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CHAPTER I~
THE MAN WHO KNEW,
pur hands in vour pockets, Beveridge.”

" :

iem there, 1 tell you!”

sharper note in the voice of the square-
pactly built man, with the big beard, who,
ough clothes, was the ideal Western horse

| just inside the door of a comfortable sitting
bungalow at Stonecrag-on-the-Hudson, with
is hand. It was leveled at the pale face of
cadaverous man of about thirty-five, who
st the wall by the side of a wide, old-fash-
fireplace.

pbvious that the lean man had been sitting in
le fire, smoking a cigarette, when the rather
forse dealer came in and broke up his medita-

p my hands in my pockets because you won’t
em out,” remarked the lean man, with a great
being undisturbed. “But I should like to
e devil you are, and what you are doing in
his time in the e\rening—or at any time, for

ave seen’ me before. Therefore. it can’t be hard
‘conjecture why I am here.”

u before, you say? When?”

Asa Beveridge! It will pay you a great

to be straightforward,” said the horse dealer.

he best of you, and you are quite aware of the

0 your little friend in your right hand?”

man nodded contemptuously toward the pistol,
ul not to take his hands from his pockets.
 referring to the pistol just then, Beveridge.”

1S OF WAT CHANG

Or, NICK CARTER AND THE AVENGER. ) *-:,

Edited by CHICKERING CARTER. = .'._.'-_\;h

_formerly headed by a man called Red Clancy, but who
was killed in Bangkok—in the robbery of the mines above
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“My name is Shaw—Thomas Shaw!” snapped the chet. -:5

“At Stonecrag, you mean? Yes, I have heard that m?
are-Mr. Shaw up here. But I knew you in Siam, and
also in New York, as Asa Beveridge. You have chewl ﬁ
to call yourself Ralph Stanton—

“Curse him!” suddenly broke out the lean man.
“If you like,” agreed the horse dealer, smiling. B:ut
why did you take his name when you tried to sell a lax:gelE
lot of extremely valuable rubies and diamonds found in ,f:
mines in the Himalaya Valley? That was a strange per-,-;
formance, considering how you-hate him.” Mo Anl

“What do you want here?” demanded the man ﬂlﬁ;ﬁ
other had called Asa Beveridge, but who had said his
name was Thomas Shaw. “And how did you get in?” |

“I want to talk to you. That's why I came” was tl;u-ﬂ‘a
imperturbable reply. “I got here by walking in at theu
back door. It was unfastened.”

“If it had not been, I suppose you would have come Hﬁi
just the same?” sneered the other.

“Most likely. But we'll stop that sort of argumeatf*
which will not get us anywhere, and I ask you, Asa
Beveridge, where are the jewels that were stolen from |
the Great Pagoda at Bangkok, Wat Chang?” o

“] don't understand you.” |

“Yes, you- do. But T'll put it another way.
were you mixed up with the notorious Loop Gang—

£

|

Raheng, in Siam?” Ry
45 was not mixed up in it. At least I never got the
stones.”
The horse dealer dipped his pistol significantly. ez |

“Keep your hands in your pockets, Beveridge! You
can talk without gesticulating. You sold a fiw of tiie A

chant of New York. You told him your name was Ralphi

Stanton.”
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t I cailed lnm. Look

far whistle, and a great, powerful
recognized at once as the ape he had
ssession of Beveridge, bounded into
held out one of its long paws to
owner.
- 1 should do without Sandow,” de-
"He is the most faithful friend Y
er, you will sleep here to-night, won't

f that Nick Carter aocepted hospltahty
ad been chasing to put in prison only

-

g Nick Carter just now.
—-—

~ CHAPTERIL
. REAL OR A SHADOW?

that' Nick was undressing for bed in
Asa Beveridge, at Stonecrag, a fat,
15 known to his servants and the trades-
Ralph Stanton, was sweeping up to
only a few miles from Bev'erid‘ge’s
2 large touring car.

any strangers about the place wlule I

e saturnine Williams bneﬂy

seen them, if there had been?”
ould, There ain’t anything goes on at
iat is, outside the house—that I don’t get a

/

ry, 1 haven’t felt quite easy.”

horseman- lookmg fellow and the young
s chambermaid in a livery stable some-
han two weeks ago?” ¥

take them down to the station for New
. 1 have always thought they must have
 train as you.”

1 found it out afterward, although I
- at the time. Never say anything about
Things happened that made it advisable
ay for a while, and I don’t want anybody
home. You understand?”

. said the chauffeur, as he stopped at
f the mansion, known as' Joy View.

" called out Stanton to his butler, who

bring him Scotch whisky and a siphon.
“hour or so he sat in his comfortable bed-

_hﬁﬁ!&e wd] a pet of‘in Siam?  not help feelmg that.l{g was

alter cases, and there were strange

.dreams.

. have you, Williams?” asked Stanton of -

1lhams. returned Stanton, in a tone of
ce those two fellows came up here and

- cream.

t to receive the head of the“house. “Any

confession. At the same time, secretly he liked to

and ease at the present moment. ' G

But he was not getting it. In fau:t, ‘he was
of worry just now that made him afraid
shadow.

“Siam is a dreﬁdful country I” ‘he muttered.
don’t know whether it paid me, after all.
stones from the mines are gone, and I am cml
as the owner of this place. If it came down
don’t know whether I could show that I “had a
here. What's the use of having a lot of ston'
are afraid to sell?” )

He shrugged his shoulders impatiently. T :
his glass was empty, he mixed another whisky.
and .-ehghted his cigar. ]

“] can't get that fellow, Asa Beveridge,
mind, either. Don’t know why. I jabbed that
lns back far enough to make sure he'd keep quiet
time. I had to do it. It was him or me. Weﬁ,
have I to worry about?”

He went to bed soon afterward. Then the
had tried to toss aside before going ta sleep came

All night he dreamed about Asa Beveridge and
knife between his shoulder blades. It seemed
face of the ‘dead man mocked. ‘him, no matter
went or which way he looked.

When at last Stanton awoke with a start and
his sleeve across his hot, wet forehead, he was
as if he had been running up a long, steep hill.

His heart palpitated, and he had an awful f
crushing distress which he could not understand,
was real enough to make him fall back on his:
groan aloud.

“Pshaw !” he ejaculated at last. “I'm as nervbha-‘
kitten. Guess I'm tired. I've been jumping nbput
one town to another, and sleeping in strange beds, till I
lost my grip. I'll soon be all right if I stay up here
for a while”

He dressed with his usual care, afher getting 1
shower in his private bathroom, and when he
into the dining room for his solitary but ve
and well-served breakfast he looked quite

Drumm, who stood behind his chair, wished.h
spectful “Good morning!” to which Stanton replie
a heartiness that seemed rather to astonish the

“Well, Drumm! It’s a nice morning. I think |
have to take a walk through the woods a‘fter bre
It's good to be home again.”

“We are all glad to see you home, sir,” rephed Drun
pouring ott a cup of coffee for his employer, and
adding to it just the right proportions of sugar
“It is-always better when the master of a
tiful place like Joy View is about.”

“I suppdse so,” laughed Stanton. “I'm regardqgj, :
lord of the manor, eh?” e
“Yes, sir,” returned Drumm, quietly nnd resp
“You see, sir, I have lived in England a good part
life. I was born there, if I may mention it. And
places I lived as under footman and butler, we
felt like old retainers, and liked to regard the lord
manor as something very much better than ordinary
tlemen, sir.” : :

Ralph Stanton laughed still more heartily at this






the knife from the animal, and
reproval on the side of its head.
nly that it was depressed by the
had to speak kindly to it, as he
head, to bring him around.
qh shall have some sugar to-night for

n ot peremptoﬂly, and Sandow l:_:new
.ant, especially as it was accompanied

Beveridge, as the two men easily
ground. “T'yve done what I said
or Stanton. I hope you w:'ll let

the very end.”

to do?” asked the detective.

him to the verge of insanity, if not
savage reply. “He thought he had
amese Jungle, and I have let him

ge can te all the 'harder when T am
aim to make him think himself safe

to 'keep him agitated over otlu:r_

him!” said Nick.
ted Beveridge.
“treated as he has treated me?”

d his shoulders. He preferred not

question.'
er in that mine game. I put him on
at now. Why shouldn’t 1? Tt is a
you won't take advantage of any of

' d.”' was Nick’s quiet reminder.
en't forgotten. But about this Stan-

- to call him by the name he has used

the worst thing he could to a part-

the back?”

He tried to “steal from me

It is

1l, go on, Bcverldge

ldn't get away from me in any wa}-.
s took an opportunity to give me what

finishing. touch with this knife. If it
1 helpmg me as you did, I dare say

seem tﬁ have a strong constitution

flesh,” laughed Nick. “However, Stan-
beyond all question, and your desire

human, even if it is not altogether

ark this, Beveridge—we must not let
just because you want vengeance.”

ave him now,” returned Asa. “He can't
get back to the bungalow. 1 want you
Edith. She was to come this morn-

- r.:.-il-.-" 15 ' 5
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“How  would you

Guntreyr 3% -

“She i'mows hm by both namcs, returnet.' :
“But she does not know what he is. I mun’
‘aware of the fact that he is a profess:cmal

“How's that?” = Ly

“Well, you see, Carter, my sister has a!wa‘yu :

. an aunt in New York, and she thinks I am a :

ness man, with offices in one of the downtown skys
She knows 1 deal in diamonds and rubies, but
not know how they come into my hands.”
‘Thﬁtl&ksas:fthm:ssomegoodmyoﬂ.
remarked Nick, turning to look into the deep-set
the lean, rather wild-looking individual by his side.
The two had walked from the oak tree,
tramping steadily through the woodh m th&
the bungalow. A
“T hope there is, Mr. Cafter. 55 dont’pretwd_
led an honest life altogether. But I do w
‘never been treacherous. When I have had a partn
given him a square deal every time, That is why
determined to make Stanton pay for what he

" as well as by giving up all the gems he managei'l '

Siam.”

“Your sister is coming up to spend sahorthme ;
bungalow, as a change from city hfe. eh?” askpt
tective.

New York. She is cashier in a wholesale impor
downtown. But she added something to the let
I have not been able to figure out exactly.”
“What was that, if I may ask?” L
“She said she was coming to help her brothér n
ter that had been troubling her for some time
The two strode on in silence for the remainde
distance. Each wds occupied with his own th
Nick was wishing there had fiot been this
to interfere with what otherwise would have been -
fectly plain and straightforward piece of work for |
“I could have grabbed Grantley, examined his safc,?
perhaps have recovered all the Wat Chang Jewe}s
out having to spend more than a few days on
he muttered. “As it is, I have to stand amk_iaa
Beveridge work out the scheme he has planned.
His ruminations were broken by a clear, gi

:shoutmg irom the porch of the :picturw_qq& b,' gal
. “Hello, Asa! Here I am!” Y,

She was a beautiful girl. That could n :

Her features were clear~cut. her eyes of a de@r,
phire blue, and’ her goldm-brown hair hung al
white, broad forchead in bewitching tendrils
Carter was obliged to confess to himself might e
entangle the heart of any. oﬂlmrily hnpntmntble
man.

tective with a graceful bow. Then she put out
white hand with a frank gesture, as she said, sn
“Everybody knows Mr. Nicholas Carteﬂ—-by reput:
even if not personally. T am very pleased to
portunity to speak to you, Mr. Carter.”
Asa Beveridge and his sister evidently had
tial matters to speak of. So Nick retired to the
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ter joined in with his strong and

1ot been in the bungalow all the time,
strolled to the oak tree where he and
.watched the ape coming from Ralph
d through his powerful field glasses
that Stanton was in the house, and,
intention of leaving for the present.

cared to know just then. He was
‘to catch the rascal where he least ex-
‘get possession of the Great Pagoda
Stanton thought they were quite safe.
{ in the music in the evening he seefed
on his mind. Only Chick knew that
med least disturbed was when his mind

h after ten o’clock when Edith got up
d bade them all good night.

ep well, Edith. You'll find it quieter
 York,” laughed her brother. "“At all
you'll hear in the woods won't be the
ss the court of an apartment house on

of anything disturbing my sleep,” she
s she waved her hand to the three men

n!” remarked Chick. in a tone of disap-
was hoping she would sing one or two
she went.”

. her own ways,” replied Beveridge.
in trying to make her do a thing if
do something else. She is inclined to
v, 80 to bed she will go.”

little sleepy myself,” confessed Chnck
ow about you, chief?”

get up to our room, unless Mr. Bever-
to break up the party just yet”

go.” returned Beveridge. “This is a night
. to bed at a reasonable hour. It isn't

after the time when the party at Bev-

¢ retired to their respective bedrooms.
and his assistant had been accommodated
ed chamber at the front of the bunga-
spied a room somewhere at the back, /
slept in a small room downstairs that he
‘his slceping chamber and ?,en the first
id visited the house.

s quiet about the bungalow, and it might
ted that the same story would be told of
scattered about the great mountain slope of

so at Joy View. Ralph Stanton was
ied in an absorbing amusement in his
examining a quanitity of magnificent
onds that he had spread out on the white
his desk whereon had lain the blood-
hen he came home the night before.

ually got over his scare of the morning.
ded himself that the knife was not his
all, and that it had been put there by some
person with distortdd ideas of what consti-

| good dinner, with a bottle of champague,
he sat at his desk; with the.door locked and

Nk CARTER STORIES.
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the jewels spread before him, he glanced ‘up into the
mirror that stood on top of his desk, and regarded his
own bloated face with entire satisfaction,

“You look all right, Grantley,” he muttered, apoatroabiz ,
ing his reflection. “There is nothing to show that you fear
anybody. And, by Casar, you don't! Why should ydu?
You'll turn everything you have into cash as soon as it
can be safely done, and then——"

He picked up a large forty-four caliber revolver that ﬁ)’. o
on his desk by the side of the stones, and smiled as he l-.l,
saw that every chamber held a cartridge. ,

As he put the revolver down, he looked behind him 8_t o
the library door, with its heavy portiéres, which was ‘-_\_5
squarely behind him. 3

“I'm pretty sure I locked that door,” he muttered. "St‘l'lh
1 believe I'll go over there and look at it, to make quite
sure. Since that knife business this morning, I don't seem .'
to have quite such a grip on myself as I have generally.”

He would have gct up at once, only that he had drunk
enough champagne to make him indolent. # |

He leaned back in his chair, contemplating the gbttcrkrg’ -
gems before him, and falling into a pleasing reverie, in
which he saw himself traveling about the world, always in
luxury, and fluttering through the gay capitals of Euiqge
without any cares, save to get the most out of the mqlﬂ’_l
he had at his command. 1

“It is worth a little troubie-and dan;er. to get all ﬂla.t,
he muttered. “I’'m not sorry.” s

He ran his fingers among the stones on the wh:te blot- ‘f!
ter, and then, without thinking, raised his eyes uain to the.'- .
mirror on top of his desk.

“Merciful powers!”

Over his rubicund face there spread a chalky white, as
if a cloud had suddenly come over him:. His eyes were
fixed upon the mirror, and his dry lips :moved wit.h’out
uttering a sound. .

“The mirror!” he gasped under his breath, at- hst.
“What is it? Am I going mad?”.

It was not so very strange that he should ask h:melf
this question.

He had supposed himself alone in ‘the room, wlth tﬁe
doors and windows all locked. The servants were in 'f_
bed, and he alone was the wakeful person in the bng
mansmn £

Yet, here, in the mirror—

“What can it be? And—and—I darent turn amunﬁl"

There would have been no reasen to turn around, aw-
how. For what he saw in the glass must be’ be‘ah:d !um in r
solid substance.

What was it he saw? y

Just this: Inside the door, framed by the heavy por-
tiéres, a veiled face and a white-gloved hand, and in that |
hand, pointing with unerring certainty at his expansive
back, a small, but spiteftﬂ -looking, automatic revalver. i

“Is it, or do I only imagine it?” was the question that
sang monotonously over and over again through lns-
brain.

There was a gilt desk clock before him, and it tlched
off a full minute without Ralph Stanton stirring, or any
movement being noticeable in the white-gloved hand. ,.-

So intense was the silence, as he stared with all his |
might at that immovable reflection of the veiled face and
arm, that each tick of the clock sounded like the tlmnde(r of
a sledge hammer on a great beam of wood.

A change came at last. A minute passed. Theu the
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a-’jmuch more serious purpose than to
few handfuls of gems stolen from the
Bangkok, Wat Chang,” she continued.
se is, you, the murderer of my brother,
to guess.”

faintest idea.”

but he managed to carry it along almost

=' of indignation over the sufferings of her
ter, even though she knew he had got all
as not to be convinced by bravado, how-

¢ law demanded a life’ for a life. This
enalty demanded by the common law of
since, although many offenders have es-
pe in even these days. Not all of them,

e struck him a powerful blow across his
so that he drew back with an involuntary

-you several times neither to look at that
to touch it,” she reminded him coldly.

it to go off until I have said all that
when I came in.”

in control of the situation,” he growled.
here is nothing for me to do but to hear

usion, Mr. Stanton!”

‘a cold-blooded murder?” he demanded.
vengeance,” was her reply.

'blazing now, and her fair young cheek
recalled the story she had heard of her
bed in the back in the lonely jungle, with
hovering above him to make sure of his
‘any chance the knife thrust should fail.
d been the quick interposition of the
tive, Nick Carter, the man who never
and who risked his own life to save her
more about this man Stanton, too. How
and again to steal every diamond and
the property of Asa Beveridge, and how,
got away from Bangkok with a fortune in
from the sacred images of the Great
g, in Bangkok.

ewed all that she had learned about this
e did so, she was more than ever deter-
im suffer in proportion to the evil he had

ge had been brought up always to regard
t as despicable.

, such a possibility as men trying to kill

ie could not grasp it, until she found that her
uld have been a victim but for the prompt
world-renowned detective.

point to point calmly and deliberately,
,+which had been red and purple at first,
‘had gone to a leaden paleness, now turned

Ralph Stanton was scared out of his
have said that he did not consider his life

nother move toward the revolver on his-

this gun of mine is very finely balanced,™

‘always seemed a thing so far apart from

worth five minutes] purchase if he could have\ﬁeen bmugh&'
to say anything.

It had struck him, after the first shock ca by s
Beveridge's mysterious appearance in his , that @!
girl might be insane. She might just have hmd of ﬁel" ”‘
brother’s death, and lost her mind.

But in the deadly calm with which she spoke to him he o
knew there was much more than the ravings of a maniac.

If he could only get hold of his revolver, and at the |
same time keep the muzzle of that steady automatic turmd :
away from him,-he m:ght get the best of things even yet‘.

But the girl ‘was gazing at him so straight, and her
pistol pointed so unwaveringly at his breast, that he knejl
he must not make any false move. b " y

At the slightest indication of his trying to ge! at his_.

| revolver, he was convinced the girl would shoot, and that,
if she did shoot, his hand would be shattered by a bullet.
7 In that moment of despalr. he-cursed himself for not
having taken- more precautions against his bemg‘ sur-
pnsed in so hum:hatmg a way. The warning he had had
in the morning, when he found his own hloodstaimtl ’;
knife in his desk, should have been sufficient. : ;a
alph Stanton—or John Grantley—was a thornu‘gh .
coward, and he would have been willing to make any
terms with this beautiful avenger, had he felt that she ;-‘
would I:sten .

But he knew instinctively that he would be only wqggnc
breath to seek anything like a compromise with her, and 4
he looked about for some other way of escape. -

Craven-hearted as he was, Stanton was like other m!ﬁJ T
of his type.. He valued his life above all else, and be-
fore risking that he would fight with the hysterical cour-
age born of fear, instead of with the cool bravery of tﬁe &
natural manly man.

His pulses hammered now with a false determination
to fight to the end. He was like a cornered rat. There
was but one way to escape, and that was to fly straight
at the foe. '

As this idea seethed through his half-controlled brain,
_he glanced up craftily at the young girl who stood there
regarding him with the contemptuous regard with whiei:l
she might have Iooked at a snake with its poison f:tm
drawn.

This was his moment, he felt. Gaither'iﬁg up all his
energies, and screwing up his wavering, courage to the
highest pitch he could, he leaped at Edith Bevendge just
before his flaccid muscles threatened to refuse obed:ehu
to his will.

He had charged himself with the force of frantic eﬁo
and it carried forward with such power that he came lnto
collision with the girl like a runaway battering ram.

Edith Beveridge had been taken by surprise, and she
could not help yielding before the sheer weight of tlle
burly man who had attacked her.

But she did not lose her self-possession.

Even as she was compelled to leap backward, she Inveled
her automatic and pulled the tr:g‘ger.

She had not been able to take aim, however, and the ;
bullet grazed Ralph Stanton’s temple and cut a lock of his 1
greasy hair away as if it had been done with a pair of il
scissors, i >

“Now I have you!” hissed Stanton, as he flung himself
upon the girl, trying to get his strong, coarse ﬁngera upon
her soft white throat. : ; ; T
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ied ﬂ:e athersm%o what Was, by courtesy,
—parlor” and which looked out on the court—

- was ‘down now, aud oi course, they did
it up. There was no desire to have anybody

they were in the flat.

_are the others?” whispered Nick.

1e flat in front.”

?#eahﬂllhzvetogetmand see what they are

If Grantley intends to sail to-morrow on that

I:kely he will most probably go aboard

~are we to get into the flat?” asked Cluc'l:. “By

aiter 7"

His chief shook his head decidedly. : '

“That would never do. In the first place, it is a trick

would surely suspect as soon as they heard the

come straining up. And again, whoever was on

. waiter would be at a disadvantage as soon as it came

with their flat.” '

And the door to the dumb-waiter would be fastened
. so that you could not get through until somebody

the door,” added Beveridge.

mere!y ment:oned it,” explained Ch:ck. rather cha-
that he had ever spoke of a device which was

¢ impossible. “But we have to get in some-

“Listen!” whispered Nick. “I hear the elevator stop-
_im*this floor. Who can that be? There are only

~ at the back.” )

’}W&. This house stands on a narrow plot and is
er than most elevator apartments in New York. That

‘we took these two flats. If gave us the ~whole

 Nick had not stopped to hsten to thls explanation.
a chair, he had carried it out to the diminutive
and was peeping through a narrow slit at

af hé saw made him smile with sausfactwn
-oughly dressed man, with a slouch hat pulled down
t, and whose old sack coat, flying open, revealed
blue flannel shirt beneath, was carrying some groceries
1 three paper parcels, and a bottle of milk.
He had just got out of the elevator, and as the car
ppeared on its downward journey, the man dropped
‘of his parcels, which revealed 1tself as a loaf of
[ d.
% ~ In picking that up, he dropped another, and then had
i narrow escape from letting the milk bottle iall w;th a
%\ .'-Nick stepped down from the chair and grabbed Chick
%ﬁ@y’tﬁe shoulders as he whispered in his ear:
“room.

- “Be ready with a gag. Get that towel from the bath-
X It looks like a clean one, hanging on the rail.. If
%‘n, isn’t clean, I don’t know that I care much. Beveridge,
;ﬁﬁy out of sight till T call you. Get into the kitchen!”
"’fhese orders were given swiftly, while the detective
R_ his hand on the spring latch of the outer door.
*?'He waited just long enough to see Asa Beveridge
_ vanish into the absurdly small kitchen and close the door,
i\t-\thile Chick stepped into the bathroom and took the
}mﬂ from the rail. Then Nick softly opened the outer
iﬁpr and tbepped into the hall.
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i3 He ‘had seen that _
the other way, and that it would b,e_
him, unobserved.

This was exactly what Nick dld
man before his presence was suspected.
twisted around the man’s neck, holding him
ing hug that the French call la garrote.

The detective was thoughtful enough
bottle of milk with Mis disengaged hand
have been wise to let the bottle go cra
floor. The other parcels fell, but they
noticeable noise.

The man gurgled and tried to shout.
his neck was too much for him. The ¢
across his captive’s Adam’s apple, and i
more every time the other endeavored to

“Keep quiet!” Nick whispered in his
won'’t be hurt. Otherwise it will be bad fo

Nick threw the hand holding the milk b
stranger’s waist and lifted him clear. of |
this position he carried his prisoner into
passed him to Chick. '

L “Put the gag in hig, mouth, Chn:kl"

“Here it is!” responded Chick, holding .

“Hold him after you've gagged him,”
tective. “I want to get those things he’
side.” .

Chick was an eﬂ‘iment young man. He
towel around the captive’s mouth in a’
Then catching him by both arms above h
pulled them together behind, and clipped a
cuffs on the wrists. 3

Nick brought in the three parcels of gro
the door. :
" “What is that, chief?”” asked Chick. “I ho
thing to eat. I'm as hungry as a coyote. '
drmk of milk?”

ait a moment,” was the reply. “Thes
belong to us—unless we count them spoils o
see whom we have here. Bring him into tlus'
we can see his face.”

Chick pushed the prisoner—who was a ta I;
man—into the living room of the flat and |
window.

The shade was down, but it was the n
afternoon, and there was p!enty of light, even
the white shade. .

Nick snapped off the slouch hat, at the
hoisting the prisoner under the chin mth h
to make him hold up his head.

“Well!” ejaculated Chick. “Who'd have

“It is what I expected,” returned Nick.

“We know this fellow, chief!” exclaimed
open-mouthed in astonishment. “But he da
all the same.”

“Clothes make a d:ﬂ'erence," said Nick C
smile. “But there’s mno doubt about this
the gag out of his mouth, and let's see if |
tell the truth”

Chick- removed the towel, and the prisc
his mouth from side to side, as if to take
of his lips and jaw muscles. Then Nick asked hin

“What is your name?” .

“Dramm!” was the surly reply.

It was indeed the butler whom Nick




aémremu

‘the stress of unusual conditions.
Ihy of Jahn Grmley?" mdt on

-'mh man,” gruhted mumus.

on,” said the detective, wlth,n smﬂe
nt to say Ralph Stanton.”
er ‘for-Mr. Stanton—yes,” admitted
“from Nick to Chick, and then looking
- Htoﬂnkesurtthatthnremnooné

are helping him to get away with a

57" demanded Drumm. “I am still get-
m Mr. Stanton, and if he wanted ‘me to
York, there was no reason why [ lhonl&u't
‘own business.” ‘

ined to be fresh, I should uy.
take him down a notch?” %
T'll attend to h:m, resoined Nick. “Un-

's0,” came int a sur!y grunt from the
like to kuow what right you hnd to put

this, C!ud: an!ocked the handcuffs and put
gocket. He was glad he had them, for
conviction that he might need them ngain
venture was over.

hat front flat, Drumm?" suddenly demanded

jeate, Drumm{® warned the detective.
1 my hands now, Stanton and all, and I
1l who is in there. Yow'd better answer

conclusion that it would not be safe to

CHAPTER IX.
INTO A HORNETS' NEST.

on is in there,” he replied sullenly.
" responded Nick. “Who else?”

could not help betraying a little lurprue
fell from the lips of Drumm. .
out on bail,” interposed Chick. “I bor-
that he got out this morning.”

rised ‘at that,” remarked Nick, “He was
e very heavy bail, and I knew he would
were any chance at all. The next time
d the bars, I think he'll stay there. It will
of bail then.” :

~although Nick Carter did not care to
‘this man Drumm—that the ¢ase against
was not very strong from a legal stand-

asisted that the men taken in his place were
to pawn certain jewelry, and thiat he was

v

1 the police broke in.

t was almost pﬁufﬂt#i;‘lu‘ ﬁil!‘ Nost

nds and rubies that you know are stolen.” -

relnarked :

g ~ don,” was the short reply. “I was in service

d hard at the stern face before him, and .

g paper on the train while you were doz- :

" Ralph Stanton?” asked Nl:k. mmtng to Bfm_

accept it. They were arguing the point,

over. me, observed

Didn’t he, Drumm?” } _
“I don’t lcmw, tnmtcd Dnunm. _
till to-dny y g1
~ *Don't lie, Dmmqn BES o %k
fDrummsurted,andalookoichlﬂy _
spread over his placid features as he looked th
doorway into the k:tchen, tlm door of
opencd. - N :
The man who hhli told the bﬂtld‘ notto
Beveridge. _
“Beveridge ?” gasped Drumm.«‘ﬂ hurd yb
“I was—nearly, but not quite. You mas
when you said you had never seen Jerry ]
to-day, didn't you? Come, now! Don’t
a'new yarn. Give us the truth”
“I have seen Johnson before,” confessed Di
- “Of course you have,” snapped Beveridge.
dunt always go by the, name of Drumrn, either.’
's my real name.” ;
“It may be, for anything I know, con
“eridge. “But you were known in Caﬁfm
Joe, weren’t you?” C
“My name is Joseph Drumm, and I was.

the time I came to America” { 5

“And youw done little confidence w
you got a chance, haven’t you? Sometimes
jewelry belonging to your employers has
hasn’t it?" went on Beveridge relentlessly.
’fess up. This is Mr, Carter, the detective,
send you up for ten years, if he likes.”

“I've told you all there is to tell)” was the
rejoinder. “You are not so good, Beveridge.

a few things on you that—"

that he was cornered and would ﬂzht if
chance for him. | !
_ “Look for that key, Chick!” s
. This curt order came from Nick Carter. His
passed his hand rapidly over s clo
fished out a flat brass key from one'of the e out
of his sack coat. -
“This is the hnle joker,” obmved Chick. as 'hi-»
the key to his chief.

“Is there anybody else in that flat besides Jol
“No

is Wlllams, the chauEeur, for mstanee? HB
from Joy View with you.” )

- As Nick Carter said this he gazed straight lntq
of Joseph Drumm, and he lmew he had the trut






the immense fist passed his cheek
solid knuckles, and smashed it into
nose of Yokohama, x
t he was lmrled to the floor, aud while

Bill, Williams, Ralph Stanton, and

d-over their two prisoners and de-
uld be done with them, ;
alll” advised Yokohama Bill, ;
Yokohama!” growled Stanton. “Do
ﬂs that, any of us would -escape the
of something else, fellows!”
them here?” suggested Johnson.

- outside.” 5 5B
1" replied Stanton. “I'll stay here, be-
v what to do if anybody comes.”
you stay?” asked Yokohama. “If we're
it the way you said, there won’t be much

id Stanton. “Where’s Drumm? T'll see
fellow tell. He knows, of course”

the prostrate Nick Carter, but one look '

~detective told him that it would be
while Chick’s countenance expressed
acy that nothing could penetrate.
ve got Drumm in the street, and made
were,” suggested Williams.
it,” returned Stanton. “I know Drumm
vouldn’t get anything out of him.”
‘wouldn't,” coincided Yokohama Bill.
e there came a long, insistent ring at the
ging to the outer door!

CHAPTER X.
‘HIS OWN MEDICINE.

dragged Nick Carter and Chick into the
very end of the private hall, and closed
, 1 i

vas much larger than the rear one, in which

had been left with Joseph Drumm. There

in this suite, and most of the chambers
in the rear flat. i
- do?” whispered Stanton, in a low tone.
o open it.”

he matter- with you?” snarled Iex-'emiah g

) was holding a handkerchief to his injured
afraid of your own shadow. How can
now? We have the worst of the whole:
on the floor of your kitchen, haven’t we?”
ere” =

‘mean Nick Carter. Where is there any-
lew York who comes within a thousand
‘Why, he nearly licked Yokohama Bill
blacking my eye and poking Williams
and nearly sending him to sleep. So long

“With
_them. Then the others could arrange

“at auybady else. 0pen
“You open it, Jerry!” .
“Bah! You're a aur, Stxntonl
the door!”

way. 1
As he did so, Joseph Drumm stumblad in.
whiter than usual, and his hands were in fronti-__

“Helio, Drumm! What’s this?” gasped Stafn'pon.
“Shut the door!” groaned Drumm. “I was
another flat! And I—I—got up the ladder in the

only oons:dered the fire escape, whmh was in
room.”

flwdl?’

Drumm seemed to be only half sensible, and
imperative to find out"what he had been doutg
wllaps;d .altogether. i

“The ladder doesn’t show unless you look : it‘-t ;
:smahulerecess.]ikeataﬂcloset.mdthereis  nar
door hiding it. I'd seen such arrangements be{
M1 guessed what it was.” ,

“And you got to the roof that way, and then
down in the outside hall, eh?” prompted Iohmm
“Where was t'he flat?” put in Stanton.
“At the rear.” 3
- “The one Beveridge used to have?"
“’Yes-l’ -
“And it was Nick Carter who put those hand f
you?” -
“It was done at h:s orders 'I‘he man that

Chick. I'm gomg to—
This was all Drumm could say. There was a. C
“his forehead, indicating that he had hurt himself in
course of his climbing about to escape from the flat, :
he seemed to have been injured in other ways.
“That fellow, English Joe, never did have the ¢
of a fly,” declared Yokohama Bill scornfully.
doesn’t know what nerve means.”
“But he’s an artistic liar,” put in Jcremnh J
grinning, as he still kept his hand to his eye.
“None better,” agreed Stanton. : "
They drew the butler along the hall and Iaid

P& sofa in the parlor, where Jeremigh Joe, W

rude knowledge of “ﬁrst aid,” did what he could
store him. A .

“Ts that door shut, W‘llliams?" asked Stanton,
watching the operations of Johnson, and anxmua‘ly
mg for Drumm to be well enough to talk again. "I :
is it fastened? I shut it myself. But I don’t ren
hearing the spring lock click.”

“It's shut all right,” returned Williams.
and see.”

He went to the pnvate hall and waikcd along w
front door. They heard it close wtth a little hmg

‘_'But_ .- 3

 told it afas fastened.

“I had my doubts about that fastening,” said
"I'm glad I sent Williams to see. Now, I’m
send you down to see about those berths on the
to-morrow morning. I telephoned to hold passage
six. But I want to make sure there is no slip-up.”

Smnton had plenty of money He had see:,ned i




“Shall T telephcne?"
“Not unless you can’t get the berths. I know you can
them. We shall come down late this evening, But
‘need not come back. You go aboard and straighten
y out. Besides, if you are there, you can make
no one is on to us. We sail early in the morning.
qmnever can tell what will happen till you are well
T O

r safe,” growled Johnson, looking up from his min-
s to Drumm. “I've told you that before, haven't
 “That may all be,” retorted Stanton.  “But 1 believe
1 taking precautions.”
“1 have reason to take precautions as much as you,”
; _;;:arled Jeremiah Johnson, “I'm jumping my bail, and I'm
_leaving a durned good business behind me in New York,
1st because I daren’t stay any longer. But I know who
“done it all. It's Nick Carter. So long as we have
~ him where he can’t do any more harm, I'm tfot lfﬁid of
~ anything else”
‘wish Dmmm would come to Inmse!i, so that. he mld
‘us what has happened to him,” wailed Ralph Stan-
e tm. “What did he do with the bread and cheese and

‘ham and things and the bottle of milk?”

Aw! What are you fussing about bottles of milk and
bread and ham for?” snapped Johnson. ‘“There’s more im-
,go:rhnt matters than that on hand. 'Who's going to carry
(hpqe ‘stones when we go down to the steamer?” .

~ “T will” quickly replied Stanton. “I've got them, all
right, in bags, and I can handle the lot of' them £
“Where are they?”

“Locked in one of the bedrooms, and I'm carrying the
,” was Ralph Stanton’s reply.

[ It was at this moment that Johnson gave a sign to Yoko-
~ hama Bill which that estimable individual evidently under-
‘ iﬁvﬂ. for he winked knowingly.

~ “Which bedroom?” asked Johnson.
~ “Doesn’t matter. 1 have the key.”

- “T see, Then it tnust be that end bedroom. That's the
only one that isn't open.”

- Yokohama Bill strolled carelessly down the private hall
\~"gntil he came to a closed door. This door he pushed,
~ and, after turning the handle, pushed
",  “Where’s Williams?” exclaimed Stanton

“1 haven’t

| seen him since he went to close that front door.”

-_:\ k=

5
“ﬁe’s somewhere about;” returned Yokohama Bill care-

] Drumm coming around?” asked Stanton, lookmg
2 ywn at the still form on the sofa.

~_Ralph Stanton—or John Grantley—was known to all
'\Lhis associates as a weak, flabby sort of man, both
& f physically and in the matter of courage. He was in such

m one thing for thirty seconds at a time,
. That was why he forgot that he had asked Yokohgn

; -gm! turned to Johnson to say something about Drumm.

- Drumm had been hurt very badly, it seemed: John-
~ son looked him over and bound up several ugly cuts he
| found on the butler’s head. He also applied a small

>

Ly

- ammonia bottle to hu nostrlls, ,m, ’tlld

”Thete is nothing to be scared at nmow that you have.

* tricks ‘on you?”

~ a state of nerves now that he could not keep his mind

,Hm the question about Williams before he got an answer,

to consciousness.
“What are we going to do n‘bout hhu
anxiously. ‘“You don't think it is anoth
attacks of his, do you?”
“Shouldn’t wonder.”
“The doctors have told him he will be
of them some day, and that he must avoi
much as possible.” '
“Rather hard for a man in his line of W
Johnson. : o
But even as Johnson laughed with
“ness, he was keeping an eye on Yokoha
Suddenly Yokohama came into the ro
twist of lns powerful hands, had Stnntnn
the floor, =
“What—what ?” ped Stanton.. ;
“Keep stilll” warned Yokehama Bill,
great fist in the face of the prostrate ra
waat to get hurt] don't say anythmsl
“Bl.l.t—'—
“Shut up, I tell you!” admonished Y
“Look here, Yokohamal” persisted, St
-Joke’ Are you just trying to scare me?
If it is, I'll tell you I don’t like—' :
“Shut up!” growled the vuffian who :
vdown. “It is a kind of a joke. We're
those Wat Chang jewels. We don't wz
with you, because you’ve had more than y
ready. - You never played square with an
life. So this is where you get yours. Y
Europe in the morning, if you like. Wil
“to take one berth. The rest of us don’t ws
old United States .is good enough for
“Keep him there, while T go and see if
all right,” put in Jeremiah Johnson, turn
Drumm on the sofa. “Wait while T find the
Johnson examined the clothing of the |
as coolly as if he had been playing with
took no notice of the continual protestations
but went from pocket to pocket without s
him, until he had his fingers on the key.
“Here it is, Yokohama! Want to
to the bedroom, to make sure 1 don’t pla

“No,” growled Yokohama Bill. “Tt isn’t
wouldn't dare to rob me. You know I'd
till you looked like an old snow shovel if :
thing like that. Go and get the stuff andl
just as it is. I'll watch Stanton”

Jeremiah Johnson went out to obey the ¢
hama Bill heard the key rattle in the 10& ,
room door.

Then there was a smothered shriek fro
‘lowed by two muffled bumps. :

“Hello, there! Johnson!” bawled Yo i

“What's coming off?” ' S

There was no answer.

CHAPTER X
BACK FROM THE DEAD,

The silence of Jeremiah Johnson after
and the peculiar bumps rather puzzled Yo
He stood over Stanton, looking down at
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, except that he understood
to the bedroom bp take all

two Yolaqhaqna, Bill hesltated. Then
must find out what had happened to
ven though Ralph Stanton did get to

real trouble,

till T come back, Grantley!” he whis-
shook his fist in Stanton’s face. “If
, I'll change the look of your map.”
talang the trouble to look back, Yoko-

dark private hall, out of sight.

‘the floor for about a minute after Yoko-
Then he got up slowly, first on his
degrees, to his feet. )

at Dramm, and shivered. There was a
n Drumm’s face and about his supine
on did not like. He wished Dn:lmm
ce and natural. ;

e going to try and rob me of those Wat
ey?” he muttered. through his clenched
I my work in getting them out of the
Bangkok, they think I'll let them take
from me. Well, they'll find out” |

pocket for a weapon.

He had not troubled to carry a
when he left Joy View. His idea was that
when brains and cunning would have to

been all right if there had not been
J' he muttered. “I'll kill that Yoko-
he is big, that does not make him any
ind agamst a bullet—or even a knife, if

Beveridge, and shuddered. He never
deed of his in the jungle of Siam, up

, which shook him from head to joat, so
ding to the back of a“chair to save him-

5 ﬁxed upon the ﬂoor just under the edge
it seemed as if he couldn’t look away
as he would.

muttered. “Is it always going to haunt

believe it. at’s just another of those

e hear about and see in medical books. I'm

—I'll—prove it!”

! 'i.'hese last few words in an awful shriek

the floor under the sofa, his face c!qse

features of Joseph Dfumm.

-clutched under the sofa, he shrieked

w back, his face convulsed in horror.

he held the selfsame knife that had

hite blotting pad-in his desk at Joy View
!

knife!” he groaned.

‘mmrdiy ruffian’s face, that he ﬂ‘d-‘

ald be e;sy to subdue.Stant'o'n again,
: not afraid that that Jellyﬁsh mdmclual _

out of the room, closed the door, and

mat reminiscent shudder contmue until it

“It is the knife

Pl &ﬁ%&a:maﬁﬂ -I .f-i .

G!asp‘hwthe\lgufe to his bosom, aj.ﬁe
arms across hz&;:heet, and not knowing what he
hesatmthechmronthcbacko‘iwlﬂehhe
and rocked to and fro in agonzr. %

“What have I done to deserve this,” he muamd:
‘have I'done? Other men have had to kill, and tl
suffered like this, Why must I be the one?”

He remained thus for nmly a minute. The
“strong effort of his will, he got to his' feet, still
the rusty knife in his right hand without b!ias
of the fact, and went to the door.

‘Thelatchwasahtﬂgmht,audxtwasoﬂy
orthmehardtugsthatSmntonmabsempqn
open. i
/! “There may be some one on the other sidr._r,
it,” he muttered. “I don’t care! Nothing can
me now. I have seen the worst thing in this
1 found that knife under the sofa, and—'

Open came the door, and- Stanton started -
gurgling cry of horror compared with which\ﬂih
when he saw the knife under the sofa was sweet

“Keep away!” he ed, as, with hands
and thrust before him, averted head and
he retreated into the room. “Keep away! “You
right here! Keep away!” 5

As Ralph Stanton crept slowly backward into
a man, with folded arms, walked slowly after |
removing accusing eyes from the other's flab

“Keep away!” moaned Stanton. :

It seemed as if he could not say anything eth
wanted was to be let a!one. [

“Kecp %way!”

Still, the tall man, thh a eadavemus face,‘
bones, and deep-set, blazing eyes, followed the
cowardly Stanton farther into the room.

At last Stanton could retreat mo farther.
against the sofa, on which lay the figure o

The tall man walked another step and then stof
garding Stanton with an expression that seem.;d.' i
had come for vengeance, and he le:ntto have :t,,
less of all else. ' ) .

“Keep away!” R

“No, John Grantley !” came from the llpn_ '
cadaverous man in sepulchral accents. “I will
awayl 4

“What do you want?” falbered Stanton.

“I will not go away, g:ohn Grantley,”
stranger. “I have come through jungle and
mountain and desert and plain and valley! By I
' sea, through storm, shipwreck, and pestilence, I ha
I have fought and struggled and suffered the ag
the cursed of heaven! And all for what?” Iy
“I don’t know!” murmured Stanton, in low,
tones. “For what have you done all this?”

“You know who I am?” demded the m

“No.

“Don’t lie, John Grantley. “Don’t hel”

“I mean it can’t be you!”

ﬂ'It ls I!’ 9

“But—lxt can’t be,” persisted Stanton, wbp
have gained some of the courage that spnngs
terror “You—you—are dead. I saw you t

é I am here” L,

.

*
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clamed half. The case was brought before
istrate, who gave the following Judgment
ner of the five loaves have seven pleces of
d the owner of the three loaves one.”

nge as this decision may appear at first sight,
erfectly just; for, suppose the loaves to have been
o three equal parts, making twenty-four parts
eight loaves, and each person to have eaten a
s therefore, the stranger must have taten seven
person’s hread who had the five loaves—or
parts when divided—and only one of him who con-
‘three loaves, or nine parts.

N A DARK STAGE.
.~ By ROLAND ASHFORD PHILLIPS.

ting story wagcommenced in No. 127T/of NICK CARTER
ack numbers can always be obtained from your news
ublishers.)

CHAPTER VII.
THE START.

d been a professional actor for three years.
in San TFrancisco, with a second-class “rep”
“he had gradually and resolutely worked him-
the position of second leads in a well-known
es stock company., For two seasons—they lasted
weeks in this stock—he remained there, gain-
fofitable experience in the numerous réles assigned
and considering himself fairly well established.
aturally ambitious, and somewhat elated over
v local notices received, he decided that New
ed him. So, despite the pleading of his stage
and the warnings from the rest of the com-
ie handed in his two weeks’ notice, bought him-
1 extensive wardrobe, and climbed blithely aboard
et Limited. |
ed in that mecca of all meccas, theatrically
to find that a “coast defender,” as the Western
termed, might as well have mentioned previous
gained in a small-town dramatic school, as
such recommendations went to influencing the
and indifierent New York managers. He found,
‘the majority of others, that there is an invisible,
¢ the less exacting, line dividing the theatrical
West.
ant at first, because the managers had not read
hant notices in the Los Angeles papers, or given
nsideration to his three years of stocl experience
and of California, Klein swallowed his pride—
a difficult and humiliating thing for an actor
accepted with open arms the first engagement
him—a character part in a third-season produc-
They opened in Trenton, New Jersey, and closed
troit; and never in his wildest fancy had he im-
{ s0 many unknown and unbelievable one-night
§ existed. But he stuck gamely through it all, and
the season, hurrying back to New York when
pany disbanded.
ond assault of the agencies, even with the bit-
rience learned, offered him little encouragement.
n had been a bad one—the usual wail of the
in May—and summer stock jobs, at about half
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winter salary, seemed to be the best things offered. Even
these were few and far between, and one day when Mad-.
dern had given him a tip on the Hudson Stock manager
being in town and lookmg for good people, Klein deter-
mined to land the engagement,

As things turned out, he did neither. Delmar had long
been a friend of his, since the balmy days in Los An-
geles, With Klein, a deserving friend stood head and
shoulders above all else; and day before yesterday, when
they met for the first time in months, Klein was more
than willing to give up the tip, and allow Delmar to get in
first.

The outcome had been so unexpected, unpleasant, and
startling that Klein had a hard time convincing himself
that the things had really happened. With Delmar mur-
dered, and himself practically a fugitive from the law,
Destiny had indeed been busy.

1t was with much concern that Klein, alone in his room,
began to figure up his assets. It was not encouraging to
find these consisted of a fair amount of wardrobe and
just sixty-three dollars in real money. X

“l can get a night boat to Hudson,” he said to him-
self. “And it's much cheaper than rail. Just what I'll do
when T get there is another matter. However,” he added,
starting to pack his belongings, “it won't be healthy for
me to remain in New York under the present circum-
stances—and I think I'll find plenty of things to engage
my attention when I get to Hudson.”

He reached the wharf on time, and went aboard. Ten
minutes later a colored porter had deposited his suit case
inia tiny stateroom of the big Fall River steamer Progi-
dence. Klein took a seat on the hurricane deck, lighted a
cigar, and gave himself up to plans for the accomplish-
ment of the task he had undertaken.

Presently, with the frantic snarl of a deep-toned
whistle, the big boat quivered, and began moying out of
her slip, swinging majestically in a wide curve through
the clutter of harbor traffic, and starting ptoudly down
the river. Klein beheld with interest the wonderful sky
line of the city resplendent now under the g'olden haze
of the low sun. Rounding the Battery, where the warm
green made a sharp and pleasing contrast to the wilder-
ness of steel and stone, the white boat entered the East
River, passing under the vast arch of the Brooklyn Bridge.

Klein remained on deck until dusk, watching the ever-
changing shore line as it gradually receded. Lights sprang
into life on either coast. A gong sounded, and he went
inside. An orchestra was playing in the big saloon.
Klein passed on down the wide staircase, and entered the
dining room, forward, where, under the soft glow of
shaded electrics, the snowy tables invited him. He or-
dered a rather extiravagant dinner, considering the state
of his finances, and the none too bright prospect that was
his.

CHAPTER VIII,
A LATE PASSENGER.

When Irving Tod had finished his vivid recital, and
Reese, the rewriter, had passed it along to the city editor,
the colt reporter hurried out of the newspaper shop snd
started for his apartment in Madison Avenue,

A bachelor apartment in Madison Avenue, esp: gially in
the block bounded by Forty-first and Forty-second Streets,
was hardly in keeping with a new reporter’s job at twenty
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~ you that I am worthy.

.
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dollars a week. However, as Tod had the income from
his father's big estate, he surrounded himself with what
luxury he could command. The weekly reminder that he
had a job on the Morning News was invested in flowers
and candy for Claire Reed, daughter of the city editor.
~Tod had been on the Morning News three months, and
had covered weddings and funerals and chased “obits"—
that is, obtained the facts from the mourning family con-
cerning some person about whom the paper wished to
print an obituary notice. IHe yearned for a chance {o do
a big “story.” Upon the night of the Delmar murder,
Tod, by mere chance happening to be in the office, was
commissioned to go with Reese.

Reese saw an opportunity for a feature such as the N rws
liked; Tod, more personally interested—it was his first

 murder case—had deserted the star man, to the delight

of the star man, and embarked upon an investigation of

“his own. While Reese and Mrs. Wold and the police

were down in the hall, Tod entered Delmar’s room, and
proceeded to dig up “evidence.”

The most important bit he discovered, and one he
thought little of at the time, was a notebook Delmar
had removed from his pocket and placed upon his dresser.
This book contained, besides a miscellaneous jumble of
figures, a list of names and addresses and telephone num-
bers. He picked it up and dropped it into his pocket,
just as Reese came into the room. Nothing was said
about it, and nething was thought about it, in fact, until
the second day after his interview with Mr. Reed. 'In
removing his coat, the little book dropped to the floor

“Hello!"” Tod exclaimed, running through the pages.
“This is luck. Delmar’s address book!” He grew seri-
ous. “The names in here are probably the names of his

5 friends—therefore, as the suspected murderer was a friend

of Delmar, it is quite possible that his name and address

is on some of these pages.”

This deduction so impressed Tod with his own clever-
ness that he began hurried preparations to follow up the
clews. Before leaving his apartment, however, he penned

‘these lines to Claire:

“] -am on _the eve of a great adventure.
has insulted me. I am going to prove to him and to
Danger threatens me—but fear

nothing. Be brave. I will conquer. Igving Ton.”

This letter he reread and sealed;
valet. ;

“Bronson,” he said, as the man appeared between the
heavy curtains in obedience to his ring, “please mail this
letter at once. And Bronson,” he added, “I may be gone
several days. If any one should call, tell them—noth-
ing.”

“Yes, sir.”

then he rang for his

The man hesitated. “And you will be

‘wanting your bags, sir?”

“Quite right” Tod paced back and forth across the
room, his face gravely set, his arms folded. “You had
better pack them all. Have them ready for me by six
o'clock.

“Begging your pardon, sir,” the man spoke up, deeply

_ concerned, “but has—has anything serious happened?”

‘Tod waved an indifferent hand, interrupting him:

“Perhaps, Benson! Perhaps! Who can tell how seri-
ous a matter faces me! Those in the profession of jour-
nalism are never certain what to-morrow will bring forth.
If there is danger ahead—I will face it, Benson!”

Your father

The man withdrew, much impressed by this
an hour later Tod was out of the house. By,
had walked for an hour, he discovered that
twelve names found in Delmar’s address bo
of theatrical agents. The seventh proved to
a boarding-house proprietor, while the eighth v
broker.

After these were marked off as hopeless,
remained, all of which were in the Long A
neighborhood. A glance at the man who answ
first name was enough for Tod. He was bald
cranky, and came shuffling to the door in a dirty
and slippers. Tod excused himself and got
on the street again, he turned to his book, and
the first of the three remaining names, He

“Hobart Klein, Morosco Stock Company, Los A

A line had been drawn through the address, and
it, in pencil, was written:
/

“The Turning Point Company, en route. Se
Morning Telegraph.”

“That’s encouraging,” muttered Tod, dropping th
back to his pocket, and, turning his footsteps in the
tion of the Telegraph office. “The fellow looked
actor, all right.” !

In the newspaper office on Eighth Avenue and [
Street, Tod was handed the file for the curre
The Sunday issues contained the route list of ne;
company of any importance. He found “The 1
Point” listed, but the dates were fully a month

“Company must have closed then,” Tod annou
course the fellow came on to New York. « Prob
here a month. Now let me see who had that

The name of the management was easily lear
their offices, in the Long Acre Building, t%zx

tective hurried.

Yes, Mr. Hobart Klein was with their compan
ing the season. THis town address? Well, he
office-a fortnight ago, and left a forwarding a
his mail. Would that do? It certainly would, !
swered. So, five minutes later, he was ringin
of a brownstone front, midway between Broady
Sixth Avenue, in Forty-fifth Street. The woman
swered it admitted that Mr. Klein had lived in her
but that he had left barely half an hour previous.

Would she give-the caller a description of th
roomer? The landlady regarded Mr, Tod with a
cious eye, and Mr. Tod, in turn, qu\'k to grasp th
uation, pressed a bank note into the woman’s hand.
she became talkative, Mr. Klein had lived in her
for- the past month, He always paid his rent pro
and appeared to be a very respectable sort of gent

“He's in the show business,” she went on to state
generally they ain’t the best kind of folks for §
money from.”

“But his description?” urged Tod. “Was he a
about my age and build—somewhat older? Did he
gray eyes? Was he wearing a blue suit to-day, &
soft hat?” i

“That's him exactly,” the'landlady responded, smil

Then she proceeded to enumerate other points. T
heart kept pounding faster ang faster. :

“And he didn’t get home night before last



“Tt's been the first time T can remember.
the hall, and he didn’t seem himself. And
tit an hour or two ago. Ile was all ex-
d some newspapers with him. [ heard him
oind a lot in his room, and pretty soon he
to call an expressman, and says he's going
so surprised 1 didn’t know what to do—
paid me for a week only yesterday. Then I
 tellin’ the man to take his trunk down to some
cd him if he wasn't satisfied with his"room,
s the cxpressman?” broke in Tod, growing
jore excited.

on the corner. Maybe he's back by this
know of any nice gentleman that would
9

fad licard enough, and was running down the
 the landlady could catch her breath. He

learned that a trunk had been taken from
esponding to Klein's, and that it was to be
the Fall River docks,

happening so swiftly that the hopeful de-
was spinning, There could be no mistak-
his Klein, actor, could be none other than
had cornered in the Albany Hotel, and who

Iround the corner, Tod rushed to the nearest
d, leaped into the first cab, and ordered the
n up the asphalt between-there and the Fall

I be a five-spot extra in it for you if T get
the boat pulls out,” he said, realizing, after
ce at his watch, that the distance had to be
seant twenty minutes. To himself he said:
some reporter, in spite of what old Reed
ow him a thing or two.”

ise of a five-dollar bonus had the usual ef-
chauffeur, Just as the gangplank of the
as on the point of being rolled ashore, Tod
lessly across it, and fell into the open arms
deck hand. -
Hobart Klein, from the hurricane deck, was
the glory of the sunset behind the Jersey
Tod, reporter and self-commissioned detec-
Cinterviewing the purser in relation to a state-

CHAPTER IX.
THE STRANGER.

“Tod reached his stateroom—considerably upset
ed Dbecause there were no larger cabins with
had—he sat down on the edge of his berth,
; plan out just what his next move should
urse, it was inconvenient to be without a valet,
icament might have been endurable had he
rtunity of sending for his baggage.
mpelled to wear the same, suit, unpressed, for
;nt! not have his usual bath in the morning, was
tto such a fastidious young man as Irving Tod.
i, he told himself, with a martyrlike air, a pro-
[iman in the pursuit of his duties must submit
nfort.
of all,” he said, after a hall hour’s serious re-

cpressman—or, at least, his office, and from a .
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flection, “I've got to make sure this man Klein 1s on
board, hnd, second, I've got to make sure he is the chap
[ want-—the chap who fooled me yesterday. After I'm
certain on these peints, the rest will be easy. I'll keep
under cover, and in the morning when we dock at Fall
River, I'll either confront him and demand his story—or,
if absolutely necessary, have him arrested.”

With this much determined upon, Tod made his way
catitiously out of the stateroom, and reached the lower
deck. Here, through the big windows, he could watch
the occupants of the smoking saloon, and, at the same
time, because of the deepening gloom, remain screened
from observation himself.

As it grew darker outside, he pressed nearer the big
windows, watching the passengers descending to the din-
ing saloon, A few minytes after the dinner gong sounded,
and while he was cagerly, hopefully peering into each face,
his heart gave a sudden jump.

There, walking swiftly across the smoking-room floor,
was the one he wanted!

“That's the man,” he murmured to himself, “That's
Klein. Guess I'm safe in sending a wire to Reed now.”
His eyes sparkled, and the color rushed to his cheeks
“I'll have that fellow in New York before to-morrow
noon. . And then—for my story "

With this, he turned and made his way back to his
stateroom.

At the same time, a tall man in a closely buttoned rain-
coat, who had been watching the reporter narrowly, tossed
hig cigar over the rail, made certain that Tod went to his
stateroom, and then calmly went inside and descended to
the dining room.

At the entrance of this room he hesitated.a second, cast-
ing his eyes from wall to wall, Suddenly they wavered
and stopped, and a smile came to his thin lips just as
the colored head waiter approached him.

The stranger bent over and whispered a few magic
words into the other's ear. Hobart Klein, suddenly look-
ing up from his plate, beheld the otler chair at his table
being moved back, while a distinguished-looking passen-
ger, discarding a raincoat and cap, was preparing to sit
opposite him,

“With your permission,” the stranger said politely.

“Certainly,” Klein answered, taken aback slightly by the
ceremonions announcement,

“My one aversion to travel,” the newcomer said, seat-
ing himself, “is being compelled to occupy the same table

with unresponsive strangers.” Te smiled faintly. “I like
to pick my own company.”

“Honored, I am sure,” murmured Klein.

“Not at-all, my friend. It is all my pleasure” He

turned as the waiter placed a pad and pencil beside him
on the table.

“Possibly you will join me in

“Nothing to drink, thank you.”

The other bowed. “As you wish.”

Klein might have laughed, mentally, of course, at the
apparent affectation indulged in by his table companion,
had not his appearance been in keeping with his speech.
Klein studied him curiously as he wrote out his order
in a'firm, round hand.

The stranger was exceedingly thin, yet not too tall, and
his face, marvellously free from wrinkles, was as smooth
and white as a youth's of twenty. His eyes were coal-
black, and possessed that intangible something which
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writers like to term “probing.” When they were fastened
upon him, Klein felt in much the same way as when fac-
ing a camera. It came to him that those inscrutable black
orbs were lenses, and that every move he made, and every
expression that crossed his face, was instantaneously re-
corded and printed in the stranger’s brain. Those won-
derful eyes gave Klein an uncomfortable feeling at first
—in the light of what had passed during the last few
days; but this was forgotten when once the other re-
siimed the conversation.

When they had finished eating, and the stranger had
insisted upon Klein smoking one of his cigars, the for-
‘mer’s talk assumed a more personal tone.

“Am I not correct in surmising you to be an actor?”
he ventured to ask.

“That is what I like to constder myself,” Klein,an-
swered.

They both laughed. “It is too bad” said the other,
“that we have not different and varying degrees in that
profession, The word actor allows_go much latitude. In
the vernacular of the stage, Mansfield was an actor—and
_yet, a man who directs a troupe of educated seals may
be spoken of in the same term.”

“Or a trick bicycle rider,” added Klein.

“Exactly.” The stranger’s eyes clouded in a reminis-
cent manner. “I remember when we met before—" he
caught himself as Klein frowned.

“When e met before?” Klein broke out questioningly.

The stranger shook his head. “I—I had forgotten,” he
returned. “I—I was thinking of some one else. Anyway,
what I had to say was of htt!e value. Shall—shall we
go upstairs?”

A few minutes later they were seated in big easy-chairs
in the smoking saloon, The strains of the orchestra came
floating down the broad staircase, interrupted now and
again by the intermittent drone of the smokers.

A portly old gentleman was crossing the smoking-room
floor, and Klein noticed that his companion, the stranger,
was eying him rather closely, and with evident interest.
Perhaps ten minutes later a girl appeared at the top of
the broad staircase which led to the upper saloon, and,
catching sight of the old gentleman, who by this time
had found a chair, beckoned anxiously. As the latter ac-
knowledged the call, and was climbing the stairs to join
the girl, the stranger tossed away his cigar and arose to
his feet.

“You'll pardon me for a moment,”
left something in my stateroom.”

He hurried away, and Klein noticed, not a little curi-
ously, that he was following the portly old gentleman and
the girl who had called to him.

he said. “I—I have

CHAPTER X,
ON THE HURRICANE DECK.

Klein finished his cigar, which, by the way, was an ex-
ceedingly good one, speculating meanwhile over the ap-
pearance and actions of the giver. What a peculiar man
this stranger was! And what marvelous eyes he pos-
sessed! Klein could not rid himself of those probing, coal-
black orbs. They seemed to be staring out at him from
every wall.

Presently, after a vain attempt to rid himself of these
thoughts, he got up, saw that it was ten o'clock, and re-
solved to take a walk around the decks before turning
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in. A lively wind met him as he opened the d
boat, plowing through rougher water now, was
to roll slightly, Overhead, the moon was barely
through the heavy clouds. Neither shore line
seen, although to his right, on the Connecticut si
discerned the dimly flashing signals of a lighth

While Klein was pacing the deck, Irving Tod
wireless room. He had just written, and the opera
already crashing out, a message addressed to }
editor. It read: j

“Mr. Reep, Morning News: Got my man.
him arrested at Fall River in the morning. Will
details in time for noon edition.

The slim, black-eyed stranger who had carried o
versation with Klein in the dining saloon, and
the smoking room, and who had watched as Tod
into the wireless cabin, now slipped from his p
concealment, and followed the reporter,

“You can get Newport for me, I suppose?”
sharply of the operator.

“Yes, sir. Right away,” was the response.

“How long before the boat docks there?”

“We're due at two-thirty a. m.” /

The stranger appeared to weigh some matter
for the moment, tapping his long and white fing
desk. Tod was watching him with undisguised
Finally, as if his mind was made up, the strange
pencil and paper, and dashed ¢ ¥ a message. Th
and reread, then pushed it acrss to the waiting

“Of course, my man,” the st1anger announced
“this is confidential”

“Certainly, sir.”

The operator glanced at the two lines. Tod,
corner of his eye, did the same. The stranger’s
seemed to be directed elsewhere. This is what
tor read:

-

“Cuier oF Pouice, Newport, R. I.: Suspect al
Providence. Will take him off at Newport. !

The operator prepared to flash out the message, aid
moved slowly toward the door of the cabin.
“Tust one moment, my man,” broke in the s
—I will cancel, that message. It will be better,
He laid a half dollar upon the desk. “Sorry |
troubled you.”
“No trouble at all,” answered the operator,
the piece of silver, “If I can help you in any
The stranger stopped. Tod had left the cabin.
“Oh, by the way,”" began the stranger, as if he
denly remembered, “what was that young fello
here? Sending a message?” » ]
“Yes, sir.”” The wireless operator seemed only
eager to explain. ‘Undoubtedly the message which
sent had a great deal to do with the operator’s w
ness to talk.
“He's a reporter, sir. A New York repcrter
sent off a message. Here it is, sir.”
The stranger glanced with an air of mchﬁeren
few lines Tod had written to his e¢ity editor.
without a word, he turned and walked quickly out o
cabin. _
“Gee!” muttered the wireless man. “There's some
coming off to-night, all right. A plain-clothes shadoy
a news chaser! Wonder if they’re after the same gi



r, once out in the open and now all but
oon, moved at a slowei pace. The orchestra
since disappeared, as Rad the majority of
sengers. Here and there, sitting in the deep
a number of men were either reading the New
Boston papers, or conversing in low tones.

ted stewards glided back and forth., Lights were
‘out or dimmed. The steady throb, throb, of the
ecame more and more distinct in the silence. At
e boat quivered; the timbers creaked.

ger walked forward where a broad staircase
hurricane deck, and several of the more desir-
oms. Reaching there, he buttoned his coat
t his neck, and stepped through a narrow
into the open air. A fierce gust of wind all but
and he crouched in the shelter of a fire box
ment in order to catch his breath Then he
g the deck, head down.

ors of all the cabins situated here opened di-
the deck. The stranger walked straight to a

ne of these and knocked. After a moment of

: door was opened. The inquisitive face of the

gentleman who had left the smoking room

i the evening with the girl was disclosed.

is it?” he asked.

¢ Mr. Lydecker, I believe?” said the stranger.

itor leaned forward and drew back part of his
ing a badge. “I am a plain-clothes man, be-
the boat. 1 would like to speak with you for

"

or was opened, and the mewcomer stepped in.
was unusually wide, and contained a brass bed-
lace of berths.

gentleman, now frowning, motioned his guest
the two chairs. He had partly disrobed, and
jearing a heavy woolen smoking gown. \

m sorry to trouble you, Mr. Lydecker,” announced
nger. “But the fact is 1 have been asked by the
keep my' eye on your cabin. We have been
d lately by several puzzling robberies: Staterooms
ten entered, and the occupants robbed. As you are
well known, Mr. Lydecker, and are in the habit of
g not only money, but jewelry as well, I considered
to inform you confidentially, and also to insist
deposit with the purser all valuables you might
‘your person.”

Lydecker seemed relieved. “That's very kind of
I, he said. “Being engaged in the jewelry busi-
traveling a great deal between New York and
ntry place at Hudson, I am often compelled to
g grave responsibility in the matter of carrying valu-
The fact is, I had noticed you earlier in the evening
, noticed you were following my daughter and
ut, and 1 was rather nervous. Of course”—
ed now—"I understand your purpose. I have
of much value upon my person, and as for my
y 1 warned her to deposit what jewelry she had
urser.”

ective raised his brows. “Which she did?" he
every reason to believe so,” the other replied.

ger allowed a faint smile to hover about his
And then, even as Mr. Lydecker was on the
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point of speaking, he placed a hand in his coat pocket,
and brought to light a small chamois bag.

“Bless my soul!” was the exclamation that fell from
Mr. Lydecker’s lips,

The detective untied the strings, and dumped the con-
tents of the bag upon the coverlid of the bed.

“Those are familiar to you?” he asked.

“Why—why, bless me,” stammered the amazed Mr. Ly-
decker. “They are—are my daughter’s.”

A bracelet, two brooches, a tiny gold watch, heavily
studded with diamonds, and half a dozen valuable rings
were lying there on the white coverlid, ' A

“Your daughter, Mr. Lydecker, foolishly left this bag
under her pillow when she took a stroll on the deck. I
came upon the thief just as he had left the stateroom. For
certain reasons, we want to keep this matter under cover.
You understand, sir. T can rely upon you, Mr. Lydecker,
to say nothing of the robbery?” A

“Most assuredly,” the other returned. “Most assuredly,
sir. And—and I cannot tell you how deeply I appreciate
this—this—"

“Not at all, Mr. Lydecker,” interrupted the detective.
“It is all in the day's work.

“I hadn’t the slightest doubt but that my daughter placed
these trinkets with the purser.”

“I imagined as much. However, T trust this will teach
her a lesson. I"hope there are none of the”—he pause&
and sm1led using the other’s description—“trinkets miss-
ing.”

Mr. Lydecker bent down and picked over the articles,
checking them off aloud. “Not a thing gone. Not a thing,”
he repeated. “This—this is quite marvelous.” He straight-
ened, facing the detective.

“You must accept something more than thanks—" he
hegan, reaching in his pocket for his wallet.

But the stranger stayed his hand. “No, no, Mr. Ly-
decker,” he said. “I have only done my duty.”

“Then you will at least tell me your name,” the older
man said, apparently disappointed at the other’s unex-
pected refusal of a deserved reward. “I want to re-
member you.”

“I shall consider it an honor, Mr. Lydecker,” announced
the detective warmly, and at the same time producing a
case from which he selected a card. “This will intro-
duce me”

Mr. Lydecker accepted the card, read the name engraved
upon it, and promptly held out his hand.

“You are a credit to your profession, Mr. Jarge. I
shall not forget this very commendable act, I assure you.”

Mr. Jarge took the extended hand and pressed it.

“I may some day call upon you to remember that prom-
ise, Mr. Lydecker,” he said quietly. And all the time
his coal-black, inscrutable eyes were mentally recording
innumerable pictures of the flushed face before him.

“Good night.”

With this he turned, went out of the door, bowed his
head against the wind, and tramped back to the saloon.

CHAPTER XI.
BLUE EYES AND BLACK.

Hobart Klein had long since deserted the deck of the
boat, and sought the seclusion of his narrow stateroom,
where, divesting himself of his clothes, he thankfully
crawled between the sheets, and was soon asleep.
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Meanwhile Jarge, the detective, after his interview with
Mr. Lydecker, lighting a cigar, strolled down to the all
but empty smoking room. A curiously contented smile
hovered about his thin lips, and seemed to deepen the
fathomless mystery in his eyes. An observer, happening
upon him suddenly, might have deduced from this that the
detective was a man well satisfied with life—which, if the
truth had been known, was exactly Jarge’s state of mind.

Sitting there alone, enjoying his cigar, the smoke curling
lazily toward the ceiling, Jarge recalled an old adage—
one taught him in his school days, and which seemed
pamcu]arly approprlate at the present time.

& Well hegun is half done’"” he quoted; then chuckled:
“q wonder if there is any truth in that saying?”

His soliloquy was interrupted by the approach of a young
man with very blue eyes, who sank into an adjoining chair,
with the remark:

“] beg your pardon, sir, but might I have a few min-
utes' conversation?”

Jarge waved away the smoke from before his face; and
turned his head.. “Certainly, Mr. Tod.”

The reporter betrayed his surprise. “I—I see you know
me,” he said. “So there is no need of my introducing
myself.”

“You're a reporter from the New York Morning News”
Jarge went on. “You barely caught this boat when it
left the dock to-night. I noticed you. You are following
a certain passenger, and you intend having’him arrested
when he lands at Fall River.”

Tod's amazement increased. “That's it exactly,” he
replied. “But I hadn't the least idea you knew!”

" “Knowing happens to be my business.”

- “Of course,” Tod agreed, confused by the other’s em-
phatic declaration, “I—I knew you were a detective—and
that ‘is° why I—I—" He stammered to a pause, neg-
lecting to add that he had learned this fact throdgh read-
ing the other’s wireless an hour or so previous.

Jarge waited patiently for the perplexed reporter to con-
tinue. Finally, mustering all his courage, Tod resumed:

“I'm after a certain man on board this ship, It—it'll
mean a great deal to me if T succeed in having him ar-
rested at Fall River. His name is Hobart Klein, and
he is occupying stateroom number three hundred. He is—

“He is suspected of assailing a certain Delmar,” Jarge in-
terrupted, continuing the sentence without hesitation. “He
was discovered shortly before the arrival of the police by
the landlady of the rooming house, a Mrs, Wold. He
was wearing the clothes of the man he attacked, He made
an attack also on Mrs., Wold, and escaped.”

“And--and—" Tod wavered.

“And yesterday he was found in the lobby of the Albany
Hotel by a reporter of the News,” broke in Jarge, “Once
more he made his escape, after a terrific battle in a
taxicab.”

A sheepish grin spread over Tods face, “I—l guess
you know the whole story,” he said. “Everything's cor-
rect except the last, 1 was the reporter who found him
—but there was nq battle. He simply proved to be the
cleverer of us, and—"

“How can I be of any service to you?r”

“Klein is wanted by the New York police. I must get
him back there. ['ve promised my editor—I've already
wired him. It will mean a great scoop for the Naws.
I want to have the story ready for rhc morning edition,”

“Barring the unexpected, of course,” observed Jarge.

“What do you mean?” exclaimed Tod.

“Well, you should know, Mr, Tod. You read my
sage to-night in the wireless room—the message
tended sending to the Newport chief of police.”

Tod flushed. The accusation, which of course wal
truth, took him by surprise. He was not equal to ¢
ing off the 51tuatiou with a bluff. His face betr
thoughts. .

“Then—then you—you are going to arrest this ma

“At Newport, ves. We'll be there in another hou

Tod looked crestfallen. Jarge smoked silently.
denly the reporter brightened.

“See here,” he exclaimed, “this will fit in with
all right! I'll get off with you at Newport. 1 ca
my story in to New York in time for the early e
Once this Klein is in the hands of the police hell
fess. I'll get it all down, and scoop every other
New York.” His eyes were sparkling. “You
any objection to that, have you?” he asked hopefull

“It doesn't matter to me,” Jarge answered. ‘I
want to get off with us at Newport T can’t stop you,
ever,” he added, “my prisoner will not be allowuc[
until after I have delivered him to the local polm

“Well,” said Tod reluctantly, “it won't make m
ference to me, just so long as no other reporter
the scent. I've simply got to have that story

This time, he joyfully told himself, nothing wo
carry. Klein, the suspect, was as good as arreste
would be the first and the only reporter on the jo
ure was impossible! Why, Newspaper Row
with his praises to-morrow!

“I'll show old Reed,” he muttered later. “Hellll
on the other side of his mouth when he gets my
Then he'll beg me to stay on the staff—and I'll
fingers ih his face. This will end my newspap
I'll have proved my worth. Then Claire and [
drew in a deep and trembling breath, and gave hi
up to the building of glorious air castles. A

TO BE CONTINUED.

TOPSY-TURVY.

Here is a note about a man named Carl Majer,
sesses a peculiar accomplishment. We should thi
ever, 2 more valuable one would be the ability
with both hands™at once.. But what Carl Maier can
to hegin a letter at the end, and then work backws
the beginning. e

It seems just as easy for him to remember
and letters of a sentence in reversed order as if
their regular rotation, It is an easy matter for i
think backward, and, what is more astonishing, he
upside down. The letters are all inverted as he le
them when writing. And again, in performing -'
which, one thinks, would require all the power
tion of his brain, he is not disturbed by carrying
versation with you, no matter how foreign the s
may be. :

Maier's performance would make one almeo
the theory recently promulgated by a scientist,
have double-barrel brains. If you repeat a 8§
Maier, no matter how long it may be, after heariny
he will commence and write the sentence verbati
ing at the last letter of the last word, and finish
through to the first letter of the first word, =
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"'ngest Canoe Voyage Halted by Ice.

y young fellow waiked into a Chicago athletin
turnéd to gaze at him, and little wonder. His
d chin were covered with a curly brown beard.
ulticolored sweater jacket he wore more sweaters
tted toque warmed his ears. A pair of laced
boots completed the outfit.

ars ago Bob Zimmerman was a fancy diver and
r at the Central Y. M. C. A. and later at the
hletic Club. He was better than the usaal
atic athletes, and his coaches expected him to
national champion. He dropped from sight one
o one knew where he was living.

last fall—October zoth, to be exact—two young
d into a sixteen-foot cance at Ottawa, Canada.
. Zimmerman, who carried credentials from the
| Athletic Association, The other was Fred C.
the Wanderers' Club, of Halifax.

air plied husky arms and shoulders to the paddles,
northward in the Ottawa River. All that day
any days afterward they paddled until they shot
Nipesing. From there they entered the Trench
then came down to Georgian Bay and thence
Huron, through the Mackinac Straits and down
ast of Lake Michigan, until the other day they
through ice into the Michigan City harbor. The
i the journey into Chicago was completed on

down the east shore, they were forced to fight
¢ icebergs, for continued west winds have piled
ks fiftéen feet along the east shore. They have
d their canoe at Michigan City, but will start
the ice breaks in the spring, and plan to
2 back to Chicago, then down the river to the gulf,
hich they will go through the Panama Canal—
the longest canoe journey ever attempted.
an is in wonderful physical condition, dug to
en-air life he has lived during the past months.

Lays His Fall to Fast Pace.

d to travel too fast a pace—a pace that kills. T
led and fell, and now I'm ready to take my medicine
patter how bitter it may be. It's been a lesson I'll
- ” .
thisson, twenty-three years old, married recently,
arrested and confessed to robbing the State Bank
ersville, Mo., of $3,000, expressed himself thus
ed with a far-away stare through the bars of a
ice headquarters.
in Detectives Parish Nickel and Peter Spellman
Atkisson in his room at the Kupper Hotel he had
ssession $1,037 of the stolen money.
i came just in time,” the former bank bookkeeper
detectives. “I was going té start for Alaska in
of hours.”
ing to Atkisson’s statement to the police, he
time lock on the bank's vault, took $3000 and
he loved, and drove to Houston, Mo. There
denied a marriage license, on account of the
' his swectheart.

" started,” the young absconder said.

The bride of less than a month was Miss Ethel Har-
mon, seventeen years old, an unsophisticated country girl,
who now is at her home in Summersville. The abscond-
ing husband believes his bride will stay with him through
his trouble.

Atkisson had worked at the bank four years and was
bookkeeper and assiStant cashier. He blames all his
trouble on trying to court a daughter of one of the
directors of the bank, who, he says, is now married and
living in Kansas City.

“It was trying to trot out of my class that got me
“I began stealing
the first day I began working in the bank.

“Yes, there was a girl in the case—but not the dear little
country girl I married and disgraced. Let me tell you,
a pretty, wealthy g{"rl who wants to have a good time is
a great temptation to a forty-five-dollar-a-month bank
clerk. 1 was trying to keep up with her when I started
to work in the bank in which her father was a big
stockholder.

“I began taking little dabs at first. Then I took more,
and finally, after the rich girl had married another
fellow, I decided to plunge. T was in so bad that I thought
it was the only thing to do. But I just couldn't leave
the girl T loved behind.

“It almost broke my heart when I did tell her. She
is an innocent little girl. I bought her fine clothes and
jewelry and she was so happy until she found out she had
a crook for a husband.

“I did not spend my money foolishly. I do not drink
to excess. i

“T never took a drink, smoked a cigarette, or stole a
penny in my life before I began going with the banker's
daughter. She started me—she was a highflyer.”

Aged People Die in Flames.

Four aged women burned to death when the Cambridge,
Mass., City Home, a three-story structure in the North
Cambridge district, was swept by fire late at night. An-
other woman was probably fatally burned and scores of
the 238 inmates suffered from burns or shock, and were
taken to hospitals. The property loss is estimated at about
$75,000.

The fire is thought to have been caused by spontaneous
combustion in the paint room on the first floor. The
flames rushed up through a dumb-waiter shaft to the
sleeping quarters on the third floor. Firemen, policemen,
and spectators assisted in carrying the inmates, most of
whom were aged men and women, down fire escapes
and ladders.

Crippled Woman a Live Reporter.

Mrs, Warren Johnson, of Mount Pleasant, Mich., is the
oldest newspaper woman in Michigan and probably the
oldest in the United States. At present, at the age of
eighty-two, she is a reporter for the Isabella County
Enterprise.

Mrs. Johnson began reporting long after she passed
the forties and is still in the game, although she con-
fines her activities to a neighborhood beat. As long as
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she has been on the Enterprise she has never taken a
vacation and never shirked her duties. Never a big story
broke out on her beat but she had it cornered and hung
out to dry before her adversary heard of it. She has
seemed to have the inside track on everything.

Six months ago Mrs. Johnson was stricken with paraly-
sis. The readers of the Enterprise learned of it with decp
regret. They feared this would cause her withdrawal
from the staff and the consequent absence of her spicy
contributions. Not so, however, for she quickly rallied
sufficiently to return to her work with Warren’s assistance.

Sudden Tests of Engineers.

Engineers and firemen of Western railroads sprung
a surprise witness at the hearing before the Federal wage-
arbitration board in Chicago, when B. P. Young, a half-
breed Indian and an engineer on the Kansas division of
the Union Pacific, was called to reénforce the employees’
opposition to “surprise” tests.

“I have had two surprise tests in the last year,” ex-
plained Engineer Young. “I remember one, near New
Cambria, Kan, where I swung around a curve at the
rate of a mile a minute with apassenger train. The
switch light, about 150 feet ahead of me, suddenly turned
red. A man must have a strong heart to stand such a
- strain. For all that T knew at the time the entire train
would have been hurled over the bank if it were not
stopped.”

The witness also testified Kansas legislators already
had put in force a statute directed against the practice
of surprise tests.

; Height at Which Birds Fly.

“It is even more difficult to estimate height than dis-
_tance, and when one reads how once again the height
record has been broken by some daring aviator, one is
puzzled how to realize what the figures of his record
really mean. Well, at any rate, we have the birds as a
standard of comparison,” says the London Chronicle.
“Compared with Mr. Raynham's recent 15000 feet, the
common birds of England are mere groundlings, for gen-
erally they fly at no greater height than goo feet. When
migrating, however, they mount higher, though even then
the wild goose—the loftiest of them—seldom reaches 2,000
feet. The highest flyer in the world is the great condor,
which sometimes rises five miles.”

Qil “Struck’ Thirty Years Before ‘Discovery.”
The story of the finding of petroleum many years
before the date of its discovery as generally given is told

by J. M. Root, of Junction City, Kan, who had it from

his grandmother many years ago. Mr. Root's grand-
mother, Mrs. Burns, was a member of a Scottish colony
that came to Pennsylvania to settle, following persecu-
tions by the British in Scotland. One of their number
had been sent to America to pick out a location that
resembled as nearly as possible their own Scottish high-
lands, and picked on Pennsylvania.

About ninety years ago, according to the story as told
to Mr. Root by his grandmother, in this Pennsylvania
settlement the settlers sank a deep well in quest of salt.
They struck a thick, black fluid, according to Mrs. Burns’
description, that came to the top of the well and over-
flowed onto the ground. In some manner it caught fire

" and burned up the well-digging machinery.
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Those were the days of superstition, h
by common agreement the scttlers kept quiet
the wonderful fluid that would burn, for th
would be regarded as witchcraft, and feared
story would work against their best interests,
made no effort to ascertain what the fluid was. Mo
thirty years aftérward petroleum was “discover

- Wrong Man Hanged.

A murder mystery of twenty years ago was br
to life in a sensational manner when Chief of |
Gleason, of Chicago, received a letter declaring th
man found guilty of the crime and hanged went |
death an innocent man.

The man who was hanged for the murder wa:
Painter. The victim was Miss Alice Martin,
beatent to death in a brutal manner May 18, 180
Painter was sent to the gallows January 26,
testing his innocence.

+ The letter to Chief Gleason was as follows:

“Will you try to find the address of any of
George Painter’s family? George was hanged in
for the murder of Alice Martin. He was inn
the crime. If you find any of the family, tell
write me. I will take the stigma off the famil
respectfully, R. W, Baxter, Buffalo, Il

The chief sent the letter to Captain W. P. O'B
of the detective bureau, who detailed Policewon
Clement to make a search for relatives of Painter

‘Miss Martin was murdered at 86 South Green
It was nearly a year before Painter was arrest
charged with the crime. Circumstantial evidence
him was strong, but he made a bitter fight
life.

Painter declared his love for Alice Martin.

“Tf T killed Alice Martin—the girl T dearly lo
the woman I loved so much that I would almost cor
a crime for her, I pray this minute, my last minute
earth—that the eternal God will put me into et
hell,” said Painter, on the scaffold. L

“Look here, gentlemen, if there is one man among
who is an American, 1 say to you on his soul—on
soul, T say—see that the murderer of Alice Marti
found. Good-by." s,

A strange incident in connection with the ha
was recalled by Chief Gleason to-day.

“The rope broke once with Painter, according to
recolléction,” the chief said. “Painter fell to the
floor. The rope was adjusted about his neck again,
he was hanged, still swearing he was innocent”

Rare Discovery Made.

With the head of an elephant, tusks meas
feet, and a body resembling nothing else ever:
come out of the sea, the body oi an eighty-foot n
has been discovered off Isle Dernier, in the
gulf. =
The following telegram was sent by G. J. Labatre
A. M. Dupont, planters, to President Wilson, Repr
tive Broussard, the Smithsonian Institute, and the
ana Conservation Commission : \ 4

“It is our pleasure to announce that Louisi
furnished to history and science the most wond



ries—a leviathan eighty feet long, six-
~and weighing approximately ninety tons.
e head of an elephant; eyes and jaws of
e; the tongue is of jellylike construction,
suckers, and shaped like the trunk of an
tusks protrude in a straight line five feet
hteen inches wide at the jaw, and the thing
was a vegetarian,”

wi, of the staff of the American Museum
History, has returned to New York City
d Sea River, in Alberta, with many notable
an extended dinosaur hunt. He obtained
rtant specimens of the dinosaur, who flourished
s ago, and a larger collection than any
ed on previous trips of exploration. A car-
sils, which has arrived recently at the mu-
ve the institution mounted skeletons of every
s of the great dinosaur. The chief speci-
first known skeleton of the ornithomimus.
jithomimus was a carnivorous dinosaur, rather
ction, but in general build resembling the
saurus, largest of all the flesh eaters,” said
“We also found two complete examples of
lonius, a horned, herbivorous creature, charac-
short orbital horns and nasal horns of unusual
about two-thirds of the size of the large
- Our expedition also discovered a complete
the big ankylosaurus, which is equipped with
I and which also has plates under its belly,
que specimen of the dinosaur.

One-patron Phone Company.

me telephone subscriber is all that the Haven
¢ Company, of Yoder, Kan, is serving. The
serving him at a loss, but he refused to have
disconnected. The company has appealed to
ities cominission for relief.

- This Parson Has Record of 2,500.
] Marks, of Newberry, and Miss Bessie Price,
Marie, were united in marriage, the event
culiar interest to the Rewerend Thomas R.
of Newberry, Mich., the officiating clergyman.
tials brought up to an even 2,500 Mr. Easter-
of wedding ceremonies performed. No other
‘in the entire Northwest, it is believed, has tied
imonial knots as he.
day was ordained a Presbyterian minister
ears ago. He has retired from the pulpit, but
§ 45 the Soo’s favorite “marrying parson,” and his
as prospects of attaining the 3,000 mark. Mr.
has for vears been Chippewa's commissioner of
he duties of this position almost continually
all parts of the county.

Held Captive by Cannibals,

| of the cannibals” in Kongo Free State, Africa,
ears, according to his own story, George Grant
aged thirty-nine, a chemist of Elm  Grove,
ng, took out a license at Pittsburgh, Pa., to
Anna Fisher, 5504 Walnut Street. The cere-
performed the same evening in the bride’s home,
wcouple then left for Baltimore, Md., where they

‘a delay in procuring a marriage license, a
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swarthy-skinned man of small stature, regaled the clerks
at the marriage-license office with a tale of his adven-
tures. ; '
Washington said he was born in Boloho, Kongo Free
State, the only son of Charles A. and Helena Washington,
who were doing missionary work among the natives.
When he was three years of age, he was stolen from
his mother by a cannibal tribe known as the “Madgu-
quana.” Washington said the cannibals carried him to a
distant village, which took several days of traveling
through dense forests.

“When 1 was eight years of age 1 was made the god
of the tribe,” said Washington, “and held that position
until T was eighteen. During that time I was treated
with the greatest respect and honor. When I went be-
fore them, decorated with feathers and paint, the natives
would fall down before me and offer up sacrifices of
wild animals, as homage to me. At no time was I left
unguarded. )

“After being a god for fifteen years, I was rescued
by Doctor W, C. Ferguson, a Methodist missionary of
Washington, D. C., who belonged to the same group of
missionaries as my parents, and was residing in the same
town where I had been kidnaped. On the day I was
rescued word came into camp, by one of the cannibals,
that a group of white people was in the vicinity. We im-
mediately went out to meet them. As we came upon them,
a woman in the crowd refused to flee, but came toward
me, I being the leader of the party. She threw her arms
about my neck and at that instant my gnards killed
her. y

“That night I was aroused by Doctor Ferguson, who
came back to rescue me, having recognized me as the
child stolen from Bolobo. After much difficulty we
reached Cape Town, South Africa. I was placed in a
Catholic missionary college, and, after five years, T mas-
tered the English language.

“Not until T left the missionary college did I learn
that T had been kidnaped, or that the woman who had
thrown her arms about my neck was my mother, who
had recognized her son. Doctor Ferguson then took me
to Cairo, Egypt, where I completed my education. In
company with Doctor Ferguson I traveled through the
Holy Land and then came to the United States with my
rescuer. After visiting several of the important cities
here, T settled in Wheeling. During my education in Cape
Town, I took up the study of chemistry, and have followed
that ever since.”

Sidelights on Great War,

When the call to arms resounds over the land, and the
harber, the wditer, the clerk, and the baker leave their |
tasks to put on the aniform of their country and hecome
man-killers, what cmotions grip their hearts, what pic-
tures pass through their brains!

Few men have availed themselves of the present extraor=
dinary opportunity for analytic research. Few have taken
the trouble to recall the emotions with which they went
to war. One who has done so is a young Austrian
lawyer, who has been taken to Vienna from the battlefields
of Galicia because he is suffering from a flesh wound.

While lying on his cot he has taken the time to
“plot” his feelings in the various experiences through which
he passed in the last few months, and here it is, trans-
lated almost word for word from the German, in which
he told it to a man at his bedside:
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“When we were called out about three months ago, 1
remember distinctly having two ideas concerning the war.
First 1 was filled with great patriotic enthusiasm, with
joy that Austria was about to wage war agamst our old
enemy, Russia. 7

“At the same time I felt a want of confidence in my-
self. 1 had been, as it happened, a long time an officer
of the reserves, but felt that I was little better than an
ordipary civilian and also was the possessor of a delicate
taste for the sedentary life. I was a bit afraid of my
own ability to accomplish anything, for even if I viewed
myself in the most favorable light, it did not occur to
me that I had any heroic qualities.

“The trust of the soldiers was a surprise even
to myself. 1 became commander of a body of soldiers
of a regiment of the Landsturm, largely men of middle
age and fathers of families. The trust of soldiers made
me strive to rise to their measure of me.”

Fiod $2,000 in a Keg.

Relatives of William Taylor, an aged bachelor, whose
home was near Florence, Tenn., and who died a few days
ago, are searching barrels, boxes, and every conceivable
hiding place in the neighborhoorl of his log cabin in
search of the money which he is known to have hidden
on the premises.

About $3,000 has already been found. Over $2,000 was
discovered in a nail keg in the smokehouse. Most of this
was paper money and had small holes eaten in it, pre-
sumably by crickets. Silver and gold coins were found
in a shot sack.

Taylor had on deposit about $7,000 in different banks.
He lived alone on his farm of 108 acres, which he bought,
more than thirty years ago, for $y00.

Ravines Choked With Bodies.

The French, having retaken *Lesmenils, are digging
trenches, setting inclined stakes, laying a network of barbed
wire, and building obstacles of trees and branches in order
to protect their position. A soldier gave some details
of the fighting there.

“I do not ever wish to return there,” he said. “The
dead bodies were piled so high we had to climb over the
heaps. While advancing ‘T stepped on a head which had
been separated from the body. The ground was strewn
with arms and legs. The ravines were choked with
bodies lying in a tangled mass. It was pitiful to hear
the wounded crying for water and for their families,
especially their mothers. Some of the troops were un-
manned by these terrible scenes.”

All the factories in the neighborhood of Verdun and
Toul are being employed to make war material. Special
shell factories have been improvised in other places.
Scrap iron from the buildings wrecked by shells is being
collected for use in these factories.

Heroes of the Mail Service.

The hardships and dangers that winter brings to Uncle
Sam’s heroes of the rural-mail service are now in evi-
dence, and were even partial details of thrilling experiences
during the recent extraordinary cold spells available, no
doubt more than one carrier could justly lay new claim
to heroism and genuine American pluck.

One instance of terrible death and awful suffering, in
which two rural carriers were the victims, is reported
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from Cheboygan, Mich. In thls case, where
undaunted pair took every chance when the
Christmas spirit pointed the way, both found
adrift on an ice floe in Lake Huron, and one
pelled to yield up his life to the call of duty.
dead from exposure and with hands and feet bad
Fred Roberts, thirty-cight years old, a carrier
Cheboygan and Bois Blanc Island, crawled as
drifting twenty-eight 'hours on an-ice floe
weather has caused the death of his compani
White.

The men with their dog sledges left Bois B
after delivering the Christmas mail. When halfw
the straits, the ice parted, and they found themsely
in Lake Huron. They were shelterless and expos
the bitter cold all night. a

Several times the men and their sledges broke
the ice. White finally succumbed. Roberts, in
desperate effort, succeeded, with the assistance of
in reaching shore when the floe neared land,
miles east of Cheboygan.

Five Dead in Florida Fire.

Harry Alvey, his wife, and three children were
to death when fire destroyed their home near !
Haven, Fla.

Their charred bodies were found together i in
of the children’s room. Alvey was a retired [
capitalist.

Joker in the Line.

During night drill in England, a practice m
sent along the line of one of the recruit battalio
passed in a whisper from man to man. It star
one end: “Enemy advancing on right flank;
enforcements.” And this is how it reached the
“Enemy advancing with ham shank; send three
pence.” The commanding officer was unable to ¢
the intervening wag.

Ends Fiftieth Year in White House.

White House offitials, from President Wi
recently celebrated Colonel William H. Crook’s
of service at the executive mansion.

Colonel Crook’s official title is “chief disbursing g
but he is more widely known as the “White Hou
pedia.” From Lincoln to Wilson is a good, lo
of service, and fully half of the White House
of to-day are matters of Colonel Crook’s experi
whenever a matter relating to the dim and dusty 2
of the White House comes up, Colonel Crook is
upon to throw light upon it. ;

Colonel Crook has said that he believed t
been on duty the night Lincoln was shot, the as
tion, would never have heen accomplished. Th
at thc timé was a member of President Lincoly
guard, and he had been on duty for twenty-f
continuously when Lincoln started for Ford’s Th
Tenth Street, where he was shot.

The colonel says he begged the president to |
accompany him, but Lincoln, with his usual co
for those around 'him, rememhered that Crook hi
on duty for a day and a night, and insisted th
member of the bodyguard accompany the pa
guard, as it appears, allowed himself to become &



performance than in his duty, and Booth
enter the president's bex unobserved and
atal shot.

White House custom that started daring
time which he cannot explain. Last Easter
arose regarding the origin of the egg-
on the south lawn of the White House.
k was appealed to for information, but, much
he had none to offer.

as told a story of how Nellie Grant, daugh-
ent Grant, had been confined to the White
er during the Grant administration, and how
started through President Grant inviting the
Washington to roll their Easter eggs with
White House lawn, the colonel merely shook

 Fake to Country and Sweetheart.

ximately 5,400 miles from Warsaw, Russia,
Benjamin Cohen, aged twenty-six, who lived
when orders to mobolize were issued, was
ke the trip to evade military service.

em of avoiding enlistment was solved by his
fiss Ida Gordon, twenty-two years old, who
port for him under an assumed name. She
money for his fare and promised to come
he should ‘send for her.

ame to Chicago. He is an expert machinist
',t'roublc in getting a job. About three months
: Miss Gordon to come.

but in the meantime Cohen had noticed the
ween the American girls and those in the
___i_of Russia. He had forgotten his love for

not cordial. He obtained lodging for her
he if she didn't want to go back to Russia.
was making fifty dollars a week and offered
way. He had changed his mind about mar-
Che told her, She wasn't as pretty and didn't
as the American girls.
Gordon had no intention of traveling 5400
o Russia alone. She refused to accept the

soon ran out and Cohen refused to give her
she consulted an attorney. The latter filed
10,000 damages for breach of promise in the

don has no friends, no money, and is about
ted from the boarding house,” said her attorney.

Hunter Didn't Mean to Do It.

om, of Jefferson City, Mo., a member of the
Hunting Club, while hunting in the big-
¢ of the club on the Osage River, saw a wild
¢ in the woods. He fired at it and was, of
d to sce that his aim was good. He was
and chagrined when he went to pick up the
that he had killed three turkeys with one

st the game law for a hunter to kill more
ild turkeys in one day, so Isom had unwit-
glated the law. He immediately hunted up the
warden, whose home is in the preserve, and
% see but one turkey when I shot, and had
: ..°f killing the other two,” said Isom, in cx-
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planation to the warden.
could not be avoided.”
Examination of the ground showed that the two turkeys,
not seen by Isom, were standing directly in line back of
the one he shot at, hence all three of them were killed.

“It was just an accident that

Dog is a Clever Detective.

Frederick Rowland, agent at the union station, Joplin,
Mo, owns a dog that is claimed to be the best detector
of “bootleggers” in Joplin. A few weeks ago “Sport”
walked up to a man who was holding two suit cases and
waiting for the Oklahoma train. The dog began sniffing
at the suit case, and the man tried to kick him away.

But Sport decided to stay, and began to bark, thus at-
tracting the attention of a policeman. The suit cases
were opened and were found to be filled with bottles of
liquor. Since then the dog has repeated the stunt many
times. He has ncever made a mistake, consequently he
is a great friend of the officers—but not of the boot-
leggers.

. Pastor Olfers Divotce Cure.

A set of rules to prevent husband or wife seeking
refuge in the divorce court or seeking happiness with a
soul mdte has been offered in a sermon by the Reverend
C. W. Blodgett, pastor of the Clifton Methodist Episco-
pal Church, at Cincinnati, Ohio. ;

“Gossip is destructive,” he said. “The man who will
go about and complain of his wife is a coward. The
woman who listens to silly twaddle of busybodies is unfit
for home. Not one girl in a thousand is fit to marry
under twenty, and no man under twenty-five."

The pastor said every man, before he is married,
should be compelled to swear he will stay at home at least
two nights every week.

Ranchers Want to See League Games.

Bruning, Neb., population 363, has applied for admis-
sion to the Nebraska State Baseball League. The appli-
cation is backed with coin. In the 363 are rich ranch-
men, who have chipped in so the little burg may have real
big-town baseball.

Smother Bees for Honey.

Scientific larceny is responsible for the loss of 40,000
honey bees and 100 pounds of honey belonging to George
A. Beetem, near Carlisle, Pa. Beetem, as one of the more
prominent bee culturists, has acquired distinction, but of
late years has had serious mishaps.

Last year thousands of Beetem's bees were killed by
feeding in orchards which had been sprayed by State
officials. Night before last honey thieves invaded Beetem’s
yardﬁ and burned flour sulphur under the hives, suffocat-
ing more than 40,000 bees. Thus, the invaders captured
the hongy without being stung. A short time ago sixty-
seven turkeys in Beetem's yard were poisoned,

White Mice on Submarine Craft,

It is generally known that canary birds are utilized in
coal mines to detect the presence of deadly gases, espe-
cially by rescue parties exploring wrecked chambers in
search of victims of explosions. Some one discovered
that the canary—the ordinary little yellow singing bird—
was peculiarly susceptible to the effects of this gas, hence
their employment for such purposes.
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Now we have white mice utilized for a similar pur-
pose. Im the submarines, now playing so important a
part in naval warfare, a deadly gas is also formed that
affects the occupants much as the gas in coal mines affects
the miners and rescuers—and is equally difficult of detec-
tion. In this case, it has been discovered that the white
mice, especially the breed called “dancing mice,” that may
be seen in any animal dealer’s shop, were as susceptible
to this deadly gas as the little canaries were to the coal-
mine gas. Accordingly, every submarine now carries, as
an essential part of its equipment, a cage of these little
dancers.

When the boat is running beneath the surface—which
is the time and condition when the deadly gas is formed,
due to the action of the chemicals used in operating the
boat—these little mice are carefully watched. When one
of them is overcome, the boat either rises to the sur-
face and pumps in a supply of fresh air or, if that is
impossible, oxygen is liberated from the liberal supply
of tanks carried on board until the mouse revives. The
oxygen is then cut off, for an oversupply of it is likely
to work harm among the human heings compelled to
breathe it too freely.

Queer Reptile is Captured.

A curious, strange specimen of lizard or scorpion was
captured by Walter T. Todd, near the trolley station of
the Chambersburg, Greencastle & Waynesboro Street
Railway Company, at Highfield, Pa. The reptile, or
what not, was about eight inches in length, and the color
of brick dust. It was found lying on the ground, only
a few feet from the station, and on account of the
rain and cool weather, was unable to use its locomotive
powers very actively and was easily captured.

The reptile had an elongated body without scales, four
short legs, and short tail, and its body was almost as
tough as rubber. Where it came from no one seems
to know.

Dakota Wants Some Belgians.

North Dakota is seeking a colony of Belgians. 1t is
thought they can be brought here in the spring, and Gov-
ernor Hanna would like to locate about one hundred heads
of families in this State. They would be especially
valuable at a time when North Dakota is making an effort
at better farming and dairying and live-stock raising.

A representative of the State may be sent to Belgium
to interest prospective settlers,

Suspended By Wedding Ring.

Mrs. Rheese Budd, an elderly woman, of Trenton, N. J,,
was standing on a chair fixing a curtain, when she lost
her balance. She threw her hand out to stop the fall
and her wedding ring caught over a gas jet. For some
time she hung suspended by the ring, but by struggling
managed to release herself.

The flesh of the finger was torn completely away and
it was amputated at McKinley Hospital,

Wears Diamonds in Her Skin,

One of the chorus girls in “The Débutante,” at the
Knickerbocker Theater, in New York, has started a fad
that may never become popular. She wears a diamond
butterfly fastened to her bare shoulder blade. Every
night, when the young woman turns her bare back on

_bed and whining. He then ran into the room wi

the audience, there'is a gasp from the front roy
murmur of wonder from the bejeweled ladies
boxes. b

“How does she make it stay on?” they ask
And the answer is that surgery accomplished t

A careful little incision was made with a ses
shoulder blade, and a cauterizing instrument
through the two holes to prevent blood poison
night the butterfly pin is gently inserted and £
to the other end of the pin. In this way the little
girl has succeeded in beating the ladies of the sp
to a genuine novelty in the way of wearing ge

Pet Dog Saves Two Women.

The pet dog of Mrs. T. B. Loniger, Olive
Sacramento, Cal., saved the life of his owner |
mother after they had been overcome by gas
a stove in which lampblack was being burned.
Mrs. Loniger was awakened by the dog ju

[

mother was sleeping. Mrs. Loniger followed
her mother unconscious on the floor. Mrs, Loni
unconscious while trying to revive her mother.

The dog then ran to the room of J. Rice, a
and aroused him.” Rice fell from the gas fumes
room where the women lay, but opened all the ¢
windows and called a doctor. The women were 1

Juut Heard of War.

A sailing vessel recently arrived in New Ye
crew did not know there was a war until signal
the harbor by a British cruiser. She was the |
bark Padang. She left Padang, Sumatra, A
with a cargo of coffee, and the Brilis!( cruises
first vessel she spoke to during her entire)passa

High Rent for Fruit Stand.

What is believed to be one of the most expe
stands in the world has just been contracted {6
D. Antonopoulos, a Greek, who has signed a
three years, agreeing to pay $21,000 rent ea
the privilege of maintaining his stand in the
Staten Island, New York, ferry terminal.

Germans Blown Up by Mine,

French soldiers from the trenches bring mn'
details of the battles in Bois-le-Pretre and Bois
marfre. In the former the Germans were blow
mine; and in the latter it was the French
shattered by subterranean explosions. The
that the woods are in a terrible condition,
being covered with bodies mangled beyond reee
Arms, legs, and fragments of flesh hang from the b
of the trees and a German head still wearing a
helmet grins from a crotch of a tree. Three
have been reduced to matchwood. Y
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