
the last few feet of the deposit box cor-
ridor and an exact representation of the
vault door, was set a few feet in ad-
vance of the vault, and gave the safe-
crackers ample room to work undis-
turbed while the occasional patrol
passed and peered in, sure that all was
well. There was no premises watch-
man in the bank. The utter publicity
was relied on. And there had been in-
side work again to place the screen iIn
position, he supposed.

He leaned up against the side of the
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curtain, smoking, till Curly admonished
him to make some noise.

“Some guys might be rubberin’ an’
wonderin’ why they couldn’t hear nut-
tin’,” said the crook. “I’'m tellin’ you
this gang works down to the fine points.
It’s a shame to bust 1t up. But the cops
1s gettin’ hep, they tell me.”

Presently a man appeared at the open
trap in the stage and beckoned to thein.
Sperry followed the others down
wooden steps, and then a ladder, to an
earthen tunnel shored with timber, and
so on up into the bank and back of the
canvas screen, unpainted on that side,
deftly fitted to the space. There was
a smell of gas, acrid and choking, and
Sperry smothered a cough. There was
no sign of Baldy or of Remington, with
or without his beard. The vault door
was swung back, and he had no time
to look for signs of the work of the
oxy-acetylene torches that had been
used. Some one gave a crisp command
in a low whisper, and they began to
carry out bags of coin and packages of
bills.

Up on the stage two men started to
place these in old lime barrels, stuffing
the tops with excelsior. These were to
be placed in the truck, Sperry gathered,
together with odds and ends of scenery.
There was a clock on the proscenium
wall. The hands marked fifteen min-
utes of eleven.

Sperry looked at the great curtain,
blank, unresponsive. What lay behind
it? As he started for his second trip
to the bank, a man stopped him.

“You ain’t needed,” he said. “It’s
all on the way, Duke. Help with them
barrels. The truck’ll be here any min-
ute.”

Sperry fussed around with excelsior,
watching the hands of the clock creep
to ten and then to five minutes of the
hour. There was a sound of wheels
outside.. He slipped over to the pros-
cenium and touched the button.

Up went the big canvas silently.

Some one shouted at him. “Here,
what're you doin’?” Then the voice
died away.

In the stage boxes were men, cover-

ing the gang with revolvers; more in
the orchestra, the muzzles of their guns
showing in the border lights of the
stage. A man was walking down the
center aisle, a big man, with authority
in his manner and in the two guns he
aimed.
, .“Up with your hands, the lot of
you!’ he said. “Up with them, boys!
No use trying the back door. There’s a
truck there, but not the kind you were
expecting.” |

More men were behind him. They
swarmed over the footlights and herded
up the safe-crackers, taking charge of
the barrels. The backdoors were opened
and more detectives stood revealed, also
a patrol wagon.

“Lord!” said the snarling voice of
Curly Conkling, as he glared at the big
man who was in charge of the raid.
“It’s Jim Farrell.”

Sperry gave a second look at the de-
tective who had once sent Curly up the
river, and - whom Curly had mistaken
Baldy for, on that night in the alley.
Farrell nodded at him curtly.

“You come with us,”. he said.

Sperry found himself set on one side
with two others. The rest were packed
into the patrol wagon. The money was
being taken back into the bank. Where
was Baldy? What had gone wrong at
the last moment?

One thing was certain. Sperry him-
self was in custody. To his surprise no
one handcuffed him, though they wrist-

manacled the two others, who, with him,

were placed in two motor cars with the
big man and his assistants. A third
car, filled with plain-clothes men, fol-
lowed them as they sped through Long-
field out into the country. = Sperry rec-
ognized the direction, and was soon sure

that they were on the way to Swift-
brook Bowl. _
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They were going to apprehend
Cairns! He felt a vicious delight in
the thought. Why was he taken along?
The others were doubtless members of
the committee Baldy had spoken of.
They must know his identity, and they
wanted to use him in connection with
his stepfather’s arrest! To that he was
willing to subscribe, but he worried
about Baldy; principally about Eliza-
beth.

The third car with the plain-clothes
men went ahead of them as they
reached the Cairns’ house, and the offi-
cers jumped from the vehicle and
spread themselves about the residence.
The big man got out at the front door
with two other prisoners and two de-
tectives. Those in Sperry’s car Jomed
the group. Farrell spoke.

“I’'m going to take off the cuffs, Slim,
and off you, Jerry. But don’t try any
monkey business. When Peters an-
swers the door, you tell him every-
thing’s O. K., and that you’re the com-
mittee, see? Once the door’s open, we’ll
do the rest.” He turned to Sperry and
caught him by the arm, pressing him
out of sight. The detectlves stood 1n
the shadows as Slim rang the bell, con-
scious of automatics covering him, and
gave his message to Peters, attired as a
butler.

Then there was a swift rush, with
Peters knocked down as he tried to pull
a gun, a glmpse of Cairns stepping
haughtily inte the hall and turning
ghastly pale under the electrics as Far-
rell called on him to throw up his
hands. Sperry went with the rest into
the library.

“The jig’s up, Cairns,” said Farrell.
“We’ve got the goods on you. If you'll
slide back those wall panels so we can
get the stuff from Marshall’'s out of
your safe, with a lot of other loot
you’ve got there, you'll save trouble for
us all. Don’t lower your hands. We
want you, not your corpse. Just tell us
the combination; that’ll do.”

yy

Cairns obeyed, trembling, but with
rage. He wheeled on Slim and Jerry,
his eyes blazing.

“You dirty stool pigeons!’ he cried.
“T'll get you yet for this.”

“They are not the stool pigeons,
Cairns,” said Farrell. “I’m the only
original stool pigeon in this case, 1f you
want to call me one—although your pal
Remington was pretty nearly ready to
squeal last night. We’ve had him
tucked away safe for a few days, with
Gallagher and Martin.”

He suddenly took off his hat, and
with 1t came a wig of grayish hair,
smiling as he did so. Sperry looked at
him open-mouthed. Farrell’s head was
nearly bald. But the teeth were daz-
zlingly white, and there was no mole.
And yet?

_Farrell smiled directly at him.

" “I’'m Baldy Brown, all right,” he said.
“Cairns, let me introduce you to your
stepson, Jack Sperry. He’s been on

your payroll lately as Gentleman Man-
ning, of Chi, also called The Duke.”

CHAPTER IX.
JIM FARRELL.

l HAD to keep you out of the know,
Sperry,” said Farrell later, now
thoroughly identified as the head of a
famous agency. “You might have
tlpped the thing off. As for the dis-
gurse—or the camouflage, that was easy,
though Curly would have bumped me
on general resemblance i1f you hadn’t
been Johnny on the spot. I've got a
bald head, whicl i1s handy for wigs fit-
ting properly. As Farrell I wear one.
My front teeth are bad, and when I had
one bridge made, long ago, I had some
others finished up in various style. The
mole was easy, letting the whiskers
sprout to make 1t more natural.
“You've helped a lot without know-
ing it. Of course Bess was wise. We
have few secrets between us.” He
grinned knowingly at Sperry.
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“Now everything will be straightened
out. I don’t think your stepfather
damaged your mother’s property, and
as for her, I took occasion to let her
know by way of headquarters that her
boy was no rascal, if her second hus-
band was. Also I had the Comet tipped
off to smooth matters for the climax. I
fancy, from the reports, that your
mother was rather relieved to have
Cairns uncovered. She wants you to
go to her, though I'm afraid your ap-
pearance will startle her. But I sup-
pose you'll not wait for a little thing
like that to stop you.”

“I’m glad she knows about things,”
saild Sperry. “I want to see her badly,

- eyes.
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longer the Man with the Mole, lighting
a cigar.

“You're not such a good detective,
atter all,” said Sperry. “It’s Eliza-
beth.”

“Lord bless my soul, you don’t say
so?’ There was a twinkle in Farrell’s
“I rather fancy she’s expecting
both of us to dinner. You can’t go to
the Isle of Pines by railroad, Sperry,
and the next steamer doesn’t sail for a
couple of days. I've got some details
to attend to. Perhaps you had better
go ahead. No need to take anything
but short cuts this trip, my boy.”

But Sperry was gone and Farrell laid
down his cigar with a laugh.

but there’s some one else I’d like to see
first, 1f you don’t mind.”
“Who’s that?”’ asked Farrell, no

“Not such a good detective after.all!”
he said softly. “Does he think I'm
blind ?”

WHAT CONVICTS FOOD COSTS

AN authority on prison reform, writing on the subject of what it costs to

provide food for convicts, makes the statement that “a convict’s food 1is
whatever the warden thinks sufficient to supply out of an appropriation originally
inadequate.” The following table, compiled before food prices soared to their
present high altitudes, is an accurate average of the cost of food per man per
day in some of the larger institutions: Connecticut State Prison, Wethersheld,
$.0775; Indiana State Prison, Michigan City, $.099; Indiana Reformatory, Jef-
fersonville, $.1164 ; Iowa Reformatory, Anamosa, $.137; Iowa State Prison, Fort
Madison, $.1733; Kentucky Penitentiary, Frankfort, $.1087; Maine State Prison,
Thomaston, $.0997; Maryland Penitentiary, Baltimore, $.085; Michigan State
Prison, Jackson, $.1282; Michigan Branch Prison, Marquette, $.124; Michigan
Reformatory, Ionia, $.095; Minnesota State Prison, Stillwater, $.1172; Missouri
Penitentiary, Jefferson City, $.141; New Jersey Reformatory, Rahway, $.004;
New Jersey State Prison, Trenton, $.1265; New York State Prison, Sing Sing,
$.103; Ohio Penitentiary, Columbus, $.17; Virginia Penitentiary, Richmond,
$.150; Tennessee Penitentiary, Nashville, $.087.

ETHICS OF JUVENILE DELINQUENCY

ONE of the principles upon which the procedure regarding juvenile delin-

quents i1s based 1s that violence, even the use of weapons, i1s easier to ‘cure
than other forrns of delinquency, because it is the actuating impulse, the question
of whether it is an act of habitual settled moral obliquity or that of a sudden
impulse, which makes all the difference.
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ESTER COIFFMAN was an

adept at the gentle art of four-
flushing.  Incidentally, he
was a clerk in the safety-de-
posit vaults of a certain Los Angeles
bank. His weekly salary was twenty
dollars, and he managed to make quite
a showing on this. Living in an eight-
dollar-a-month room 1in the residence of
a poor widow, he had his mail ad-
dressed to the Bachelor Club. His
breakfasts and lunches were eaten in
the cheapest of dairy lunches; his din-
ners, at the club—whenever he was not
invited out. Usually, however, he was
a “filler-in” at dinner parties, for,
through family connections, he. had
gained entry into fairly exclusive so-
ciety circles in Los Angeles; and had
become much in demand as a handy
dancing man.

When society staged an amateur
theatrical performance, it was Coffman
who ran away with the honors. .As an
actor he possessed much talent. Only
one thing kept him out of the motion
picture game and the large salaries at-
tached thereto—he did not photograph
well. As one director put it, he scréened
like a piece of cheese. But he had the
other attributes of the average actor;
his tailor pointed to him as a model cus-
tomer—a model of those to be kept off
his books 1n the future.

QOutside of like incidents, ~Coffnian
had never done anything dishonest;
that 1s, he had never been caught at it.
But he had neither conscience nor
scruples ; at heart he was a petty sneak
thief, not being above transferring to
his pockets the contents of some indul-

gent host’s humidor—when he was cer-
tain that he would not be detected.

Once, 1n a cloak room at a ball, he
had brushed against a heavy weight in
the overcoat hanging next to his. No
one being in sight, he had investigated,
drawing forth from the pocket of the
other coat a heavy, black automatic
pistol. For this lethal weapon he really
had no use, but pocketed it on the im-
pulse of the moment, and went home
early. He still had the g™ in his room,
intending to pawn it some day when he
needed the money.

To the petty, empty world of society,
Coffman was an exemplary young man,
polite, polished and pleasingly enter-
taining. Even though the money-mak-
ing men of their families thought him a
bit frivolous, he stood well with numer-
ous matrons. They liked him. Would
one of them let him marry her daugh-
ter? Oh, dear, no! But at the same
time many of themn were willing to lend
a hand, should he be in need of it, in
advaucing his matrimonal campaign in
other fields.

The society game to Coffman was a
direct means to an end. He frankly in-
tended to marry money. But he was
particular. The girl who would become
his wife, in addition to. possessing
wealth, must be more than passing fair.
Any young woman with these qualifica-
tions would do. Love? He laughed at
the word. Love to him was a mere
stage rolel Should occasion demand, he
could act it to perfection; could give a
better imitation of the thing that makes
the world go 'round than the real thing
itself.
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Biding his time, he at last met a girl
who came up to his worldly specifica-
tions. Her name was Marcelle Hunting-
ton. She liked Coffman, but was a bit
worldly, too. The man she married
must show more evidence of wealth
than Coffman had ever done.

From her seat on high, Destiny care-
fully scanned the situation, then stuck
her tongue in her cheek as she impelled

Coffman to fall desperately in love with -

Marcelle Huntington. It was a selfish
love, however, for he was incapable of
any other kind. No matter what agency
or trick he employed to win her, the end
would justify the means. Thus he
reasoned.

To Coftman’s warped, shriveled soul
the sin of a crime did not lie in its com-
mission but in its perpetrator’s being
caught. Discovery meant punishment.
And the latter he construed not so much
as meaning a term in the penitentiary
as the inevitable social ostracism that
would follow—the downfall from his
precarious foothold in society, the loss
of his chance to marry Marcelle Hunt-
ington and her wealth.

Coffman’s hoirs in the bank were
from nine to four-thirty. Ashe worked
on the day following the evening that
Marcelle Huntington had made 1t clear
to him that money was an essential
possession of a man who would marry
her, Coffman’s brain was stirred to un-
wonted activity. A scheme began to
dawn on him.

Two keys were necessary to open a
rent-box inithe vault. One was the key
possessed by the renter of the box, the
other a pass-key, a duplicate of which
was carried by each clerk in the depart-
ment. The common practice was for
the patron to hand his or her key to the
clerk. The latter would then unlock
the box, using the master key as well as
the patron’s. The box would then be
removed from 1its compartment and
given into the hands of the renter.
Sometimes the lid of the box would be
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opened right there and the contents re-
moved or added to. Often, however,
the patron would carry the box to a
private room before opening it. Then,
upon returning to the vault, the renter
would hand the box back to the clerk,
who would lock it into its compart-
ment and return the patron’s key.

Mr. Cunningham, a fat and prosper-
ous broker, returned his extra-large de-
posit box to Coffman early that morn-
ing. Coffman locked the box into place,
turning both keys; then removed Cun-

“ningham’s key to give it back into his

possession. But the broker had disap-
peared. His mind occupied by business
affairs, he had forgotten his key. Coff-
man ran after him. .

“Oh, Mr. Cunningham,” he said,
“you forgot your key.”

“Bless me 1f I didn’t!” exclaimed the
other. “Let’s see—that’s about the
sixth time I’ve forgotten it, isn’t it?
Good thing you’re iionest, young man,
or I'd be a few thousand short some of
these days through my carelessness.”

Coffman smiled, too, as he walked
back down the steps to the vault. But
the smile was sardonic. Cunningham
had called him honest. Cunningham
was right-—up to a certain point.

Coffman was too wise to loot a single
box, when the robbery would inevitably
be traced to him. But Coffman was
thinking. Several times a day people
forgot their keys—or, at least, the keys
were out of their possession for a min-
ute or so. |

During his lunch hour that day, Coff-
man walked over to the east side of

Main Street. He sought the place of
business of a certain Mr. Isaacs. The

latter was a locksmith, on the- second

floor of a dilapidated building. If the
reputation of Mr. Isaacs was compared
to a corkscrew, the cork-remover would
show up like a plumb-line.

“Can you make keys from an im-
pression?” inquired Coffman.
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““That depends,” returned Mr. Isaacs
craftily.

“Upon what ?”

“Upon the vax, mine boy, upon the
vax you use.”

“What kind of wax is the best ?”

“Mine own special preparation, And
ven you use it I tell no segrets.” Mr.
Isaacs winked knowingly.

“How much?”

“Fife dollars, in a special box.” He
showed the box to Coffman—a small,
flat affair of tin, the id working on a
spring. It could easily be concealed in
the palm of the hand, and the lid opened
conveniently at a certain pressure.

“I’ll take 1t,” said Coffman, handing
over the money. “And how much to
make keys?’”

“Vun dollar each, from the vax.
Tventy-fife cents, if you bring the key.
No segrets told on the vun-dollar kind.”

As he walked back to the bank, Coff-
man surreptitiously practiced manipu-
lating the box. An hour later he made
two impressions of a key, when an old
lady turned away to speak to a friend.
It took him but a moment to press one
side of the key into the plastic wax, then
turn the key over and record its other
side. As he locked the deposit box with
his right hand, he dropped the small tin
box into his breast pocket with his left.

No one had seen him make the slightest

suspicious movement. He made a men-
tal note of the box number, repeating

over and over again to himself, “Five

nine four seven! Five nine four seven!”

Outwardly he was calm as he re-
turned the key to the owner; inwardly
his heart was thumping at an unac-
customed pace.

After work that afternoon he again
called upon Mr. Isaacs. Arriving at his
home some time later, he affixed a small
tag to the new key he had with him.
Upon this tag he wrote 5947. Search-
ing for a place to hide this incriminat-
ing key, he hit upon the scheme of ty-
ing 1t to a string and lowering it down
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a boarded-up flue in his room. Whis-
tling to himself he entered the bath-
room. That mght he was to dine at
the home of Marcelle Huntington.

Two days later Cunningham again
visited the vault, and Coffman seized an
opportunity to press the broker’s key 1n
the wax. He had a duplicate key to
Cunningham’s box when he reached his
room that evening. Stepping on a chair,
he threaded the string through the hole
in the key, and allowed the latter to
drop down into the flue. The upper
end of the cord was- attached to a nail.
The process reminded him of his boy-
hood days when he had strung fish
through their gills with a string and
then dropped them back into the water.

A month passed. Seventeen keys
now hung down the flue, each key bear-
ing a tag on which was written the num-
ber of the box i1t would open. In the
meantime Coffman had still been ar-
dently pursuing the heiress. But he
was no closer to winning her than be-
fore.

Then one evening when he dropped 1n
at the club, he found a letter from a
firm of eastern attorneys. They noti-
fied him that upon the proper proofs of
his identity he would be forwarded his
share of the large estate left by one of
his mother’s sisters.

The next day he met a reporter with
whom he was on friendly terms. He

allowed the newspaper man to read the

letter from the attorneys, and casually
mentioned that his share of the estate
would be over one hundred thousand
dollars. Coffman full well knew the
value of publicity given to his inherit-
ance. It was better that Marcelle
should read of it, than for him to in-
form her personally of his good for-
fune.

He builded better than he knew, for
the newspaper obtained his picture
from a local photographer and ran it
with a half-column article. The fol-
lowing week there was a noticeable in-
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crease in the amount of mail that he re-
ceived at the club, said™ increase being
mostly due to invitations extended to

him from mothers with marriageable
daughters.

Fifteen hundred dollars was the sizé

of the check he at last received from
the east. Disappointed, he deposited it
in an obscure bank in the northern out-
skirts of the business district. Judi-
ciously spent, it might be enough to en-
able him to marry Miss Huntington.
Then again, 1t might not, for Mareelle
was an expensive young woman. With
the double purpose of saving taxi fare
and of impressing the girl, he invested
in a second-hand roadster. For nine
hundred dollars in cash he received a
car that looked as though it must have
cost twice the money.

The surplus melted rapidly away, like
so much snow, under the sunshine of
Marcelle Huntington’s smile. Coff-
man began to worry. He easily saw
that the money would not last long
enough to accomplish his aim." Cannily,
however, he had held onto his position
in the bank.

For some weeks he had neglected

making any more impressions of keys,

having abandoned the plan for the con-
templated robbery. For one thing, he
would undoubtedly need an accomplice
in order to keep his own reputation un-
spotted. And accomplices were dan-
gerous ; to be classed with edged tools
and dynamite.

In order to obtain a proper garment
for a masquerade ball, he paid a visit to
a theatrical costumer. Running his eye
over the list of avajlable costumes, he
rejected them. All 6f them were too
hackneyed, an old story to him; he had
used every costume from Harlequin’s
to that of a foreign naval officer.

“Tell you what you might do,” he
suggested to the costumer. “How good
an imitation of an old, dignified man
can you turn me into?”

“Pretty near the real thing,” was the
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reply. “Of course, you understand,
this wig and diplomat’s beard would
look false under anything like close in-
spection in the daylight, but at night—I
defy any one to tell this beard from a
real one under the electric lights, unless
some one tried to snatch it off.”

“Fine!” said Coffman. “I'll go in
evening dress as a diplomat; red band
aslant across my shirt front, pointed
mustache and all that. I'll get a pair
of horn-rimmed spectacles, too. But,
say, how can I disguise my voice’
That’ll give me away.”

“Try this.” The costumer extended
something wrapped in waxed paper.

Coffman unwrapped a small solid
ball of soft rubber. Two holes ran
through it at bisecting angles.

“What do I do with it? Eat at?”

“No. Keep 1t in your mouth during
the masquerade, and it will change your
voice so that your own mother wouldn’t
recognize it when you talk.”

“All right. Thank you!” |

After the costumer had shown him
how to adjust the wig, beard and mus-
tache, Coffman paid a deposit on them
and drove home.

Two hours he remained at the mas-
querade the following evening, convers-
ing gravely with several of his friends
whom he was able to recognize despite
their masks and costumes. None recog-
nized him, however; not even Marcelle
Huntington, who had attended the ball
with another cavalier.

The startling thought of being his
own accomplice in robbing the safe-de-
posit boxes suddenly occurred to him,
and he retired to the veranda to work
out the scheme in his mind. A little
later he looked at his watch. It was ex-
actly eleven o’clock. The safety-de-
posit department remained open  until
midnight every week day; this conven-
ience being a special feature of the in-
stitution. He would begin the details
of his campaign this very night.

His identity at the ball was unknown
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even to his hostess, each invited guest
having been mailed an engraved card
with no name on it, which was taken
up at the door by the butler when each
masquerader arrived. The guests were
to unmask at midnight. Going upstairs
to the cloak room, he obtained his coat
and hat. Then he drove home and
gained his room unobserved by any one.
Critically he examined his make-up in a
mirror, after turning on all the lights.
It was excellent, he reassured himself,
and would pass inspection anywhere at
night—with the exception of the waxed
mustache ends, which were slightly ex-
aggerated. With a pair of scissors he
soon adjusted this. Then he removed
the crimson ribbon from his bosom.

. Taking two large envelopes and stuff-
ing them with blank paper he slipped
them into his pocket with a small black
leatherette box, the original container
of a one-dollar safety razor, then went
out to his roadster. When he arrived
at the bank 1t was exactly eleven
thirty-five. The vaults would close 1n
twenty-five minutes. He went in
through the outer door and down the
stairs to the waiting room. This room
was separated from the vault office by
a row of inch thick polished steel bars.
Stepping up to the grilled wicket open-
ing onto a desk behind the bars, he
stated that he wished to lease a deposit
box. To add verisimilitude to his re-
quest, he brought the two thick enve-
lopes and the black leatherette box into
vView.

Two clerks were behind the desk, the
others having gone off duty as the slack
hours toward midnight drew near. One
of them extended an application blank,
with the request that it be filled 1n.

Coffman seated himself at a desk out-
side the bars, dipped a pen in an inkwell
and started to write. Then he caught
himself hastily; he had started to use
the pen with his right hand. He
glanced up; neither of the clerks was
watching him. Shifting the pen to his
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left hand, he filled in the blank. The

writing was an awful scrawl, but it was
effectually disguised. He signed the
name of Mortimer Dawson, with an
out-of-town address. With money rep-
resenting the price of a year’s rental, he
slid the paper back through the grill
Both clerks scrutinized it. One of
them finally pulled the lever that swung
open the gate in the bars.

Coffman passed through the gate. It
clicked shut behind him.

“This way, sir,” spoke a clerk, lead-
ing the way through the huge circular,
tunnel-like doorway into the immense
electric-lighted inner vault itself.

Coffman was forced to restrain him-
self, to call upon his gift as an actor
to prevent himself from laughing.
Scores, hundreds of times each week
day he himself led patrons into this
vault. _

The clerk used two keys to unlock a
box, pulled it down from its steel com-
partment, and stood holding it.

Coffman lifted the covers of the box
and gravely dropped into it the two
trash-filled envelopes and the empty
leatherette case.

The box was then slipped back into
place by the clerk, who turned both
keys and handed one of them to Coft-
man.

“Thank you! Good night!” said the
new patron, secure in the knowledge
that his voice was unrecognizable. The
rubber ball in his mouth caused his
tones to be throaty and guttural.

During the noon hour the next day he
walked around to the costumer’s.

“I’'m sorry,” he informed the dealer,
“that the wig and beard were stolen
from me last night. After the dance I
wrapped them into a parcel, which I
left in my automobile when we entered
a café. Coming out again an hour later,
I found that some one had taken the
lap robe and the parcel from the ma-
chine.”

“In that case,’

b

replied the costumer,
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“your deposit 1s forfeited.
sorry, too, that you lost the beard. It
was a masterpiece that I cannot dupli-
cate. And the deposit represented only
the wholesale price.” |

“I'll put a want ad in the paper, of-
fering a reward for the return of the
articles taken with no questions asked,”
saild Coffman. Which he proceeded to
do, as a last touch to convince the cos-
tumer. This expenditure of forty cents
was wise, he thought ; although he could
not help grinning ‘when he looked at
the automobile robe and beard reposing
safely 1n the closet of his room.

Six weeks later the cord down the
flue in his room had exactly forty«two
keys strung on i1t. At least twice a
week during this time he had visited
the safe deposit vaults in the guise
of Mortimer Dawson, invariably show-
ing up between eleven o’clock and mid-
night. This was for the purpose of get-
ting the vault clerks accustomed to his
appearing late at night.

Then he learned that Marcelle Hunt-
ington and her mother were to spend a
month in the mountains, at Twin Buttes
Inn, some thirty miles from Los An-
geles. His annual vacation of one week
was near at hand, and he arranged his
plans accordingly.
week at Twin Buttes. Miss Hunting-
ton had accepted him as a very dear
friend, nothing more; but with one
week with her in the mountains he
thought he could make better progress
in his suit than in the city, where most
of her time was taken up with a multi-
tude of social obligations.

In the bank was a balance of one
hundred and ninety dollars, the remain-
der of his legacy. He drew it all out.
For one hundred and ten dollars he
purchased a second-hand motor cycle,
twin-cylinder and with-a free engine.
An expert bicycle rider, with a knowl-
edge of motors gained from experience
with his roadster, he soon mastered the
little two-wheeled machine, In fact,

I'm really:

He would pass this
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he left the roadster in a garage for
nearly a month prior to his vacation,
and devoted his leisure ttme to riding
the motor cycle.

Marcelle Huntington had been at
Twin Buttes for a fortnight when Coff-
man arrived there late on a Saturday
afternoon. He drove up in his road-
ster; the motor cycle arrived by ex-
press the following Monday morning.
The latter he stored in a barn about
sixty yards behind the Inn. There was
method in this.

Four delightful days were spent in
the company of Marcellee. She was
nicer to him than she had ever been
before, and unfeignedly glad to explore
the mountain roads in his motor car.
Cavaliers were scarce at Twin Buttes:
it was too quiet. For the latter reason
her mother had selected it, thinking
that Marcelle needed a month of ab-
solute rest.

But all the time, Coffman’s brain was
seething with the details of the coup he
had planned for Thursday night.
Locked in one of his suit cases were the
forty-two duplicate keys to the vault
boxes, the wig and beard, an old suit
of clothes, discarded years before, and
the automatic pistol he had stolen from
the overcoat in the cloak room.

On Thursday afternoon, while chat-
ting to Marcelle Huntington and her
mother, he began to complain bf a
headache. He intended this alleged 1ill-
ness to be a part of his alibi, should
one be necessary. After dinner that
evening he did an admirable bit of act-
ing, pretending to be so 1ll that Mrs.
Huntington suggested' that he retire
early. This was what Coffman wanted.
Apparently swayed by her solicitation,
he went to his room at nine o’clock.
Before leaving his friends, he stated
that he was certain he would be able
to sleep soundly.

Carefully locking the door of his
room, and hanging his hat on the door-
knob lest some one attempt to peer
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through the keyhole, he proceeded to
don ‘the old suit of clothes. Next he
gummed on the beard and mustache,
then slicked back his hair and adjusted
the wig. This done, and making cer-
tain that the keys and pistol were in his
pockets, he turned out the light and
noiselessly raised the window.™

His room was on the ground floor,
at the rear.. After looking out through
the darkness for several minutes to al-
low his eyes to become accustomed to
the gloom and to be certain that no one
was in the garden to witness his clan-
destine departure, he swung over the
sill and dropped to the ground.

Silently he made his way to-the barn.
Opening the door with much care, lest
it creak on its hinges and cause a stable
hand to investigate, he entered. Noth-
ing was discernible in the intense black-
ness within the building. To his nos-
trils came the sweet scent of the hay
in the loft above him, mingled with
odors from the cows and horses. He
listened for a while, then hearing noth-
ing but the low crunch-crunch of ani-
mals feeding and the occasional stamp
of a horse, he pressed the button of his
flash light. |

His motor cycle stood leaning against
the wall. He had placed it in_the barn,
where he could get it out at night with-
out being seen. If he had left it in the
garage with his roadster the night at-
tendant would be a damning witness
against his alibi. Besides, he thought
with a chuckle, the garage man would
not have allowed him to take the ma-
chine out at all, for Mortimer Dawson
was .unknown at Twin Buttes.

The clutch was disengaged on the
motor cycle. -Silently he wheeled 1t out
into the paved .back yard of the Inn,
then closed the door of the barn. A
quarter of a mile down the road he
pushed the machine, then up to the brow
of a little hill. At the top he mounted
and coasted down the slope. Near the
bottom he let in the clutch; the engine

started, and he chugged away in the
direction of Los Angeles.

At eleven o’clock Coffman dis-
mounted in an alley half a block from
the bank. Around the corner, on Mamn
Street, shone the bright front of a
pawnbroker’s establishment. Walking
over to Main Street, he entered at the
sig: of three golden balls and pur-
chased a dilapidated but stout suit case.
With this in his hand he strolled up the
street to the Pacific Electric depot,
where he lounged until the station clock
announced eleven-thirty. Then he
made his way directly to the bank, ar-
riving there less than two minutes later.

The might watchman of the bank was
in the habit of slipping across the street
to a chop house at eleven-thirty each
night. To consume a meal that would
stay his appetite until morning took
about twenty minutes of his time. Thus
he would usually return about ten min-
utes before the clerks on duty in the
safe-deposit vaults quit their work for
the night.

There was no risk i1n his leaving, for
he would lock the inner doors behind
him. The door from the street opened
into a small lobby. At the left-hand
side of this were the stairs that de-
scended to the deposit vaults. No one
could enter the main lobby of the bank
during the watchman’s brief absence,
and the safe-deposit vault was protected
from robbers by the wall of heavy
stee] bars that separated it from the
waiting room in the basement. Granted
that some one managed to gain ad-
mittance to the vault itself, what could
he do? Nothing. The deposit boxes
were safe—absolutely. And the space
behind the desk, where at least one per-
son always remained, was studded with
alarm buttons and levers. A slight
movement of hand or foot would suffice
to bring police reserves on a hurry-up
call.

Lester Coffman knew all this, and it
was his intimate knowledge that en-
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abled him to carry out his plans suc-
cessfully. A glance through the win-
dow of the chop house as he passed
showed him the watchman just climb-
ing onto a high stool before the lunch
counter. Crossing the street, he en-
ter{ed the outer doors of the bank,
snapped the latch so it would lock be-
hind him, and descended to the base-
ment,

The clerks knew Mortimer Dawson
as a jovial, dignified old gentleman who
was in the habit of coming late at night
and who occasionally presented them
with exceptionally good. cigars. His
hurried scrawl of identification was a
mere matter of form; the gate was
opened for him even before he finished

penning his signature. To-night he car-

ried a suit case, which was unusual, but
they thought nothing of 1it. He had an
out-of-town address and was probably
on his way home.

Placing the suit case on the floor
about eight feet in front of the desk
counter, he reached into his inside coat
pocket and. drew forth an envelope.
From this he carefully removed a ball
of cotton. -

“I have here,” he said to the clerks,
“the famous black diamond of the
Danube. You have doubtless heard of
it and its bloody history in Vienna. 1
picked 1t up at a bargain—forty thou-
sand dollars. Would you care to see it
before I place it in my box?”

The prospect of gazing at a  forty-
thousand-dollar gem was such a lure
that the clerk came from behind the
counter. The other was already stand-
ing beside Mr. Dawson.

To him the latter passed the roll of
cotton.

“Unwrap 1t,” he said.

Heads close together, the clerks
grinned feebly when the unrolled cot-
ton exposed nothing more than a dried
prune. Mr. Dawson was not grinning,
however, when they looked at him. In-
stead, he was regarding them coldly

from behind a wicked-looking black au-
tomatic, held waist high.

“Raise your hands!’ he ordered
melodramatically. “That’s fine! Now
turn around and walk to the door of
room Six.”

This private room for the use of
patrons in going over the contents of
their deposit boxes was, perhaps, six
feet by eight in size. Inside of it were
two chairs an electric-light globe on the
wall, and a small table. Nothing more
except the stationery, pens and ink on
the table.

“Both of you get inside!” requested
Mr. Dawson, turning the request into
a command with a menacing forward
movement o