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BE A CERTIFICATEDELECTRICIAN

A  real position like this—for you
The country needs thousands of trained, Certificated Electricians to fill good positions—and at big 
pay. It's  all a m atter knowing how, and I will teach you by my up-to-date, modem instruction. You 
can leam at home, without interfering with your regular work, by my highly successful metlxxl of 
H om e Instruction in Practical Electricity. Prepare NOW, and lx? ready in a few months to earn your

$6 5  to $175 a Week
Send for This Book

My book, "IIOW  
ELECTRICIAN','

T o  BECOME AN* EXPERT 
lias started thousands of

yountf m en on th e  w ay to  sp len d id  su ccess . A new  edition  
o f  th is  Isstk  h a s  j u s t  lieen p r in te d . I w a n t e v e ry  young  
m an in te re s te d  in E le c t r ic i ty  to  h av e  a  copy and  will 
send  you one A B S O L U T E L Y  F R E E  A N D  1‘R E P A ID . 
W rite  m e to-day .

How I Train My Students
As Chief Engineer of the Chicago Engineering 
Works I know exactly the kind of training a man
n eeds to  e n ab le  him  to  g e t  an d  hold good positions, and  to 
e a rn  b ig  pay . I h ave  tra in e d  h u n d red s  o f  m en w ho a re  
h o ld ing  sp len d id  e le c tr ic a l p o sitions. M any  a re  now  su c 
ce ss fu l E le c tr ic a l C o n trac to rs .

I give each of my students personal attention 
ami a c< implete and thorough training I 

g iv e  him  a  S P L E N D ID  E L E C T R IC A L  O U T
F IT  F R F E . a n d  m uch  o f  th e  t ra in in g  is  done 

by a c tu a l  w o rk . W hen m y s tu d e n ts  g ra d u 
a te  an d  rece iv e  th e ir  C e r tif ic a te  th ey  a re  

r i‘a ' ly f " r s* rea l position . B u t still m ore , 
r  W  a t  an y  tim e  you w ish you can  com e to
Logmeer o u r sp len d id ly  e q u ip p ed  E lec tr ica l
C O O K E , S h o p s  fo r  sp ec ia l t ra in in g . No
Dept. 43X o th**r school can  g iv e  you this.
1918 Sussy tide Are.,

C h ic a g o , III.
SIR: S em i a t  o n r e  f u l l r  

(>rt-t>ai<l an il r n t i r c ly  f r e e —
iia r t i r u la r a  t .f  y o u r  

•r< -a t o ffe r  fo r  U ila m o n th .

A Real Opportunity for You
W ishing is never going to make your dreams 
come true. You’ve got to s t u d y  to l e a r n .  
A m an  is w o rth  12 o r  $3 a  d ay  from  his n eck  dow n and 
no m ore: h u t th e re  is n o  lim it to  w h a t h e  c a n  be worth 
fro m  h is neck  up .
A trained m ind is what gets the big pay. It 
is this train ing  that you need, ami I can train 
you in  a  few  m o n th s . A re  you a m b itio u s  to  m a k e  a  real 
su ccess—th en  sen d  m e th e  cou p o n  —to-day .

Electrical Outfit Free
To every student who answers this ail I am 
giving a Splendid Hlectric.il < Mitfit of standard 
s ize  E lec tr ica l Tools. I n s tru m e n ts ,  M ateria ls, e tc .. ab»o- 
lu te ly  f re e . F u th e rm o re . to  ev e ry  E lec tr ica l S tu d e n t 1 
Rive a  tru ly  v a lu a b le  s u rp r ise  t h a t  I ca n n o t e x p la in  here.

Free Employment Service
I am continually receiving requests from em
ployers to send them tr.iined Electrical men
I a s s is t  m y s tu d e n ts  to  se c u re  good p o sitions. I keep in 
to u ch  w ith  th em  fo r y ea rs , h e lp in g  a jjd  ad v is in g  them  in 
e v e ry  pos.-ihle w ay.

W R IT E  N O W - D O N ’T D E L A Y
Delay never got you anything Action is what counts. <»et started— 

anti get started now. Write me, or send me the coupon, right NOW.
L. L. C O O K E .

C h ie f en g in e er
Dept 43X

Chicago Engineering Works
------------  - C H IC A G O1 0 1 8  S u n n y s id e  A v e .



A n num  si \c  s i x r /nx

ONLY $ 4  A MONTH

A. F in e r  
T y p e w r ite r  
at a F a ir  

Price

Was
$100

Before 
the War

Now
$64

A F T E R  F R E E  T R I A L
Not a cent in advance. N o deposit o t an y  kind. No ob ligation  to  buy. 

The coupon is all you need send. T he O liver com es to you a t  our risk  for 
five days free trial in your ow n borne. Decide for yourse lf w hether you 
want to buy o r  not. I f  you d o n ’t w ant to keep the O liver, sim ply send 
it back at our expense. If  you do agree  th a t it is the finest typew riter, 
regardless of price, and w ant to  keep it. take over a year to pay a t the 
easy rate of only ?4 a m onth.

Save $36 Our Latest and Best Model
D u r in g  t h e  w a r  \ v p  l e a r n e d  m a n y  l e s 

sons. W o f o u n d  t h a t  i t  w a s  iiiiiu m  p .s sa ry  
to ha\»* s u t  h a  v a s t  n u m l io r  o f  t r a v e l i n g  
s a le s m e n  a m i s o  m a n y  e x p e n s iv e  b r a n c h  
ho u ses  W e  w e r e  a b l e  t •» d i s c o n t i n u e  
m an v  o t h e r  s u p e r l l u o u s  s a l e s  m e t h o d s .  
As a r e s u l t ,  $6 4  n o w  b u y s  t h e  i d e n t i c a l  
O liv e r f o r m e r l y  p r i c e d  a t  $100 .

T h i s  is  t h e  f i n e s t  a n d  c o s t l i e s t  O l iv e r  
w e  h a v e  e v e r  b u i l t .  I t  h a s  a l l  t h e  l a t e s t  
i m p r o v e m e n t s .  I t  h a s  a  s t a n d a r d  ke>  - 
b o a r d  s o  t h a t  a n y o n e  m a y  t u r n  t o  i t  
w i t h  e a s e .

T r y  t h i s  O l i v e r  f iv e  d a y s  f r e e  a n d  
p r o v e  i t s  m e r i t  to  y o u r s e l f .

A m o n g  t h e  8 0 0 ,0 0 0

O l i v e r  p u r ' h u s e r s  a r e
s u c h  d i s t i n g u i s h e d  c o n
c e r n s  a s :

C o in  m  b i t O r a p h o -
p h o n e  C o.. N a t i o n a l
C i ty  B a n k o f  N. V .
B o s to n  E l e v a t e d  R a i l
w a y , H a r t . S r h a f T n e r
& M a r x . I S  S te e l
C o r p o r a t i o n N . w  Y o r k
E d i s o n  C o.. A m e r i c a n
B r i d g e  C o D i a m o n d
M a t c h  C o  . a n d  o t h e r s
o f  g r e a t  r a n k .

Send No Money
Wo m o n e y  is  r e q u i r e d  w i t h  t h e  c o u p o n .  T h i s  is  a  r e a l  f r e e  t r i a l  o f f e r .
All a t  o u r  e x p e n s e  a n d  r i s k .  I f  y o u  d o n ' t  w a n t  t o  k e e p  t h e  t y p e -  ^ 

w r ite r  j u s t  s e n d  i t  b u c k ,  e x p r e s s  c o l l e c t .  W e  e v e n  r e f u n d  t h e  o u t -  #
« o in g  t r a n s p o r t a t i o n  c h a r g e s ,  s o  y o u  c a n ’ t  lo s e  a  p e n n y .  *

T H E  O L IV E R  
S '  T Y P E W R I T E R  C O .,

#  7 3 8  O l iv e r  T y p e w r i te r  B ld g . 
C h ic a g o , III.

S h ip m e a n e w O liv e rN in e  fo rfiv ePwill pa

Mail the Coupon

a  I will pay $64 a t  t  lie ra te  o f $ I a  m o n th . U -  
$  t i tle  to  re m a in  in  you un til fu lly  paid  for.

My Bhippjng poin t is . . .  .................
This does n o t p lace  m e u nder any obligation 

to  buy. I f  I choose to  re tu rn  th e  O liver, I will 
ship it back a t  y o u r expense a t  th e  end o f five days 

Do not send a  m ach in e  un til I o rd e r  it. Mail me□
N o te  t h e  t w o - w a y  c o u p o n .  I t  b r i n g s  y o u  a n  O l i v e r  f o r  f r e e  

t r i a !  o r  o u r  c a t a l o g  a n d  c o p y  o f  o u r  b o o k l e t  " T h e  H i g h  C o s t  
o r  1 y p e w r l t e r s  —  T h e  R e a s o n  a n d  t h e  R e m e d y . ”

C a n a d ia n  P r ic a ,  $ 8 2

J__I your book—" T h e  H ig h  C ost o f T y p e w rite rs —
T he Reason and  th e  R em ed y ,”  y o u r d e  lu x e  ca talog  

an d  fu r th e r  in fo rm ation .

«. O LIV ER Typewriter Company
7 3 S O U rer T y p e w rite r  B ldg., C hicago, III.

N a m e ..................................................................

f  S t r e e t  A d d r e s s ....................................................P
/  C ity ...............................................................State.

O c c u p a tio n  o r  B u s in e s s ................................................

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisement-
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ADVERTISING SECTION

Secrets of Selling
that M ake T hese M en

$10,000 a  Year 
Star Salesm en

Some Amazing Stories of Quick Success

4 \
IT i? liar«l to  believe th at a man 

w h o  has been w orking for  years in 
a routine job  at sm all pay eouM 

almost over-night step  into the  
,*l(i,0iKi a year class. Y et that is 
just what m any men have <lonc ami 
n re  <h>in<; today. I f  I should t**11 you 
that «.!,.• man who had been a liremun 
on a railroad stopped f r o m  his o ld  j o b  
to om* that paid him a year,
you wuuhi he inclined to doubt the truth 
of my statement.

B u t I  c a n  s h o w  y o u  t h e  m a n ' s  o w n  
s to ry . A n d  t h a t  i s  o n ly  o n e  i n s t a n c e .  I 
ca n  s h o w  y o u  m a n y  m o r e .  T h c .s e  l iu -n  
wire j u s t  a v e r a g e  n o n .  T i n y  rami* 
from  a l l  w a l k s  o f  l i f e ,  f r o m  a l l  H e ld s  o f  
w ork . S n ii ie  o f  th«  i n  h a d  n e v e r  e a r n e d
m ore t h a n  $G0 a  m o n t h — s o m e  o f  t l i n n  ________________ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
h ad  d r u d g e d  f o r  y e a r s  a t  a  d u l l ,  u n i n -
te re s t in g  w o r k  w i t h o u t  p r o s p e c t s  . . f  o e n d  M e  I  O U T  N a m e  
a n y th in g  b e t t e r  in  l i f e  A n d  t h e n .  In  o n e  , have 8hown h undred ,  of men 
q u ick  j u m p ,  t h e y  f o u n d  t h e m s e l v e s  j,ow step trom  srna ||-pay Jobs Into 
e a rn in g  m o r e  m o n e y  t h a n  t h e y  h a d  e v e r  the big money class in one quick 
th o u g h t  p o s s i b le  jump. $10,000 a year— yes, and more

— has come to men as a result of
The S ecret o f  Their Success the whole am azing proof— entirely free

of cost or obligation.— J. E . Green-
Thr p. m e n  d e c i d e d  to  g e t  i n t o  t h o  glade. President, N. S. T. A.

gn a t  fb id  o f  S c l l i t ty — t h e y  l e a r n e d  a b o u t  
the w o n d e r f u l  o p p o r t u n i t i e s  in  t h i s  f a s c i n a t i n g  p r o f e s 
sion— w h y  S a l e s m e n  a r c  a l w a y s  i n  d e m a n d — w h y  t h e y  
receive . o m u c h  n u n c  m o n e y  t h a n  m e n  in  o t h e r  f i e ld s  
of w o ik .  A n d  they b e c a m e  Star S a l e s m e n !

P r o b a b ly  i f  y o u  h a d  t o l d  a n y  o n e  o f  t h e s e  m e n  t h a t  I t  
was p<>.- a b l e  f o r  h i m  t o  b e c o m e  a  S t a r  S a l e s m a n  in  h i s  
rpa re  m o m e n t s  a t  h o m e ,  w i t h o u t  i n t e r f e r i n g  w i t h  h i s  
w ork, h e  w o u ld  h a v e  d i s m i s s e d  y o u r  s t a t e m e n t  a s  
being a b s u r d .  F o r  y o u  m u s t  r e m e m b e r  t h a t  m o s t  o f  
them  h a d  n e v e r  h a d  a  d a y ’s  e x p e r i e n c e  in  S e l l i n g — n o  
special q u a l i f i c a t i o n s — n o  t h o u g h t  o f  e v e r  b e c o m in g  
S alcsne a.

As a  m a t t e r  o f  f a c t ,  t h e y  w o u l d  p r o b a b l y  b e  w o r k i n g  
Mill a s  .d o r k s ,  b o o k k e e p e r s ,  m e c h a n i c s ,  e t c . ,  i f  t h e y  h a d  
to t  l e a i a e d  a b o u t  t h e  N a t i o n a l  S a l e s m e n 's  T r a i n i n g  A a -  
*oclatim . s  s y s t e m  o f  S a l e s m a n s h i p  T r a i n i n g  a n d  F r e e  
Emplo> m e n t  S e r v i c e .  T h i s  i s  a n  o r g a n i z a t i o n  o f  t o p -  
notch c’. ib  s m e n  a n d  S a l e s  M a n a g e r s  f o r m e d  j u s t  f o r  t h o  
purposi o f  s h o w i n g  m e n  h o w  to  b e c o m e  S t a r  S a l e s m e n  
and f i t t i n g  t h e m  i n t o  p o s i t i o n s  a s  C i t y  a n d  T r a v e l i n g  
Salesim u.

T h r o u g h  its h e l p  h u n d r e d s  of men have b e e n  able to 
re a lize  t h e i r  d r e a m s  o f  b i g  o p p o r t u n i t y ,  s u c c e s s ,  w e a l t h  
40U i n d e p e n d e n c e .  M e n  w i t h o u t  p r e v i o u s  e x p e r i e n c e  O r

s p e c i a l  q u a l i f i c a t i o n s  h a v e  l e a r n e d  t h e  
s c e n t s  o f  s i i l m g  t h a t  m a k e  S t a r  S ..l< s - ,  
n u  n — f o r  S al*  s i j jo j i  a r e  n o t  “ b o r n ”  b u t )  
m a d e ,  a n d  a n y  m a n  c a n  e a s i l y  m a s t e r '  
t i n  p r i n c i p l e s  o f  S a l e s m a n s h i p  t h r o u g h !  
tlie* w o n d e r f u l  s y s t e m  o f  t h e  N a t i o n a l  
S a l e s m e n 's  T r a i n i n g  A s s o c i a t i o n .  A n y 
o n e  w h o  Is i n c l i n e d  t o  d o u b t  t h a t  t h i s  i s  
s o  h a s  o n ly  t o  r e a d  t h e  s t o r i e s  o f  m e n  
w h o  t e l l  in  t h e i r  o w n  w o r d s  w h a t  t h o  
A s s o c i a t i o n  h a s  d o n e  f o r  t h e m .  H e r o  
a r e  j u s t  a  f e w  e x a m p l e s :

.1. P . O verstreet of D a llas. Texas, who 
was form erly on th e  I’apilol Police l-Mree of 
W ashington . I). (V, s ta te s :  "M y earn ings for 
M arch were over $1.0iilj and  over $ 1 ,M00 for 
th e  la s t six weeks, w hile la s t week m y e a rn 
ings were $:{.«<>. The N. S . T. A. du g  me 
o u t of th e  ru t where I w as ea rn in g  lesa 
th a n  $1,000 a year, an d  show ed me how to  
m ake a  success. **

C. W. Cam pludl. of G rm isb u rg , P a . ,  
w rites : "M y earn ings fo r the past th irty  
days are  $1 an d  I won .Second P rize  in 
M arch, although 1 only worked two weeks 
d u ring  th a t  m o n th . ''

To u Can Do I t Too!
I t  w ill not cost you a  penny to lea rn  how  you. 

too, can  become a .Star .-aiesm aii and  take your 
p lace am ong the lug money m akers of business. 

r°u  W hatever your am bition m ay lx-— $10, 000 
o r m m e a  y ea r—find out al«m t y o u r  g rea t o p 
po rtu n ity  in the w underful profession of S a les 
m anship . See how th e  N. S. T. A. can  open to 
you th e  way to a  big se lling  job, to  prosperity  

an d  a  life oT fasc inating  work, travel, con tac t witli in fluen tia l m en. 
Ju s t m all th e  coupon or w rite, and you will receive, w ithout cost or 
obligation, proof of w hat the rem arkable system of the N a tiona l 
Salesm en 's T ra in in g  A ssociation and Its F R E E  EM PLO Y M EN T 
S E R V IC E  can do for you. I ll  ad d itio n  a  g rea t l>ook on S a lesm an 
ship will be m ailed  to you w ithout charge. You owe it to  yourself 
to read  the secret of big money in th e  w onderfu l Held of Selling. 
M ail the coupon or w rite today.

National Salesmen’s Training Association
D e p t. 4 -8  C h ic a g o , I II .,  1 .  S . A.

National Salesm en's T rain ing  Association,
Dept. 4 -8  Chicago, I II .,  U . S . A .

Send me F ree P roof th a t  you can m ake me a S ta r  S alesm an and 
tell me how you will help me land a selling job. Also l is t show ing 
lines of business w ith ojxdiings for Salesm en. T ills does not o b l i 
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CHAPTER I.
H Y P N O T I S M .

mHE five of us were sitting in 
Callaghan’s room ; it was cool
est there, for his was the 
"‘parlor bedroom,” and 

boasted two big windows. It was just 
dusk of a hot May evening. We sat 
and smoked, talking languidly, postpon
ing our study time as young men will 
when the spring days lengthen and the 
out of doors calls to young blood, and 
therapeutics and surgery, calculus and 
Blackstone, seem tedious and profitless.

At last Kane rose, yawning. ‘'You 
medics have a cinch,” he declared. 
‘‘Your stuff means something, anyhow ; 
it’s not like the higher mathematics — 
which is senseless, and an invention of 
the devil.”

We jeered at him. Everybody knows 
that men in the arts college don’t have 
to work at all—just a few cinch courses

IF —ns

to sleep through, a silly thesis, and they 
graduate you, anyhow.

‘‘If you’d taken law, now,” said Grim- 
stead. He was a sallow, saturnine chap 
with blue-black hair, always a little long, 
and a coarse black beard that always 
needed shaving. ‘‘If you’d studied law, 
you’d have a right to complain. What 
with this new ‘case system’ there's no 
bottom to anything. It’s all guess
work.”

Walter Hughes groaned agreement; 
he, too. was in the Law College. 
“Couldn’t you hypnotize a fellow, 
Paddy, and put hin>- into a kind of a 
trance, so he'd like torts and things?”

We all laughed. Callaghan’s enthusi
asms were a standing joke. Lately he 
had been talking a lot about hypnotism. 
Both he and I were taking Doctor 
Bentiron’s spring course in psychiatry; 
and we had developed a tremendous 
admiration for “Old T. B .” as genera
tions of medical students at the uni-
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versity had affectionately nicknamed 
their lean, imperturbable professor of 
psychiatry and medical jurisprudence. 
Indeed, Callaghan was doing some 
special work in the psychological labora
tory under his supervision. He was 
studying the possibilities of post-hyp
notic suggestion, experimenting upon 
a heroic squad of volunteers from the 
class of ’21—juniors in the art school. 
And Callaghan talked hypnotism, early 
and late.

Now he made a face at Hughes. 
"Hypnotism won’t create brains,” he 
answered pointedly.

Grimstead’s sallow face twisted into 
a grin. "Hypnotism won’t do anything 
else,” he declared sarcastically, "It’s 
mostly a fake.”

"No such thing!” began Callaghan.
Hughes cut in again. ‘‘If  it’s such 

hot stuff, why not try it on ‘Lisshy?’” 
he drawled. "Make her lay off you.”

Lisshy—Alicia Ransom—was the
daughter of the house; a rather obvious 
young lady with a nice taste in chew
ing gum. She clerked in a department 
store, and cast frequent tender looks 
upon poor Callaghan, to his consider
able discomfiture. Yet he resented any 
slur upon her.

He was red-haired and hot-tempered. 
Now he flared up ; Hughes had been 
baiting him.

"Cut that out!” he cried, a tide of 
red obscuring his freckles. “The girl’s 
all right. You make any more cracks, 
and I’ll swing on you!”

Hughes looked surprised. "Don’t 
get huffy,” said he. “I didn’t realize 
you were so fond of the lady.” His 
tone made the apology an added of
fense; Hughes could be disagreeable 
enough, in his bland, ladylike way.

But Kane, always the peacemaker, 
cut in. "You go easy, Goldilocks; 
Paddy’s a bear!”

We all laughed. Callaghan’s flush 
faded, and Hughes grew red in his 
turn. He was a nice-looking young

fellow; his clear skin and golden curls 
made the nickname so absurdly apt that 
its very repetition amused us.

Thus hostilities were averted. But 
Grimstead returned to the attack, 

"Paddy beefs and beefs about hyp
notism,” he declared, "as if it was 
magic. 1 don’t believe there’s anything 
in it."

"I've seen Doctor Bentiron do some 
pretty queer things,” I began.

“Oh, yes—maybe,” Hughes said 
skeptically, still a bit resentful. “But 
Paddy, here—honest, Fleming, can 
Paddy hypnotize anybody ?”

"Of course he can,” said I.
Hughes sneered. Grimstead thrust 

out his long, bristly chin. His sallow 
features were defiant.

"He can’t hypnotize me!”
Callaghan grinned. " I’ll bet I can. 

Kirke,” he answered. "That is, if you’ll 
give your word to help me.”

Grimstead fumbled in a pocket; he 
was a born gambler. " I ’ll just take you 
up," he announced. "Here’s ten dol
lars that says you can’t hypnotize me, 
not if I do just exactly as you tell me."

Paddy was quite undisturbed. He 
hunted through his pockets. “Lend me 
five, will you, John r”

I gave him the money; he counted 
out the rest in bits, picked up here and 
there in the room. The final dime came 
out of his tobacco jar.

"And a two-cent stamp over," said 
he. “There’s your ten, Kirke. Flem
ing can hold the stakes. And if I lose, 
Mrs. Ransom’ll hold the bag until 1 
hear from home. It’s understood that 
Grimstead is to cooperate. John Flem
ing will be judge of that; if he decides 
Kirke’s holding out on me, the bet is 
off.”

Grimstead agreed. He seemed hon
estly convinced that he could not lose* 
that hypnosis was really a "fake.” On 
his side. Callaghan seemed as confident 
of success. Hughes and Kane were 
curious and doubtful; I was inclined
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to back Callaghan. Despite his strong 
features and long, stubborn chin, the 
saturnine G: im.-uad had the quick, 
nervous movements, the rolling, un
easy eye, of the neurotic; if he fol
lowed directions in good faith, I was 
inclined to think he might be a fairly 
easy subject. And Callaghan had been 
trained by Doctor Bcutiron.

While we others sat in a raw on the 
edge of the bed. like spectators at a 
play, Callaghan di-posed his subject in 
the worn morris chair, a pillow at his 
back.

“Lie right hack,” lie directed. "Make 
yourself comfortable. And mind, you're 
to give yourself up : don't try to light 
it. Let yourself go loose ; let your mind 
wander. Try to think about nothing.''

He fumbled about on his disorderly 
study ial»le until he found a paper
weight, an inch-thick block of plain 
glass with some photograph pasted to 
its underside. This lie placed on the 
edge of the table, arranging it with care 
so that it reflected the light of the 
-•haded student lamp and focused it in 
Grimstead’s eyes.

"Look straight at that,’’ ordered Cal
laghan. ‘‘Xo,” as the other moved his 
head, “don’t move; just turn your 
eyes.”

As the chair was placed, Griutstead, 
lying back at ease, must look slantwise 
at the hit of shining glass. lie  main
tained his gaze with some eftort.

“ It strains my eyes," lie complained.
“ I know,” said l’addy. "That’s part 

of the game. Rest easy, now. Keep 
looking right at that bright spot. Don't 
try to think.” t If is voice was low, mo
notonous, soothing, He stood behind 
the chair, touching the other’s forehead 
with light fingers.

“ Vour eyes are heavy,” he went on 
softly. "The light’s too bright. Rut 
you’re Comfortable—very, very com
fortable. And tired. You’ve been 
working hard. Xow think about rest 
—and quiet—and sleep. Your eyes

are heavy; you can't hold them open 
any longer. See. your lids droop—and 
droop—and droop.”

The soft, quiet voice droned on; even 
we three, watching breathless from the 
bed, felt its influence. Involuntarily I 
began to yawn, Griutstead settled him
self more comfortably; I could see his 
tense muscles relax. The lines of bis 
face smoothed themselves away; he 
looked oddly boyish, lying there. He 
breathed quietly, deeply, like a sleeping 
child. Reneath Callaghan’s gentle 
touch his eyelids drooped and drooped, 
and presently closed.

lie frowned, passing a hand across 
his face. His heavy brows twitched; 
he struggled to open his eyes. Kane 
murmured protest; “He's not playing 
fair!" hut Paddy scowled at him.

"You’re asleep." he intoned, press
ing Grimstead's lids down again with 
firm, gentle fingers. “You’re .asleep. 
You can't open your eyes; you can’t 
move.”

He made two or three strong down
ward passes with his open hand, almost 
touching the other’s face.

"You’re asleep,” he repeated aloud. 
“You can’t open your eyes;.you can’t 
move. Try i t !”

Obediently, Kirke Grimstead's face 
twitched. His closed lids quivered; I 
could see the muscles bunch beneath his 
coat. Rut he lay still, now quite rigid; 
and his eyes stayed shut.

Callaghan turned to us, triumphant, 
wiping the sweat from his forehead.

“How about it, fellows?” he ques
tioned triumphantly. “Do I win? Try 
him."

"Grim-.tead !” called Kane. “Kirke! 
Oh. Kirke! Wake up!”

He rose; shook the unconscious man 
strongly, shouting in his ear. There was 
no response; Grimstead lay inert, like 
one cataleptic.

Kane gave the hypnotist a look of 
admiration tinged with awe.

"You’ve done it. l ’addy,” he ad
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mitted. “He’s under, sure enough. Are 
—are you sure he’s all right ?” he fin
ished rather uneasily.

Callaghan laughed. “Of course he 
is. It’s nothing but hypnotic catalepsy. 
Griinstead! Stand up.’’

His eyes still closed, Grimstead arose 
stiffly, moving like an automaton.

"You’re rigid, Kirke,’’ declared 
Paddy. "Stiff as a board; can’t bend a 
joint. Remember that!”

The other froze into position. With 
my help, Callaghan tipped him over, and 
we lifted him up. It was like handling 
a cigar-store Indian: there was no 
yielding. We put his head on one chair 
and his heels on another; his body held 
its position, “stiff as a Itoard.”

"The lot of you could sit on him, and 
he wouldn't bend,” declared Callaghan. 
"But we won't try i t ; might hurt him. 
Are you all satisfied ?” looking around 
at us. “Or shall I make him flap his 
wings and crow like a rooster, or lie on 
the floor and swim ? I can, you know ; 
but I kind of hate to make a fool of 
hint unnecessarily.'’

I think Hughes would have been 
glad to see the other made ridiculous; 
but Kane and 1 protested. We felt, as 
Callaghan seemed to, that it would be 
taking an unfair advantage.

“All right, then,” Paddy said. "But 
there’s one more thing. Just to prove 
to Kirke that he was really hypnotized. 
I’ll give him a post-hypnotic suggestion 
—something to do several hours after 
he comes to. He won't know why, but 
he’ll have to do i t ; and that ought to 
show him, when we explain, that I won 
fairly. What’ll it be, boys?”

"Might make him go in and kiss 
Lisshy; she won’t mind,” Hughes sug
gested smoothly malicious.

Paddy scowled, face red as his hair. 
“Hughes," he flared, "you're in my 
room, and I try to be polite. But if 
you drag that girl into anything more 
to-night, I'll knock your block off—

and dissect you afterward,” he finished, 
only half in joke.

Kane intervened once more. “Shut 
up, Hughes,” he advised amiably. “You 
talk too much. About Grimstead here: 
why not tell him to come back to your 
room and get something—at two in the 
morning, say. Make him wake up and 
come in here—could you do that ?”

Paddy nodded, grinning, his anger 
forgotten. "Sure, 1 can. I’ll make him 
come back here and get—what ?” He 
glanced about, in quest of something, 
then picked an autopsy knife from the 
littered table; a cartilage knife, heavy- 
backed, with a six-inch blade, sharp as 
a razor—such a knife as will cleave 
through a rib as though it were butter.

"Of all things,” said our host, "Kirke 
would be least likely to borrow this, 
wouldn’t he ?"

He turned to Grimstead, now lying on 
the bed where we had put him. rigid 
as a wax figure.

"Kirke Griinstead!" he called, and 
the other obediently turned his pale 
face, eyes still tightly shut. "Gritn- 
stead! At two o’clock in the morning, 
you will get up and come to my room 
and borrow my autopsy knife to slice 
dill pickles with. Understand?”

CHAPTER II.
A  P O K K R  G A M E .

Kj OW,” Paddy said, "if everybody’s 
1 '  satisfied, we’ll let hint off. You 
will sleep five minutes, Kirke, and then 
wake up naturally. And you will re
member everything that’s happened. I 
could just as well make him forget,” 
he explained, "but 1 don’t want any 
question about that X. I need the 
money.”

He made two or three strong upward 
passes close before the sleeper’s waxy 
face. Grimstead’s lids fluttered ; a faint 
color crept up beneath his unshaved 
beard; his stiff limbs relaxed visibly. 
Sighing, he turned on one side, settling
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his head into the pillow, and slept natu
rally.

We others huddled together, watch
ing him, and talked in hushed voices. I 
had seen many experiments in hyp
notism ; yet this was impressive enough, 
even to me. The others were a little 
awed; they seemed uncomfortable. 1 
thought they drew back front Callaghan 
as though that red-headed, freckle-faced 
reprohate were something more than 
human.

It was rather uncanny. Crimstead, 
who was >o dominant, so aggressive, lay 
there quiet and helpless, sleeping so 
profoundly that we scarcely saw him 
breathe. Kane tiptoed to the bedside to 
stoop over him, then drew back, flush
ing,. as the sleeper stirred and yawned.

••[—[—!lc ]ay s0 still,” he apolo
gized.

Crimstead yawned again, throw fog 
both arms over his head, then opened 
his c-ves and sat up. blinking.

‘'Hello, you fellows,” he muttered. 
“I must have been asleep.”

lie swung his feet oft" the bed and 
-at staring at us. Gradually an expres
sion. half sullen, half ashamed, spread 
over his sallow face with its day’s 
growth of bristly beard. He flushed 
darkly.

"Well,” he hesitated. “Well, Calla
ghan. you win. Yotf can take the 
money."

11 is manner was ungracious; he gave 
poor l ’addy an ugly look. Crimstead 
was never a good loser. He drew out 
his watch.

"Eight o’clock and after,” he said. 
‘Till going, Macgregor’ll he here in 
a minute. Come along, Walter: come 
on, Kane. You want to sit in, John?” 
he invited, pointedly omitting Callaghan. 
"Just a quiet little game; teu-cent 
limit."

But I shook my head, for examina
tion week was coming fast, and I wa- 
.shakv in all the specialties, otoigy most

of all. “No, thanks'’,” I declined. “Got 
to bone O. M. I’. C. for a while"’

The hall door opened, and 1 heard 
Macgregor’s jovial voice outside: “Oh, 
you gamblers!”

Cheerfully promising to rob their vis
itor and -end him home in a barrel, the 
others trooped out, leaving me alone 
with Paddy. I grinned at him.

"Your entertainment may have been 
a success, old dear." I told him, "hut the 
audience wasn’t pleased, nor the chief 
performer, either."

Paddy shrugged. "(jrimstead’s a 
sulky beast." lie declared. “As far as 
that goes, Pd sooner have his money 
than his company." He patted the ten- 
doilar hill affectionately. "Here’s your 
V hack, by the way. As for Katie and 
Hughes, I don’t supjxjse they ever saw 
anybody hypnotized before. They 
looked at me as if I was Svengali; 
they’ll be afraid to be alone with me 
for two days, for fear I’ll put a charm 
on ’em to witch their brains awav— 
what they've got. And then they’ll for
get all about it. So that’s that. What 
you doing to-night ? Otology ? Run 
along home, then. I ’m digging at neu
rology for old man Hopkins.”

So I went hack to my own room, past 
Kane's open door. While the other 
three arranged poker chips and cards. 
Hughes called over his shoulder to me.

"John! Oh, you John Fleming ! I’ve 
got a nine o'clock engagement in the 
morning. Call me when you get up. 
will you, old Early Bird?”

I promised, and went on to my own 
hack room.

Ours was a quiet little hoarding 
house in the West Sixties, close by the 
medical school. There were only the 
five of us: Paddy and me, and Hughes. 
Kane, and Crimstead. The place was 
handy enough for us two medics, but 
why the others had selected it I don’t 
know; both the arts college and the law 
school are way uptown, as everybody 
knows. Perhap- it was because it was

5
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a quiet place, and easy-going. Stout, 
comfortable Mrs. Ransom never com
plained about late hours, and the front 
door was never locked. As long as we 
didn’t make too much noise, we might 
do as we pleased, indoors and out. 
And she was usually reasonable in the 
face of those periods of financial 
stringency which every college student 
lives through.

Then there was Lisshy—a nice- 
enough girl, and just the companion 
when one was inclined for a show. In 
spite of the fun they often made of her, 
both Hughes and Grimstead enjoyed 
going out with her. I suspect that 
there was a trace of envy behind their 
jeers at her preference for Paddy Cal
laghan. Well, she was a good, sensible 
girl, and amusing if she did chew gum. 
lit the crowded heart of New York- 
City, there was no such social life as 
one finds in small-town universities; 
and a young man away from home needs 
occasional feminine companionship. 
Alicia Ransom was a boon to all of us.

As I have said, she worked down
town somewhere. Her mother ran the 
house; her father, old Jim—“Jay-ames,” 
as his wife called him—was the typical 
husband of a boarding-house keeper. 
He was small and frail and colorless, 
and woolly faced like an Airedale ter
rier. He went about in shirt sleeves 
with a chronically unbuttoned vest, 
sweeping and making beds. I suspect 
he scrubbed the kitchen floor; his trou
sers bagged at the knees so that he al
ways seemed crouched for a desperate 
leap. When not on duty as a chamber
maid, he inhabited the kitchen, poor, 
ineffectual little man! Mrs. Ransom 
and Lisshy ate with us; but he ate at 
the second table. And that was his life.

f sat in my room, trying to plug; 
hut the voices of the poker players, the 
clicking of chips, came through the thin 
partition and distracted me. At last I 
pushed back my book and sat thinking.

Perhaps it was as well that the school

year was so nearly over; that »ur little 
group was soon to break up. Kane was 
a decent chap, but I began to tire ef 
both Grimstead and Hughes; their 
ideas were not mine. Evidently Paddy 
felt the same, since he had almost come 
to blows with Hughes twice that very 
evening. Oh, well; he would have for
gotten it all by morning. Paddy was 
a forgiving soul. But I would be glad 
when we all got our sheepskins and 
separated finally.

Loud voices broke in on these reflec
tions. Beyond the partition Hughes 
and Grimstead were hard at it.

‘'You slipped that one from the bot
tom !”

“Tut, tut,” came Hughes’ smooth 
tones. “Don’t come the baby act just 
because you’re losing.”

“You lie, you card marker!”
I heard a table overturned; the scuf

fling of feet; the sound of a blow. Then 
Kane and Macgregor interposed; their 
voices, muted by the wall between, held 
soothing and expostulation.

I sighed. Friction seemed to be rife 
in our erstwhile quiet house.

In some fashion the quarrel next door 
was composed. Presently I heard voices 
in the hall.

“Good night, you chaps! Now don’t 
be a pair of soreheads; you’ll both feel 
better in the morning.”

Then Grimstead’s surly tones. 
“There’s my I O U, Hughes. That 
makes five hundred. I ’ll settle up on 
the first.”

“I ’d be awfully sorry to have to write 
your old man,” answered Hughes 
smoothly.

Then the gathering broke up. 
Hughes and Grimstead went up the 
stairs to their rooms, and Kane closed 
his door. Sighing, I picked up my otol
ogy-

But I was not in the humor for work. 
The events of the evening had upset 
me. Hughes and Callaghan, Grimstead 
and Hughes—their quarrels fretted me.
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I kept seeing Grimstead’s wax-white 
face as he lay rigid and unconscious 
on Paddy’s bed; wondering whether 
such hypnotic experiments were surely 
harmless; wondering whether the house 
would settle down to its former peace 
and good-fellowship, or whether we 
would continue to growl and snap at 
each other until commencement re
leased us to go our several ways.

At last I gave it up, undressed, and 
vent to bed, But I could not sleep. 
1 tossed and tumbled restlessly, for the 
night was unseasonably hot. As is al
ways the case when I lie awake of 
nights, every unpleasant happening of 
months rose up to torment me. 1 
fretied over my low marks in tire ..pe
nalties; imagined myself dunking otol
ogy and ophthalmology—busted out, 
compelled to take another year’s work. 
It was a miserably uncomfortable night.

To add to my troubles, a cat began 
yowling somewhere. Another joined in ; 
the two brutes squalled and wailed in
terminably, like lost souls squirming oil 
;lie grids; the racket was unbearable.

At last I rose, fuming, and collected 
a couple of empty bottles, the ink- 
stand and a paperweight. Loaded 
down with this ammunition, I went out 
into the hall, resolved to have peace 
though I must light for it. It was live 
minutes past two by my wrist watch.

Outside, I almost stumbled over 
Kane, fumbling down the hall in his 
pajamas. He carried a heavy match 
safe and a, pair of shoe trees, and there 
was wrath in his sleepy eyes.

"I'll fix those damned cats," he mut
tered.

We groped along the dark hall, on 
tiptoe lest we alarm our quarry. 
Through the door came continued de
moniacal caterwauling; the brutes 
seemed to he right on the steps.

“A{! set?’’ whispered Kane, his right 
arm drawn back.

“Shoot!’’ I cried.
With his left baud lie snatched the

door open; in the same breath we both
fired.

The cacophony without rose to a 
shrill, startled squeal and broke off sud
denly. With the crash of our artillery 
—my inkstand and Kane’s shoe tree— 
came a frenzied scratching; two cats— 
from the sounds, there might have been 
forty—disappeared in haste, being thus 
rudely interrupted.

Kane and I pursued them with paper 
weights, match safe, and objurgations; 
and they (led before us.

“There!" grunted my companion, 
with one last, vicious volley. “They'll 
finish their concert somewhere else, f 
reckon. Gee, this pavement’s cold! 
Let's get back to bed."

He led the way, his bare feet flinch
ing from the flagstones, hopping like a 
hen on a hot griddle. I followed, audi
bly praising my superior wisdom; for I 
wore slippers.

As we reentered the dark hall, Kane 
almost stumbled over a dim. pajama- 
clad shape which was just emerging 
from Callaghan’s room.

“Hi!’’ he ejaculated. “Who’s this; 
Hello. Kirke!”

It was Grinistcad. Ilis eyes were 
tight shut; his bare feet made no sound. 
In his white pajamas, he moved before 
us like a wraith, stalking along with the 
stiff, mechanical movements of an au
tomaton. In his right hand, held rig
idly out before him. was Baddy’s au
topsy knife.

“ ‘Is that a dagger that I see before 
me, its handle toward my hand ?’ " whis
pered Kane irreverently. “Pipe Lady 
Macbeth, Johnny, in her justly cele
brated sleep-walking scene! Hey. 
Kirke!” he called. “Oh, you Kirke 
Grimstead!”

But Grimstead made no sign. He 
looked neither to the right nor the left, 
hut stalked on up the stairs and disap
peared.

"Dead to the world,” said Kane, 
“Paddy sure pin the Indian sign on him

7
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I t’s kind of uncanny, isn’t it, to see him 
like that? Well, Callaghan won his 
sawbuck, fair enough. Wonder if 
Kirke’ll come out of it all right? I ’m 
tempted to follow him up there and 
see.”

He hesitated at the stair foot for a 
moment; but I reassured him.

"Grimstead’ll be all right in the morn
ing," I told him. “This isn’t anything 
—just post-hypnotic suggestion. He’ll 
go hack to bed and forget all about it. 
1 don’t believe he’s in any trance now; 
lie was just ashamed at being caught, 
and pretended not to see us. Run along 
to bed, now. Good night!”

Kane shut his door, rather reluc
tantly, and I turned into my own room. 
I was tired out; I was asleep before 
my head hit the pillow.

CHAPTER III.
J1 URDF.R !

I WOKE with a start, and glanced at 
1 my watch. It was broad daylight; 
almost eight o’clock, and I had prom
ised to call Hughes early.

I jumped out of bed, scrambled into 
bath robe and slippers, and raced up the 
stairs.

“Hughes! Ob, you Walter 
Hughes!” I shouted, pounding at his 
door.

There was no reply. I called again, 
beating a tattoo with both fists; but 
Hughes did not answer.

I opened the door and looked in. 
There he lay, flat on his back, arms 
thrown wide, evidently sound asleep.

“Wake up, Rip Van Winkle!” said 
I, catching him by the shoulder—and 
started back with a cry.

For Hughes was dead—dead and 
cold. He lay on his back, his half- 
closed, filmy eyes staring at the ceil
ing ; his stiff lips were drawn back into 
a faint, cynical smile, and the rough, 
black handle of a knife thrust up from 
his left breast.

He had been stabbed twice, for there 
was a cut in his pajama coat just above 
the one which the knife blade now 
filled, and his body and the bedclothes 
were stained red. He must have died 
instantly; both cuts had pierced his 
heart. The knife was buried so deep 
that its guardless handle was pressed 
into the flesh between the ribs.

He had been dead for hours; that was 
plain, for rigor mortis had already set 
in. Looking closer, I recognized the 
knife. I had seen that black wooden 
handle, scored with crossed diagonals 
to give a firm grip, many and many a 
time. It was Paddy Callaghan’s au
topsy knife; Paddy's cartilage knife, 
whose heavy-backed six-inch blade could 
shear a rib like cutting butter.

Yes, it was Paddy's knife—and I had 
seen it last at two o’clock this very 
morning, when Kirke Grimstead had 
emerged from Paddy’s room, holding it 
stiffly before him!

Half stunned in the presence of this 
unexpected tragedy, I lifted up my
voice.

“Kane! Oh, Kane!” I called.
I suppose my voice must have held 

alarm and urgency, for Kane responded 
immediately. I heard his feet hit the 
floor with a thump; tousle-headed and 
yawning, he emerged front his room 
next to mine and hurried up the stairs.

“What’s the trouble, Johnny? Ugh !” 
The sleepily querulous t*nes broke off; 
as he caught sight of our housemate’s 
body, his breath came out in an audible 
grunt.

“Good heavens, man,” he went on 
stupidly, “he —he's d-dead! What’s 
happened? Wh-what shall we do?” Pie 
fell to rubbing his sleepy eyes with both 
fists, sniffing and choking like a fright
ened baby. He was no more than half 
awake.

I was sufficiently bewildered and 
shocked myself; but the sight of Kane’s 
helplessness roused me a little.

"Ho?” I repeated. “Why, notify the
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l>o!ice, I suppose. We ought to do that 
first of all, and not touch anything in 
the room until they get here. And, 
Bill, I think we ought to see what Kirke 
Grimstead’s up to. You remember what 
we saw last night?”

Kane blinked at me in horror. 
“Great heavens, Johnny,” he stam
mered. "what’re you getting at? You 
don’t think—you don’t mean?”

"I’m not thinking anything,” I de
clared. "Only, we saw Griinstead come 
out of Paddy's room at two o’clock this 
morning, carrying a knife—and look 
het'e !" Kane’s shrinking gaze followed 
my finger reluctantly, and fastened it
self upon that ugly, protruding knife 
handle. “Look at that! Tiiat’s Paddy’s 
hone knife—the knife we both saw in 
Grimstead’s hand six hours ago!”

Katie made an inarticulate sound, 
putting out his hands as though to ward 
off a visible menace.

"And—and Grimstead quarreled with 
Waiter last night," he muttered. “Called 
him a card sharp, hit him in the face. 
And when he went upstairs he said, ‘If 
Hughes writes to my father about that 
T 6  U I'll f-fix him!’ Oh, heavens, 
what a mess—what a mess !”

He covered his face with both hands 
and groaned. He was badly shaken, 
poof chap. It is not easy to be jerked 
from peaceful sleep into the gruesome 
presence of murder and sudden death.

“Bract up, old man,” I comforted 
him. ‘ Better go and get some clothes 
on. while I call up police headquarters.” 

But he would not be left alone. 
“You wait for me, John,” he begged. 
“I don’t like to stay alone—with that. 
It won’t take me a minute—then we 
can go down together.”

All this time Grimstead’s door, just 
across the hall, had remained closed. 1 
heard no stir from behind i t ; my 
shouts, which had brought Kane from 
his room helowstairs, did not seem to 
have roused the man so much nearer.

I scowled at the blank door. ‘‘Be

fore we do anything else,” said I, “I 
move we go and rout out Kirke—if 
he’s there! We ought to give him a 
chance to explain. lie  may have left 
that knife in the hall—somebody may 
have broken in and found it. Any
how, I think we ought to talk to him. 
After all, he’s lived with us all this 
while; we ought to see what he has to 
say. It wouldn’t be quite fair to turn 
the police loose on him without any 
warning at all.”

Kane nodded. I think we both felt 
the same. Here was a man who had 
been our familiar friend through four 
years of college life; we owed him some
thing. It was hard to believe him 
guilty of such a thing as this. We hoped 
against hope that he might have some 
explanation to offer; some excuse 
which might relieve us of the necessity 
of holding him to be a cold-blooded 
murderer.

"Let’s call Paddy first,” suggested 
Kane. “He’s in it, too; that is, it’s his 
knife. We’d better all get together be
fore the cops come.”

I suppose we were moved by the 
clannishness that holds college men to
gether. At a university one feels him
self part of a great family. The police 
belong to another world; one resents 
their intrusion. And so. though both 
of us were convinced, almost beyond 
hope, that Kirke Grimstead was a mur
derer, the clan spirit held; before call
ing in any outsiders, we must get to
gether, present a united front.

We went down the stairs, and to 
Paddy’s room at the front of the house. 
His door, too, was shut; being so far 
away, he had evidently heard nothing. 
We did not wait to rap.

Paddy lay on his bed, fast asleep; 
so still that for a moment my heart 
stopped beating lest he also might have 
a knife through his breast.

But our entry roused him. He stirred 
and yawned, ran a hand through his
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rough red hair, and sat up, blinking 
at us.

“Oh, hum!” said Paddy. “Break
fast ready? Sure, you look like you 
needed it, the pair of you. It your 
souls were as white as your faces, Saint 
Peter himself couldn't keep you out 
of paradise this minute. Have vou 
been seeing a ghost?”

"Paddy,” I began. “Paddy, was 
Kirkc Grimstead in here in the night

Callaghan laughed. “Sure he was! 
Am 1 not the prince of all hypnotists? 
At two o’clock he came, as prompt as 
prompt, and borrowed my cartilage 
knife as I told him. Said he wanted 
it to slice dill pickles with, and all the 
time with a face to curdle milk at the 
thoughts of it!” lie laughed again, 
and then fell sober at our worried 
looks.

"Something's happened," he de
clared. slipping his feet out of bed. 
“Something’s gone wrong; I can see it 
in the scared faces of you. What’s the 
matter ?”

"Paddy,” 1 persisted, with some vague 
idea of getting a statement before ho 
knew what had happened, “was Kirke 
all right when he came in? In lhs 
right senses, I mean—not hypnotized ?’i

“Of course lie was,” Callaghan said 
impatiently. "You both saw me wake 
him up. Sure, he was all right—only 
sleepy, and wondering why he wanted 
my knife. You could see the puzzle 
in the face of him. Now, then, what are 
the two of you looking like prxcoxes 
for, anyhow? What is the matter with 
you?”

“Walter Hughes is dead!” Kane an
nounced. “Fleming just found him in 
bed, with your knife stuck through 
him.”

Puddy clutched at his brick-red curls 
with both freckled hands. His face 
was twisted into an expression of min
gled bewilderment and alarm.

“Good heavens, hoys,” he muttered, 
climbing right out of bed. “This is aw

ful, isn’t it? Now what in thunder’ll 
we do?”

With shaking hands he began to sort 
out his clothes. In spile of my anx
iety, I had to laugh at him, hopping 
about on one foot as he tried to thrust 
his left leg into the wrong side of his 
trousers.

"Get some clothes on, you fellows,” 
he ordered, “and we’ll go get Grimstead 
and talk this thing over.”

Alicia Ransom mounted the stairs 
from the basement dining room as we 
piled out into the hall. She averted 
her eyes from our disarray, flushing 
a little, and opened the front door. As 
she went out, 4 caught the glint of a 
demure little smile.

Callaghan groaned again, tugging at 
his earrotv hair. “There’s another 
one.” he muttered. “It'll he fine for 
her. won’t it, now? The papers’ll ail 
play her up—‘Quarrel over Landlady’s 
Beautiful Daughter Fuels in Murder!' 
Of course, Grimstead must have done 
it." he finished.

1 nodded sadly. “Looks that way.” 
T agreed. “But it wasn’t about 
l.isshv; they had a scrap last night 
over a card game. Maybe it wasn’t him, 
though. We ought to give him a 
chance first.”

“Come on, then.” Paddy was 
dressed.

The three of us climbed the stairs, 
buttoning collars and tying neckties as 
we went, and presently arrived at Grim- 
stead's door.

It was still shut; we listened, hut 
there wa- no stir within.

“Hum !” said Callaghan. “Grim
stead ! Kirke Grimstead !” He rapped 
sharply. “Lither his conscience is 
clear, or he hasn’t any. If it was me, 
I’d never be able to stay in my room 
at all, let alone not answering the door."

He turned the knob, and we all piled 
in, huddled together, expecting we knew 
not what.

The bed was empty and undisturbed;
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it had not been slept in. At first glance,
I thought the room was empty, too; 
then I caught sight of Grimstead’s 
black, rumpled head above the back of 
his morris chair at the window.

He did not look about at our entry, 
nor move when we approached him. 
Still clad in white pajamas, he sat up
right and rigid in the chair, his eyes 
closed. His sallow face, wearing, as 
always, one day’s growth of bristly 
black heard, was pale and still as that 
other face across the hall. He did not 
move; he scarcely seemed to breathe.
II is hands gripped the two arms of his 
big chair, and hands and sleeves were 
smeared and stained.

“Grimstead!” said Kane. It was al
most a sob.

"My heavens, Grimstead!” cried Cal
laghan.

I gripped the man's shoulder and 
-hook it fiercely.

Beneath my hand he stirred faintly;
1 ielt his muscles tense into strong 
-huddering. He opened his eyes slowly, 
and stared out of the window.

He seemed dazed. For a moment he 
paid no attention to us, but sat quite 
-till, his eyes dull and vacant. Grad
ually the sallow mask of his face crum
pled into an expression of horror; he 
looked down at his bloody hands, as 
: hough unbelieving what he saw there.

At last, “Good Lord!” he groaned, 
"what have I done?”

1 le doubled forward, head on his 
knees, face buried in his stained hands. 
His shoulders heaved; he made queer, 
clucking sounds.

Then he straightened up and turned 
to face us, ghastly white, a muscle in 
his thin cheek working rhythmically.

"'Tell me, fellows,” he begged, “did I 
—has something dreadful happened? 
Or was it only a bad dream?”

“Walter Hughes is dead,” I told him 
-oherly. “Stabbed through the heart 
with the knife I ■-'aw in your hands last 
night}”

“As God is my judge,” Grimstead 
cried fervently, “I know nothing about 
it! If I did it, I don’t remember.”

His hot black eyes held mine for a 
moment, then wavered and fell. “I 
know- nothing about it,” lie repeated al
most sullenly. "I don’t remember any
thing after I went into Callaghan’s
room early this morning, and he----- ”
He checked himself, with an odd, side- 
long glance at Paddy, and shut his lips 
firmly.

“I haven’t anything to say,” he de
clared.

“But, man,” I protested, “you’ve got 
to say something; you’ve got to explain. 
We’ll have to call in the police—we just 
waited to tell you about it first. Here’s 
a man dead—murdered—and two of 
us saw you going toward his room early 
this morning, carrying the knife that 
killed him. Don’t you understand that 
you’ve got to tell us what happened, un
less you want us to think you guilty ? 
We're your friends; tell us,” I begged. 
“If you dropped the knife in the hall 
—if there was any chance of some
body’s breaking in and getting it—if 
there’s any way at all to clear you, just 
tell us now. Maybe we can dear things 
up before the police come. If we don’t 
—if we leave things as they stand— 
you’ll be arrested, sure!”

But Grimstead shook his head. “No,” 
he repeated obstinately, “I ’ve nothing to 
say—not a thing! Go on, call the po
lice if you like; it’s nothing to me!”

His face was darkly flushed; he stood 
with averted eyes, scowling at us. His 
manner expressed sulky defiance; we 
might have been his deadliest enemies 
instead of his near friends, seeking to 
help him. I gave it up.

“All right, then, Grimstead. If you 
don’t want our help, I don’t see what 
we can do. We’ll have to call police 
headquarters right away; we’ve waited 
too long already. And as things are.
I think you’d better stay right here in 
your room until an officer comes.”
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Behind me, Kane and Callaghan 

nodded solemnly, Grimstead surveyed 
us with a twisted grin.

"Under arrest, atn I?” he said sncer- 
ingly. ‘‘You’re getting pretty impor
tant, aren't you. Fleming? I ’ll do as 1 
please!”

None the less, he sat down again, and. 
after a whispered colloquy, Kane set 
off to the basement telephone while 
Paddy and I stood guard over our 
housemate, whom we were compelled 
to think a murderer.

CHAPTER IV.
A N ' A R R l'.S T .

Y\7If heard a commotion belowstairs;
the sound of a querulous, scolding 

voice, coming closer and closer. Mrs. 
Ransom had heard of the tragedy. Her 
shrill tones, broken by asthmatic wheez- 
ings—for she was stout—boated up the 
stair well.

"A line sort of doings to be going 
on in a decent bouse! Is this what 1 
get for being easy? Door always open, 
and no questions asked if things was 
quiet, and letting the rent money go over 
until you heard from home? Oh, these 
college students ! Everybody warned me 
—but I knew too much—I thought 
they’d appreciate being treated decent. 
And now here's my house ruined, with 
a bad name as long as I live, and the po
lice in here, reporters, and poor Lisshy 
mixed up in Heaven knows what!"

Her lament rose in a sharp crescendo 
as she mounted the second flight and 
loomed large and threatening in the ball 
without. Paddy and I glanced at each 
Other, not without trepidation. Mrs. 
Ransom, usually placid and easy-going, 
was a terror when roused.

“You c’n just pack your trunks, the 
!ot-of you,” she declared, "and get right 
out of my house 1 I’ll have no more 
such doings!” Teats hopped down her 
fat, shaking cheeks; the poor woman

was quite beside herself. I do not think 
she knew what she was saying.

“Get right along with you this min
ute! I want the whole business out of 
my house before the police come to----- ”

"Now, now, jMollie !” came a diffident 
protest. Air. Ransom had followed her, 
shrinking and uneasy as ever, his mild, 
woolly face all creased with worry. 
"Now, Mollie, don’t be hard on til’ 
poor boys!”

She whirled on him. "Hard on 
them? Hard on them? And what’ve 
they done to me? But that's just like a 
man—no thought at all for vottr poor, 
hard worked wife. If 1 had a husband 
as was worth anything, he’d throw these 
trash out, instead of hanging round 
here, doing nothing, and the break ia- 
getting cold on the stove! You. Ran
som, you get right back into that 
kitchen—trot yourself, now! And set 
breakfast on the table for these hoys. 
They must be starved—the morning 
half gone, and the work not started, and 
all.

"Now come along down, all of you!" 
Tints Mrs. Ransom, having relieved her 
pent-up feelings. As many people do. 
she had scolded herself hack into good 
temper, and her natural motherliness 
reasserted itself. "The eggs are all 
cooked and getting cold, and you can’t 
expect me to fry any more, what with 
eggs eightv cents a dozen. Poor Mr. 
Hughes! He was so fond of bacon and 
eggs, too!" And the good ladv wiped 
away a tear and hustled downstairs 
again.

Callaghan and I followed. This was 
a dreadful affair, of course; but we 
were young and healthy and hungry. 
Katte refused to come—he had no ap
petite, he said. And Grimstead only sat 
in his chair, head in hands, and sullenly 
ignored us all.

So we left Kane upstairs as a sort of 
guard, and descended to the dining 
room.

Mrs. Ransom served us, sniffing tear
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fully. But though we ate in haste, our 
breakfast was no more than half over 
when we heard the doorbell ring.

Wiping her hands on her .apron, our 
hostess hastened to answer it, and Cal
laghan and I abandoned our meal, sigh
ing, and mounted the stairs. We had 
our parts to play in this investigation; 
also, we desired to miss none of it.

Backed by two stalwart uniformed 
patrolmen, a little, stoop-shouldered man 
stood in the hall. He was absurdly 
bow-legged; his rust-colored hair was 
cropped close all over a small bullet 
head. His face was clean-shaved, and 
all seamed and puckered, like the faces 
one used to see carved upon pipe 
bowls. He had little, beady black eyes, 
alert and restless, like a bird’s eyes, and 
his manner was awkward and shy.

“What’s this?” be was saying. His 
reluctant voice creaked like a disused 
hinge. “What’s this, now? A killin', 
they said, ma'am—a college boy killed, 
is it ? An’ where’s th’ corp’ ?”

Mrs. Ransom only eyed him help
lessly and began to cry once more. 
Baddy looked at me, and I stepped for
ward. i

“Upstairs, sergeant," I said, guessing 
at his rank. “1 found the body. I ’ll 
show you.”

“An’ where’s th’ man done it ? Th’ 
message says he was here, too." 

"Upstairs, too. At least, we don't
know whether he did it or not, but----- ”

The little detective checked me with 
a gesture. “Save it,” he advised, clump
ing up the stairs. “Let’s have a look 
first. Moran, you come along; 
Schwartz, stay down here and keep 
folks away, if anybody comes.”

Back into Hugh.es’ room we trooped; 
the detective—his name was O ’Malley 
—the patrolman, Paddy and I. Seeing 
us there, Kane came across the hall; 
but Grimstead sat still in his chair, head 
in his stained hands, and gave no sign. 

"Huh!” grunted O’Malley, stooping

over the corpse. “Dead f’r six ’r eight 
hours, maybe. You ain’t touched him?”

We all shook our heads.
“Stabbed twice,” he went on, “right 

through th’ heart. An’ he’s hied quite 
a lot. Must of been done in th’ dark; 
never moved—never knew what hit him. 
Now then"—wheeling upon me—"what 
about it ?”

I told him briefly how I had come in 
at eight o’clock to waken Hughes, and 
had found him dead.

“Eight?” creaked the detective. His 
shrewd, beady eves fixed me for an in
stant. “Ye took your time! An’ now, 
about who done it ?”

“Why," I hesitated; it was hard to 
tell. “Why, Grimstead, in that room 
across the hall. Kane and I saw him 
coming up the stairs at two o’clock this 
morning, carrying a knife.”

“Th1 same knife? An’ why didn’t ye 
stop him? An’ what was ye doin' in the 
hall, that time o’ night?”

“Some cats were fighting,” I ex
plained. "Yes, it was the same knife; 
we recognized it. It belongs to Cal
laghan, here. And we didn’t stop him, 
because—because he’d been sent after 
it. We never dreamed of anything like 
this!”

O’Malley’s restless eyes shifted from 
one face to another. No doubt we all 
looked guilty enough, for he scowled 
portentously.

“There is somethin’ funny here,” he 
announced. “Whaddaya mean, you 
sent him ?”

I looked at Callaghan, but lie made 
no answer. I seemed to be elected 
spokesman.

“Why," said I uneasily, “it was a 
joke, officer. You see. Grimstead—over 
there in his room—bet Callaghan he 
couldn’t be hypnotized. Callaghan is a 
medical student; he’s been studying 
hypnotism under Professor Bent iron, at 
the university----- ”

The detective cut me short. “With 
the doctor!” he cried. “An’ why didn’t
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ye tell me that, first off? Sure, if he’s 
helpin’ the doctor, he must be all right. 
An’ so he hyp—hypnotized this here 
other fellow, hull? Yeah—g’wan!"

His manner had changed. lie was 
no longer suspicious; his harsh, creak
ing voice was .almost cordial. I began 
to realize that Doctor Bentiron must 
he a great man in the larger world, as 
well as in the microcosm of the uni
versity,

"Well," I continued, “Callaghan told 
him to come back at two o’clock and 
get this knife, just to prove he'd been 
hypnotized, you see. And—and he did 
it.’’

“Ye-ah," said the detective dryly.
He turned from the dead body and 

clumped across the hall. Grimstead sat 
still with his back to the door, glooming 
from the window, apparently quite un
interested in what went on. O’Malley 
tapped him on the shoulder.

"What's that on y'r hands?" he de
manded curtly.

Grimstead looked stupidly down at his 
stained fingers, but did not reply.

‘‘An’ how come it there?” The lit
tle detective’s voice was sharper, more 
accusing.

Grimstead shook his head. “ I don’t 
know.”

“Did ye, or did ye not, kill this man 
Hughes ?”

But the other only shook his head 
again, so that the dank black lock upon 
his forehead swayed back and forth.

"Nothing t ’ say,” he mumbled, and 
dropped his face into his hands once 
more.

O’Malley could get nothing from him. 
In spite of bullying and persuasion, he 
would neither admit nor deny. And at 
last, learning that he was a law student, 
the detective gave it up in disgust.

“Sure,” he said, “I might have 
knowed i t ! A lawyer, is it ? I will 
waste no more breath on him.”

He went over the whole matter again.

questioning Callaghan, Kane, and me, 
and finally summed up thus:

‘‘This dead fellow and him”—indicat
ing Grimstead with a spatulatc thumb 
—“hadda scrap last night over a poker 
game, an’ this one says he’d fix Hughes 
f’r something’. Is that right, huh ? 
Ye-ah. An’ in th' night he goes to Cal
laghan’s room after a knife—some 
hocus-pocus made him do it, you say.-. 
Well. I dunno; anyways, lie got this 
here knife. Alt' how long was he in 
your room, now ?’’

Baddy started. “Why.” he stam
mered, "why, I don’t know. A few 
minutes, I suppose. Not long.”

Grimstead lifted his head from his 
hands to give Baddy a long, sinister 
look. His sallow, unshaven face 
twisted into a hateful smile; but he said 
nothing.

“Well, an' you two saw him goin’ up
stairs with the knife. An’ next thing, 
you, Fleming, found this here Hughes 
dead, huh? An’ that’s all. No noises 
in the night; no signs of anybody break- 
in’ in ?”

"The door is never locked,” I pointed 
out.

‘‘Hull! But itnybody’d have to go 
past you three fellows’ rooms down
stairs, an’ climb tqi here, an’ get that 
knife Grimstead had, an’ all. Wliat’d 
he do it for, huh? Nope. Looks t' me 
t’ be open an’ shut. This here Grim- 
stead got th’ knife an' went in soft an' 
quiet an’ stabbed him while he slept. 
An’ then he seen he couldn’t get away 
with it. an’ he didn’t even try t’ clean 
up. Got rattled, I s’pose. Scart half 
t’ death right now—that’s why he won't 
say nothin’. Well, you just come along 
with me. Grimstead, me bucko. T" you 
won't talk to the likes o’ me, mebbe 
you'll tel! it to th’ judge.”

He snapped a handcuff upon Grim- 
stead’s unresisting wrist, and linked his 
prisoner to his own ann.

“These quiet ones is th’ worse.” fie 
vouchsafed. “Liable to break an’ run,
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like as not. I ’ll be takin’ no chances
with him!'’

The medical examiner bustled in to 
take charge of the body. We spectators 
were hustled out, and went soberly 
downstairs, to watch poor Grimstead, 
our housemate for all these months, 
driven away in a patrol wagon, hand
cuffed to a detective.

CHAPTER V.
EXPERT ADVICE.

WEKY late. I’addy and I set forth for 
v  Dwyer's surgical clinic at Eedview. 
AI y chum was unusually subdued; he 
cowled anxiously, rumpling his car

roty hair.
"I don't like it, John,” lie declared. 

-J  he thing’s not natural. It’s bad 
enough at best; but Grimstead don't act 
right to me. If he’d just had a quar
rel with Hughes and killed him like 
dial, he'd have run away surely. Or 
else he’d have taken some precautions; 
Used another knife, at least, and left the 
front door open. He might have taken 
Hughes’ watch and money, too, to make 
it iook like burglary. But he made no 
a;tempt to shield himself. Any sane 
man would have known he'd be caught 
Slid convicted.”

' Any sane man,” I repeated. ‘‘Paddy, 
you don’t think Grimstead is crazy, do
you ?”

Callaghan shook his head. “1 don’t 
know.” he confessed. “'Maybe. He’s 
always been a grouchy, queer chap.”

“'Well,” said I, “lie’s never done or 
'aid anything, to my knowledge, to show 
that lie was off his chump. Certainly 
nothing that would satisfy a jury.”

Paddy looked at his watch. “We’re 
too late for old Dwyer, anyhow,” said 
he. "Let’s cut him. Doctor Bentiron 
will be at Redview now, making 
rounds in the psychopathic ward. Sup
pose we go over there and put this thing 
up to him? It worries me, somehow. 
I'd hate to see poor Kirke railroaded.

if there is anything wrong in his bean. 
And besides, it was my knife, you know. 
And he wouldn’t say a word. It makes 
me kind of uneasy; did you see how 
lie looked at me ? Suppose he goes on 
the stand and tells some story dragging 
me into the thing? I wouldn’t put it 
past him. There’s something behind the 
way he acted; I’m sure of it. Either 
he’s crazy, or else he’s cooked up some 
defense to spring at his trial. He’s a 
lawyer, you know.”

The idea seemed reasonable enough. 
Either Grimstead depended upon sonic 
twist of the law to clear him, or he 
was insane. -From my meager knowl
edge of psychiatry. I judged that a 
crazy man might show just this callous 
indifference to his own peril, and yet, 
Grimstead had always seemed level
headed enough, in spite of his surly na
ture. And I knew that he stood high 
in his classes at the law school.

"I give up,” I concluded. “Let’s go 
put it up to old T. B.”

By now we had reached the Redview 
Hospital. We passed through it into 
the grounds, to see Doctor Befit iron’s 
familiar blue limousine standing there, 
liveried chauffeur and footman at at
tention upon its front seat.

We reached the two-story brick pa
vilion of the psychopathic ward just in 
time to catch Doctor Bentiron coming 
out. As always, he was carelesely clad 
in shapeless, baggy homespuns. His 
hands were thrust deep into the pockets 
of wide trousers; his bearded face was 
expressionless and weary; his battered 
slouch hat was pulled low over his high- 
bridged nose, shading two extraordi
narily long, deep-set gray eyes, which 
stared absently at nothing. As usual, 
he was accompanied by his assistant. 
Doctor Blakely; a huge, beefy man in 
his middle thirties, with a pleasant, 
rather heavy face. We all like him, 
up at the medical school. Fie was solid 
and dependable, if scarcely brilliant, 
and he had a certain amiable, dry wit.
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Also, lie believed that Doctor Bentiron 
controlled the rising and setting of the 
sun—and I would hesitate to deny it 
myself.

The doctor saw us fidgeting on the 
sidewalk, and stopped. .Standing on 
wide-set feet, stooped forward from 
the waist, his head cocked to one side, 
lie gazed mournfully westward toward 
the old stone chapel. He did not vouch
safe us the merest glance.

“ Umplif," said he. "Blakely, here are 
two children playing hooky. What 
means this truancy? Is not old man 
Dwyer asthmatically removing appen
dixes for your delectation, this very 
now ? How can you hope to become 
great and famous, as lie is, unless you 
learn your lessons ?”

We grinned at this, shuffling shame
facedly like the schoolboys to whom he 
compared us. Professor Dwyer was a 
pompous man, very fat, who wheezed 
as he operated, and talked through a 
gauze mask about the ailments of mil
lionaires. Doctor Bentiron’s dry, tone
less drawl brought the man vividly be
fore us. “Old T. B.” said what lie 
pleased about everybody.

“Umplif,” resumed the doctor, still 
blinking into space. “You appear upset, 
my infants. Something has occurred 
to ruffle your adolescent sensibilities; 
yes. no? And you've come to consult 
the old doctor about it. Very com
mendable. Umplif. Yes. Exactly."

He fumbled in his pockets, and pro
duced rice papers and a little muslin 
hag of tobacco. These he offered to us; 
and when we were through with them, 
rolled himself a cigarette so deftly that 
it was lighted before either Paddy or 
I had finished making ours.

“Umplif," said Doctor Bentiron. 
“Practice makes perfect.” He held a 
match for us. “Be comforted, hoys; 
by the time you're as old as I am, you 
will have learned to roll your own quite 
acceptably—that is, if you persevere. 
And now, let’s go over lo my car and

n

discuss the state of the realm. I can 
always think better sitting down.”

He yawned hugely, and led the way 
to his big limousine. The footman dis
mounted smartly, opened the door and 
stood beside it, rigidly at attention, while 
we all climbed in. Is it any wonder 
that "old T. B.” has been beloved of 
generations of irreverent medical stu
dents? At the very head of his specialty, 
he treated 11s as equals; he never 
preached or patronized. One of the 
city's busiest men. he always had time 
for our little troubles. I11 the quiz 
room, his mordant, drawling wit might- 
cut deep; but none of us minded it, 
knowing that the doctor’s heart and 
pocketbook were always open to “his 
boys."

“Now then, Callaghan,” he began, 
when we were all comfortably settled, 
“von look more upset than your buddy: 
what’s wrong? You’re not in jail— 
yet. Are the caps after you?"

Paddy started violently. Doctor 
Bentiron's drawled guesses were often 
uncannily near the truth. No wonder 
he was the country’s greatest alienist, 
he was a veritable mind-reader.

“Why, why, no, doctor,” my clmm 
answered. “Not yet. But we're mixed 
up in an awful mess."

And he told the whole story of 
Hughes’ murder, beginning with the ex
periment in hypnotism, I cutting in oc
casionally with added details. Doctor 
Bentiron sat quiet in the stationary mo
tor car, lean legs thrust far out before 
him, blinking dully at vacancy. Save 
that he rolled and smoked one ciga
rette after another, he might have been 
asleep; he seemed supremely uninter
ested.

When we were done, “Umplif," said 
he thoughtfully. “As you say, Paddy, 
an awful mess. Exactly. As far as 
you know, has this man Grimstead ever 
had any fits? Convulsions, or 'weak
nesses,’ or nightmares?”

Callaghan shook his head. "No, sir,”
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said I. " I’m pretty sure of it, because 
we roomed together for a while last 
year, when Hughes had company.” 

“We-ell,” commented Doctor Bent- 
iron. "that doesn’t prove anything, ex
cel it that he had no fits during that 
time. The man’s conduct; this abso
lute indifference, even to his stained 
hands, suggests the possibility of an epi
leptic furor followed by confusion. 
Did he seem dazed—mixed up—as 
though he didn’t know what he was 
doing r”

We both hesitated, searching our 
memories. “No,” I said at last. “I 
don't think so. lie  was kind of grouchy 
and sullen; but he looked to me as if he 
knew pretty well what he was about. 
Only lie said, ‘If I did it, I don’t re
member it,’ or something like that.” 

"Exactly. You hypnotized him, Cal
laghan? Was he a good subject?"

Paddy nodded. “First class,” he re
plied. “I put him into a cataleptic state 
without any trouble at all. And he took 
the post-hypnotic suggestion per
fectly."

"Umplif,” said the doctor. “That 
was to come back after your knife? 
Why that, my son?”

Paddy flushe d, “ It was a cartilage 
knife,” he confessed. “Grimstead was 
squeamish about it, because I’d used it 
for my autopsies. Of course it had 
been boiled up since. So I told him to 
borrow it to slice dill pickles with.”

“To make your suggestion more 
pointed,” Doctor Bentiron supple
mented. "Well, it did. How did lie 
act ?”

“Pretty much disgusted,” grinned 
Paddy. “Face all screwed up. You 
could see he hated to touch the thing.
1 le couldn’t imagine what made him ask 
for it. It was funny.”

“And directly afterward, Fleming 
here saw him in the hall, and he acted 
as though he were hypnotized then.” 

“Like a somnambulist,” I declared. 
“He was stiff as a poker. He didn’t 

2'F—ds

seem to see Kane and me; I think his 
eyes were shut. And he didn’t even 
turn his head when we called after 
him.”

“Umplif.” said Doctor Bentiron, 
turning a keen look upon Paddy. “ Arid 
this morning he refused to talk at all. 
This, my children, appears to be an in
teresting case. Exactly. When I get 
time, I will even take my dignity down 
to the Tombs and interview this Grim
stead. A law student, you say? I be
gin to suspect him of being a very clever 
young man. Run along now, the pair 
of you. I have a certain amount of 
work to do, you know; and I suspect 
that Doctor I .apage desires your pres 
ence at his neurology quiz.”

So we thanked him profusely, and 
scuttled. Examination week was close; 
we couldn’t risk too many cuts.

CHAPTER VI.
MARKING TIME.

/~\UR life soon settled down into a rou- 
v- '  tine once more. Events crowded 
upon us, leaving scant time for brood
ing. Hospital examinations were posted 
and held; both Paddy and I had the 
good luck to make Bellevue, Paddy on 
the open and I on the Manhattan divi
sion. We elected the surgical services, 
which began July first; as a result, of 
course, we stay in New York.

Examination week came and went, 
and beneath its tension we almost for
got that there had ever been a man 
called Hughes. But both of us passed, 
with respectable places in Section B ; 
we were not greasy grinds, to aspire 
to the honors of an “A.” Kane—be
cause, as we assured him, arts is a cinch 
course—graduated with honors, rank
ing seventh in his class.

We passed through the final ordeal 
of commencement, all diked up in rented 
caps and gowns, and returned to Mrs. 
Ransom’s for the last time, hugging our 
sheepskins to tts.
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That evening we three sat soberly 

in Paddy’s room, smoking and talking 
over old times. The upstairs rooms 
were closed; of our former company, 
Hughes was dead and gone, and Grim- 
stead locked in the Tombs. Mrs. Ran
som had made no effort to rent their 
rooms; she was waiting, she told us, 
until we, too. should leave. After that, 
she would take no more students, but 
would fill her house with women.

“You've been here most three years,” 
he to'.d us, “and you’ve been real good 

boys, on the whole. I miss poor Mr.
I luglus something terrible, an’ even 
Mr. Grimstead was nice enough—only 
kind of sour in the mornings. I can’t 
believe, even now. it was him done that 
awful  thing! Students ain't much 
double,  if they do keep late hours and 
make lots of noise, and make a body 
wait for her board money sometimes. 
They don’t cook in their rooms, nor 
do out washings in the bathroom, nor 
come to breakfast in kimonos and bood- 
war caiis. But some ways, I wouldn’t 
never feel comfortable to have ’em 
again; I’d be afraid of finding myself 
dead in bed, some day. Not but what 
yuu boys are all right.” she hastened to 
add. "hut then, so was Mr. Grimstead, 
ion.  ' Which impressed me as rather 
a backhanded compliment, although we 
all assured her that she might rest easy ; 
none of us contemplated murder in the 
near future.

Callaghan and I planned to go home 
for a Hying visit, and Kane had en
rolled in the summer school and was 
moving up on to the heights next day. 
He hoped for an instructorship in the 
arts school next fall, his ambition be
ing to become a professor of the romance 
languages. Well, he could afford i t ; his 
father was rich.

So tiiis was our last night together; 
the end of four years’ companionship. 
We said little. It seemed rather a sol
emn time, and the tragedy of the house 
oppressed us more than ever.

“Poor Hughes!” I said at last. 
“You know, fellows, I don’t like to go 
past his door. I shan’t be sorry to be 
out of this house for good.”

“Nor I,” agreed Kane. “1 keep wor
rying over i t ; the thing upsets me. It 
was so queer, so kind of unnatural. 1 
hate to think about Grimstead. The 
fellow must have been crazy.”

“Some of us ought to visit him,” 1 
reflected guiltily.

Callaghan flushed until his freckles 
were obscured. “I went,” he confessed. 
Paddy was a friendly soul, incapable of 
holding a grudge. “But he didn’t seem 
pleased to see me, somehow. He—he 
was kind of nasty, I thought. Said it 
was all my fault, his being in jail. 1 
suppose he meant because I had hint 
borrow that knife. I don't know what 
else it could he. Maybe having it in 
his hand, that way, put the whole thing 
into his head. Heaven knows, I never 
dreamed of such a thing!”

Kane looked uncomfortable. “I was 
down there, too,” he said. “He didn’t 
say much, but I thought he was glad 
to see me. But lie's sure got it in for 
you, Paddy; he wouldn’t tell me why. 
He called you all kinds of names—a 
sneak and a traitor, and I don’t know 
what all. I wasn’t going to say anything 
about it, only—well, he finished up by 
saying that there’ll be an awful sur
prise at his trial; people would find out 
who the real murderer was. I asked 
him what he meant, and he shut up 
like a clam, with that mean little grin 
he has when he thinks he’s got some- 
ting on you. He wouldn’t say another 
thing—wouldn’t even say he didn’t do 
it himself. He just grinned and said, 
‘Ask Callaghan; he can explain—if he 
will!’ I don’t know what lie meant.”

We both looked curiously at Paddy, 
who seemed as much at a loss as either 
of us.

“Now what did he mean by that?” 
he worried. “I’ve felt all along that he 
was cooking something up for me. You
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don’t think I know anything about it, 
do you, fellows? You know I was 
right down here in my room all night."

It was true; at least, I did not see 
how Paddy could have gone past my 
open door, upstairs and back down again 
without waking me. And tirimstead 
had had the knife. But I could noi 
help remembering that Paddy and
Hughes, also, had had a quarrel-----

Kane and I exchanged an odd. al
most guilty glance. Then I shook my 
head. "This won't do, hoys. The thing 
is over and done with, and if tirimstead 
didn't do it, I suppose he can prove it at 
his trial. We mustn’t get to suspect
ing each other; Kane might have done 
it. or I, for that matter, just as well as 
vou, Paddy. But none of us had the 
knife, and Grimstead did. We’ll let it 
go at that. Maybe he means to claim 
that being hypnotized upset his mind ; 
started a ‘brainstorm’ or something - 
that he was sleepwalking, and didn't 
know what he was about. Anyhow, 
there’s no use getting upset about i t : 
we’ll find out what he meant at the 
trial.”

And on that we shook hands nil 
around, said good night, and went to 
our familiar rooms for the last time.

The next day found Paddy and me 
at Red view Hospital, no longer lordly 
seniors, but the lowest of green in
ternes, expected to keep our mouths 
shut and wait on our betters as though 
we were freshmen once more. It was 
an absorbing life; the murder grew 
faint in our minds, and tirimstead. 
down in the Tombs, seemed very far 
away. We rarely thought of him.

CHAPTER VII.
IN  TH E SUPREME COURT.

IT  came almost as a surprise when 
Paddy and I were waylaid, during 

the first week of August, and served 
with subpoenas in the case of Stale ver
sus Grimstead.

That same evening we were sum
moned to the district attorney’s office, 
and took a car downtown, filled w » i 
curiosity and vague apprehension, such 
as seizes most people when the law 
stretches forth a hand to drag them into 
its ponderous machinery, albeit in the 
most innocent capacity.

As yet, the case had had almost no 
publicity. The newspapers had scarcely 
mentioned it; neither murderer nor vic
tim had been of any prominence, nor 
was there any mystery about the killing. 
The verdict seemed a foregone Conclu
sions.

On our way downtown, Paddy and 
I speculated as to the defense. Xone 
seemed possible; yet 1 could not im
agine Kirke Grimstead going to the 
chair without making a determined 
light. Paddy reiterated his idea of a 
surprise.

"He's going to spring something,” 
he declared, "lie's got some water
tight defense up his sleeve, you mark 
my words. And PH bet he drags me 
into it some way. I ’m glad we put it 
up to Doctor Bentiron. Do you sup
pose he's been to the Tombs yet? I ’m 
going to ask him to-morrow.”

We found Kane waiting on a bench 
in the long corridor of the district at
torney's office. While we were still 
shaking hands, an officer called our 
names.

lie led us into the room of Jerome 
Somers, the assistant district attorney 
who was to try the case. He was a 
lean, nervous man, prematurely bald, 
With dark pouches beneath his snap
ping black eyes. 1 knew him by repu
tation as a determined prosecutor and 
a brilliant lawyer ; although one of the 
youngest of the staff, he had already 
been mentioned as his chief's successor. 
He chewed fiercely upon a huge black 
cigar, glaring at us the while.

He went over the entire case with 
us, questioning us over and over as 
to every detail, while his scowl grew
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deeper. At last he rose and began to 
pace up and down the office, rolling 
his frayed cigar back and forth between 
clinched teeth.

“I don’t like it,” he declared. ‘‘I 
don’t like it a bit. As it was handed 
over to me, the case seemed to be dead 
open and shut—sewed up. And so it 
is. But the defense has retained A1 
Lawlor, You must have heard of him.” 
I had, as a shrewd and not too scrupu
lous attorney with a great reputation 
in criminal law. “And Lawlor's going 
round with a grin like a cat that’s eaten 
the canary. He’s got something up his 
sleeve!” He was talking half to him
self. “If I could get an inkling of 
the defense—an insanity plea, maybe. 
But Grimstead’s been acting sensibly 
enough, down at the Tombs. I believe 
I'll see Doctor Bentiron about it."

“We told Doctor Bentiron the whole 
filing the very next day,” I ventured, 
"and he said he would see Grimstead.”

Mr. Somers removed his cigar, looked 
at it with disfavor, licked its torn wrap
per. and put it back again. “I’ll see him 
to-morrow,” he decided, puffing furi
ously. and let us go.

On the morning of August n th  Cal
laghan and I applied for leave and went 
down to the county courthouse bright 
and early, Wc got front seats, just be
hind the lawyer’s table, crowded in 
among grumbling talesmen. We could 
almost touch the attorneys in front of 
us. Whether it was au oversight or 
not. I do not know, but we were al
lowed to stay there, and so saw and 
heard everything. Kane was not there ; 
I mppose be was held with the other 
witnesses, as perhaps we should have 
been.

There was a little stir and a craning 
of curious necks as Grimstead was 
brought in. His lawyer, a stout, young
ish man with a chubby face, like a 
child’s, rose to greet him. The two sat 
down together, heads close, whispering 
busily.

Mr. Somers bustled in, hands full of 
papers, and sat down just in front of 
us. He fidgeted, tugged at his collar, 
arranged his briefs, played a devil’s tat
too with his finger ends, pulled .a big 
black cigar from his pocket, looked at 
it longingly, and put it back. He was 
a highly nervous man.

A fat, uniformed attendant rapped 
sharply on the clerk’s desk.

“Mr. Justice-coming-into-court!” he 
sang out, all in one breath, and every 
one stood up.

Justice Gavati entered, white-haired 
and dignified in his robe, and took his 
place on the bench. He was the very 
pattern of an impartial judge; stern 
and deliberate, with a clean-shaven, 
square-lined face and sharp, steady gray 
eyes. He arranged his robe, glanced 
over a paper or two, picked tip a pen 
and sat waiting.

And so the case of the State versus 
Grimstead was called. The defendant 
pleaded “Not Guilty,” and presently the 
examination of talesmen began.

It was a tedious process, as always, 
and I did not follow it very closely. 
There were the usual questions. Had 
tiie talesman read of this case—had he 
formed an opinion—had he any scru
ples against capital punishment, and so 
on. There were the usual quibblings 
and evasions, the usual efforts to escape 
jury duty for divers inadequate rea
sons, the usual acceptances of reluctant 
jurors and challenging of willing ones 
by the defense or the prosecution, for 
no cause apparent to me. at least.

I noticed that Mr. Lawlor, for the 
defense, asked none but the routine 
questions, and this seemed to worry the 
prosecutor. Perhaps the latter hoped 
for some indication of the line of de
fense. But Lawlor consulted a bulky 
sheaf of papers as each name was called. 
He seemed to be searching for names 
on a list; when lie found and checked 
the name of a talesman, his questions 
were cursory’* and lie would accept the
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juror with a satisfied look. But when 
he failed to find the name on his list 
he did his utmost to disqualify the man 
and, if that failed, grudgingly used an
other of his peremptory challenges,

Mr. Somers, in front of me, watched 
his opponent's activities with growing 
agitation, biting his nails and muttering 
under his breath. At last, as court ad
journed at noon, with four jurors 
clio-eu, he turned to a quiet, insignifi
cant-looking person at his elbow—a man 
at whom no one would have looked 
twice.

"Ualb,” lie whispered, loud enough 
for me to hear, “get a look at that list, 
bind out what it is—what sort of dope 
Lawlor’s got on these talesmen.” There 
was more; but I could not catch it.

I ’addy and I lunched on sandwiches 
Slid coffee in a little Park Row '‘dog
house'’ and hurried hack, to wait in the 
dingy courthouse halls.

Two o'clock neared; we slipped into 
court and got the same seats. The room 
began to fill; the talesmen returned; 
the attorneys reappeared; and at last, 
just as Judge t la van’s coming was an
nounced, the man Kalb slipped quietly ill 
and made his way to the lawyers’ table.

“Say, counselor,” he whispered, 
standing at Somers’ elbow as tlte justice 
took his place, “I got it.” He emitted 
something that sounded like a chuckle. 
“W’haddaya think? A sucker list, it is, 
outa tli’ Great Eastern Book. V  
know, tli' clairvoyant, fortune-tellin’ 
bunch—‘Professor’ Gates made a list of 
all the spirit come-ons east o’ ill’ Mis
sissippi, with all tli’ dope on ’em—dead 
relatives, financial rating, an’ all. Well, 
ibis here’s a list of all th’ trance-medium 
come-ons in N’ Yawk. Heard Tawlor 
talking about it to his pardner—an’ I 
got a slant at it m'self.”

“Good gosh!” the prosecutor 
moaned. “ Picking veniremen from a 
list of spiritualists! What the devil 
does that mean? Going to claim the 
devil came up out of hell to stab that

boy? Yes, your honor, the prosecution 
is ready. Beg pardon, your honor!”

The selection of jurymen went on, 
with Somers growing more irritated 
and Lawlor more blandly satisfied at 
every choice. When court adjourned, 
the jury box was full; and at least four 
of its occupants had been checked on 
l.awlor’s list. Pour spiritualists, suffi
ciently gullible to have found a place 
ill the great dope hook compiled from 
the reports of hundreds of professional 
trance mediums, crystal gazers, fortune 
readers, hypnotists, and clairvoyants; 
what demand was the defense to make 
upon their credulity?

I went hack to the hospital wonder
ing, and more and more convinced that 
this would prove an interesting case.

CHAPTER VIII.
A  N O V E L  D E F E N S E .

Z'"' OURT convened next morning with 
^  the jury box full of insurance 
agents, carpenters, and retired grocers; 
at one end the inevitable gentleman of 
leisure, diffusing ambrosial scents, and 
at the other the equally inevitable im
becile with a face like an elderly slice]), 
chock full of inane questions to lire at 
the witnesses, feeling his importance 
keenly. Looking them over, f imag
ined that I could pick out the spiritual
ists by their vague, lack-luster.eyes, and 
general air of credulity. With the ex
ception of Juror Number Nine, who 
had an undershot jaw beneath a huge, 
sweeping mustache, they were a mild- 
looking lot of middle-aged men. Law
lor had done his best to select men of 
family; at least three had hoys in high 
school or college. Now he surveyed 
them placidly, a satisfied smile oil his 
pudgy, infantile features.

Now that the veniremen had gone, 
the courtroom was only moderately full, 
and most of the spectators had the ap
pearance of confirmed courtgoers—a 
type as well defined as that of the tlie-
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ater first-nighter. I saw a few men 
from the university; mostly law stu
dents, Grimstead’s classmates. Pa Ran
som’s mild, woolly face smiled diffidently 
from the rear; his wife, I suppose, was 
in the witness room. Just before the 
judge came in, Doctor Bentiron drifted 
languidly down the aisie and dropped 
into a seat beside Mr. Somers, who 
seemed very glad to see him.

Judge Gavan appeared; the court
room attendant bawled his unintelligible 
formula, and court was convened.

Mr. Somers opened for the prosecu
tion. lie  was no orator; but he spoke 
clearly and forcefully, walking up and 
down hefore the jury.

“We shall show,” he concluded, "that 
this defendant quarreled with the de
ceased over a card game; that he after
ward threatened his life; that during 
the night, after brooding over the af
fair until he worked himself up to the 
pitch of murder, defendant borrowed 
a knife; that with this knife he mur
dered his friend in cold blood, while he 
slept, stabbing him twice through the 
heart. It was murder, gentlemen of 
the jury; premeditated murder of the 
most treacherous kind. Here is a young 
man in the very flower of his youth; a 
brilliant student, respected by his teach
ers and beloved bv his classmates, 
foully done to death by a false friend" 
—here those jurors who had boys in 
school looked very grave—“and the 
State asks for justice upon his slaver.”

Mr, Somers sat down, evidently 
rather proud of himself. His perora
tion seemed to please him; but its effect 
was marred by his jerky, nervous de
livery. However, he went about the 
presentation of evidence in masterly 
style.

Macgregor was called first, to tell of 
the poker game during which Grim- 
stead had accused Hughes of cheat
ing.

“Was there reason for the charge?” 
asked Somers.

“I don’t think so. None of the rest
of us saw anything.”

“But this defendant was a heavy 
loser ?”

“Yes, sir. He had lost in other 
games, and that night he made out an 
I O U for five hundred dollars to 
Hughes, to cover it all.”

Somers looked significantly at the 
jury. “Ah! And did Hughes press 
him for payment ?”

Macgregor fidgeted. "Why—why, 
in a way. He said he’d hate to write 
Grimstead's father about it, and we all 
knew----- ”

"Object,” interposed Lawlor mildly. 
“Witness testifying to hearsay.”

“Sustained,” nodded Justice Gavan.
Somers made no effort to pursue this 

line further; it was before the jury that 
Gritnstead owed Hughes a large sum. 
and that Hughes had threatened to write 
his father. The inference was plain 
enough.

Lawlor did not cross-question at all. 
and this increased the prosecutor’s un
easiness.

Kane was called next. He corrobo 
rated Macgregor’s account of the card 
game and the quarrel.

"And did the defendant make any 
further remark to you ?”

“On the way’ upstairs he said. Tf 
Hughes writes my father, I ’ll fix him,' " 
Kane admitted reluctantly.

The jurymen exchanged significant 
looks.

"I will recall this witness later," S'int
ers said, and turned to his opponent.

Lawlor rose slowly. "Now, Mr.— 
Kane,” he drawled placidly, “just how 
much importance did you attacli to the 
defendant’s words, at the time ?”

"Why, I thought he meant he’d give 
Hughes a licking—or. at least, that he 
was talking about that. I didn’t really 
think he’d do anything at all. But aft
erward—-—”

"Never mind that! At the time you
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thought nothing of his words? Is that 
right? You may stand down.”

Cailaghan took the stand, identified 
die knife, and told of Grimstead’s bor
rowing it at two in the morning.

"Your honor,” said l.nulor. "may I 
defer the cross-examination of this Wit
ness ?”

Judge Gavau nodded; 'due prosecutor 
.looked more anxious than ever, and 
,vhi pered to Doctor Bentiroii, fie-idi 
him. So far, Paddy's experiment in 
hvr.no'iun had not been mentioned.

!; was my turn next. I told of get
ting up at two o’clock to chase those eats 
away,- and a subdued smile ran through 
the room. T told of meeting < hints!ead. 
carrying the knife. Then the prose
cutor paused for a moment, looking dra
matically toward the jury.

"And now,” said he, "tell the jury 
whiit happened next morning."

[ told of going up to call Hughes, 
ami of finding him dead, with Baddy’s 
knife in his heart. .Mr. Somers held 
the knife up hy its blade.

"This knife?” he asked. "You found 
this knife buried in the heart of the 
murdered man ?” And when I had 
identified it, it was marked in evidence.

In answer to his questions, I told of 
calling Kane and Callaghan, and of en
tering Grinistead's room. I described 
his appearance, his stained hands and 
sleeves.*his first words, “My God, what 
have I done ?”

The attorney for the defense rose to 
cro-s-examine me, a bland smile upon 
his plump face. The state of his client 
seemed perilous enough; but he was 
anything but dismayed.

"Now, Mr. Fleming—or Doctor 
Fleming, as I suppose I should call you 
— on discovering the body you called 
out, I believe?”

“Yes,” I answered. ’T called ;o 
Kane, downstairs,’®

“And he came at once; so you must 
have spoken loudly. My client’s room 
was ju.-t across the ball, wasn’t it ?”

“Yes, sir.”
“And when you shouted, loud enough 

to be heard downstairs, he ran out at 
once ?”

“Mo. He didn’t seem to hear. At 
least, his door staved shut.’’

“Ah! And finally, after making a 
good deal of noise, l take it, the three 
of yon had to go in and rouse him ? 
Now, doctor, please tell the jury how 
■you found the defendant."

"Why,” said I, "he >at in a chair 
hy the window, looking out. He didn’t 
turn around until I touched him.” 

“And then did he seem alert, curi
ous? Or was he frightened and guilty 
in manner? Or what was his attitude?” 

1 pondered a moment, seeking for 
words, "lie  acted kind of queer." 1 
said finally, "lie  seemed dull and con
fused— as if he were dazed.”

“Ah! Dazed!" The lawyer seized 
upon my last word. “Did you think, 
then, that he v.te not entirely conscious 
of his surroundings; that he might be 
in a sort of trance?”

The prosecutor looked puzzled and 
uneasy at this series of questions, and 
Doctor Bentiroii, who had been blinking 
at the ceiling as though half asleep, sat 
up and opened his eyes wider. The 
four jurymen whom I had picked out as 
spiritualists leaned forward at the men
tion of a trance, staring at Grim Pad 
with new eyes.

“I don’t know,” T said, and Mr. Som
ers closed his lips upon an objection. 
“He seemed mixed up, if that’s what 
you mean.”

I.awlor cast a meaning glance at the 
jury. “That describes it very well, doc
tor. And now let us go hack a little. 
You have testified to seeing the de
fendant going through the hall in the 
very early morning, carrying a knife. 
Do you know how that happened? 
Wasn't it a rather curious occurrence?” 

“Why,” I answered, “that was a post- 
hypnotic suggestion. You see, Cal
laghan had hypnotized Grimstead the
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evening before, and told him to come 
after the knife at two in the morning.” 

A little stir ran through the court
room. The jury leaned forward still 
further. At one side, a stray reporter 
began 10 scribble furiously. Somers 
scowled and iidgeted. He turned to 
Doctor Bentiron, beside him, and his 
lips moved. “Now it’s coming!” I 
guessed at his words.

Mr. Lawlor stepped closer to me. His 
slow, placid voice deepened; his chubby 
face expressed surprise.

“Ah ! My client was hypnotized!” 
He dwelt upon the words, with a know
ing eye upon the jury. “Suppose you 
tell me all the circumstances?”

Somers could contain himself no 
longer; he jumped up. “Object!” he 
interposed. “Object t' this line o’ ques
tioning, y’r honor; its immaterial, in- 
comp’tent, an’ irrd ’vant!”

His opponent’s face expressed mild 
protest. “I wish to show the de
fendant’s mental state both before and 
after the time of this crime,” he ex
plained smoothly. “It seems to me, yonr 
honor, that this is both relevant and 
important.”

“You may proceed," directed Judge 
Gavan.

“Exception!” Somers said mechan
ically.

The courtroom was very quiet as I 
told an intent jury about Grimstead’s 
bet, and Paddy’s experiment in hyp
notism.

"And in your opinion, the defendant 
was really hypnotized?”

“Object!” repeated Somers. “Wit
ness not qualified as expert.” 

“Sustained,” nodded the judge. 
Undiscouraecd, Lawlor returned to 

the attack. “You are a doctor of medi
cine. graduated from Redview Medical 
College last June?”

“Yes. sir."
“And have you ever seen any other 

person hypnotized ?”
“Yes, sir.”

“About how many?”
“Why, I suppose a dozen or fifteen, 

at least. I did a little special work with 
psychotherapy.”

“And did the condition of the de
fendant, while in this alleged hypnotic 
state, differ in any way from that of 
others whom you knew to be hypno
tized ?”

“No, sir,” I answered. “He showed 
exactly the same symptoms.”

Lawlor turned to the justice. “If 
your honor please, when the defense 
presents its case, we shall introduce ex
pert testimony on this point. And now. 
Doctor Fleming, when you saw my cli
ent in the hall at two in the morning, 
was his appearance the same as during 
this alleged hypnotic trance, or was it 
different ?”

I hesitated. “Why, I only glanced at 
him; but I thought he did act as though 
he were hypnotized. I spoke of it to 
Kane at the time.”

“A h! And next morning, when you 
found the defendant in his room and 
he seemed ‘confused and mixed up,’ as 
you have testified, did it occur to you 
that he might still be in the hypnotic 
trance ?”

“Object, y’r honor!” Somers was on 
his feet, excitedly waving his hands. 
"Object to my learned opponent’s con
tinued attempts to extract expert evi
dence from this witness. I object to 
his continuing further with this line of 
questioning. If he desires to prove that 
the defendant was in an abnormal men
tal state at the time of the murder, he 
should introduce competent medical ex
perts at the proper time, and not try 
to lead this witness, a youth without 
experience, into making statements 
which tend to prejudice the jury.”

Judge Gavan reflected for a moment.
“Before proceeding further, coun

selor,” he said at last, “I think you 
should state your purpose. What do 
you propose to establish by these rather 
unusual questions ?”
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Lawlor straightened and faced the
jury, though his reply was addressed 
to the justice. His plump face was sud
denly square and forceful; his voice 
rang deep and loud. I began to see 
why, despite his infantile appearance, 
he was rated a first-class criminal law
yer.

"Your honor,” he declared, "we pur
pose to show that this defendant is not 
guilty of the crime charged against him; 
that while his body actually performed 
tite deed, his mind protested against it. 
We intend to show that he acted merely 
as a deadly weapon in the hands of a 
third person; that he was not conscious 
of his act by reason of hypnotism. We 
intend to show that Kirke Grimstead 
was once more put into the hypnotic 
trance: at two o’clock on the morning 
of this crime, and that he committed 
it while in this trance, and unconscious, 
and at the direction and compulsion of 
a person whose motive for the murder 
-hall be shown at the proper time!”

And upon this bombshell the court 
adjourned for its nooning.

CHAPTER IX.
T H E  D E F E N D A N T  T E S T IF IE S .

p \D D Y  and 1 slipped out for lunch.
My chum was stunned; lie sat with 

head in hands and would not eat,
"I knew it, John,” lie mumbled. "Eve 

felt all along that I ’d be dragged into it 
•omcliow. And now what'll 1 do?
! hat damned lawyer will send me to 
die chair, sure as shooting. They’ll 
how that I had a scrap with Hughes, 

that same night—and they’ll make it a 
lot worse than it was. And I supi>ose 
Miimstead’ll go on the stand and swear 
that I hypnotized him again when he 
came back—-and that jury'll believe it, 
too. That hunch would swallow a de
fense of black magic ! Two days more’ll 

me in jail, Johnny. I don’t sup- 
t>o-c they’ll arrest me until Grimstead‘s 
I wen acquitted ; maybe I’d better cut and

run. If I don’t, they’ll railroad me,
sure!”

The poor fellow was almost beside 
himself. He was always a mercurial 
chap, all animation one moment, and 
down in the depths the next. Now he 
could see nothing before him but the 
electric chair.

"Cheer up, Paddy,” I comforted 
him. “Nothing’s been proved yet; the 
jury may not fall for that bunk. Be
sides, Doctor Bentiron is there; don’t 
forget him.”

"What can he do?” my chum 
moaned; but I could see that the 
thought comforted him. Doctor Bent- 
iron was a tower of strength; surely he 
could find some way to help ns.

On our way back to the courthouse 
we met him, dragging wearily along, a 
cigarette drooping from his bearded 
lips. Seeing Paddy’s downcast face, he 
grinned faintly.

“Buck up, old son,” he encouraged. 
"Electrocution’s an easy death, they say. 
In China, they used to boil ’em in oil. 
Think of that!”

"Have a heart,” implored poor 
Paddy. "Can they put that over, do 
you suppose ?”

"I don’t know," confessed the alien* 
ist. “Nobody ever tried it before, as 
far as I know:—certainly not in this 
country. Of course, it came rather as 
a surprise; hut I’ve been looking up 
the law on hypnotism, because I ex
pected Lawlor might try to drag it in. 
‘Corpus Juris’ says hypnotism might 
he considered a defense—and that’s just 
about all the books have to say. There 
may have been such a case in some other 
country; there’s none reported in the 
United States. So this will he guess
work, at best; there are no precedents. 
This case will make one. It’s an in
teresting case—very interesting indeed," 
and he yawned vastly to prove it. “Pin 
grateful to you, my son, for bringing 
it to triy attention.”

1 lands deep in his pockets, he made
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lo slouch away; then, as though by 
afterthought: “Don't be too alarmed, 
Paddy, my child. I think we can man
age to keep you out of jail, one way or 
another.’’

And with that we had to be content.
Although we were half an hour early, 

the courtroom was full. We had hard 
work to secure our seats just back of 
the counsel table. In the mysterious 
fashion in which such news spreads, 
word had gone out that something was 
doing in the supreme court, trial term, 
part one--and lawyers by the dozen 
poured in. so that the lay curious could 
not find even standing room. The press 
table was crowded with reporters', hur
riedly sent around to write up this latest 
t'ituse cclchre; two other justices sat 
with Judge Ciay.au to observe the course 
of that rarest of legal phenomena, a case 
without precedent.

The attorney for the defense did not 
cross-examine me further. .Mr. Somers 
hurried to conclude his case; his heart 
was no longer in it. lie called the med
ical examiner, and Sergeant O'Malley, 
lo establish the condition of the body, 
The latter told of the incriminating 
stains on (Jrinistead's hands. O’Mallev. 
and afterward Mrs. Kan.om, described 
the position of the different rooms, and 
the almost impossibility of any one’s 
having been able to get to Hughes’ room 
from outdoors without rousing some of 
u- downstairs.

Having established a few more sim
ilar details, the prosecution rested. 
Superficially, the case would scarcely 
have been more damning if there had 
been an eye-witness to the murder. Mr. 
Somers bad marshaled his evidence 
well; it was manifestly impossible that 
any one but Grimslend could have done 
the murder. Yet the prosecutor’s lean 
face bore a worried scowl as lie sat 
down ; the liver-colored pouches beneath 
his eyes were deeper than usual. He 
made no mention of hypnotism; evi
dently he chose to wait until the de
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fense had fully disclosed its hand before 
attempting any rebuttal.

Attorney l.awlor rose slowly, and 
bowed to judge and jury. His stout, 
comfortable figure seemed to radiate 
Confidence; his pudgy face wore an in
gratiating smile.

He began to speak in a smooth, con
versational fashion, without any of his 
opponent's intensity. Ever}' murder 
trial was a serious affair, said he, since 
it involved human life; hut this one 
was more than usually grave, for we 
dealt here with a plot diabolical in its- 
cleverness of conception; a plot to ac
complish wanton murder through the 
unconscious agency of another, and thus 
to place that other, .also, in jeopardy of 
his life.

Under the guise of citing authorities, 
he plunge;! into old medieval court rec
ords of demoniacal possession, of trials 
for witchcraft and wizardry; and the 
jury hung upon his words, open- 
mouthed. 1 began to see why Lawlor 
had desired a jury of spiritualists; lie 
played upon their credulity very clev
erly, dropping now and again into the 
jargon of their craft. And then, just 
as Somers would have interposed an 
objection, he switched hack to the case 
in hand. The possibilities of hypnotism, 
he declared, had not yet been plumbed 
even by its most serious students. Hyp
notism bad been most of the lore of 
priestcraft, even from the dawn of his
tory. By its use the Egyptians bad ac
complished seeming miracles; and be 
referred to the magicians of Pharaoh, 
who turned rods and canes into living 
snakes. Practitioners of hypnotism 
had existed throughout the ages, justly 
feared for their power, often regarded 
as witches and wizards ; only within the 
last two generations had any scientific 
study been made of hypnotic phenom
ena. And its most earnest students, 
alarmed by its possibilities, bad urged 
that its use be made illegal except for 
medical purposes.
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He went on to express very skill
fully the popular idea of hypnotism—a 
power by whose means certain specially 
gifted individuals were able to control 
the minds of those about them, even 
against their will; to dominate them, 
subjugate them, even force them to com
mit crime. Again and again he em
phasized the false belief that a person 
once hypnotized is always thereafter 
subject to that hypnotist, and may be 
put ĥ -ck into the hypnotic state by a 
word or a look. He referred to Sven- 
gali, the old mesmerist in “Trilby;” to 
Poe’s gruesome story of the “Hypnotic 
Experiment” which held a dead man’s 
soul in his body for months.

Before he reached the matter of 
Hughes’ murder, he had most of his 
audience ready to believe that hyp
notism would almost bring the dead to 
life. I saw a court attendant cross him
self furtively; men looked queerly at 
each other, and those about us drew 
away from poor Paddy as though he 
had been leprous.

"We shall show,” Lawlor concluded, 
“that in the house with my client and 
the murdered man there resided a young 
doctor whose natural hypnotic powers 
had been developed and trained by this 
country’s greatest alienist.” And he 
bowed to Doctor Bcntiron, who looked 
supremely bored. “We shall show that 
this man had quarreled with Walter 
Hughes on many occasions. Brooding 
upon his hatred, this young man con
ceived a fiendish plot. Ostensibly in 
jest, he contrived to hypnotize my cli
ent, and thus obtained control of his 
mind. Who was it, gentlemen of the 
jury, that decided the nature of this 
post-hypnotic suggestion of which we 
have heard—that my client should re
turn. in the dead hours of night, and 
procure this knife, designed, gentlemen, 
for experiments upon the dead, for the 
dismemberment of the human body? 
But the evidence will show you that, 
gentlemen.

“What happened at that interview, 
gentlemen of the jury ? What was the 
nature of the talk between this hyp
notist and his luckless victim, at that 
hour when human vitality is lowest, 
when my client’s power of resistance 
to suggestion was weakest? That also 
shall he shown, in part, at least. Let 
me only picture to you now my unfortu
nate client, climbing the stairs, knife in 
hand; with his eyes closed, as witnesses 
have testified, paying no heed to any 
one, although called by name—in the 
hypnotic trance, as has already been 
suggested, and as we shall later prove. 
Who is truly guilty of this crime, gen
tlemen of the jury? Who is the real 
perpetrator of this heinous offense, of 
which niv client has no memory or 
knowledge? Intelligent men, such as 
yourselves, can soon decide whether the 
law should punish the senseless body 
of my client, or that malign intelligence 
which controlled it—that man who, se
cure in his own chamber, projected his 
evil will upon this defendant and con
strained him to an act of which he had 
not dreamed.

"Gentlemen* my client is innocent. 
His was the hand, but the mind was 
the mind of another!”

And Mr. Lawlor sat down, flushed 
and triumphant, after a really remark
able opening address.

Kane was recalled as the first wit
ness for the defense. Lawlor drew 
from him the details of Paddy’s quarrel 
with Hughes; how twice on that last 
evening they had almost come to blows. 
The reporters wrote avidly; I could 
imagine the headlines which would hail 
poor Lisshy, next day, as the "woman 
in the case.” Mrs. Ransom’s fears had 
had foundation; Li-shy was to he 
dragged into this a flair, after all.

I followed, and was forced to repeat 
Paddy's half-jo! ing threat: “If you
say any more at met that girl I ’ll knock 
your block off. and dissect you after
ward.”
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Lawlor rolled a significant eye upon 

the jury.
“And this knife, doctor, which you 

have identified; that is a dissecting 
knife, is it not?”

It was a trivial tiling; yet his tone 
made it seem important.

•Wo," 1 said sharply. "At least, it's 
all autopsy knife."

“A h ! Onito s o .”  And he fell to  
questioning me about t Irimstead's early 
morning visit to Callaghan’s room. 1 low 
long had he remained there' But nei
ther Katie nor 1 had seen him go in ; 
we could not say.

Somers had maintained a constant 
fire of objections throughout my ex
amination, hut all of them had been 
overruled. Judge Cavan decided that 
in view of the defense as outlined, it 
was proper to show motive o?l Cal
laghan’s part.

When 1 had stood down. Mr. Law- 
lor addressed the judge. "May it 
please your honor," he began, “the de
fense has decided to waive cross-exami
nation of Doctor Callaghan, which wa- 
deferred, as you recall. Under the cir
cumstances, we can scarcely ask the wit
ness to give answers which would tend 
to criminate and degrade him.”

“Object! Object! Object!" Somers 
was on his feet, waving his arms. 
“ Your honor, 1 submit that my oppo
nent has no right to use such expres
sions as that. Nothing has been proved 
against Doctor Callaghan; nothing has 
been charged against him, except upon 
the un-upi>ortcd statement of my 
worthy colleague. The counsellor may 
waive cross-examination if he. pleases, 
hut 1 submit that he has no right to 
prejudice the jury thus. There is noth
ing to show that Doctor Callaghan 
need hesitate to answer any proper 
question upon any account!”

Judge Cavan frowned upon Lawlor. 
“Strike counsel’s remark from the rec
ord,” he directed. “Centlemcn of the 
jury, you will disregard the comment

of the attorney for the defense. Coun
selor, I am allowing you great latitude, 
because of the unprecedented nature of 
your defense; let me warn you not to 
abuse it! Hereafter you will omit all 
such comments upon the possible eon 
duct of witnesses.”

Lawlor bowed, striving to look crest
fallen; but his eves gleamed, lie had 
made his point; although directed to 
disregard it, the jury could not fail to 
believe that poor Paddy had something 
to conceal. And it was too late, now, 
for the prosecution to question him fur
ther as to Grimstead’s second visit. 
Somers saw his mistake; he scowled 
and muttered to himself, making a note 
for use-in his rebuttal.

“The defendant will take the stand in 
his own defense," announced Lawlor; 
and Grimstead was called.

He had lost flesh in jail; his sallow 
cheeks, for once clean-shaven, were 
-.unken and drawn. He slouched in the 
witness chair, his hairy hands inter
twined. His black eyes were nervous 
and unsteady. He did not make a very 
favorably appearance, I thought.

"Now, Mr. Grimstead,” began his 
counsel, “your movements upon the eve
ning of May /th have been described. 
It has been testified here that you were 
hypnotized and given a post-hypnotic 
suggestion. State first, please, whether 
you remember what happened while you 
were in this trance.”

"I remember everything,” replied 
Grimstead. His voice was low and 
husky; he avoided Paddy with his eyes. 
“I heard Callaghan say, ‘When you wake 
lip you will remember everything.’ 
Then he told the other fellows he could 
just as well make me forget, if he 
wanted to.”

“Ah!” said Lawlor. “He told you 
to remember; hut he said you would 
not remember if he’d told you to for
get.” He looked at the jury and nodded. 
‘‘And now, as to this post-hypnotic sug
gestion. Did you know why you went



back to Callaghan’s room at two in the 
morning, then ?”

Grinistead shook his head. “N o; that 
is, I knew I wanted to borrow his knife, 
but I couldn’t imagine why. 1 always 
detested the thing!” He shuddered and 
made a wry face.

‘'Quite so. And you returned to Cal
laghan’s room at two o’clock. Now, 
Mr. Grinistead, tell the jury in your own 
words just what happened there?”

The courtroom was breathlessly still; 
we all leaned forward, intent upon 
Grimstead’s lips, lest we lose a syllable. 
Beside me Paddy ground his teeth.

"I went in,” said Grinistead slowly. 
His eyes shifted: he kept twisting and 
wringing his nervous hands together as 
he spoke. “I went in and asked for the 
knife. Callaghan was up and dressed; 
he seemed to he waiting for me. He 
gave me the knife and had me sit down 
in his morris chair; the same chair 1 
was in when he hypnotized me. He 
made passes before my face, like he did 
then, and said. ‘Sleep—sleep! Go hack 
to sleep; you can’t stay awake,’ or some
thing like that.”

A faint sigh ran through the room. 
Lawlor nodded wisely. ‘‘And then?” 
he prompted.

“And then 1 felt my senses going.
I couldn't keej) my eyes open. ] tried 
as hard as I could, hut Callaghan made 
more passes, and 1 felt his mind kind 
of taking hold of mine and beating it 
down, I dropped hack in the chair. I 
couldn’t move. 1 felt just like I did be
fore*. when he hypnotized me the first 
time, only weaker.”

“He had established his control'of 
your mind." declared Lawlor. “And 
then what happened ?”

“Callaghan began to talk softly. ‘You 
hate Hughes,’ he said. ‘You hate Wal
ter Hughes. Take this knife and stick 
it through his heart 1 Kill him—kill 
him!”

“And then?”
"I tried to get up; I struggled! I
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managed to shake my head and say ‘No, 
n o !’ but it was only a whisper. And 
then he made more passes, and I lost 
myself. I can’t remember any more.”

CHAPTF.R X.
A T E S T  IN' COURT.

rPH A T  was the substance of Grim
stead’s evidence. Struggling 

against Paddy’s domination, lie said, 
lie had lost consciousness, the last words 
in his ears, “Stab Hughes with this 
knife:” He remembered nothing after 
that, until I had roused him next morn
ing. No doubt, he suggested viciously, 
over a fire of objections from Somers, 
Paddy had ordered him to forget all 
that happened during his trance.

When he came to his senses, I was 
shaking his shoulder. He was in his 
own room, in pajamas, as he had gone 
to visit Callaghan, and his hands and 
arms were stained. At once, he re
membered Paddy’s last words, and 
cried out, “My God, what have I done?" 
This was because he realized that he 
must have been forced to carry out Cal
laghan’s command. “It came to hint 
in a Hash” that he had killed Hughes 
while unconscious.

lie  realized, he said, that it was no 
use to tell his story then; Callaghan 
and his gang would have denied every
thing, and merely laughed at him. So 
he refused to talk until he had con
sulted his attorney, and then, upon ad
vice of counsel, had waited until his 
trial, planning to take the stand in his 
own defense.

Noon came with Grinistead still in 
the witness chair. He had told his fan
tastic story well enough, and without 
much prompting; I could see that the 
jury, prepared! by Lawlor’s opening ad
dress. swallowed every word of it as 
gospel. They stared at poor Paddy 
with manifest aversion; indeed, curious 
necks craned toward him from all over 
the room, so that he slid far down in
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his seat and covered his face. It was 
a dreadful situation for any man ; I pit
ied him. And vet. so powerful was 
the impression made by Grimstcad’s 
talc. I shrank from him involuntarily, 
wondering if perhaps this strange thing 
were true. Paddy's was a fiery tem
per ; and he had been very angry with 
Hughe-. Was it possible, 1 wondered, 
uneasily, that he had actually sent Grim- 
stead upon this horrid mission?

But Judge Gavan was adjourning 
coin;. We rose while he went out; 
then as I’addv and I would have fol
lowed, Doctor Bent iron reached out a 
long arm to check us.

"i Imphf." he said. “Hold on, 
Paddy. Things look pretty blue to you 
jit'i now, don’t they? Be of good 
chevy, my son, for the enemy is deliv
ered into our hand. I was hoping that 
he’d take the stand himself; it gives 
us just the chance we need—provided 
Judge Gavan’s not too fussy. And I 
think we can persuade him." He 
turned to Mr. Somers, who waited un
easily beside the table, stacking his pa
pers.

“Gome along, Somers,’’ he invited. 
“I’ll take you out to lunch; you and 
my friend Doctor Callaghan. Yes. and 
you. too. Fleming. I have devised a 
cunning stratagem, a miracle of wit, 
and all that sort of rot. Listen, while 
I tell you how to confound the adver
sary.”

For all his imperturbable mask, I could 
see that the doctor was in high good 
humor. We all laughed, perforce, at 
the high-flown language which his dry, 
toneless drawl made ridieulotts. As we 
filed out, lie even hummed to himself 
in a discordant sing-song;

“ ‘ And poor Ma-a-ry per-ished and 
died!’ Somers, old dear, will you let 
me direct the cross-examination of this 
defendant ?”

The prosecutor looked at him grate
fully. “I’m at my wits’ ends,” he con
fessed. “I don’t know what to do. This

hypnotism stuff is beyond me—and 
there’s no precedent at all.”

He spoke as though the foundations 
of the solid earth were rocking beneath 
him; a lawyer conducting a case with
out precedent is helpless indeed.

“L'mphf,” replied Doctor Bent iron 
placidly. “We’ll proceed to make us 
one, then. We’ll establish a precedent, 
for the guidance of posterity, so \vG 
will,”

He had led us to one of those quietly 
luxurious restaurants one finds tucked 
away on the top floors of big office 
buildings; places which scarcely trou
ble to serve dinner at all, hut are 
crowded from noon until three or four 
o’clock with bank presidents, corpora
tion lawyers, highly paid executives— 
where business deals running into the 
millions are consummated over creamed 
sweetbreads or kidney saute.

“Let’s eat first. And quick, Al
phonse. for we’ve lots of talking to do. 
My throat aches at the thought of it. 
Umphf, Yes.”

And after our luncheon Doctor Bent- 
iron unfolded to us a scheme so bril
liant, so audacious, and yet so simple 
that we were fairly stunned. Somers 
shook his head.

“It’s unheard of.” he objected. “It’s 
never been done before.”

“So’s the defense unheard of,” an
swered Doctor I lent iron.

“But—but suppose it doesn’t work 
—suppose be really did shoot ? And. 
anyhow. Judge Gavan will never allow 
it.”

“Leave hint to me,” said the doctor 
confidently. “I ’ll give you arguments 
enough. And if it doesn’t work, why 
we’re no worse off, are we? While if 
it docs----- ”

Somers gave up. “I ’ll try it,” he de
cided. “But you’ll have to take the 
responsibility. Let’s go over that argu
ment again, now.”

When court reopened, at two o’clock,
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Mr. Somers rose in his place, conning 
over a slip of paper.

“May it please your honor.” he be
gan, "before beginning the cross-exam
ination of this witness I have a sugges
tion to offer. It has been testified here 
that this defendant is a hypnotic sub
ject ; that on the night of May 7th he 
was hypnotized before witnesses. The 
defendant himself has sworn that he 
-was rehypnotized during that night, and 
ordered to commit a crime; that he lost 
consciousness, and supposes that he must 
have done this crime without knowl
edge thereof. Now, your honor, I re
quest that you direct the defendant to 
submit himself to a hypnotist here, in 
the presence of the jury, in order to de
termine whether or not he is really sub
ject to hypnotic control, as he alleges."

An electric thrill ran through the 
room ; the jurors started, and began to 
whisper among themselves.

Counselor Lawlor sprang to his feet, 
his mouth open upon an objection. 
Then he hesitated, looked uncertainly 
about, and sat down again. Kirke Grim- 
-tead scowled blackly, with an ugly 
glance at Paddy; then he caught his at
torney by the arm and whispered ur
gently to him.

justice Gavan said nothing for a mo
ment. His stern, clean-shaven face was 
inscrutable. He looked down at his 
de-k, making meaningless marks upon 
a paper before him.

At last he raised his head and looked 
quest ioningly toward the attorney for 
the defense.

“This is a case without precedent, so 
far as my knowledge goes,” said he. 
“For that reason I have allowed all 
possible latitude to the defense. What 
is your attitude, counselor, as regards 
this suggestion ?”

Lawlor rose, his client still whisper
ing to him vehemently, “Why—why, 
your honor.” he hesitated, “this conies 
as a surprise. 1—we—my client is
anxious only for the truth. But I sub

mit that this courtroom is no place for 
such an experiment; conditions are un
favorable; such an attempt would un
doubtedly fail.”

“In that case,” offered Somers, "no 
harm is done. The prosecution admits 
the uncertainty of such an experiment, 
and its failure need not prejudice the 
defendant's case. It would then be 
necessary to offer expert testimony as to 
the defendant’s susceptibility to hyp
notism and as to the likelihood of his 
having been in the hypnotic state at the 
time alleged. But I submit, your 
honor, that if the defendant could be so 
dominated by another as to he forced 
to commit murder, it should he possible 
for an expert to hypnotize him here.”

He gestured toward Doctor Bentiron, 
beside him, as though to say that here 
was an expert hypnotist; and the jurors, 
some of whom knew him by sight, 
nodded among themselves.

Lawlor seemed uncertain. "The de
fense is willing to submit to any proper 
means of arriving at the truth,” said 
he. “But, may it please----- ”

Judge Gavan checked him. “I will 
listen to an argument, Mr. Somers.” he 
stated, “and to the rejoinder of the 
counsel for the defense, should he de
sire to make one. But I think that, 
until this point is settled, the jury had 
best he excluded.”

It was done forthwith; the jury Iile<J 
out, and the courtroom was cleared. 
Remained the prisoner, the attorneys for 
either side, and a scattering of lawyers, 
among whom I noticed the district at
torney himself, come to watch this un
usual case. Three other justices sat 
beside Judge Gavan on the bench, lis
tening gravely. Doctor Bentiron was 
giving Somers some last whispered in
structions. When an attendant would 
have hustled Paddy out, Mr. Somers 
checked him; and I, too, was allowed 
to remain.

“You may proceed, counselor,” di
rected the judge.
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Mr. Somers rose and began his ar

gument. I shall not attempt to report it 
in full, but will give only its salient 
points.

“Hypnotism has received but little 
judicial cognizance,” said he. “How
ever, in State versus Worthington, 103
Cal----- ” and he reeled off a string of
cabalistic letters and numbers, “and 
elsewhere, it was ruled that the exist
ence of the hypnotic state must be es
tablished beyond reasonable doubt, and 
not merely upon the statement of the 
person alleged to be hypnotized. That 
the defendant is in any way subject to 
hypnotism has been shown only by non
expert witnesses. lie  may have been 
simulating the hypnotic trance with a 
view to the defense interposed. If he 
is pronounced to be in trance by an ex
pert, it will at least prove that he is 
succeptible to the hypnotic influence.

“Moreover, we are prapered to show 
by expert testimony that memory of 
events which occurred during the hyp
notic sleep, although lost to waking 
consciousness, may be restored by re
hypnotizing the individual. In the case 
of Austin versus Barker”—again the 
string of numbers—“the plaintiff was 
permitted to testify that her memory 
of an alleged assault was restored after 
she had been hypnotized by her coun
sel. If this defendant actually com
mitted a crime while unconscious by 
reason of the hypnotic state, it is likely, 
as we can show by the testimony of 
experts, that if he he hypnotized once 
more his memory of said crime will re
turn, and that while still in this trance 
he will be able to give a full account 
of all that occttrred during his previous 
trance.”

He continued for some time, argu
ing from general legal principles, and 
concluded thint:,

“Before being asked to absolve this 
defendant upon the ground that he was 
hypnotized and therefore irresponsible, 
the jury ought certainly to understand

more clearly what constitutes the hyp
notic state and by what means one can 
be placed in it, and the nature and ex
tent of the control which the hypnotizer 
can exert upon his subject. Surely this 
can be done better by an actual demon
stration than by expert testimony alone. 
Moreover, if the defendant’s memory 
of events which lie claims to have for
gotten can be restored by this means, 
the attempt ought to he made for his 
own sake. The prosecution realizes 
the unusual nature of this case, and is 
anxious solely that the truth should be 
brought out and the guilty person pun
ished, whoever lie may be.”

Judge Gavan nodded gravely, and 
turned to Lawlor, who had been con
sulting his client once more. The stout 
attorney rose. "Your honor,” be be
gan, “we are willing to submit to such 
an experiment, requesting only that the 
jury be instructed that its failure shall 
not prejudice my client. If the prosecu
tion’s expert tails to hypnotize him, we 
feel that the jury should be instructed 
that conditions in this court—the con
fusion and strain, the presence of a 
curious crowd—are at fault. We re
serve the right of introducing expert 
testimony later, as to the results of a 
similar experiment to be conducted out
side the courtroom.”

I thought that he seemed a trifle un
certain ; inclined to feel that the prose
cution had made an error hy which he 
might profit, and yet fearful of some 
snare. Grimstead, on the other hand, 
seemed confident enough. He grinned 
crookedly, easting at Paddy a glance of 
malignant triumph. The sight of him 
disturbed me; lie was so sure. It 
roused all my half-admitted suspicions 
of Callaghan.

I was not greatly surprised when 
Judge Gavan lice,'a tied lo an attendant 
and whispered with him briefly. The 
officer came over and took up a po.dtioii 
just behind my chum. evidently 
Paddy was to he kept under surveil
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lance, pending the outcome of this ex
periment; his forebodings had been jus
tified. I wondered whether he would 
not have been wiser to run while lie bad 
the chance—whether, perhaps, a guilty 
conscience had not prompted that de
sire.

Hut the jury had returned; a press of 
spectators once more crowded into the 
room, so eagerly that the officers ad
monished them. In an atmosphere of 
intense excitement, the business of the 
court recommenced.

Judge Gavan first made a brief ad
dress to the jury. ‘'Gentlemen,” he said, 
"the defendant has consented to be hyp
notized in your presence, in order to 
prove his susceptibility and that you 
may sec for yourselves the nature of 
the hypnotic state. I must instruct 
you. however, that if this experiment 
fails you are not, on that account, to 
allow yourselves to be influenced in 
coming to a decision as to whether this 
defendant was actually in the hypnotic 
state at the time this murder was com
mitted. It may he impossible, in this 
crowded room, to induce in him a trance 
condition which might easily he 
brought about if he were alone with 
his hypnotizer. Now, counselor, you 
may proceed.”

Every one shifted, craned forward. 
Mr. Somers stepped forward and beck
oned to Doctor Benliron.

But the doctor, as much to the sur
prise of the prosecutor as of the rest 
of us, shook his head and thrust Paddy 
forward. Lawlor jumped up.

“Your honor,” he cried, “I understood 
that this test was to be made by Doc
tor Bentiron—-by an acknowledged ex
pert, and not by this inexperienced 
voting man!”

The judge hesitated; Doctor Bent- 
iron whispered briefly to Somers.

“May it please your honor,” the 
prosecutor said smoothly, ‘‘as I under
stand it, the defense alleges that this 
‘inexperienced young man’ hypnotized 
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the defendant and compelled him to 
commit murder. Surely, then, he 
should he able to repeat the process, if 
any one can. If he fails, the defense 
may, if they so choose, declare that he 
did not make ail honest effort because 
of his own interest in the ease; if he 
succeeds, their contention as to his hyp
notic power is sustained.”

This statement of things left I.awlor 
without grounds for objection. He sat 
down, looking uneasy. The judge con
ferred with his colleagues for a mo
ment; tie, loo. seemed rather uncertain 
at this turn of affairs. But finally—

“You may proceed,” he ordered.
Callaghan stepped forward, ignoring 

Grimstead's hostile glare. Tite doctor 
stood beside him, a hand on his shoul
der. and his touch heartened Paddy. 
The hoy's hearing was confident, his 
voice clear and firm as he addressed the 
sulky defendant.

"Lean hack in your chair, Grim- 
.stead; make yourself comfortable. Turn 
your head—so. Look at my lingers.”

Standing to one side of the whites- 
chair, he held up a hand so that Grim- 
stead must look at it from an awkward 
angle, straining his eyes. Then lie be
gan the usual, formula of the hyp
notist : “Your eyes are heavy, you can’t 
keep them open. Rest; think of noth
ing; let yojtrself go. You're getting 
sleepy—sleepy—sleepy.”

The room was very quiet; I could 
hear Grimstead's breathing, rapid and 
harsh at first, grow quieter, more regu
lar. ilis eyelids drooped, reopened, 
drooped—and closed, lie settled him
self more comfortably in the stiff chair; 
his head dropped br.de: he was asleep.

A hundred close-held breaths were 
exhaled in one vast sigh; men looked 
at each other quecrlv. Here was art 
magic, they thought. It was as though 
a breath from the Middle Ages had 
been wafted into the close, hot atmos
phere of this sordid, pro.-aic room, 
where was ettaep- t a scene character
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istic of modernity; as though a wizard, 
born centuries after his time, were 
working his unhallowed spells before 
us, the protagonists of advanced civ
ilization. It was uncanny, this subju
gation of one man’s soul to the will of 
another ; and it convinced.

Lawlor relaxed with a satisfied smile, 
more than ever convinced that the 
prosecution had blundered irredeem
ably ; Somers looked worried. Had the 
case been given to the jury at that mo
ment. they would not have left their 
places—of that I was sure. An immedi
ate verdict of ‘‘Not guilty" would have

en followed by a demand for poor 
faddy’.-, arrest.

Callaghan turned to the prosecutor. 
”1 guess lie’s ready." said he, and we 

ail started at the sound of his voice.
Doctor Bent iron stepped forward, felt 

the unconscious man's pulse, lifted his 
lids and glanced at the motionless eye
balls, then turned away', nodding.

Mr. Somers consulted his slip of pa
per once more. “With your honor’s 
permission,” he began, "we will first 
attempt to demonstrate the extent of 
the hypnotist’s influence."

Asking permission with a glance, he 
began whispering to Paddy. Doctor 
Bcntiron also approached, and the three 
stood for a moment, heads together. It 
was an extraordinary scene; I could 
not hut wonder what had become of the 
orderly procedure of the court. But 
Lawlor interposed no objection; every
thing favored his client. And Judge 
Cavan sat quiet. Having committed 
himself to this experiment, he was evi
dently determined to see it through.
1 was forced to admire his impartial
ity, the dignified decisiveness with 
which he had met an unheard-of situ
ation.

Doctor Bentiron handed Callaghan 
two objects, whose nature I could not 
see. Then he and Somers sat down, 
leaving Paddy once more alone before 
the witness chair, the center of all eyes,

object o f universal wondering suspicion. 
Even the prosecutor seemed to feel that 
the boy was tightening the bonds about 
him; unnecessarily and foolhardily fur
thering Grimstead’s acquittal, and. 
thereby, his own ultimate conviction.

Callaghan turned to the still figure in 
the witness chair.

“Grimstead,” he said, and the closed 
lids fluttered. “Grimstead! Here is a 
knife.”

He held out a ruler. Grimstead took 
it by one end, holding it like a dagger, 
avoiding its edge as though it had in
deed been one.

“Open your eyes," ordered Paddy. 
"You’re still asleep, mind ! Now—stab 
that man behind you—kill him!"

Grimstead opened glassy, staring 
eyes. Upon the word, swiftly, unhesi
tating as some deadly machine whose 
starting lever had been pressed, he 
whirled and thrust with the harmless 
ruler at the midriff of the stout court 
officer who stood behind his chair.

An involuntary grunt escaped the 
other, as the blunt end of the ruler drove 
into his bulging front. Somewhere in 
the crowd a woman laughed hysterically ; 
the sound was discordant, shocking, in 
the universal gasp of horror than went 
up. -

It was enough. Here, it must seem 
to the jury, was the final proof. Pat
rick Callaghan had put the noose about 
his own neck, with his own hands tied 
the hangman’s knot.

Attorney Lawlor was upon his feet. 
"Please your honor,” he stuttered, all 
excitement, "isn’t that enough? My 
worthy opponent has proved our con
tention, better than I could have done 
it. Is there any need to harrow us fur
ther—to place further strain upon my 
unfortunate client ? Surely this thing 
has gone far enough !”

I think Judge Gavan agTeed with 
him. Even the discipline of years upon 
the bench did not suffice to hide the 
loathing in his face as he looked at Pat
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rick Callaghan. He would have 
spoken, but Somers interposed.

“One moment, your honor! I sub
mit that this is not a test. The de
fendant must have known, even in his 
trance, I hat this was not a deadly 
weapon. Go on, Callaghan!” He shook 
with excitement.

Callaghan rrtoved; swiftly now, as 
though he feared interruption.

"Gritnstead,'' he cried sharply. He 
whipped a gleaming something from 
beneath his coat and thrust it into the 
other’s reluctant hand.

"Grimstcad ! Take this pistol—it’s 
loaded—and shoot the judge!"

A shiver, a moan of horror, ran 
through the room; men shrank away, 
covered their faces. Judge Gavan 
turned to face this peril, his strong, 
clean-shaven features whitening slowly. 
On cither side of him the other justices 
drew back, shuddering.

Hut no one moved to save him. A 
dreadful paralysis seized upon us all; 
we could only gaze, open-mouthed, help
less to prevent this culminating mad
ness, this final, grotesque tragedy.

All eyes were riveted tqxm Kirke 
Grimstcad. He did not leap to obey 
this command, unthinking, unhesitant, 
as he had the other. For a long mo
ment he sat quite still, slack-jawed and 
stunned, while the pistol hung loosely 
from a trembling hand. His face was 
blank' and witless; bis head rocked 
weakly upon his shoulders.

Then, slowly, he heaved himself it]), 
shaking in every 15mb. One could fol
low the changing expressions of his sal
low, twitching features as his dreadful 
dilemma struck home. Pure shock first, 
and incredulity; he could not under
stand how this stunning reversal had 
come about, just when his hopes were 
highest. Then horror, deadly fear, de
pair, chased each other across his face.

Either he must do murder once more, 
and now openly—in full court strike 
down the presiding justice before us all

—or he must by his refusal confess that 
Callaghan held no such power over him.

It was a fearful thing to see, this 
tragedy of a naked soul. The man’s 
eyes were open now, glassy and fixed 
in an unseeing stare; his face was color
less, even to the lips, and great drops 
of sweat sprang out upon forehead and 
tipper lip, coalesced, and trickled down 
his chin.

Twice he raised the pistol barrel, 
which wavered and shook in his un
steady hand, menacing us all in tu rn ; 
and twice he lowered it again, irreso
lute. We all gaped upon him; the 
judge leaned forward, his own peril 
forgotten, to watch this absorbing 
drama.

And at last, still mute, he raised the 
pistol again, his face now set in lines 
of desperate determination. While a 
paralysis of horror still held that 
crowded courtroom inert and helpless, 
he turned the deadly muzzle up. n his 
own breast. With a dreadful, mirth
less smile, he pulled the trigger.

A little click!—startlingly loud in that 
deathly stillness—and no more.

As though the sound had released 
him from physical bonds, the court at
tendant behind Grimstcad leaped for
ward and caught his arm. Judge Gavan 
hounded from his seat, trembling; 
then sat down again and wiped his face.

Somewhere in the rear of the room 
a little, half-hysterical chuckling began. 
It spread and swelled, until presently 
the whole room rocked and roared with 
laughter, nervous, explosive—the result 
of this absurd anticlimax of the empty 
pistol, which had turned high tragedy 
into farce. It was not truly mirth; it 
was nearer to hysteria—the revulsion 
of nerves tortured almost beyond en
durance.

Judge Gavan frowned, recapturing 
his poise with an effort, and gestured to 
the court attendants. Startled, they 
leaped into action.



36 Detective Story Magazine
“Order in the court! Order in the 

court!’’
The judge’s gavel rapped sharply; a 

strange sound in the usually decorous 
courtroom. But he evidently despaired 
of quelling this tumult.

“Clear the court!” he cried. “This is 
intolerable!”

So it was done, not without much dis
order and pushing, and at last a sem
blance of order was restored.

CHAPTER XI.
A CONFESSION,

\  1.1. this while Grimstead had re- 
** mained in the witness chair, face 
buried in his hands, the empty pistol 
unheeded at his feet. Now, as the 
room quieted, he raised his head and 
looked vacantly out over the ,empty 
benches. Then he turned to the judge, 
his face calm.

“Your honor,” said he clearly, “I’m 
done for. I can see it now. It’s no 
use; that trick beat me. I confess. I 
did this murder, alone and uninfluenced. 
Callaghan had nothing to do with it.”

Law lor rose, his face still white and 
drawn, and pitched his brief upon the 
table before him.

“ Please, your honor.” he stammered, 
and his voice was unsteady and strained, 
“ I wish to withdraw from the case. I
was misled—I—I----- ” He broke off,
swallowing hard, and sat down again.

Judge Gavan turned to the defend
ant. His face was composed, his 
hands steady as though he had not 
looked into the eyes of death a moment 
since. 1 felt a thrill of admiration for 
this old gentleman’s poise.

“I can appoint other counsel if you 
desire.” he said steadily. “Let me ad
vise you not to talk unguardedly, with
out having consulted an attorney. It 
is my duty to conserve your interests as 
far as they do not conflict with the 
interests of justice.”

But Grimstead shook his head. "No.

sir,” he replied. “There’s no use of 
prolonging the agony. Of my own free 
will, without coercion, I want to con
fess. I ’ll feel better. It’s been a strain.” 
His face contorted itself queerly for an 
instant.

In a low voice, but steadily and with
out emotion, Kirke Grimstead told his 
story: that he had lost heavily to 
Hughes at poker for months, until he 
owed the other nearly a thousand dol
lars besides that five hundred for which 
lie gave his I O U on the night of 
the murder. Hughes had made little of 
it in public, but in private lie had 
dunned Grimstead again and again, 
growing uglier each week that the debt 
remained unpaid, until at last he began 
to threaten that he would write to Grim- 
stead’s father. Now, this father was a 
clergyman who had come into money 
and retired from the pulpit. (Between 
the murder and the trial Grimstead's 
father had died, it was said, of a broken 
heart at his son's disgrace.) He was 
a sternly religious man, almost a fa
natic, who held his fortune as a sacred 
trust, and devoted his whole time to 
bestowing its income upon charity. It 
had been a bitter disappointment to him 
that Kirke would not study for the 
ministry, and the meager allowance 
which paid his way through college and 
law school was doled out grudgingly. 
If this rigid old gentleman had been 
told this his son gambled, Kirke’s ca
reer would have come to a sudden end. 
He would have paid the boy’s debt, per
haps; but no other cent of his father’s 
money would have come to Kirke 
Grimstead. More than this; the care
less, cynical youth held such a deep af
fection for his stern father that he 
could not bear, he told us simply, to 
have the old man’s hopes of him thus 
shattered.

It was strange to hear him ascribe 
this cowardly murder to motives of filial 
piety; yet I do not think it occurred 
to any one who heard to doubt his



words. The man was utterly sincere, 
finally baring his soul to the public gaze 
without thought of the result. Per
haps it was because he spoke in the very 
shadow of the gallows—rather, as 
though already seated in the electric 
chair. Perhaps it was because he had 
not yet stepped back from the ante
room of death, whose doors he had 
tried to wrench open only a moment 
ago. Whatever the cause, all who heard 
him knew that Kirke (irimstead at last 
told the truth as clearly as lie saw it, 
extenuating nothing.

Upon that fateful night our idle talk 
of hypnotism had brought back to his 
memory the speculations of a lecturer 
at the law school, who had dealt with 
curious and unusual defenses, naming 
among them hypnotism, and remarking 
that here was a defense against crime 
held competent by at] authorities, yet 
one winch bad never been presented in 
any recorded case in this country. 
Ti.cn, to his considerable surprise, Cal
laghan had succeeded in hypnotizing 
him.

“ lie really did it. that first time," de
clared (irimstead earnestly. “After I 
once let myself go, 1 had to do as he
said.’’

1 Icing awakened, he went from 
Paddy’s room to the poker game, and 
lo:,t consistently, as usual. Hughes had 
won as steadily; and (irimstead repeated 
that he believed the other had marked 
the cards, although he had no proof. 
He had lost another forty-odd dollars, 
increasing his total debt to something 
like fifteen hundred—a staggering sum 
to an impecunious student, dependent 
upon an unindulgent father for every
thing. And Hughes had sjxjkcn once 
more of writing to his father.

(irimstead sat alone in his room for 
hours, revolving his plight, triable to 
see any way out. And gradually the 
lecturer’s words and Paddy’s hypnotic 
experiment had pieced themselves to
gether to make a desperate plot.

Mental
“I didn’t think much of Callaghan’s 

part in it,’’ he confessed. “Perhaps if 
I’d realized what it might mean to 
him, I wouldn’t have gone through with 
it. But all I saw was that if l killed 
Hughes without trying to hide it at all, 
and just claimed [ didn’t remember 
anything about it. I’d probably get off. 
I was desperate; I think i must have 
been crazy, that night. 1 didn't expect 
to he tried; I thought they'd iet me off 
in the magistrate’s court when I proved 
I ’d been hypnotized.”

Well, he had sat brooding upon such 
things as this until just as be was climb
ing into bed, at two" in the morning. 
Then he felt a sudden urgent need to go 
downstairs and borrow Paddy's knilc.

“ I just had to do it," said he. “I 
didn’t know why. So 1 went down. 
Callaghan laughed at me. and told me 
that was his post-hypnotic suggestion, 
and gave me the knife. I wasn't going 
to take it—1 hated the thing- hut it 
was then that the final idea came to 
me. I took the knife—I'd heard Kane 
and Fleming outside—and went out 
with it. I kept my eyes shut, and 
walked stiffly, and didn’t answer when 
they spoke. I wanted them to think I'd 
been hypnotized again. It was just im
agination, until then; I was just play
ing with the idea of getting riff of 
Hughes. But when it came out that 
way—when I had the kite in my hand, 
and knew two witnesses would swear 
Paddy made me take it, why it seemed 
as if everything was taken out of my 
hands. I just went on without think
ing, as if I'd really been hypnotized.
I went upstairs, and right into Hughes’ 
room and felt for him in the bed—it 
was very dark. And I stabbed him 
twice, as hard as I could, and left the 
knife in him. and went hack to my own 
room and sat down, waiting for morn
ing. It seemed as if daylight would 
never conic!”

So it had been. Hearing him, one 
was compelled to a reluctant pity for

Murder 37



38 Detective Story Magazine
the poor chap, so constrained by evil 
fortune and his own reckless acts. 
There seemed some excuse for his deed; 
surely, such a combination of events 
could scarcely come again—the knife 
had actually "been forced into his hand, 
and with it what had seemed ati ade
quate defense—a defense which would 
infallibly have cleared him, had it not 
been for the genius of Doctor Bentiron.

At last he finished his story and sat 
there, quiet and resigned, waiting al
most indifferently for what might come. 
Having given himself over into the 
I .muds of fate, he no longer seemed to 
feel an interest in the future.

So he sat, indifferent and detached, 
while the concluding formalities went 
'in and his case passed into the hands 
of the jury.

Oddly enough, they debated for some 
time. In this unprecedented case there 
had been so many swings of sentiment, 
their sympathies had been so swayed 
from one to another, that it was small 
wonder, after all. if the jury hesitated 
over their verdict.

But at last they found Kirke Grim- 
stead guilty, as need they must; guilty 
of murder in the first degree. With 
this pronouncement, the foreman made 
a recommendation of mercy.

“We’ve found this case so mixed, 
your honor,” he asserted, “that we 
scarcely know what to think, even now. 
We feel that the prisoner’s mind may 
have been touched, somehow, by this 
hypnotism business, so he did what he 
wouldn’t have done without it. We 
don’t hold any blame against Doctor 
( allaghan.” he hastened to add, “but 
we just feel as if the hoy didn’t quite 
have a fair show, or something.”

It was an involved, almost incoher
ent statement; but it expressed the feel
ings of most of us. Upon the known 
facts, here was a callous, crafty crimi
nal, who plotted to commit murder in 
such a fashion as to put the blame at 
another’s door. But we saw a harried,

bewildered boy, driven by forces too 
strong for him to combat, grasping an 
excuse which was fairly thrust into his 
hands. Who could say how far that 
hypnotic trance had affected his judg
ment, his self-control?

At any rate, Judge Gavan sentenced 
him to imprisonment for life, which 
was later commuted by the governor to 
fifteen years.

When the trial was over at last, and 
we all filing out of court, Paddy and I 
seized upon Doctor Bentiron, demand
ing enlightment. Paddy, it seemed, was 
as much in the dark as I ; he had merely 
followed instructions whose purport lie 
did not understand. It was an eloquent 
commentary upon Doctor Bentiron’s 
forcefulness that a man should have fol
lowed his orders so exactly, even when 
they seemed to be leading him straight 
to arrest and conviction for murder.

The doctor yawned, proffered papers 
and tobacco, and rolled himself a ciga
rette.

“It was simple enough, my children,” 
he told us as we sped back toward the 
hospital in his big limousine. “Very 
simple, once you began at the right 
place. There’s a lot of foolishness 
talked about hypnotism. In reality, no 
man can be hypnotized against his will; 
and no man, in the hypnotic state, can 
be forced to do anything against his 
principles. That is, you can make him 
forget his dignity, but not his con
science. You can make him stand on 
his head; he’ll flap his wings and crow 
like a rooster, perhaps; he'll do all sorts 
of play acting for you, as long as it 
is play acting, and he knows it. You 
can hypnotize a man and tell him a 
sofa pillow is a baseball bat, and he’ll 
hit somebody over the dead with it. 
He’ll stab a man with a rubber dagger, 
maybe—but that’s because he knows it’s 
not a real one. The hypnotic state 
doesn’t destroy judgment, you know; 
it only puts it to sleep; and actual dan
ger will wake it up again quick
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enough. Give your sbuject a real knife, 
a real gun, and tell him to kill some
body—and watch him come out of his 
trance. Utnphf. Yes. Exactly.

“Wherefore, I knew to begin with 
that Paddy here couldn’t force Grim-* 
stead to kill the other chap, whether he 
wanted to or not. It was logical to 
•oppose, then, that Grimstead was fak
ing the hypnotic state for reasons of 
his own. It was really a very pretty 
little scheme—I was sorry to upset it so.

“The (difficulty was to prove' to the 
jury that Grimstead acted of his own 
volition; and juries have a not unnatu
ral prejudice against expert testimony 
—so many experts say so many differ
ent thing's. So it occurred 10 me to 
show them graphically that it couldn't 
he done. Mr. Grimstead gave us the 
chance by going on the stand himself; 
and fudge Gavan was hroad-minded 
enough to permit something of a demon
stration.

“Of course, when we set Paddy 
after him, Grimstead had either to go 
into hypnosis or admit that Paddy 
couldn’t always hypnotize him. He 
proceeded to fake the hypnotic state, 
as I saw when I examined him. But 
if he’d really been hypnotized the re
sult would have been the same. When 
Callaghan gave him the ruler, he used 
it at once; that was easy, and would 
have convinced the jury beautifully, it 
we’d stopped there. But when it was 
a real gun. he balked. That was differ
ent. If he’d really been in hypnosis, the 
suggestion would have waked him; as

it was, it spoiled his pretense pretty 
effectually.

“Of course, I scarcely hoped he’d try 
suicide; that amounted to a confession, 
and settled things right away. All I 
expected was that he’d refuse to shoot; 
then we’d have to introduce expert tes
timony, and establish all this I ’ve been 
telling you. It would have been cum
bersome and much less dramatic; but I 
think we’d have kept Paddy out of jail, 
even so.

“ If he'd bad nerve enough to shoot 
Judge Gavan we'd have been in a had 
way, of course; and lie might have 
known, if he'd stopped to think, that 
the gun wouldn’t he loaded. But I 
banked on his being too rattled to rea
son it out. It was a risk, of course; 
but one worth taking, it seemed to me. 
Anyhow, it worked. We had to keep 
it pretty quiet, and spring that gun on 
him before any one suspected what we 
were up to. Grimstead had no chance to 
gel set, that way—moreover, for alt his 
love of justice, the judge would hardly 
have put himself in the wav of being 
poued from the witness chair like that.

“Oh, well.’’ He threw down his 
cigarette, yawning vastly. “It lias been 
a very interesting and instructive case. 
I ’mplif. Yes. Exactly. But, my in
fants, when you contemplate murder, 
I'd advise you not to make hypnotism 
your defense. Here we are at the hos
pital. Get out, do, and run along. I 
have a number of things to attend to 
besides turning my car into a perambu
lator for you two.”

SING SING PAPER  T O  R E A PPE A R
'T 'HREATENED for a time with indefinite suspension the Sing Sing Bulletin, 
* the newspaper published by the inmates of the prison at Ossining, New 

York, is not to miss a single issue after all. Differences about the paper’s policy, 
which arose between Warden Lawes and State Superintendent of Prisons Eatti- 
gan, have been adjusted, and the warden, who is to supervise the editing and 
censoring of copy for the paper, has ordered immediate resumption of editorial 
activity among the inmates. The Bulletin lias appeared in consecutive issues 
for twenty-one years.
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ILWLY emerged from the gale, 
the Strident presented a some
what forlorn appearance; but 
I was so overjoyed at the 

plucky tight she had made against ap
palling odds that her dishevelment de
tracted nothing from her compact 
sturdiness. I discovered myself patting 
the bridge rail as a token of appreciation.

“Well done, old girl,” I said; and as 
if in echo to my words the crow’s-nest 
lookout reported: “Sail on the port
bow, sir.”

Through the binoculars the craft 
showed but dimly; the high heave and 
lift of the still agitated seas completely 
hid her from view frequently; but when 
she soared sluggishly to a wave crest 
1 saw she was once a tine sailing craft, 
though her masts had gone bv the board 
and she floated perilously low in the 
water.

"She's in distress, sir.” 1 told the skip
per, who had newly reached the bridge 
of the Strident after a well-merited 
calk below. He had seen the heavens- 
hard gale through indefatigably, pitting 
all his skill and cunning and powers of 
endurance against the untrammeled 
might of the elements, with the result 
that, save for a few flattened ventilators 
and torn hatch covers, a wash port 
plucked from its hinges, a man lying 
in his bunk with a broken leg, and such
like trifles that come into the ordinary’ 
run of sea voyaging, we were but little 
the worse.

"Head up for her, Mr. Grafton,’* said 
the skipper; “we’ll have a closer look 
at her. She’s derelict, though—if I 
know anything about a ship.” Accord
ingly, I altered the course to bring the 
strange sail almost directly ahead; and 
the Strident plowed a dogged way 
through the clamorous swells that still 
tore at her as though chagrined at her 
escape.

Inside half an hour the unknown 
craft was practically within hail; and a 
piteous sight she presented. The gale 
had made havoc of her—she was merely 
a sheer hulk, with breached bulwarks 
and spouting scuppers, with a raffle of 
fallen spars weltering in the broken 
water alongside, and—for never a ves
tige of bunting flew from her mizzen
mast stump—deserted. I laid hold of 
our whistle lanyard and blew sonorous 
blasts, with the object of attracting the 
attention of any such as might remain 
on board; but no signal displayed itself 
from the wreck; she simply rested 
there, sinister and forsaken—and, some
how, though the bright sun of early 
morning was already forcing its light 
and warmth through the dispersing 
cloud wrack, I was conscious of a vague 
chill, a nameless apprehension.

“It might be as w’ell to give her a 
look over—this sea isn’t big enough to 
swamp a boat just now,” Captain 
Ilinges said.

“ I was thinking the same thing my
self. sir,” I replied. I spoke no less



41In Justice to the Derelict
than truth; the unknown bark—a bark 
she had been—exercised a curious fas
cination over me. It is difficult to put 
my feelings into words, for I ’m no sort 
of penman—merely a plain, matter-of- 
fact seaman; but the emotion was min
gled with curiosity and fear.

Accordingly, as the Strident maneu
vered to obtain a more advantageous 
position in relation to the wreck, 1 called 
the deck crew together, told them I pro
posed to pay a visit to the forlorn ves
sel, because there might be living, suf
fering human beings aboard her, and 
asked for volunteers. 1 had a crew in 
the twinkling of an eye. We wasted no 
time now. In short order a boat was re
leased from its grips and swung over 
to leeward, and we took our places. In 
lowering our boat we almost lost her, 
for the forward tackle jammed; but the 
siash of a ready knife soon set mat
ters to right's. Almost before I real
ized what was happening we were mov
ing out across the still-boisterous run 
(if the whitecaps, which snarled and 
roared as though determined to intimi
date us.

1 am not an emotional man ; 1 rather 
pride myself on the steadiness of my 
nerves; but as the boat approached the 
wreck I grew curiously conscious of an 
almost overpowering sense of depres
sion. Tliere is always something sad
dening to a sailor’s heart in the sight of 
what has once been a good ship lying 
wallowing in the run of the seas, lurch
ing in the deep troughs, rolling and 
pitching pitiably on the snorting crests. 
Drawing nearer to her, the havoc 
wrought bv the recent storm became 
more and more apparent; the gaps in 
the bulwarks were ominous. The surge 
of unclean water from her decks cas
caded from her scuppers, and the torn 
bulwarks at every roll she gave told 
that she was near her finish. That she 
floated suspiciously low in the water we 
had noticed from the Strident; but the 
nearer we drew the more convinced was

I that only a miracle prevented the craft 
from sinking under our very eyes. I 
steered the boat round under her stern, 
and on the overhang of her counter I 
read her name, the Resplendent, of Liv
erpool. She was anything but resplen
dent then—disconsolate would have 
fitted her condition better.

To negotiate the raffle of wreckage 
that weltered and clamored under her 
lee required deft seamanship. Eventu
ally I saw an opportunity, and, telling 
the stroke oar to keep a watchful eye 
on the boat, I contrived to scramble on 
to the Resplendent’s slimy deck. The 
feeling of depression assailed me even 
more strongly than before as my foot 
touched the planking; but beyond the 
disorderly litter that 1 had expected 
there was nothing whatsoever to cause 
even a slight feeling of apprehension. 
Her boat tackles swung free in the wind, 
as sign and token that her crew had 
abandoned her in a regular fashion; 
there was even a case of canned "meat 
wedged under a spare spar, as though 
the ship’s company, employed in pro
visioning their boats, had been forced 
to abandon their craft in haste. The 
deck bouse forward was breached 
wide open ; the galley was a ruin. 1 felt 
the sodden heave of the ship, accom
panied by a curious quiver. Once be
fore 1 had abandoned a ship just as she 
was sinking; and I remembered the 
warning. Consequently, I made haste 
in itiv investigation, shouting as I went, 
in case some survivor should remain 
behind. But no human voice answered 
me.

The wreck was rich with noises: the 
creaking of timbers and the groans of 
wreckage, together with the sullen swish 
of prisoned water, and the wind whis
tled triumphantly all about me. I 
moved aft, picking my way as deftly as 
I could, for heavy objects were hur
tling from side to side of the swaying 
deck; and as I went I continued to cry 
out. There was stilt no answer, and I
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was on the point of signaling to the 
Strident that the vessel was completely 
derelict when I fancied I heard a curi
ous, whining sound. The sound came 
from aft, but there was nothing visible 
on the Resplendent’s poop. That was 
completely deserted and swept as clean 
as the palm of a man’s hand. ] shouted 
again, and again came the feeble whine, 
ft seemed to slip through the wild chorus 
of major sounds, and something in its 
timbre made my blood run cold in my 
veins. Hut I conquered the weakness 
and hurried aft. The ship boasted a 
half poop; that is to say, the after part 
was only raised about three feet or so 
above the level of the main deck; and 
the only means of entering the cabin 
portion of the accommodation was 
through a companiomvay on the poop 
deck itself, which companionwav led 
down from the teak wood chartroom. In 
the way that a man notices slight devia
tions from the normal, I saw that the 
deck planks to starboard were heavily 
scored, as though some heavy objects 
had been hurriedly dragged along them. 
Somewhat to my surprise. 1 discovered 
that the big harness casks that should 
have been lathed in front of the chart- 
house were missing.

“They’ve carried away from their 
lashings,” thought f. “They've taken 
charge along the deck, and that account- 
for the scorings.’’ Again I heard the 
melancholy whine, and, a sailor's senses 
being almost as highly trained as a wild 
animal's. I realized that the sound came 
from somewhere beneath my feet. I 
hastened to the companionway and 
stared down into the gloomy cavern be
low. The first thing that attracted my 
attention was the heavy swish of mov
ing water—evidently the ship was so 
full as to have her cabins flooded. Then 
1 plunged below, to find myself stopped 
by the two missing harness casks, which 
had apparently rolled through the com
panionway door and lodged themselves 
halfway down the stairs. Making this

discovery', I heard again the whining 
sound, and I confess that my hair stood 
on end with superstitious terror. The 
sick lurch, the deadness of the Resplen
dent, warned me that little time was to 
be lost; but as the whine persisted 1 
determined to take an extra risk and 
rescue the imprisoned dog below—for 
I decided that the whine could only- 
come from a dog’s throat. I had no
ticed a hatch batten lying in the skylight 
cleats, and 1 took possession of this tool. 
A few heaves, and a harness cask came 
clear. I scrambled over the second 
one, and promptly plunged knee-deep in 
water that was none too clean.

Then 1 entered the main saloon—to 
bin! it water-logged and deserted. The 
whine increased, and came from behind 
a door at the fore end of the main cabin. 
This door I approached, to find it 
locked. Hut a couple of blows from 
the batch batten laid the timbers abroad, 
and over the wreckage I entered what 
was presumably the captain’s cabin. It 
was a spacious apartment and bad been 
handsomely furnished; but the en
croaching water had made havoc with 
its appointments. That water swilled 
and guttered almost to the ltwel of the 
bunk: and it was over the edge of this 
bunk that I saw a dog’s head. The ani
mal whimpered as I spoke to it; then u 
emitted the most ear-piercing howl I 
have ever heard. Intent on saving this 
single inhabitant; of the derelict, I 
plunged through the deep water and 
reached the hunk. There I forgot about 
the miserable dog, which endeavored 
feebly to lick mv hand. For there, ly
ing in the hunk, fully dressed, was the 
body of a woman with an ugly gash in 
her throat.

Believe me, I drew hack from that 
sleeping place as though I had been 
touched with a hot iron. The sight of 
that inanimate, though beautiful, body 
was unnerving, and it was not until 1 
reached the air above that I recovered 
my composure. But the open whirl of
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the wind steadied m e; and, as the Stri
dent was within signaling distance, I 
semaphored across to the skipper some 
particulars of my discovery.

‘‘Can you bring body off?” he sig
naled in return. I dived below again, 
although the motion of the Resplendent 
was by this time alarming, but a mo
ment’s consideration showed me that the 
task was impossible. I spared a moment 
or two, however, to scrutinize the cabin, 
and a dismal place I found it. The suck 
and gurgle of the imprisoned water had 
a sinister sound; the liquid came to my 
armpits as I studied the woman’s beauti
ful face. Look where I would, I could 
find nothing to throw light on the trag
edy—nothing that even a skilled detec
tive could have used by way of evidence. 
As I groped about there came a loud 
warning cry from outboard; and it was 
succeeded by a stealthy quiver of the 
ship. Once before I had felt a similar 
quiver, and 1 understood its significance. 
Without any further hesitation I 
snatched the emaciated dog from the 
bunk and, with it in my arms, fought 
my way to the open.

‘‘Look out, sir, she’s going!" cried the 
stroke oarsman of the boat. "Jump!”
I jumped in the nick of time. The men 
in the boat thrust off hurriedly, and be
fore we had placed a dozen fathoms be
tween ourselves and the Resplendent the 
ship gave a heave, writhed like a living 
thing in agony, and then slid into the 
depths of the Atlantic stern first. As 
it disappeared the dog that I still held 
in my arms gave a mournful wail, strug
gled loose, and plunged overboard. For 
a moment it swam weakly, then the suck 
of the eddies took it, and it disappeared. 
We pulled hard to escape the menace of 
the swirls, and once out of danger I 
gave orders to the men to lay on their 
oars; but nothing came into view save 
stray bits of timber that stabbed up
ward through the disturbed water. No 
trace of the dog was to be seen. The 
bray of the Strident’s whistle summoned

us back aboard our parent ship; and, I 
must admit, I breathed more freely as 
I mounted her bridge ladder to make 
my report to the skipper.

"A beautiful woman, with her throat 
cut ?” said the Skipper. ‘‘Are you quite 
sure of that?”

“As sure as I’m standing here; and 
thankful 1 am to be back, sir,” 1 said, 
and went into details. I told him about 
the whining of the dog and the general 
desertion of the wreck, and he listened 
interestedly.

“How long do you think she’s been 
dead ?” he asked as the Strident steadied 
afresh on her course and lumbered 
steadfastly along.

“I’m no expert in such matters,” I 
said, “but I don’t think she’d been dead 
for more than two days at the outside.”

“It was blowing hard two days ago,” 
he said reminiscently, and I agreed with 
him. Small chance of the lost Resplen
dent’s boats weathering that storm, I 
decided.

“You’d better go below and get a 
change.” the skipper directed. “We can 
talk about this business later on.”

It was wholesome to get back to my 
own cabin, to find myself surrounded 
by familiar objects, and to don clean, 
dry clothing; but as I refreshed myself 
I could not help pondering over the 
mystery of the derelict. A derelict in 
itself is nothing; a derelict with a mur
dered woman aboard is a rarity. And 
such a beautiful woman! She was 
hardly the sort of person that one would 
have expected to find aboard a wind
jammer of the Resplendent’s type; in
experienced in the matters of the social 
world as I was, I could not help think
ing that she would better have fitted 
some glorious setting such as an old 
court or palace. Although she was 
dead, there had been something regal 
in her expression.

A full statement of the affair was 
written down in the log book and signed 
by myself and the skipper. That was
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all we could do; and as another gale 
started within twenty-four hours of the 
Resplendent’s sinking, we soon had 
other matters to occupy our attention 
than the mysterious fate of that tragic 
victim.

Nothing was to he learned of the fate 
of the Resplendent’s crew when the 
Strident reached port. Judging by our 
own experiences, there seemed little rea
son to doubt that the ship's boats had 
been overwhelmed in the gale which had 
so effectively made a. mess of what had 
once been a fine ship. And so for a 
period of two years and more not the 
smallest vestige of a solution presented 
itself. Not that we of the Strident were 
able to do much toward the solving of 
the problem—we had other matters to 
concern us. The small matters of earn
ing our own livings and dividends for 
the shipowners were of more vital im
portance to us than the real facts which 
lay behind the Resplendent’s tragedv. 
I must admit that 1 had practically for
gotten the occurrence when Captain 
Hinges died—a sling of cargo carried 
away just as he was passing beneath it— 
and 1 was left in command of the Stri
dent.

Not for long, though—that bit ol luck 
was far too good to last. 1 took the 
ship from New York down to Pernam
buco and Bahia, calling in at a few odd 
ports, and then received instructions to 
work her back to Liverpool. Arriving 
there, we were boarded by the marine 
superintendent of the Clamorous line — 
a tall, gaunt-faced man, who bad the 
deepest-sunk eyes I’ve ever seen.

“This is Captain Brendon,” the su
perintendent said. “ You'd better know 
him. He has bought the ship from us, 
and lie intends to sail in command of 
her himself.”

I made my best how—he quite cer
tain of that. There weren’t too many 
berths going a-begging just then for me 
to be cavalier in my reception; and as 
L was rather fond of the old Strident I

don’t know that I was particularly keen 
to leave her—even though I saw there 
was no earthly chance of retaining com
mand. Still, 1 was only a youngster— 
and the chances were that Captain 
Brendon would soon swallow the anchor 
and settle down ashore to get fat on the 
dividends his ship earned for him.

"I hope you’ll stay on as mate, Mr. 
Crafton,” the new owner said. “I ’m a 
square-rigged man myself, and I’d count 
it a favor if you’d keep your old berth. 
I don’t see any reason why we shouldn't 
pull together as well as can he ex
pected.”

So it was left at that. Captain Bren
don struck me as being a likable sort of 
man in the general run, though lie was 
given to curious fits of abstraction. 
Once when I went into his cabin after 
a knock, thinking that I ’d heard his sum
mons to enter, 1 found him.prancing up 
and down the sea parlor like a madman, 
waving his arms and muttering thing, 
in a sort of half whisper. He stopped 
at once when he saw me, and his face 
darkened.

“What do you mean by----- ” he be
gan, hut stopped and smiled. “ Iin 
something of an elocutionist,” he said, 
"and I was rehearsing. What is it?’’ 1 

mentioned the unimportant hit of busi
ness that had taken me into his pres
ence, and we discussed it thoroughly. 
There was certainly nothing the matter 
with his thinking powers.

And so, under her new commander, 
the Strident put to sea again. If I were 
a man of words. I’ve no doubt I could 
write a whole novel about that trip and 
Captain Brendon. In a way he took 
me more into his confidence than the 
average shipmaster does his chief mate 
—lie often invited me into his cabin, 
for instance, and offered me refresh
ments.

"A skipper has a lonely life of it,” 
lie said more than once. “He gets a 
lot of time for thinking. Tell me some
thing about----- ” So it went on. He
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always wanted me to be talking with 
him. And often and often when I was 
on the bridge he would come up be
side me and yarn away for the entire 
watch, and even at the end of it would 
press me to go down into his room and 
tell yarns until all hours.

So it came about that one day, when 
we’d taken noon sights and worked up 
the ship’s position, I went to his cabin 
with my results. He had unrolled a 
big chart on the table—the Strident 
hadn't a regular chart house, and we 
did our marking off in the skipper’s 
cabin—but our noon position took us 
off the edge of that chart.

“Dig out the next sheet,” he said to 
me, and 1 rummaged about until I found 
it, and spread it out before him on the 
polished mahogany.

“What’s that red cross?’’ he asked. 
The cross, being in ink, stood out dis
tinctly against the crisscross background 
of pencil marks.

“That’s the spot where we sighted the 
Resplendent,'’ I told him.

“The Resplendentf  Her name seems 
half familiar to me. Was there any
thing curious about her, then, that you 
marked it down so clearly ?’’

“She was derelict, sir,” I said. “Dere
lict and sinking—her crew had aban
doned her. But perhaps you saw the 
stor\r in the papers?” He shook his 
head. Being all his life in sail, he said, 
gave him but scant opportunities of 
studying the daily press. A man might 
easily fail to hear of a world-spread 
revolution during the average three to 
four months of a windjammer's passage 
from port to port.

So I up and told him about my re
markable experience; and he listened 
with a good deal of interest, especially 
v. hen I came to the part about the mur
dered woman.

"You’re sure she was murdered ?” he 
asked. “Has it ever struck you that it 
might have been a case of suicide?” 
That explanation had certainly never oc

curred to me, I must admit. When a man 
discovers such a tragedy as I ’d seen, his 
lirst thought is, naturally, one of mur
der; and for lack of other evidence he 
is somewhat inclined to hold to his 
earlier opinion. And as the floor of the 
Resplendent’s cabin had been deeply 
awash, it was quite possible that the 
weapon with which the tragedy had 
been committed had slipped from the 
woman’s dead hand and got lost in that 
swelter of murky water.

“You never know what a woman’s 
going to do—especially at sea,” he said. 
“Well, what do you make your noon 
position. Mr. Grafton?” He was once 
more the skipper, keen and business
like, as lie bent over the newly opened 
chart and opened the dividers. As it 
happened, his noon position and my own 
tallied to a hair; and he dotted down 
the latitude and longitude and ran the 
usual circle round the dot with a steady 
hand.

“We ought to be somewhere near that 
cross by to-morrow evening,” he said. 
“That is, if we hold on this present 
course.” He placed the parallel rulers 
in position, and, sure enough, a line 
drawn from the encircled dot along the 
course we were making would have cut 
clean through the red cross. There was 
nothing out of the ordinary in that— 
but there the matter was. Remember
ing my sensations afresh when I saw 
what secret the derelict Resplendent 
held, I was aware of a shiver shaking 
me. I’m not superstitious, by any 
means; but—there are certain things 
that affect a man’s nerves.

That evening, about six-thirty, after 
supper, the skipper came up on the 
bridge in his customary fashion and 
yarned for a while about the weather 
and the prospects of picking up a cargo 
at the port whither we were bound and 
the usual ship talk that goes on aboard 
any old tramp.

“Tell me about that Resplendent af
fair again,” he said after the conver
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sation had languished. 1 told him in de
tail, even to mentioning the fact of the 
harness casks being thrown down the 
companion way.

“It’s a strange story—another of 
those sea mysteries that’ll never be 
cleared up. I’ve happened on one or 
two strange things in my time, too,’’ the 
skipper said. “There was one case 1 

heard—no one would believe it if they 
read it in a book; they’d say romance 
could be overdrawn. Have a cigar, Mr. 
( irafton.” He lit one himself and held 
the match to the end of mine. It was 
growing dark, hut the match flare 
illuminated his face very clearly, and 1 
was struck by the remarkable brightness 
of his eyes—they were like a ferret’s.

N'ow. the average skipper doesn’t en
courage his mates to smoke while on 
duly; Inti Brendon was different from 
the common run. He blew a whiff of 
smoke into the air and watched it spi
ral upward thoughtfully. The wind was 
dead aft and our decks were becalmed.

"1 came across a man, long ago, when 
1 was a youngster,” he said, "who told 
me a yarn that beats yours into a cocked 
hat, (irafton. This fellow was a big, 
handsome man, and had a way with 
women that some found irresistible. 
There are men like that—I’ve met a 
few—even though they themselves 
aren’t overkeen on the fair sex. they 
get mixed up with all sorts of entangle
ments. This man—-Stevenage by name 
—at least, I think it was Stevenage— 
had more affairs than the majority, ac
cording to his own accounts. He was 
simply drawn into them against his bet
ter judgment. Phew! this following 
wind makes things a bit' breathless, 
doesn't it ?” Captain Brendon wiped 
his forehead, on which the perspiration 
stood in big beads.

“Down in the South Seas this was— 
thousands of miles from here, and 
twenty or thirty years ago,” he went on. 
“ It was your mention of the—the— 
what did you call the ship ? Expensive,

did you say, or was it Superb? Ah, yes 
—the Resplendent. Your talk of that 
ship it was that reminded me of Ste
venage and his story. He was a dying 
man when he told me the yarn. He 
fell head over ears in love with this 
girl, and apparently she returned his 
feeling, because after a while they got 
married, and he took her to sea with 
him. He fitted out his cabin in a spe
cial fashion. His ship carried a Japa
nese carpenter, who was handy with 
tools. Stevenage spared no expense to 
make the after accommodations exactly 
right.

“You’re a young man, Mr. Grafton, 
and I dare say you've not had much ex
perience with women. This wife of 
Captain Stevenage seems to have been 
a curious specimen. She tired of him 
after a while and began to take far too 
much notice of his chief mate, who was 
a shaggy, tawny-haired, rough-and- 
ready man, without any polish about 
him. And Captain Stevenage grew to 
he as jealous of his wife as a man could 
he—he dreaded to allow her out of his 
sight. Prior to his marriage he and his 
mate had been good friends, but a 
breach grew between them—all on ac
count of Mrs. Stevenage.

“Of course, even on shipboard, it 
wasn't ]X)ssiblc always to keep his wife 
under close observation, but Stevenage 
did his best. Then, one night, after 
he'd been on deck for a long spell on 
account of the ship meeting heavy 
weather, he wakened suddenly from the 
deep sleep into which he had dropped. 
His wife wasn't in the cabin, and his 
suspicions grew acute. He slipped on 
a waterproof and crept cautiously on 
deck. Mrs. Stevenage was there, talk
ing to the mate. That discovery of the 
skipper’s signed the mate’s de îth war
rant for him. You can’t understand the 
power of jealousy. When you turn in 
to-night, Mr. Grafton, go down-on your 
knees and pray to be saved from that 
curse. Look here, don’t you think we’d
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do better if we headed the ship a bit 
into the wind? A man can hardly 
breathe.”

1 explained to him that to get a de
cent draft along the decks it would be 
necessary to turn the ship right about; 
and he saw my point.

“I dare say it’s nothing; but—I felt 
a bit overcome, that’s all. I ’m all right 
now. Let’s see, where was I ? Oh, yes 
—about Stevenage and his mate and his 
wife. Stevenage was blazingly jealous, 
and he accused his wife of flirtation 
with the mate. She denied it. saying 
she found the cabin unbearable on ac
count of its closeness, and, knowing he 
was tired, she’d just slipped on a coat 
and gone on deck; and she had asked 
the mate a question—and so on. Lies, 
all lies! But two nights afterward the 
mate disappeared—quite suddenly. The 
man who had the wheel from two to 
four in the middle watch said the mate 
had leaned against the rail, the rail had 
carried away, and the mate was precipi
tated overboard. There was a big sea 
running, and though the captain was 
called at once it wasn’t possible to do 
anything, what with the darkness and 
the bad weather. So the mate died. Not 
a soul knew that Captain Stevenage had 
deny cut through the rail, merely leav
ing a splinter to keep it in place, so 
that the least weight against it would 
break it. But that’s what he’d done. 
It's a terrible thing to have a beautiful 
wife and to be jealous of her—terrible. 
I'm glad I never married.

‘‘After that things got better for Ste
venage. Not for long, though. lie 
came to fancy that his wife was making 
eyes at his second mate. And he wor
ried over that. Of course, in a way 
he was mad, I suppose—but cunningly 
mad. He loved his ship and lie loved 
his wife; but he loved himself best of 
all.

“And this is what he did, in the long 
run : He waited until bad weather came 
along, and then he killed his wife—shot

her dead. That was the best solution to 
the problems that were troubling him. 
But he was clever with it—oh, ves, he 
was clever ! He didn’t want to be called 
on to pay the penalty of his misdoing; 
before he murdered her—and she was 
a very' beautiful woman—he scuttled 
the ship. He knew all about the ship, 
and he drove holes through her skin; 
and what with the leaks and the bad 
weather—why. the ship began to sink. 
So the crew abandoned her, though the 
skipper refused to enter a boat. He 
waited until all hands were clear, and 
then—he—he—took good care that his 
wife shouldn’t come up on deck and 
bother him again. He fastened the cabin 
so that she shouldn’t—shouldn’t accuse 
him, and went overboard on a spar; 
and—why, then the ship sank, and he 
was left afloat. He was picked up— 
but no one ever heard a single word of 
his crew again—whether their boats 
were swamped or whether Captain Ste
venage had bored holes in them no 
one’ll ever know.”

“And what became of Stevenage?” I 
asked, interested not so much in the 
story as the way in which it was told.

“Oh—he—he was haunted ever after
ward. He went here and he went there, 
but he was always afraid of something 
coming to light, and his fear fed on 
itself until it became unbearable—un
bearable. He went to sea again—bought 
a ship of his own and fitted her out like 
a yacht—I told you he was a ship lover, 
didn’t I ? Somehow, he couldn’t settle 
down to steady seafaring again. He 
was afraid that he might sign on a man 
who’d been among the crew of his old 
ship, some one who’d accuse him of— 
of murder. So he sold the ship and 
settled down ashore in a remote place; 
and he—he died there.”

I chewed over this story for a bit, 
but the sultriness of the night must have 
clouded my brain a little, for I didn’t 
seem able to make head or tail of it. I 
was still trying to discover why Cap
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tain Bretidon had told it to me, when 
the narrator touched me on the shoul
der.

“It’s a line night,’’ he said. “Xo need 
for both of us to be Up here. 1 don’t 
feel sleepy, so there’s no reason why you 
shouldn’t go below and turn in—get 
an extra calk.’’ Show me the sailor 
who would refuse such an offer and you 
show me a curiosity, as sleep is the god 
of the men wdio use the sea. 1 accepted 
the oiler with thanks, and went below. 
Once in my bunk, spite of the night’s 
closeness, ] slept like a top.

Next day, at noon, I handed in my 
working of the ship’s position. It 
agreed exactly with the skipper's, and I 
\tSBchcd him as he jotted it down on the 
chart and ran the customary circle about 
the dot. Then he drew’ a line from the 
noon position of the day before. That 
line passed a clear twenty miles south 
of the red cross.

"There must have been a strong cur
rent running,’’ be observed, “furious, 
too, considering the wind was where it 
was. But one never knows what's going 
to happen at sea.”

“What distance do you make her to 
have done, sir?’’ 1 asked.

Me measured the distance with tiie 
dividers, and named a figure that was 
some fifteen miles less than normal. It 
was curious, hut he seemed quite satis- 
tied, and it was not for me, as mate, to 
express an opinion. Once the day’s 
navigation was completed he looked tip 
and said:

"I want the carpenter in mv cabin 
for the next day or two—there are a 
few jobs to be done. Can you spare 
him? And if there’s one of the crew 
who's handy at carpentering, you might 
send him along, too. I do like a com
fortable cabin; it’s a mania with me.” 
By the time the Strident reached port 
the captain’s cabin w’as materially im
proved ; it looked like a room in a liner.

We made two more voyages after

that, ordinary voyages enough, with 
nothing outstanding to differentiate 
them from others. I noticed that on 
each occasion we encountered that same 
current which set the ship a long way 
south of her proper course, and jotted 
the fact down in my meteorologica' 
notes—1 was keeping pretty exhaustive 
observation of astronomical and atmos
pherical phenomena for the United 
States government—but beyond that I 
did not worry over the matter. Then 
we cleared for a third voyage.

Thanks to my work on behalf of the 
meteorological department of the 
United States government, I was kept 
well supplied with all the latest news 
concerning currents, icebergs, and so 
forth ; and 1 noticed, when reading the 
comprehensive data that was addressed 
to me, that a series of disturbances had 
been noticed in the Atlantic; there bad 
been a succession of mild submarine up- 
heavels. And during the first days of 
this voyage of which 1 am speaking the 
weather was out of the ordinary— 
heavy and oppressive, while the sea was 
different from the normal, somehow. 
It was a period of stagnant calms, and 
the water ran oilily, streaked here and 
there with lines of grayish mud. The 
skies were leaden and lowering in the 
main, though the sun showed often 
enough to enable us to take our sights 
and work out our positions.

NTow, even a tramp steamer like the 
Strident runs more or less to a given 
time-table nowadays; and on a certain 
day, presenting my navigational work
ing to the skipper, 1 noticed that thfcred 
cross of the chart was due to be passed 
at somewhere about six o’clock on the 
following morning.

“ I wonder if we shall meet that cur
rent again, sir,” I said. “I’ve mentioned 
the fact to the authorities; hut they’ve 
said nothing about it in their corre
spondence.”

“Oh, you mentioned it, did you?” the 
skipper asked. “Well, we never know ;
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currents change a lot. But I think we’ll 
probably meet it again, somehow.”

lie lifted his eyes from the chart and 
looked at me sharply. It struck me that 
lie was noi well—his eyes had a strained 
look and his lips were almost colorless. 
And. for some reason or other. I felt 
a sharp chill shake me. But 1 said noth
ing about it. for the skipper drew my 
attention to some new alterations in his 
cabin and discussed them at length, lie 
had used more of the carpenter's time 
than I, as mate, quite approved of, hut 
he had made his cabin a place of beauty, 
no getting away from that. And yet, 
looking about the cabin, I felt the sweat 
stand out. in heads on tnv forehead. I 
don't know why, except that it was very 
close and oppressive.

1 slung a hammock tinder the boat 
skids ihal afternoon for tnv customary 
calk, hut 1 failed to sleep well, hater 
I took ike watch. At about four bells 
the skip]® fame m the bridge and com
mented to talk, lie  was a hit affected 
by the weather himself—lie went from 
one subject to another and was impa
tient of argument. After a few utili
ties, however, he grew calmer and ad
vised me to go below and turn in. w hich 
1 did. Tltis was during the cight-to- 
twelve watch, which I usually kept, 
sehishlv enough.

At four a. m. 1 was around by the 
quartermaster, who told nte that the sec
ond mate—the Strident carried three 
watch-keeping officers—was unwell and 
unable to keep his watch. 1 turned out 
.and visited him where lie lav in his 
hunk. Me was suffering from an old 
enemy of his, a malaria! fever con
tracted on the west coast of .Africa. lie 
was shivering and half delirious. I at 
once .agreed to stand his watch, and 
went to the bridge. The sultriness still 
held, hut the third mate, whom I re
lieved, told me that two hour-, before 
lie had noticed a curious, rc-tlcssness 
in the water, with a long, uneven swell, 
it was, he said, a< though a submarine

q 1 —ns

volcano had erupted some distance 
away. There had also been a lot oTf" 
lightning, and the barometer was jump
ing like mad, I made a note of these 
facts, and let him go below. Then, be
cause there was an eerie feeling in the 
air, and because an acute sense of lone
liness afflicted me. I walked to the steer
ing compass and peered within, (Did 
Clementson was at the wheel—a man 
I'd signed on for voyage after voyage.

‘‘Is she steering all right?" 1 asked.
“ Ves, sir, she’s steerin’ well,” lie said. 

‘‘Site was a hit awkward on her helm 
durin' the first watch, after the cap'll 
altered the course, hut----- ”

“Did the captain alter the course?” I 
asked.

" lie  did, sir—told me to steer due 
south as soon as you left the bridge. It 
was my wheel t'hen. as you might re
member. Come to think of it. lie's done 
the same thing every voyage we’ve 
made since he came here, sir,”

"Steer due north for a hit,” I said.
I was wondering about that peculiar 
current that I had observed, the one that 
set us down south every time we came 
into the neighborhood of the spot that 
was marked with the red cross. Why 
the skipper should have desired to alter 
course was a puzzle beyond my com
prehending. I stationed myself in the 
wing of the bridge after seeing the ship 
was steadied on her new course, and 
tried to think the matter out, hut could 
find no solution; and after a while I 
gave it up. with the menial note to ask 
Captain Brcndnn if lie had any pur
pose in his mind in thus altering course 
and failing to inform me of the fact.
I had something else to think about — 
the atmosphere was growing curiously 
clammy and oppressive; it was as, 
though all the air had become tautened 
like a string about to break. I cannot 
describe it any better than that. As time 
went on it became almost impossible to 
breathe, and the strangeness of it must 
have go; on my nerve, for several times
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I fancied I heard voices whispering 
about me; and once, looking over the 
sullen water, I could have sworn I saw 
a pale, shadowy hand beckoning—beck
oning.

“Looks to me as if you were in for 
a dose of malaria, too," I told myself. 
This was just before four bells, and, as 
it was wintertime, the dawn would be 
late in coining, and the night still held 
with increasing blackness. Almost as 
I said the words, 1 heard a soft patter 
of feet beside me. and then Captain 
Jlrcndon's voice spoke nispingly in my 
ear. I had never noticed him come on 
the bridge* but be must have slipped up 
the ladder and taken a squint info the 
compass, all the same.

“ What the devil do you mean by alter
ing course without asking m e :” he de
manded. I started in with an explana
tion, and as 1 opened my lip’ he caught 
me by the throat.

“ Vou'ne a spy!’’ lie his-ed. "You 
sun. M: t o n g u e d  swab—von’re a spv, 
like the rest of them! lint I'm finished 
with your suspicions—finished, do von 
hear?’’ I tried to cry out. because his 
grip was choking me—but no sound, 
left my lips. The helmsman a a in the 
wheel!;.-me, where the hiss of -train and 
the cienk ot the steering engine would 
deaden any sound from outside. 1 tried 
to fight, 'out the man's strength was 
prodigious—abnormal, i was itfce a wet 
rag in bis bauds, lie crushed me back 
over the rail, bent the upper part of 
my body outward ; and. 1 *gw what he 
would be at. l ie  intended io murder 
me—to throw me overboard with a 
broken back. And 1 could do nothing 
—nothing. Xothing save tear at his 
strangling hands and kick with my shoe
less tect at his shins. Thunders clam
ored in my ears, my brain swam.

It was as though 1 heard a voi.ee from 
an infinite distance, an unreal voice; but
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even in my distress I noticed the abject
fear of it.

“Starboard—for Heaven’s sake!” I 
could do nothing, and the sound failed 
to reach the helmsman’s ears. Next 
thing I knew was a sudden, sickening 
jolt, a sodden heave, a horrible squelch
ing .-ound. The S t r i d i i i t  quivered from 
sicm to stern and stopped dead; there 
followed the hideous screech of tortured 
metal. That was all 1 remembered.

When I opened my eye I was in one 
of the ship's lifeboats. ( fid Clement- 
son was pulling stroke oar. He saw 
that I was conscious again, and he 
leaned forward and tapped me on the 
knee.

“We hit a derelict.” he said. “It 
sank us—tore the bottom outer the Stri* 
J i i i f .  I saw her as she came up astern 
—an old sailing ship that must ha’ teen 
at the bottom for year-. I’ve iteard of 
ships lyin' on die mud until a volcano 
or something pitched ’em up to the top 
ag in. Maybe this was similar, sir.”

1 remembered then, and the first ques
tion my lips framed was: “Where's die 
captain ?’’

“ Don't know, sir—he jumped over
board, ’bottlin' a woman's name as he 
v.int. lie said he v.a« coinin'—no need 
to beckon hi mi au\ irate,” l lemeiitson 
stirred and reached to the bottom of the

“ Here’s something I picked up,” he 
said, it was a fragment of board, wa
terlogged and un-ighlly. Uni. despite 
h- sorry condition, j could ’tili make 
out the outlines of a name that had once 
been painted theivuu--a:nd the name 
wa - id c sp L 'in tt 'iit.

I offer no comments; I merely tel! the 
thing as it happened. Hut putting 
things together in my own mind, adding 
c aptain I Tendon's ’ lory to his behavior 
in aiiering the course—I leave the solu
tion to the reader's good judgment.
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CHAPTER I.
A S S A S S I N  A T  IO  X .

HE one flickering gas jet in 
the room gave fortli a flaring, 
uncertain flame and caused 
countless grotesque shadows 

to dart across the walls and play over 
the furniture, and “Big Charlie” Strokes 
shivered when he saw them.

Big Charlie always had been afraid 
of shadows, unless they were of his 
own making. He did not dislike re
maining in the dark himself at times, 
hut he wanted the rest of the world 
bathed in light so that he could -ec 
what was going on ; and he wanted to 
stand with his hack against a wall, 
sometimes actually and sometimes 
metaphorically, that no enemy might 
get behind him. Having often struck 
from behind himself, Big Charlie 
Snokes had a horror of receiving the 
same treatment.

The gulp lie gave now was half of 
tear and half induced by a feeling that 
he had been found out and that a scene 
was coming. Big Charlie Snokes dis
liked scenes in which he could not domi
nate. and he seemed to sense that in 
this: project he would cut a sorry figure. 
1 here was a moment of silence.

It was a poorly furnished room on 
the second floor of a ramshackle build
ing on an alley, reached by a flight of 
rickety stairs that shook dangerously 
when a man walked upon them, and 
by their loud creaking warned of his 
approach.

The single, flickering gas jet revealed 
a table, half a dozen battered pine 
chairs, an old bureau, and nothing else 
in the way of furniture. The tattered 
shades were drawn at the two windows 
that 'looked out upon the alley, and 
blankets had been fastened over them 
afterward, as an extra precaution.

On the tabic in the middle (if the 
room was a bottle of liquor salvaged 
from the old wet days, several glasses, 
a box of cigars, and two packages of 
cigarettes. Standing beside the table 
•was Alderman Red son.

Redson was a gigantic man, fully as 
large as Big Charley Snokes, and his 
appearance and manner gave indications 
of a power fully felt and understood. 
His shoulders were broad, his neck 
thick, his face blotched with purple. 
When he spoke, the words came from 
between thick lips that denoted cruelty 
and a disregard of all save self.

Alderman Redson sneered as he 
looked at the man before him. A snarl 
like that of a wolf at hav came from 
the throat of Big Charlie Snokes. His 
eyes glittered, he bent forward and bal
anced himself on the halls of his feet, 
the hands hanging lifeless!}' at his sides 
suddenly became lists—hut Snokes did 
not strike.

"Showiid fight, are you?” Redson 
asked, sneering again and stepping 
closer to Snokes. “Von show light 
around me. and see what it gets you! 
I'm about fed up with you, Snokes! 
You’re commencin’ to think that you’re 
quite a man in the district, ain't you?
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One word from me—one snap of my 
fingers—and you’ll be on your way up 
the river, you ass, to the big gray house 
where they serve the meals regular, such 
as they are!’’

“I don't see what right you’ve got to 
talk like this to iik !" Snokes almost 
hissed the words, but he was trying to 
curb his anger, for he knew well this 
was no time to Start a battle, with all 
the odds against him. Alderman Red- 
son could do as he had threatened, and 
with little trouble to himself,

“I ’ll talk to you as I please!*' Redson 
said in an ugly voice, stepping still 
nearer. “You’re a tough bird, are you? 
Gunman, gangster chieftain, all-around 
bad man! Well, I ’m not afraid of you 
anil your whole gang, and you’d bet
ter remember it. Start something, if 
you think it’ll be for the best !’’

“ I’ve done the right thing----- ”
Snokes began.

“You’ve come precious near trying to 
double e*6ss me—that’s what you’ve 
done!’’ thy alderman accused. “1 don’t 
want to talk to you, Snokes. except to 
say that you've got to toe the mark— 
and to ask a few questions.’’

“Well----- ” Snokes asked, trying to
keep from showing his fear of the man 
before him.

Alderman Redson did not ask Snokes 
to sit down, but he sat down himself, 
lighted a cigar, blew a cloud of smoke 
toward the ceiling, and regarded his man 
again through tiny, glittering eves that 
seemed to send forth flecks of fire.

“What do you know about ‘The 
Demon?’” lie asked suddenlv.

I’.ig Charlie Snokes felt relief surge 
through his breast, lie had been afraid 
that the question would he something 
else, something he could not have an
swered without showing RedsQti that 
he had intended to betray him polit
ically.

“The Demon?” Snokes gulped. “I 
don’t know anything about him. And

what’s more—I don't know any man 
who does know anything about him.” 

“ What have you heard, then?” 
Snokes was feeling a bit better now. 

If he could get Redson to talking of 
The Demon, and interested in that un
usual character, perhaps the evil mo
ment would be averted, postponed for 
the time being.

“He calls himself The Demon, and 
that’s all I know,” Snokes said.

“Have you talked to anybody who 
has seen him ?” Redson demanded.

“Yes. ‘Slim’ Foggs, a particular 
friend of mine, had a visit front him.” 

“Well?”
“ He kicked open the loor and walked 

right in on Slim in his own room. It 
was about three o’clock in the morn- 
in’. lie’s a medium-sized man, and he 
dresses in ordinary clothes, hut lie's 
got a ciose-f11in’ red hood over his 
head, with horns on it, like—like the 
devil. He tells everybody to call him
The Demon. He wears gloves----- ”

"Is he a crook or a cop? Thai is what 
1 want to know! What’s his idea:” 
Alderman Redson demanded.

"I don't know, boss,” Snokes replied. 
“ If you ask me. I think lie's one of 
the gang havin’ some fun with the hoys. 
He’s taken some awful chances, but 
lie’s got away with it every time.” 

“What did lie do to Foggs ?”
“I couldn't get all of i t ; Slim won’t 

talk about it much. But he hauled 
Slim out of bed— 1 know that much. 
He made him stretch over the foot of 
it, and he tied him there with a rope, 
all the time threatenin’ him with a gat. 
And then he took out a whip and lashed 
Foggs across the bare back.”

“Why!”
“Foggs was scared, hut not too scared 

to ask him that. And The Demon said 
for it to be a lesson to him. ‘You turn 
honest and get a job,’ The Demon told 
him. ‘You’re too crooked to lie a 
crook.’ Foggs didn’t know vvliat he 
meant by it."
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“What else have you heard about 
him ?” Redson asked.

“He paid a visit to 'Bull’ Carter the 
oilier night. Bull and a couple of others 
—just between ourselves, boss—had 
turned some sort of a trick, and Bull 
got away with about three-fourths of 
the swag. The Demon whipped him 
and told him he was a crooked crook. 
Bull won't talk much about it."

Redson sneered. "And do you think 
I ’m •join’ to believe all this rot?" lie de
manded.

“ I've told you all I know, boss. I 
ain't seen this Demon. He hasn’t trou
bled to visit me—and he’d better not. 
He knows the men he's luckin', I 
guess.”

‘ 1 suppose you’d handle him?”
“ lie wouldn’t whip me—gat or no 

gat!" Suokes declared,
"Sure you aren't The Demon your

self, Snokes?" Redson bent forward 
acro-s the table as he asked the ques
tion. and his eye blared into those of 
the gangster. “Sure you’re not playin’ 
a little game—say politically,'"

"It ain’t right for you to talk that 
way, b o s s , "  said' Snokes. "Think J'd 
put on a cheap show like that? I’d 
face my man, and I ’d make him back 
down !”

“ I’ve been bearin’ things about you, 
Snokes. I’ve been told that I shouldn’t 
trust you any more."

"I’ve got plenty of enemies----- "
“ 1 know it, Snokes. And he mighty 

careful you don't have me for one!"
- Ad the alderman. " I’ve bandied ene- 
mi '.s before, you know. .Any time you 
:• ’ like douhle-crossin’ mu, think twice 

you start it. I don’t like this 
Demon tliing. Seems to me he’s licet) 
pa\in’ a lot of visit.-. He’s got every
crook in the town scared to death----- ”

"I know one that’s not scared." 
“.Maybe you'll change your tune 

when he visits you. But what and who 
is he? That's what I want to know. 
What's his game? Is- he some cop try-

in’ to get wise ? Is he some crook who’s 
playin’ to boss this district? I want to 
know!”

“li t  fmd out if I can, boss.” 
Reason struck a match and lighted 

his cigar again.
"Now. there is another thing,” he 

said.
"Well, boss?”
“ 1 understand you’ve been payin’ vis

its regular to Dick Blanner's flat ?”
"1—1 go down there now and then,” 

Snokes admitted.
“ Why?”
■‘Blanner's one of us, ain't he? He 

used to he one of the best in the busi
ness when he was a yegg. He’s done 
lime and reformed, and alI that, hilt 
he's ilig right kind of man.”

"Just go down there io pass the time 
of day with Dick Bianner, do you?” 

“Sure. lie can give a lot of us point
ers, even if he don't play the game him
self any more.”

"Snokes, you're a liar!” Alderman 
Redson exclaimed. “You go down 
there to see X'ellie Bianner, and you 
know it !”

"Well, she's some girl!" Snokes said, 
trying hard to smile. “You can't blame 
a man."

"She's no girl for volt, you tough!
If you want a moll----- ”

"Suppose I want a decent girl—a 
wife?" Snokes asked.

"You’re not entitled to one, volt ass! 
A man like you marry a decent girl?” 

Snokes’ eyes blazed suddenly, and he 
bent forward again.

"Showin' light once more, are you?” 
Redson sneered. “ 1 think you need a 
lesson, Snokes! And I'm the man can 
give it to you! You stay away from 
.Yellie Bianner!”

“But why?”
"Because I say so. To make it 

stronger, just let me drop into your 
cauliflower ears the hint that 1 am in
terested there myself. Understand, 
Snokes ?’’
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"But----- ”
"You get me? I ’m interested there 

myself.'’
“And I suppose you’re entitled to a 

decent girl ?” Snokes said senecringly. 
“You’re so much better than I am. 
Barrin’ the fact that you’re au alderman 
and boss of the district——”

Big Charlie Snokes ceased speaking 
and seemed to choke. Alderman Red- 
son had got half way out of his chair. 
Ilis eyes were unnaturally bright; his 
lips were curled back from his teeth, 
he looked like a wild beast about to at
tack.

Snokes realized in that instant that 
he had committed the unpardonable af
front. The dishonest man always feels 
it the most when he is so called. And. 
looking into the eves of Alderman Red- 
son now. Snokes knew that he could 
expect no pardon.

"(jet out!" Redson cried. “I don’t 
want to talk to you any longer now. 
Snokes! I ’ll think over your case, and 
I’ll send for you later—maybe!”

They glared tit each other again, and 
into the breast of Big Charily Snokes 
a sudden great fear was born. He 
grasped his hat, strode across to the 
door, turned for an instant to look at 
Alderman Redson again and search his 
face in vain for an indication of mercy, 
and then went out.

Snokes stamped down the rickety 
stairs to the office of the place on the 
first door. Before he had reached the 
bottom, he heard Rcdson’s angry voice 
calling for another gangster. Snokes 
tried to get the anger out of his face, 
tried to grin like a matt who has had 
a satisfactory interview, tried to speak 
in an even, low voice as be always did 
after seeing the boss.

In the office room below there were 
almost a dozen men, called there by 
Redson that night to consider things 
pertaining to the coming election. 
Snokes nodded to them. lie  knew them 
all—gangsters and thieves, thugs and

gunmen. Some of them were his 
friends, and others were his enemies; 
members of rival gangs, jealous of his 
prestige in the district. But this was 
neutral ground. They might fight one 
another, but they were banded together 
when Alderman Redson, boss of the 
dietrict. called them to war.

Snokes stopped only to light a ciga
rette and impress upon them that his 
interview had been satisfactory, and 
then lie made his way toward the street 
door. It would not have been ethical 
for them to question him, and so they 
did not.

Oustide the rain was ixmring down. 
Snokes turned up the collar of his 
coat, pulled his hat down over his eyes, 
and stepped out into the storm. The 
wind lashed against him, the rain heat 
upon him. signs and awnings swaying 
in the force of the storm shrieked at 
him. lie went as far as the corner, 
and there stopped for a moment in a 
dark doorway.

The street was free of pedestrians. 
The only vehicle in sight was the auto
mobile of Alderman Redson, which 
stood close to the curb at the other cor
ner a block away, while the chauffeur 
amused himself in a billiard parlor 
there. Snokes’ lip curled as he looked 
at it.

He had seen that car often—a little, 
high-powered closed car, the outer ap
pearance of which did not indicate the 
money spent for the engine beneath the 
hood. Now he snarled at it. as though 
it had been the man himself.

He had not misunderstood Alderman 
Rcdson’s threat, and he knew that Red
son would not hesitate. There was 
scarcely a man in the district who was 
not under Red son’s thumb. The aider- 
man had a way of collecting information 
and holding it over a man's head.

And Big Charlie Snokes knew that, 
in his case, it would mean at least 
twenty years in prison. He had done 
time once before—a matter of a mere
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eighteen months—and he never had for
gotten it. Snokes was not the type of 
man to reconcile himself to prison, to 
pass the years there a> though in a bad 
dream and emerge to forget it.

Snokes shivered now when lie thought 
of that eighteen months. He could 
sec the tiers of cells, the workshops, 
the guards; he remembered the cold 
rules and regulations of a strict disci
pline, shuddered at the memory of 
methods of punishment of which he 
had heard hut never had witnessed.

The eighteen months had almost 
killed him, and he knew that a score 
of years would do so in fact. A sud
den terror cattle upon him at the mere 
tnought of it. And Rcdson would do 
this thing—would frame him and send 
hint there. He was guilty of a certain 
offense, and Rcdson knew it. A word 
from Rcdson in the proper quarter, and 
arrest, trial, incarceration would fol
low.

And he knew that Rcdson would not 
hesitate to speak that word now. He 
would do it within the day. perhaps. 
To-night lie was busy with his hirelings 
in the district. After he was done, lie 
■would ride to his mansion uptown, pur
chased by graft in the contracting line, 
and in his ornate library he would con
sider the case of Rig Charlie Snokes 
for the space of a few minutes. Then 
he would reach for a telephone, speak 
a few words, and Strokes would he 
doomed.

So Snokes felt a terrible fear, and 
also a terrible hate. What right had 
Rcdson to tell him to stay away from 
Mick Rlanner’s flat and from Nellie 
Rlauner? Hadn’t Rlanner been a crook, 
had he not done time? Was his daugh
ter too good for Snokes? And Red- 
son! Rcdson, with his warped soul!

Snokes had the right to save himself, 
he thought. And perhaps lie would he 
sat ing Nellie Rlanuer at the same time. 
For if Rcdson wanted thy girl, he would 
have her. He would threaten her fa

ther—a former convict always can be 
caused trouble. Aiffl, to give Snokes 
credit, he had been influenced for good 
by his acquaintance with Nellie Wan
ner. He knew that she was a tine girl. 
And he knew Rcdson's. real character, 
too. He shuddered to think what life 
with Red-on would mean to Nellie 
Blatmer.

Rut, above all, lie considered his own 
safety, There would he no escape, he 
knew, if Alderman 4 \edson spoke the 
word. His trial and sentence would he 
matters of lint a few w e e k s .  And then 
there would stretch before him the 
seemingly endless years behind the gray 
prison wal!s— the years of agonv that 
he fell he could noi endure.

His fear gave him a false courage 
and the cunning of a wild beast. Red- 
son would be holding his conference 
for half an hour or more. Snokes 
knew. Then he would walk up the 
street, bending against the storm, to his 
automobile. He would ride to his resi
dence. and there he would reach for 
the telephone-----

Snokes left the doorway suddenly 
and darted around the corner. The side 
street was almost in pitch darkness, and 
there was nobody in sight, not even the 
two patrolmen who walked this beat in 
each other's company.

The wind still howled and the rain 
poured down. Snokes hurried along 
against the force of ike storm, made 
the next corner, went along that street 
swiftly and darted into an alley, sure 
that he was not observed.

Now he -topped lor a moment, 
crouching against a building out of the 
rain. He listened, Imt heard nothing 
except the shrieking of the storm. On 
down the alley he went, to a ramshackle 
shed, whose one door was swinging in 
the wind. Snokes daried inside.

lie  waited for a couple of minutes, 
and then took an electric torch from 
his coat pocket, and flashed it. Sure 
that there was nobody in the shed.
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Snokes hurried to a corner, kicked away 
a pile of trash, groped in a hole beneath 
the foundation, and brought out an au
tomatic. Being a gangster and a gun
man, Snokes had several weapons 
cached away in spots where they might 
be needed. He knew better than to 
carry one on his person except when he 
intended to u-e it.

He crept back to the door again. 
Snokes was not himself now. His fear 
had taken possession of him. It min
gled with his hate for Redson, and 
turned him from a man to a deadly 
thing charged with enmity and minder.

From the hip pocket of his trousers 
he took a handkerchief and a pair of 
light gloves. He drew on the gloves, 
and then. Using the handkerchief, he 
polidied the barrel and butt of the au
tomatic. rubbing at them furiously, ob
literating till traces of linger prints. 
The pbtol could not he traced, he knew. 
It had been stolen more than a year 
before from a house far Uptown.

Reasonably certain that no finger 
prints remained on the gun, Snokes 
made doubly sure by picking up a hand
ful of dust and smearing it over the 
weapon* rubbing it in and then wiping 
it off again. Then he slipped the pistol 
in his hip pocket, listened at the door 
a moment, and crept out into the alley 
and the downpour of the storm.

He went through the alley to the 
street, cautiously, constantly alert, 
scarcely afraid of coming face to face 
with an officer of the law, but fearful 
of meeting one of his own ilk who 
might mention the fact afterward, and 
so put the detectives on the right trail.

Coming to the mouth of the alley, he 
crouched behind a pile of old boxes 
there. He could look down the street 
and see the old lodging house where 
he recently had left Alderman Red son, 
and where, he knew, Redson was still 
talking political business with' his 
henchmen. The alderman would come 
out a certain door, and Snokes would

see him. He would cross the street 
and go toward the automobile at the 
corner, and he would pass the mouth 
of the alley. The distance would be 
less than twenty feet, and Big Charlie 
Snokes was an excellent marksman 
with an automatic.

As he watched, he visualized what 
would follow. He would make certain 
when he shot. There would be no
body on the rain-swept street, and if 
the shots were heard at the corner it 
would be a few minutes before any
body could reach the spot. There was 
a possibility that the shots would not 
be heard, that Alderman Redson would 
remain stretched on tile pavement at 
the mouth of the alley for some time be
fore a passer-by stumbled over his body 
and gave the alarm.

He did not fear that there would be 
somebody else with Redson. When the 
alderman was on a mission such as en
gaged his attention to-night he walked 
the streets alone. He would slip from 
that old lodging house and up the street, 
and call his chauffeur from the billiard 
hall. Only he would not call the chauf
feur this night.

As soon as the work was done, 
Snokes would dart back through the 
alley, throwing away the automatic and 
his gloves. Let the police find, them! 
A lot of information they could get 
from them, if they did? At the other 
end of the alley, Snokes would dart 
across the street, go quickly around the 
block, and to the hack room of a resort 
that formerly had been a corner saloon, 
a hang-out of his gang. There he 
would sit and talk, smoke and drink, 
and conduct a conversation along lines 
that would have nothing to do with 
Alderman Redson. The men of his 
gang would be prepared to say that he 
had been there for some time, at the 
hour when Redson was killed, espe
cially.

And he would dare the police to find 
a motive tha't might cause suspicion
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in his direction. It was well known 
that lie was one of Redson’s men in 
the district, a henchman who always 
delivered on election day. Nobody 
would know that he had quarreled with 
ketlson to-night. Redson was not the 
man to speak of such things, being the 
sort to settle his quarrels himself. The 
police would look for some political foe, 
or for some man who had avenged a 
woman. The police would know that 
Red-on had been liable to assault by 
some man avenging a woman. It was 
a wonder that he had not been slain be
fore.

Crouching behind the pile of boxes, 
Snokes watched the door of the distant 
lodging house. It was almost eleven 
o'clrttk, he knew. Redson would not 
be much longer.

Twice men came along the street, 
men who had been having a conference 
with Alderman Redson. Snokes 
watched them hurry by, their beads bent 
against the storm. He spent the min
utes feeding the llanies of his hate and 
increasing his fear. The first blaze of 
r: ge had died down long since. Snokes 
v. a- a deadly tiling now. the kilter, with 
iii't raging hate enough to hold him 
steadfast to his purpose, but not enough 
to cause him to grow careless and make 
some mistake that would lead to disas
ter.

And then he saw his man! Redson 
came through the door a block away, 
paused for a moment beneath the light, 
to say a last word to some mail behind 
him. turned up the collar of his coat 
and pushed his hat down upon his ears, 
then bent his head and started along 
the street.

I l f  Charlie Snokes watched him as a 
cat might watch a mouse creeping from 
its hole. He crept a few feet forward, 
to he nearer the sidewalk, line. He 
made sure that, when he stood up, the 
boxes would not be in his wav. Now 
lie was cool, collected, calculating.

Alderman Redson reached the corner

and cut across the street diagonally. 
Along the walk he hurried, keeping 
close to the curb, holding his coat to
gether at the throat, bending his head 
forward, making his way as swiftly as 
possible through the storm to where 
his automobile was waiting.

Now he was less than fifty feet from 
the mouth of the alley. Rig Charlie 
Snokes took out the a u t o m . n l ic, made 
sure that the safety catch was on", 
gripped it in his right palm, and hooked 
his forefinger around the trigger.

Again there surged through him a 
tempest of fear and hate. He must 
not fail, he told himself! To fail meant 
a score of years in the big prison, a liv
ing death. To fail meant, perhaps, that 
Nellie Rlanner would have a life of 
misery.

Snokes tried to convince himself that 
he was doing this thing as much for 
Nellie Rlanner as for himself, hut he 
could not. He knew, in the depths of 
his heart, that he was trying only to 
preserve his own libcrtv, save him-clf 
from the consequence- of a crime three 
years old. of which Kcd-on bad knowl
edge. that lie was acting from a selfish 
motive entirely.

He saw Alderman Kcd-on -’agger 
suddenly as a stronger gust of wind 
struck against him. Now he was hold
ing his hat with one hand and the 
collar of his coat with the oilier. His 
elbows were raised, his breast was ex
posed. No man could have wished for 
a fairer target at the distance.

Rig Charlie .Snokes suddenly stood 
up and back against the wall of the 
building. He knew that he could not 
be seen there, even if Redson happened 
to glance in that direction. He looked 
hack through the alley, but could see 
nothing. At the other end of the block 
there was a light, hut nobody seemed 
to be passing beneath it.

Alderman Redson hurried along, 
bending against the force of the storm 
again. Snokes told himself that lie had
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to allow for that, and for*the rush of 
the wind. His arm was lifted quickly, 
was leveled, and the automatic was 
pointed. Another in-tant he waited. 
Alderman Red-on was opposite the 
mouth of the alley now. Three shots 
rani; out as quickly as .Snokes could 
work the trigger.

Alderman Redson stopped, threw 
wide his arms and whirled halfway 
around. Snokes could see a pecuniar 
expression come into the face of the 
stricken man as it was turned for an 
instant toward the arc light on the cor
ner. It was an expression of mingled 
pain, fear, and surprise.

Snokes fired one more shot, for he 
wanted to he sure of his work. Aider- 
man Redson began to collapse, i 1 1- 
knees sagged, his head fell forward, his 
arms dropped to his sides. And sud
denly, like a Idling ship taking its la.-t 
plunge heneaih the waters, he crashed 
full length to the wet walk.

Down at the corner somebody gave 
a cry of alarm. Big Charlie Snokes 
heard it. dropped the automatic, tore 
off hi- gloves and threw them away, 
turned, and ran swiftly down the alley 
through the raging storm.

CHAPTER II.
Tit h a t s ' d ux .

WHI: IN he reached the next street, 
Stokes slopped for a moment in 

the darkness and glanced hack. No
body had reached to the side of Aider- 
man Redson yet. lie was still sprawled 
across the-walk, with the rain heating 
down upon him.

Snokes knew that the shots had been 
fatal. lie bad taken too trouble to 
aim carefully, and fear and bate bad 
guided the bullets. Within a -hurt 
time, he knew, the new- would be 
flashed throughout the district that 
Alderman Red-nn, political bos- of the 
ward, had been slain. Then it would 
he Hashed uptown, and the entire city
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would have it. Police by the score 
would invade the district, detectives 
would he at work dunning down every 
possib le  clew, and it would he a dan
gerous time for every crook known to 
the authorities.

'fhe first thing, Snokes knew, was lo 
have an alibi; but that in itself would 
not he enough. livery criminal in the 
district could manufacture an alibi to 
suit every occasion, and the jrolice 
knew it well. Snokes realized that it 
would he his manner, actions, demeanor 
that would he counted either for or 
against him. He would have to he 
natural above all, not act like a man 
who had taken a human life.

And Snokes did not fear the outcome. 
Killing a man was not such a great and 
unusual event with him that he would 
allow his mind to dwell upon it to any 
great extent, and so appear nervous 
and guilty. He would force himself to 
think of other things, act in a natural 
manner, throw even his friends off 
guttrd.

Now he darted across the street with
out being seen, and into another alley, 
passed through an old, empty house, 
and emerged on a side street two blocks 
from the scene of the crime. He walked 
along rapidly without meeting any one, 
entered still another alley, and finally 
came to the side door of what oucC 
had been a corner saloon constantly 
under police surveillance.

Snokes opened the door and entered. 
Half a dozen ine.it were in this rear 
room, all of them members of the gang 
of which Big Charlie Snokes was the 
chief. They sat around tables that had 
In en u ;cd in the old wet davs, smoking 
and playing cards, gossiping, speaking 
of tiling- otu.-idc the law.

There was a sudden silence when 
Snokes stepped into the room and closed 
the door behind him against the force 
of the storm. The men there looked up 
quickly at their leader, as though antici
pating orders. Big Charlie Snokes
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turned down the collar of his coat, took 
olT his hat and shook the rain from it, 
and crossed over to the stove and spread 
out his hands.

“A line night for ducks!” he said 
finally, in a gruff voice that showed 
his followers he was not in a gracious 
mood. "A line night! All of you guys 
seem to want to stay here and hug the 
stove. Not that I'm blamin’ you!” 

"Too wet and windy to do anything 
ill my particular line,” said Slim Foggs, 
grinning up at him and pulling his chair 
nearer to the stove.

Snokes glanced around the room and 
turned his back to the fire.

"W hat time is it?" lie asked suddenly. 
"Ten minutes after eleven,” replied 

Foggs, glancing at the clock on the wall.
"Do you remember what time I 

dropped in here this evenin'?” Snokes 
a s k e d ,  smiling nervously.

"'Perhaps you'd better tell us,” said 
Foggs. sitting forward suddenly in his 
Chair. "We don't want to make any 
mistake about it, or have different stories 
—it that's the way of it.”

"That's the way of it.” -Snokes an
swered. "It was exactly half past ten, 
if anybody happens to ask you. And 
don't any of you forget it. We were 
siltin' around the stove just after I came 
in, .and you. Slim, made the remark that 
it was half past ten and that the storm 
made it seem like a long evenin’.” 

"Half past ten,” Foggs said, nodding. 
"Do you know where I'd been?” 
"Xope!"
"Please remember that you heard me 

say. earlier in the evenin',' that I had 
a date with Alderman Redson to talk- 
over the cornin’ election, and that as 
soon as I got done with hint I'd come 
hark here to play cards.”

"Sure, we heard you say that, now 
that I come to think of it,” Slim Foggs 
t't marked, grinning again, "Hut slip us 
the news, chief. What's the big idea?” 

"After leavin' the alderman, I sapped 
a guy down on the water front,”

Snokes replied. “He didn’t have any
thing on him, either. Somebody saw 
me makiu’ my get-away, and maybe I 
was recognized. And I just want to 
be sure that I was here instead of down 
there, and so it couldn't have been me. 
Het me?”

"Got you!” said Foggs. "We’ve all 
got you, Charlie. Supped a guy and 
didn't make expenses, eh?"

"I thought he was a rounder out for 
a time, with a roll on him, and 1 guess 
he was only a bookkeeper or clerk go- 
itt' home kite after workin’ overtime,” 
said Snokes. "It’s hard luck, if you 
ask me. I ain't any too llus.li with jack. 
We'll have to get busy and turn some 
trick worth while after the election's 
over.”

“Any election news?” Foggs asked.
"None special, only that the aider- 

man expects us to do our duty a.- usual." 
Snokes replied. "And, by the way, I 
think that I saw The Demon."

"The Demon !” Foggs exclaimed, 
turning pale and commencing to trem
ble.

"I just got a glimpse of him mu
llin' into an alley, and I'm pretty sure," 
said Snokes. "He had some fool thing 
on his head. I ’d have taken after him 
if it hadn’t been rainin’ so hard."

He glanced at the others, Foggs in 
particular, and sneered nastily.

"He’s sure got the Indian sign on 
you,” Snokes said. “Why the shakes? 
Do you think lie's the real devil on 
earth ?”

“Von—you’ve never met him,” I’oggs. 
said, licking at his lips and panting.

“You’re right, I haven’t. The 
Demon is a wise bird, whoever he is. 
lie  doesn't seem eager to show himself 
around where I am.”

"Don't—don't talk like that !" 
Foggs stuttered.

"Think he's liable to overhear?” 
Snokes said with a sneer. “Think I ’m 
afraid of him ?”

lie walked to an old cupboard on the
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other side of the room, and took from 
it a bottle of moonshine liquor and 
a glass. He held the bottle up against 
the light, as though to make sure that 
nobody else had helped himself from it 
during his absence, then went to one 
of the tables and sat down, poured a 
drink and tossed it off, sputtered a bit, 
and turned to laugh at them.

"The Demon!” he cried. ‘‘There's 
somethin’ funny about that man. I'd 
like to know who he is, and what's his 
game. too. I ’m sure I saw him sneak
in' through an alley. Alderman Red soil 
was askin’ if 1 knew anything about 
The Demon. The alderman seemed to 
he worried about it, if you ask me. 
I'd sav he was almost afraid.’’

"You wouldn't think it so funny if 
The Demon paid you a visit,” Foggs 
said.

Snokes threw hack his head and 
laughed raucously, slipped down in his 
chair, and spread his legs out toward 
the stove.

“ Which do you suppose he is—crook 
or cop.'" he asked, ' ' l ie ’s a white-liv
ered practical joker, if you ask me. 
And he’s mighty particular who he 
plays In's jokes on. Demon, eh? I'll 
make a demon out of him if he comc-s 
around me.”

''.Maybe,” said Foggs in a low voice.
" I liink lie’s a bear, do you, just be

cause he hauled you out of bed, tied 
you across the foot of it, and lashed 
your back ? You haven't said much 
about it. Foggs. Why not tell the rest ?”

"What re.-.t?” Foggs challenged. 
"There isn’t anything more to tell. I 
was asleep when he got in ntv room, 
.and he had me before 1 could get 
awake.”

‘'Anil you didn't know him?”
“ Xu, 1 didn't know him. 11 is head 

was covered with that dev il’s hood, and 
when he talked he growled low down 
in his throat so 1 couldn’t get his right 
voice,”

"Well, a cop wouldn’t play that kind

of a game!” Sn»kes said. “He's a crook 
tryin’ to throw a scare into all of us 
and boss the whole gang—-that’s my 
guess. We’ll see how far he gets !”

Snokes drank again. The raw liquor 
sent a shock through his body and gave 
him momentary false coinage. It made 
hint forget the assassination of Aider- 
man Redsoii for the time being, made 
him .wem his usual ugly self. l ie  did 
not want even these members of his 
own gang, men under his own leader
ship, to suspect that anything was 
wrong, or that he had done anything 
more than to knock down a man for 
the purpo-e of robbery, as he had told 
them he had done.

“A line night for ducks!” Snokes said 
again, looking across the room.

Foggs got up and pm more fuel into 
the stove, for he was beginning to fear 
Snokes a bit. It wa. nothing unusual 
for Snokes, filled with had liquor, to 
demonstrate his leadership and superi
ority by heating up some of his follow
ers. Twice within the past month he 
had don# >o, am! F'oggs did not want 
it to occur again, especially when he 
was present.

"They're s.ayin’ around town,” I'oggs 
mentioned, "that The. Denton is a mas
ter crook.”

Hi- words had an effect opposite to 
what he had expected. Snokes crashed 
his glam down upon the table and sat 
forward, his eyes blazing, his chest 
heaving. Here was his chance. T>y 
raging at The Demon, he could forget 
Aldct man Redsott.

“ .Master crook!” lie cried. "And 
who says that lie is a master crook? 
And who does he ma-ter? I ’m sick of 
hearin’ of The Demon! Get me.' 
Wears a devil's hood, docs he? lie'll 
wear a couple of black o\ e ; and a 
bruised face when I u, et him.”

Fie glared across the room at them, 
and everv man there gave his particu
lar attention to something else, as 
though The Demon did not exist and
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they had not heard Snokes speak. They 
had aroused the lion, they knew, and 
they feared the outcome. Snokes in an 
ordinary ugly mood was bad enough; 
Snokes angry because he had struck 
down a man without protit was a being 
for all men to avoid.

"The Demon!” lie exclaimed sarcas
tically again, filling the glass. “ I ’d like 
to meet up with hint. I'd like to see 
whether lie’s master crook enough to 
master me.”

"The cops are after him," cue of the 
others put ill. “They're worried because 
they don't savvy his game.”

"Lops don’t .-civvy anything.” Snokes 
said scornfully. "The only decent cop 
in town is Camisell, captain of dicks 
and my friend, and he’s decent because 
he don't stick his nose, into other peo
ple's business too much. Cops after 
The Demon, are they? hfavbc !”

"It's my idea," sai l another of the 
group, 'that The 1 lemon In longs to 
om - other gang. It's a smooth way 

i'i heatin’ tip gang-ters who ain't ill . 
with him.”

"And he heat up Foggs, one of our 
men." said Snokes. "If i thonghi he 
belonged to some other gang. I'd take 
atter hint, and I'd get him, and get him 
good. I've a notion to take after him, 
am Way.”

"You leave him n'otie. Charlie.'’ 
Foggs begged. “ He hasn't touched 
you."

“ You can bet he hasn't! And he 
won't touch me. either. Whoever he 
is, lie’s playin’ some deep game. I t’s 
been two months since we heard of him 
first. And lie’s handled a .-core of 
nun in that time. too. And we sit 
ironed like a hunch of gills and let 
him get away with it."

"He don't confine his Work to any one 
gang." said Foggs, ‘T ie ’s gone after 
'em all,”

“And lie'll fuel himself in a nice 
stew!" Snokes declared. " 1 la- e.,p are 
after him, are they? And o are the

crooks! And somebody’s goin’ to get 
him! The Demon, eh?” He took an
other drink. “ I'd like to meet him face 
to face. You. Foggs—you ass 1 Siiak- 
in’ yet just because we’ve been talkin’ 
about him 1”

“He's a devil!” Foggs said. “ He's 
as strong as an o x ! He just growls at 
a man------”

“Gettijf white-livered, ain’t you?” 
Snokes questioned scoffingly. "You’d 
better buck tip, if you want to con
tinue travelin' with this crowd! If 
The Demon ever comes near me, I’ll 
know what to do to him.”

“He—he knows tilings!” Foggs said. 
“That's the worst of it! He told me 
things I'd done—things I didn't know 
any other man knew. So he ain't a cop. 
If lie was, I ’d be pinched. That’s what 
g e ts  me. Charlie—somebody, an I i 
don’t know who, is runttiu’ around 
knowitf things about me.”

Snokes sat forward sti*fdi-ti!v.
“Docs he know tilings about anvbody 

else?" lie demanded.
" l ie  hinted that he (F t, Charlie. lie 

hinted that he knew about eve rvthiug. 
about all the men in this part of town. 
And he'd nuke some of them behave." 

"Behave, eh? Did he mention me?” 
“ He didn't mention anybody in par

ticular. But he—lie said he'd see me 
again, if I didn’t mend my way,*. Them 
was his own words, Charity. If he’d
shot me, knifed me, heat me up------
But that whip!”

Snokes sneered again. “Got you 
worried, has her And you a member 
of the Snokes gang! You'd hitter 
buck u p ! I'm gettiu’ sick of this sttiv- 
elin’. If ever The Demon mens me, 
he’ll learn a tiling or two. If lie was
to walk in this minute----- ”

Snokes stopped in the middle of a 
sentence. Somebody lire.-lied .against 
the door at which he was pointing. The 
knob was turned, the door was opened 
quicklv, and a man came in front the 
nigln.
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CHA PTER III.

C A P T A I N  CAMISF.LL.

O L IM  FOGGS and the others would 
not have been surprised had il been 

The Detnond come in answer to Stokes* 
boast. Snokes himself, despite his 
brave talk, flinched a hit as the door 
was opened, and started to yet out of 
his chair. But he sank hack into it 
again, with a siglt of relief. It was not 
The Demon.

Into the room, having closed the door 
behind him and shut out the wind and 
rain, came a middle-sized man of about 
thirty-five years. He was dressed in a 
neat suit, over which he wore a rain
coat, l ie  removed his hat and stepped 
forward into the light, revealing a pleas
ant face, light-colored hair, blue eyes 
with a twinkle in them—the countenance 
of a docile man.

“ (.'ami-ell!” Snokes gasped. “Wel
come. cap’l l! Come in and take a 
seat.”

The newcomer walked nearer the 
stove and looked them over. “A nasty 
night!" he said. “You’re taking it easy, 
I see.”

Beyond nodding a greeting that was 
not sincere, none of those in the room 
spoke except Snokes. Captain Cami- 
seli’s presence made them feel uneasy. 
Since he had been a captain of detec
tives he had been given to dropping 
around now atu" then and visiting hang
outs, but they rould not get used to it. 
Only Snokes did not seem to fear him. 
But it was possible that he came on 
grim business now. po-sible that Snokes 
had been seen and recognized when he 
had knocked down his man, and that 
a bogus alibi would not save him.

Snokes, knowing the truth and think
ing of the graver thing, felt a moment 
of fear, but managed to shake it off. 
This was a regular visit, he told him
self: and, if it was not, he must pretend 
that he thought so.

“ I don’t suppose I can offer a drink

to an officer of the law,” Snokes said, 
managing to grin.

“Not that stuff,” Captain Camisell re
plied. " I ’ve too much respect for my 
stomach.”

l ie  sat down beside the stove, took 
a cigar from his pocket and lighted it, 
and puffed in silence. Those in the 
room glanced at one another nerv
ously.

“I t’s a bad night for a cop to be 
out,” Snokes said. “Why not stay in 
the station and play checkers?”

“Sometimes a cop has to be out 
whether he wants to or not,” said Cami
sell.

“I suppose so. That’s what he gets 
for bein’ a cop. You ain’t out lookin' 
for The Demon, are your”

“If I am, what do you know about 
him ?”

“ I don't know nothin’ much,*' 
Snokes declared. “ lie beat up Foggs 
there a week ago, for some reason or 
other. And I think that I saw him to
night.”

“What's that?” Captain Camisell sat 
up straight in his chair and looked at 
him sharply.

“ I'm pretty sure of it,” Snokes went 
on. “ I had an engagement with Alder
man Redson. I t’s no harm to tell you 
about it. The ahfermau called for the 
boys to meet him and talk over the coin
in’ election.”

“ Where?”
“The usual place—I guess you know 

where, can'll. 1 went down early, so I 
could get hack and play card-. Soon 
as the alderman was done with me. I 
beat it back here. And 1 thought that 
I saw The Demon dartin’ into an alley. 
At least it was somebody with a funny 
thingamajig on his head.. I didn’t see 
hint close.”

“What alley?” Cami-cll a-ked.
Snokes was quick to tell him—the 

alley at the mouth of which Red-on had 
been shot.

“Um!” the captain grunted. “That
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may be important information,
Snokes.”

“How’s that?”
“Oh, it is just possible that I am in

terested in The Demon. What time was 
all this?”

“Let me see! I got back here about 
half past ten, didn't I, Slim?”

“Just about.” Lottos replied, “ I re
member that I made the remark, just 
aiter you got back, that it was only 
half past ten, and that the storm made 
it seem like a long evenin'."

"So you did—I remember,” said 
Sui'kes. “All right, cap'u, I got back 
here about half past ten. So I must 
have been passiu’ that alley .•’.bout ten 
minutes or so before that. If it hadn’t 
been rainin’. I ’d have taken after him 
arid maybe learned a few interestin’ 
things. W ho is The Demon, cap’ll?”

'Tropic don’t seem to know,” Caitli- 
s'. ll replied.

" l ie ’s been heatin’ up the boys, and 
they're after him. And I understand 
that the’ e'ops are after him, too. Some
body ought to naif him. then. 1 want to 
meet him—that’s all.”

"And what'll you do if you meet 
him?” Captain Camiscll asked, puffing 
slowly at his cigar.

"Oh, I’ll give him a lesson, all right! 
He beat up one of my boys, didn’t he? 
The Demon, is he? He won’t be such 
a demon when I'm through with him. 
I'd like to know his game.”

“So would 1 ,” Camiscll said. “So 
you got hack here about half past ten, 
did you, Snokes?”

"Just about, accordin' to that clock on 
the wall. I suppose it’s right.”

Captain Camiscll. with the eyes of 
every man in the room upon him, took 
out his watch and compared it with the 
clock.

"It's only a minute fast.’’ he said. 
"Have you boys all been here all eve
ning ?"

"They were here when I came,” 
Snokes said.

“W e’ve been here since about eight 
o’clock,” Foggs added. “Too wet to be 
out.”

“Ready to swear to all that, I sup- 
pose ?” the captain asked.

"Sure!” came the chorus.
Captain Camiscll grinned at them and 

returned his watch to ins pocket. They 
tried their best to grin hack at him. but 
they were ill at ease.

“I guess you boys are all right," he 
said. “But it’s fortunate that you’ve 
been here all evening.”

“ What’s the idea?" Foggs asked, be
fore Snokes could speak and change the 
subject. “Has somebody been turn
in’ a trick and you're out lookin' for 
them ?”

‘T in  not the only one looking around 
to-night,” Camiscll told them. “You’ll 
find a mess of detectives scattered 
through tiie district. What you say about 
The Demon interests me, Snokes. 
There’s been something pulled at the 
end of that alley where you say you 
think you saw him to-night.”

“ Yell?” Snokes said, pretending to 
show sudden interest. "What was the 
game, cap'll ?”

"fust a little murder, Snokes—that’s 
all.”

“Somebody snuff out a guy?”
Captain Camiscll puffed slowly at his 

cigar again. "Yes. somebody snuffed 
out somebody,” lie replied. “The vic
tim was Alderman Redson.”

Snokes had been expecting it. of 
course, hut the others had not. And 
now that he heard it, it seemed to 
shock Snokes as much as it did the 
others. There was an instant of silence, 
and then Snokes was upon his feet.

“Alderman Redson!” he gasped. 
“The big boss? Somebody snuffed him 
out ?”

“Yes—four shots altogether.” Cap
tain Catnisell spoke in a matter-of-fact 
way.

“But—but------ Why, I was talkin’
to hint to-night!” Strokes gasped. “ We
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were talkin’ about the election, and I 
was tellin’ him that he could depend on 
our boys.”

"And when he left that lodging house 
lie walked down the street and got 
plugged,'’ said Camisell.

‘■Hut who------”
“That is what we are eager to learn,” 

Captain Camisell said, puffing at his 
cigar. “There arc a hundred possibil
ities, of course. Some political foe may 
have done it, or some woman, or some
body about whom Redsou knew too 
much.”

“ I can't believe it !" Strokes cried. 
“Alderman Red-on! The boss of the 
district------”

“We found the weapon—it was ail 
automatic,” Captain Camisell went on. 
"No huger prints'. A regular gunman’s 
stunt, if you ask me. So we’ve been 
looking around.”

“Redsoiy lie was a square guy with 
his friends!” Snokcs gave the dead 
man that hypocritical tribute.

“ Cm!” Camisell grunted. “I ’ve not 
heard many men say that, Snokcs. On 
the contrary, I’ve heard men say some 
pretty hard things about him. How
ever, he’s been killed, and wc want his 
murderer.”

lie puffed at his cigar again, took it 
from between his lips and looked at it 
as he twisted it in his fingers, and then 
glanced around at them once more. 
They all were nervous now, but Snokcs 
was the coolest of the group. Snokcs 
knew what the others did not.

“ It—it might have been The Demon.” 
Snckes said suddenly. “You say Red- 
son was shot at the end of that alley 
where I say I thought I saw The 
Demon ?”

“Right there. Snokes.”
“Then maybe it was The Demon. 

Camisell, every man in this end of town 
will help you go after him! You just 
pass the word that you want The 
Demon! He’s not any too much loved

around here, and Redson was the
boss.”

“We certainly want him, Snokes.”
“And you'll have hint, if he ever 

comes face to face with me!” Snokcs 
boasted. “Demon, is h e? I'll make him 
wish he was an. angel before I gel 
through!”

Snokes took another drink of had 
liquor, and Camisell puffed at his cigar 
and gave no indication of leaving.

“Camisell, you're a big cop and I've 
done time!" Snokes said, “ lint you're 
a mighty while cop. You ’tend to your 
business and don’t pester everybody 
just bccau.-e you wear a shield. I'm 
strung for you, Camisell.”

"Thanks !■”
"And I don't care who knows i t !” 

Snokcs continued. "You ain’t one of 
these rough guys. You lake it easy and 
hold your job—don’t go around try in' 
to cause trouble for everybody. And 
nobody’d better try to cause you 
trouble while I'm around. It's because 
f like you, cop or no cop. And no 
man has the nerve to call me a stool 
pigeon, either!”

"You certainly are not. as far as I 
am concerned,” Captain Camisell said.

He stood up suddenly and began but
toning his raincoat. Those in the room 
looked their relief.

"And I hope that you come face to 
face with The Demon,” the captain 
added.

“ If I do, there'll be fireworks!" 
Snokes promised. “ I ’ll take off that 
thing lie wears on his head and cram it 
down his throat! I ’ll hold him with one 
band and slap him to sleep with the 
other! Demon, is lie? He'll be a good 
little istly when I'm done with him!"

"Talking pretty loud, aren’t you. 
Snokcs?” Camisell asked. “Suppose he 
hears you ?”

“ Let him !’’ Snokes exclaimed. “I 
only hope I get a chance at him. The 
cops call have what’s left when I ’m 
done--if there’s anything left. Beat
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up one of my boys, will he ? Run 
around posin’ as the big terror of the
town, will lie? I ’ll------”

“Tell me about it afterward,” Cap
tain Camisell said dryly; ‘‘spare the de
tails now.”

He finished buttoning his coal, put on 
his hat, and walked across to the door. 
Snokes s lavered after him, waving a 
hand i n '  friendly fashion. Camisell 
nodded to the men in the room, jerked 
open the door, dashed out into the 
storm, and closed the door alter him 
with a bang.

Snokes stood looking at the door for 
a moment, and then he turned back and 
faced the others, a grin on his face.

“Nice little captain!” he said in a low 
tone. "If all cops were like him, we’d 
have a cinch. I don’t believe he ever 
arrested anything worse than a drunk 
in all his life—don’t believe he carries 
a gat or blackjack. Pull off a stunt 
right under his ladylike nose and he’d 
never see it! Unburied dead—that’s 
what Captain Camisell is! Put lie’s a 
good scout, all the same. I ’m strong for 
him. He’s content to draw his salary 
every month and keep out of trouble
as much as he can------”

Snokes staggered back toward the ta
ble, fumbling at a cigarette, looking 
straight ahead instead of at bis com
panions. Slim Foggs regarded him 
through bulging eyes.

"Alderman Rcdson!” Foggs said al
most in a whisper “The big boss!
Snokes—you—you didn’t------”

“ Von fool!” Snokes cried, whirling 
toward hint. “Do yon want me to han
dle you, I'oggs?”

“Now, Charlie------”
"Then don’t even hint at such a 

thing! Do you want to get me into 
trouble? I didn’t ha\e anything 
against Alderman Redson, did I ? 
Wasn't he the boss of the ward, and 
didn’t he always take care of us and 
treat us right at election time? I t’s The 
Demon—that’s what I The Demon was 
in that alley—and I saw him!”

Snokes went on to the table, mutter
ing to himself, and attacked the hot tie 
again. The others began playing cards, 
glad that the menace was over for the 
time being. They had expected the 
enraged Snokes to start a brutal fight.

Half an hour later two of the men 
slipped away, and only I’oggs and three 
Olliers remained with Snokes. They 
were watching Snokes carefullv. He 
was in an ugly mood now, and he would 
be worse before long, they knew. He 
sat before the table, his legs sprawled 
out, a sneer on his lips, his fi-is dou
bled. Mean and dangerous lie was, but 
the bad liquor had robbed him of some 
of his cunning and strength for the mo
ment.

“The Demon, ell?” he sneered. 
“Just lot me meet him face to face — 
that’s all I ’m askin’. Man or devil 
—let me meet him soon! If I do, I’ll 
—I’ll------”

Again Snokes stopped in the middle 
of a sentence. Again somebody 
brushed against the door, and the knob 
was turned. Once more the rain and 
wind rushed into the poorly lighted, 
poorly ventilated room from the nar
row alley. And with the rain, and wind 
came a man.

T o  be c o n t in u e d  in the  n e x t  issue o f  D E T E C T I V E  S T O R Y  M A G A Z IN E ,  o u t  on  
T u esd ay ,  N o v e m b e r  9th. A s  this m agazine  is pub lished  ev e ry  

w e e k ,  y o u  will n o t  h a v e  lo n g  to  w a i t  fo r  the  
n e x t  in s ta l lm en t  o f  th is  in t r ig u in g  serial.
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VEKYUODY m M  that Har
vey Dennison was sure to 
“beat the ease.” Even the dis
trict attorney felt in his heart 

that the defendant could never be con
victed, although that secret belief did 
not detract from the energy with which 
he conducted the prosecution.

The issue was clean cut. Dennison 
made no attempt to deny that he had 
killed voting Martin. Such a denial 
would have been useless, even if the 
prisoner at the bar had wished to make 
it, for there were two eyewitnesses to 
the tragic affair on the courthouse steps. 
I ’.ut his plea was self-defense, and 
there was plenty of evidence to sup
port that plea.

The prosecution put Ellen Martin, 
stepsister of the slain man, on the 
stand. She was one of the State's star 
witnesses, although fr un the nature of 
her testimony the young district attor
ney was at first inclined to think that 
she made a better witness for the de
fense than for the prosecution.

White-faced and faltering, the girl 
told how she had been standing on the 
steps of the crnuitv counhoii-e on that 
fitted evening, chatting with Dennison, 
when her stepbrother Charlie and a 
young man named John Ikirncs had 
come along.

both Ha rues and her stepbrother 
had been drinking, she testified, and as 
soon as thev came within -peaking dis
tance of the girl’- companion they be
gan to abuse and threaten him.

“Mv stepbrother didn’t like Harvey 
Dennison,” she declared tearfully. 
“Even when he was sober Charlie ob
jected to the attentions Mr. Denni
son was paying me. And my step
brother wasn’t sober on that terrible 
night. He was in a very ugly mood, 
l ie  came up to its and drew a gun and 
ordered Harvey to make himself scarce. 
He said he would give llarvey two 
minutes to go. If he wasn't out of 
sight by that time lie would begin shoot
ing.

“And Harvey wouldn’t budge. I 
begged him to go, but he stood there 
defying my poor stepbrother—told him 
that lie knew he was only bluffing and 
wouldn't dare pull that trigger.

“Then suddenly Charlie began firing. 
The bullets missed, and Harvey drew 
a gun himself and fired back. Ilis first 
shot killed my stepbrother.”

"Dennison didn't draw his gun, Miss 
Martin, until your stepbrother had be
gun firing?” counsel for the defense 
asked in cross-examination.

“ .Yo; lie didn't draw the weapon un
til Charlie had fired several wild shots 
at him, missing each time,” the girl 
answered. “ He was very cool, and 1 
suppo-e he was very courageous, too, 
only I—1 wish he had gone a wav while 
he had the chance instead of stubbornly 
holding his ground. He might easily 
have stepped behind one of the colon
nades of the courthou-e in the first 
place or gone around the corner until 
Charlie and Mr. Harnes walked on out
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of sight. I f  he had, this awful thing 
wouldn’t have happened.”

John Barnes followed Ellen Martin 
on the witness stand. He was a good- 
looking young man, hut his countenance 
was ravaged by the traces of dissipa
tion.

11 is testimony substantiated the girl's 
account of the tragedy. He admitted 
flail he and Martin had been drinking 
heavily before they encountered Den
nison on the courthouse steps in the 
company of Miss Martin. He ad
mitted, too, that they had abused and 
threatened the prisoner at the bar, and 
that the victim of the murder had been 
the first to shoot.

"But Dennison could have avoided 
all the trouble by making himself scarce 
when he was ordered to do so, could 
he not?” the district attorney asked. 
"If he had gone away then, there 
wouldn’t have been any shooting?” 

The witness nodded. "If Dctini-on 
hadn’t been stubborn, there wouldn’t 
have been any murder,” he declared,. 
'■‘Charlie gave him a chance to go, but 
he wouldn’t listen.”

Counsel for the defense took the wit
ness for cross-examination.

"Volt were swfSSt on .Miss Ellen Mar
tin yourself, were you not, Barnes?” 
he asked with a significant glance to
ward the jury box.

"1 had been keeping steady company 
with her since we were kids,” the young 
man an.-wered simply. "She threw me 
over in favor of Harvey Dennison be
cause—because I couldn’t let the booze 
alone.

“ Blit I ’ve had my last drop,” he con- 
liiiued, glancing wistfullv in the direc
tion of the girl. "This thing has been 
a lesson to me. I swear 1 am never 
going to touch liquor again.”

The eyes of the prisoner at the bar 
were on the girl’s face at that moment. 
The expression of joy that Barnes’ 
words brought to her features wa;.> not 
lost on him. He was more concerned

over that incident than over his im
pending fate. But then, of course, he 
had nothing to worry about so far as 
the outcome of the trial was concerned. 
He was soon going to he free. His 
attorney and everybody else had as
sured him that lie was bound to heat 
the ca-c. Xo jury could possibly bring 
in a verdict of guilty when it was so 
very clear that lie had acted in self- 
defense.

The charge of the learned judge, 
however, in summing up was thought 
rather hard.

"The law is clear and unequivocal,” 
the jurist declared in hi- soft, pleasantly 
modulated voice. "In volume yt, ap
pellate division, at page by, self-defense 
i, defined as follow.-:

“ ‘When a person believes that hi - 
life is hi danger, or believe- that lie is 
in imminent danger of grievous bodily 
harm, he ha.- a right to defend hint- 
self.’

"Ihit the Law al-n says clearly that 
a per.-on, in defending him-clf, must 
tt.-e no more force than is actually nec
essary. lie must, if he can, avoid the 
quarrel. In other words, if he can run 
away it i- iris duty to do so. While 
that may not he popular \vi h men of 
courage when they arc assaulted, yet 
that is the law of our State.

"Therefore, the jury, in considering 
tin- evidence must take into .account 
whether the defendant ti-cd more force 
than was absolutely necessary in the 
ciivtim lance.. If vou gentlemen are 
satisfied that the defendant had an op
portunity to escape the peril which 
threatened him by withdrawing from 
the -cone tjf the quarrel, and giving full 
weight to the testimony: ju-t heard that 
the victim was intoxicated and -hooting 
wild, then, laying aside all sentiment, it 
is your duty to bring in a verdict of 
guilty, no matter how much your -em
pathies may he with Ibis unhappy young 
man.”

And the jury, after due deliberation,
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brought in a verdict that surprised 
every one—the defendant was guilty of 
murder in the second degree. Not a 
person present failed to feel a measure 
of shock and amazement when the ver
dict was delivered.

Harvey Dennison could scarcely be
lieve his ears. It seemed incredible 
that twelve sane, unbiased men should 
have branded him as a criminal just 
because he had fired a shot to save his 
own life. Whatever the law said about 
it, no man with a drop of red blood 
in his veins would have taken to bis 
heels at the command of a couple of 
drunken bullies.

lie believed that he had acted 
throughout like a man of courage, and 
that he had displayed considerable re
straint and nerve in not pulling his gun 
until his assailant had begun firing. 
And they were talking of sending him 
to State’s prison for that 1 It couldn't 
possibly be done.

It was done, however. A week later 
Dennison heard himself sentenced to a 
twenty-year term in Sing Sing. And 
presently be was on his way to that 
grim institution.

What hurt him perhaps, even more 
than the injustice of it all, was the 
fact that Ellen Martin did not come 
near bin:—did not send him even a 
written word of farewell or sympathy.

lie brooded over that considerably 
for the first two years of bis penal 
servitude. Probably the gift's attitude 
bad a lot to do with bis rapid trans
formation from a smiling, good-natured 
young man into one of the most sullen, 
vengeful brutes who had ever been con
fined within those gr.uv walls. Of 
course the refusal of the governor to 
pardon him. the sonl-deadi-uing atmos
phere of the prison, and die long soli
tary hours of bitnjf vetleitinn over the 
“raw deal” he bad received, all placed 
a large part in the change that came 
o’vcr him ; but be might have withstood 
all these demoralizing influences if nnlv
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the girl had given him some sign that 
she cared.

And when, after he had been there 
a little over two years, word came to 
him from the outside world that Ellen 
Martin had become the wife of John 
flames, that was the last straw.

lie laughed when he heard the news, 
but it was not a pleasant laugh. So the 
two witnesses whose testimony had 
been largely responsible for landing 
him in this living death were now hus
band and wife! They had married, so 
his informant told him, only six weeks 
after the judge had passed sentence on 
him. He understood well enough at 
hast why the girl had not come near him 
to offer him one little word of comfort 
while he was eating out his hear! in 
the county jail, waiting to he trans
ferred to the penitentiary. It was not 
because he was the murderer of her 
stepbrother. It was because she had 
been too busy at the time accepting the 
attentions of Harnes.

“ If ever I get out of this!’’ he mut
tered, an evil glint in his eyes.

II.
The heavy pine door of the lumber

man’s log cabin was flung open vio
lently, demolishing the child’s house of 
blocks on the floor and letting in a gust 
of chill October wind. Closing the 
door, and backing against it, one hand 
in his hi]) pocket, the man in heavy 
hoots and “overs” gave a scowling 
glance around the whitewashed interior.

It was a crude Adirondack cabin of 
simple architecture, with a window in 
front and one in the rear; to his left 
an open fireplace; to the right a door 
leading to the one other room of the 
dualling; a trapdoor in the floor; in 
the left-hand farther corner of the ceil
ing tin opening into the attic above, 
reached by rungs spiked against the 
hcwn-log wall. Eor furnishings there 
were three chair.- and a table, all of
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home manufacture; a packing case on 
its side with sticks at the corners for 
legs, its contents hidden from view 
by draw curtains made of flour sacks 
dyed with coffee; and across the room 
from the observer, with its head near 
tiie door at the adjoining chamber, a 
small bedstead of cedar half stripped of 
its 'stringy bark.

The only occupant of the dwelling 
was a girl of six, squatted in a trem
bling heap on the bed, 'her big eyes, 
unblinking, fastened on the countenance 
of thy intruder.

‘'Where’s your dad?” demanded the 
visitor sharply.

The child sprang to the floor on the 
other side of the bed, thus placing it 
between them, and faced him with her 
black eyes widening in fear.

‘‘Where’s your dad?” repeated the 
man, as in the deepening twilight he 
made a second survey of the quarters.

‘‘1 le—he isn’t Inane,” replied the 
child quavcringly. ‘‘Go ’way. please. 
I don't know you. Go ’way. Dad isn’t 
home, and 111a isn’t home."

She had been crying, for she tried 
to wipe away traces of tears with the 
hem of her calico dress.

Ill-naturedly he kicked at the scattered 
blocks—hits of odds and ends from 
plank and joist—and moved swiftly 
from window to window. Cautiously 
liv drew aside the chintz curtains to 
scrutinize the small barn to the rear 
and the stretch of leafless birch and 
maples beyond. Flattening b i : face
against the pane, he peered is the let!, 
up the double line of ruts to where 
they vanidied in the thick pine woods 
of the mountainside. Now, with ex
tra precaution, from the front window- 
lie looked down the lifeless road it 
dipped toward the hazy ea-l. where 
against the weird red glow of a still 
invisible moon the forest stretched sky
ward its fantastic, skeleton arms.

A stifled sob made him turn. The 
girl was trying to control herself.

“Stop blubbering-,” he growled out.
“I have a right to cry,” she answered 

with a show of spirit; “and 1 want you
to go away."

lie spoke with signs of impatience. 
‘‘Well, I'm not going away. I ’m going 
to wait for your dad."

The little girl edged toward the foot 
of the bed and measured the distance 
to the door leading into the other room.

A sneer spread over the features of 
the unwelcome gue-t. ‘‘Humph!” he 
grunted. "1 guess being for eight vears 
where there ain’t any little girls makes 
me forget how to talk to ’em. Don’t 
run and hide. I f  I'm nice and quiet 
will you let me build a lire and get u.- 
both warm?”

Tin- child made no answer, hut no 
longer did -lie give signs of intended 
flight. Her teeth were chattering and 
her leg- were trembling. She kept at 
a distance as he selected pine and w hile; 
birch from the woodhox be-ide the 
stone chimney, whittled some kindlings, 
and started a blaze. When the llarnes 
sprang tip and he had seated himself 
before the fireplace, she sidled nearer 
the welcome warmth, still keeping a 
wary eye upon him.

“There!" lie exclaimed. “That's a 
more cheerful welcome for your (lad's 
old friend. ( lues- he’ll be a hit sur
prised t . see me af'er my ! tig ab
sence."

The stranger’- grin v. as n< t a plea 
au‘ one, and she shrank hack at sight 
of it.

‘■Win: arc you shivering for?” i -j 
demanded gruffly. “Are von as cold 
a- all that:-'"

“I ’m awful cold, and I can’t gel un
shoes off, and ina isn't here to do it 
for me." She put one hand to her lips 
to control the tremor.

The man shifted in his chair uneas
ily, an annoyed look upon his face. For 
a minute he said nothing; turn, as 
though deciding upon a disagreeable 
ncces-ity, he dropped to his knees to
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examine the footwear, while the child, 
surprised by this sudden attention, 
stood poised like a doe read}’ to leap 
away at the slightest sign of danger.

“Here, let me get them off. Why, 
they're wet! I low’d that come:’’

“Wet?" She contemplated them 
dully. “Oh, yes. Dad raced the horse 
a long ways till we couldn’t hear the 
bad man chasing us any more. Then 
he stopped the buckboard, and I rail 
down to a brook and tilled dad’s hat 
and got my feet wet. When dad put 
the water on ilia’s face, she woke up 
and said the bad man wanted to shoot 
dad. too, and she was glad he only 
shot her. And then she said, ‘tiood-by, 
John. Maybe it’s all over. Take care 
of Kllen’—that's me—and she didn't 
talk anv more, but shut her eyes and 
groaned every once in a while. And 
we were ’way up there on tile moun
tain, and dad drove so fast I fell out, 
and lie had to stop to pick me up. And 
when we go there he said I must stay 
and be brave until be came Lack, be- 
eau-e lie couldn’t drive fast and hold 
ma and me, too, and lie must hurry ma 
to the doctor. And then he whipped 
the horse and went a way down to
ward-----  Ouch! You hurt.’’

“I didn’t mean to,” said the stranger 
with gruff condescension. “The knot’s 
pretty tight.”

“Ma tied it,” said the child. “She 
could open it.”

lie muttered something unintelligi- 
bile, and resumed the task.

"There! Slip off your stockings and 
draw Hose to the lire, or you'll shake 
yourself out of your skin. You' get on 
rny nerves with your shivering.”

In spite of his words, his manner was 
grudgingly gentle, as t h o u g h  it W e n t  
again U h i -  grain to act otherwise to an 
intent. T h e  child r e - p o n d e d  to tins 
subtle undercurrent. In hci Inuclims- 
it nquired little to encourage her to 
he friendly. She crunched near the 
lire and absorbed its welcome warmth,

70
occasional shivers attesting that she had 
indeed been thoroughly chilled.

“Did your dad say when he’d be 
back?” inquired the visitor as he bal
anced his chair on its hind legs and 
stretched his feet toward the blaze.

"So, but chad wouldn't leave me here 
all alone when it’s dark. I know lie 
wouldn't.” She spoke more in a tone 
of hope than of conviction.

“I guess I’ll wait for him, then,” said 
the guest in a grim, quiet voice.

He peered into the lire and sniffed 
with relish the odor of burning birch.

“So your name is Ellen, too?" said 
he at length.

“I was named after ma."
He spoke as though musing aloud. 

“Only hope you-----  Ha! Me!!, prob
ably you’ll be the same when you grow 
up. It’s in the blood.” He passed his 
hand over his face with a gesture indi
cating a desire to brush away an un
pleasant thought. "I’m always forget
ting you’re only just a tiny mite,” lie 
added.

Little Ellen, longing for the caress 
of her mother’s hand, eyed him wist
fully. She wanted to go to him and 
place her hand on his knee.

And for the first time he studied her 
by the firelight. Once his band reached 
out and gently touched her soft black 
hair; but he drew it away again with 
a shudder and a catch in his throat ; 
and the child’s face changed expression.

“It’s getting awful dark,” said Ellen, 
appeal dominating her voice. “ I’m 
hungry, too.”

before answering lie again took a 
precautionary look up and down the 
road, and returned to the fireplace.

“ f.et's get a hit to eat wife we’re 
waiting. 1- there anv grub in the 
h o u s e  ?”

Ellen pointed to the trapdoor in ihe 
flour.

"There’s lots down there, hut 1 

couldn’t get it open."
Hie visitor grasped the ring and
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swung back the door. He dropped into 
the six-by-six cellar and passed up a 
loaf of homemade bread, some store 
cheese, and a pitcher of condensed milk 
mixed with water. Closing the trap 
again, he placed the food on the bare 
table.

"Aren’t you going to set the table?” 
she asked.

"It sure would taste better, hey?” he 
agreed.

"The tablecloth is in the sideboard,” 
said Ellen, indicating with a pointing 
forefinger the transformed packing box. 
'I'he snap of command in her words 
caught his cynical fancy.

"You get that way pretty young, 
don’t you ?” he muttered. Out the re
mark was lost on the child. Drawing 
a chair up to the table, she climbed 
into it, curled her little bare legs tin
der her, and arranged the scanty Calico 
dress about her with a tug here and 
a pull there, simulating the airs ol a 
grand lady.

lie contemplated her acting, a half 
sneer, half smile playing over his fea
tures.

"Well?” she demanded significantly, 
Clasping her hands in her lap.

”Oh, yes, the cloth,” said he, hastily 
making for the crude sideboard; “of 
course—the cloth.”

It was a cheap red and white cotton 
affair, frayed and patched, but with ex
tras again servility he arranged and re
arranged it according to her finical, 
fickle directions. At her further com
mand. he got out plates,, knives, and 
coarse napkins for two.

"< let me a bowl,” ordered the mite, 
and he obeyed.

He broke up bread in the howl, 
sprinkled it with sugar, and covered it 
with milk.

"Now you’ve washed all the sugar 
off,” she complained. "Put more on, 
please—more—more yet. There, I 
guess that’s miff. I like lots of nutmeg. 
The grater’s on the mantelpiece over

the fire. That’s nuff. Now, you can 
sit down and eat.”

The invitation was accepted with a 
mock obeisance. The visitor made free 
use of the cheese and most of the loaf 
of bread, then pushed hack his chair.

"If you have no objections, I’ll have 
a smoke,” said he, proceeding to light 
a cigarette.

"Jf dad would only come,” Ellen 
said, sighing, as she dipped up the last 
mouth full of sugar from the bottom of 
the howl. "He’d he glad you were so 
nice to me.”

Puffing stolidly at his cigarette, the 
guest volunteered no reply. His gaze 
was fastened upon the fire, though now 
and then it wandered to the disordered 
blocks on the floor.

"If r.ta'd come"—Ellen’- 1 ips again 
behaved suspiciously as she viewed the 
closed door of her mother’s’ room— 
"she’d put me to bed.”

The man put his cigarette on the 
table edge.

"Oh, it’s too early to sleep yet.” he 
asserted. "Come on. I ’ll build your 
house again.”

"It’ll never he like it was,” objected 
Ellen, and lie looked at her sharply. 
"Can you make a house with all rich 
girl’s tiling.-, in and wish it big?”

“I’ll make you a fairy house that you 
Can move all over till you find just the 
spot yon want it to he. Let me see 
if there’s something about that’ll do for 
the magic carpel.”

lie examined several gayly colored 
pictures tacked on the walls and chose 
one on a still' card front which all of 
last year's calendar had been torn. On 
the floor he laid the card and started 
building. Ellen drew close and at 
length sank down on her knee-, be-.ide 
him. Close together drew two heads, 
one disheveled and touched with the 
gray of a life of which she knew nofh- 
thinjj, the other soft, black, smooth, and 
trustful.

"I wish 1 lived in a home like that
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really,” the girt said with a sigh. ‘‘Now, 
I want it where there’s lots of other 
girls and boys and no bad people that 
hurt mothers.”

“I guess fairyland is the only place 
like that," remarked the builder; "but 
here goes. Tell me when to stop."

lie pulled the card with its burden 
around the room, twisting in and out 
around the few pieces of furniture, and 
at her command be snatched the card 
from under the building and left Rllen’s 
lumse standing complete on the bare 
floor.

"Olt, let me do that 1" cried the child 
eagerly,

“1 don't think you’re quick enough. 
You’d tumble it over."

”.Ma says I’m awful quick. Put the 
paper back again."

"That-' the magic carpet; once you 
choose where your home is to stand that 
settles it—_\our home must be there for
ever."

Klleu kicked over the edifice. "XoW 
you got to make a new .one," -lie said 
and laughed.

The matt laughed ahu, It was not 
a nice laugh. It rang with the hatred, 
the pessimism, the rancor of wars of 
brooding and waiting. "Make a new 
one! 1 la. ha ha!" With an effort he 
controlled himself. "You'll have to 
build your own after destroying the one 
I offered you,” he declared, "hut I ’ll 
show you how to snatch away the car
per."

The child's eager attempts to play 
fairy toppled file houses -ever. Pa
tiently he strove to teach her how to 
give the snap of the card that would 
not disturb the structure, hut she til- 
ways fell fc]mrl of success.

"Pauld me jit-1 one more hoii'C," she 
pleaded; "a nice one Co show dad when 
lie come- in.”

“I think 1 can build a house tint will 
surprise your dad," he asserted gnmlv.

f'arelullv he erected a building the 
like of which billon had never seen.

72

"Your dad will recognize this,” said 
he as he capped the cupola. "It’s the 
Dwelling of Memory. I guess that’s 
too hard for a little mile to remember.” 
11 is laugh was again harsh and grating.

There was the neigh of a horse out
side. He leaped to the front window, 
the red moonlight touching his features 
with an uncanny color. He sprang 
away again with an oath, lie ran to 
a rear window, but drew hack.

“The devil!" he muttered. "What 
brings them here so soon? He must 
have bumped into them.”

There was a touch on his arm.
"Why don’t you hide and s’prise 

dad ?”
"It isn’t your father. It’s—it’s some 

men 1 don’t want to see.” He paused* 
and his eye turned appraisingly to the 
trapdoor in the floor, then dubiously 
hack to the child. "If I was to hide 
—down in the cellar—would you—do 
you think you could manage not to tell 
them that I was there?”

"I wouldn’t tell them,” she declared.
Still he hesitated; then, with a shrug: 

"Well, at all events, I’ve nothing to 
lose.” And into the cellar he dropped, 
the trap closing over him.

The child glanced toward the door. 
She stood for a moment waiting ex
pectantly, ta t  nobody came. Presently 
her gaze shifted to the house of blocks 
glistening in a patch of moonlight at 
the further end of the room. Site 
moved over to it, interest in her new 
toy transcending her curiosity regard
ing the expected visitors. Across the 
floor she dragged the structure by its 
magic carpel; and when die pad 
brought the fragile edifice to the cen
ter ot the room site essayed .again that 
deft lliek of its cardboard foundation 
which had completed her sardonic 
friend’.' performances.

The result caused her face to light 
tip with gleeful triumph. "I did it!
1 did it!” she crowed. "He said I 
wasn’t quick enough to----- •”
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Two men came in.
“The kid’s safe,” said one, who had 

a star on his coat, drawing a hand
kerchief from his pocket and wiping 
iiis forehead, “tice, but 1 can breathe
easy now!”

".Shucks!" said the other, a short, 
-lucky fellow. “Dennison would never 
come near this place.”

“Dad isn’t home,” put in Ellen, geW» 
ting up from the floor, the square of 
cardboard in her hand. The serenity 
with which she took their intrusion 
would have aroused- the suspicion of 
one more acquainted with the ways of 
children, but the sheriff was a handler 
of men.

"I'm all alone.” she declared boldly.
“We know, kid. Your dad sent us 

here. He’s taken your lira to the doc. 
We ain’t going to hurt you.”

A third man entered, tall and rangy.
"Nobody in tiie barn,” he announced. 

“1 reckon you didn’t find no one in 
here neither, eh?”

"Nope,” admitted the sheriff. “Guess 
he’ll give this place a wide berth for
a----- ” lie paused, stepped quickly to
the table, and picked up the half-burned
cigarette.

"Dennison’s been here,” he an
nounced quietly. “John don’t smoke 
them things. And lie’s had a feed. 
Which way did he go, little girl?”

Ellen looked tip sideways at the 
■hinv star on his breast, but made no 
answer.

"He wasn’t in sight up the road be- 
yanl tile barn,” declared the taller dep
uty, “so he must have beat it before 
v.e got in sight.”

“ When did he go? Which way did 
,':c go, kid?" demanded the sheriff.

Ellen ro.-c, braced tier little hare legs 
apart, and looked straight into the eyes 
of the law’s representative.

"You mustn’t make me tell,” she pro
le-led hotly. “ I’ll never tell. NIa says 
1 must never tell on anybody. 1 won’t 
tell—so there !”

“That’s right,” agreed the sheriff afe
the short deputy pushed open the door 
to the bedchamber and disappeared 
within. “A brave girl, you are. But 
he is a had man. He has been very 
wicked. Your ma would tell you that 
you ought to tell us.”

But Ellen set her lips tight.
"Xo time for ciiinnin’, hoys,” advised 

the short deputy, appearing from the 
adjoining room. “I ’m goin’ to look up 
in the loft.”

“Take keer, Bill,” warned the sheriff; 
hut Bill took a candle from the stone 
shelf above the fireplace, lit it in the 
flames, and, clambering up the rungs 
fastened to the side wall, poked his head 
through the opening into the little attic.

“Blaze away. Dennison, old scout!” 
he cried cheerily. “I ’m here to he 
clicked.”

Receiving no response, he climbed 
up, and they in the room below could 
hear him poking .about among the gen
eral litter above, lie w.as down again 
shortly.

“I’d jest like to know,” began the 
sheriff, “whether he came down the 
road to lay low and let us lose him, or 
whether he's made a get-away. See 
here, kid, that man went and hurt your 
ma-—er—very much, and maybe he’s 
meanin’ to hurt voirr pa. We want to 
find out what’s become of him. Now 
will you tell?”

The' child's eyes grew big, but still 
she kept silent.

“Hook under the trapdoor,” sug
gested the taller deputy.

"Don’t spoil my nice new hou-e,” 
begged Ellen. She ran to the trap in 
the center of the room, dropped to her 
bare knees, and pul In r arms pr'-ti-cl- 
inglv .about the Dwelling of Memory.

The sheriff stiffened a- lie caught 
sight-of the structure. The - h u r t  dep
uty stooped closer to examine the build
ing.

“Gad!’' he exploded. “Harvey Den
nison ain’t under that thing unless Ire
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built it on top of himself. There’s the 
cupola and the two-story front stoop 
with the four big post'. Ain’t no doubt 
who done that job.”

The sheriff --poke with conviction. 
"Xo kid hr tilt that, lie's gone.”

"Let's take a look to make sure." per
sisted the tall man,

"You’re a greenhorn in this county 
or you’d know what that pile of blocks 
means,” replied the short man,

"That's the county courthouse.” ex
plained the sheriff. “Light years ago 
on them steps i larvey Dennison Was 
courtin’ Ellen Martin when along came 
her ste|4 )rother Charlie and John 
llarnes, both rightin' drunk. Ellen and 
John had been kcepin’ steady comp'ny 
since they was kids, hut she'd throwed 
him over because lie wouldn't—couldn’t 
—let booze alone. Well, that pair 
started to abuse and threaten Dennison. 
Charlie ordered i larvey to make him
self scarce or git killra. Dcnni.-on 
didn't budge an inch. Charlie kept on 
IclliiT him to go. Ellen begged him 
to leave her and save trouble, but he 
didn’t see things that wav. Charlie
tired and missed and-----  Well, it
ended in Charlie's death. Self-defense 
was the plea at the trial, in this very 
same courthouse. And Ellen and John 
were the only witnesses—it was night, 
and the courthouse ain't in a neighbor
hood where folks hangs out at night.

"The jury brought in a verdict of 
guilty,” the sheriff continued, "Mo.-t 
of us thought it was prettv rough on 
Dennison, hut the trial had one good 
effect. It brought Johnnie Ikirne- to 
his senses, lie ain’t touched nary a 
drop since, and iliough him and Ellen 
has been as poor as chut eh mice they’ve 
been happy, lint reckon what I larvey 
Dennison must ’a' thought, breakin’ out 
o’ prison and liudin’ Ellen married to 
John all these years!”

The short deputy was getting impa
tient. “She never cared a deni for 
no one hut John,” he declared. "Now.

come on. Let’s quit chewin’ the rag 
and get busy. Dennison ain’t really in 
his right mind. He won’t rest easy till 
lie’s potted John, and it’s up to us to 
git him before he does. Come on.”

"What about leavin’ the kid?” in
quired the tall deputy.

"She's ail right," said the sheriff. 
"John’il lie right back as soon as they 
tell him it's safe to leave Ellen. And 
if it turns out had lie'll send some one 
else for the hid. That’s what he said.”

The tall one eyed the trap dubiously.
"I’d just like to peek under there for 

luck.” -aid lie.
"Come .along!” the sheriff directed 

stiappily. "Dennison built that thing 
himself, and the little girl don’t want 
it spoiled. How could he be under a 
trapdoor with that thing built on top 
of it?”

And the three passed out. Presently 
the clatter of horses’ hoofs died away.

A long time there was silence in the 
house, broken only by the occasional 
snap of the living fire and the mournful 
erv of whippoorwills in the woods near 
by. A hoot owl's dismal wail joined 
in at intervals, and the child, though 
accustomed to those sounds, tiptoed 
about, loneliness and the spirit of the 
nigh: getting possession of her until she 
con'd contain herself no longer. She 
threw herself upon her bed and cried.

Even v. lien the trapdoor swung hack, 
tumbling the House of Memory It; ore 
■ Me, site did not lift her head. The 

man clu-.ed tiie opening anti stood 
‘■cowling and undecided, lie strode to
ward the bed.

"Come. Ellen,” said he, “quit your 
crying.”

"They said a lot of had things.” the 
child said, sobbing, "and I don’t know 
ail they said because they talked so fast, 
and Em scared and sleepy.”

"Co to bed, then,” lie advised. “I’ll 
sit up and wait for your dad alone.”

She slid from the bed, wiped her eyes 
on her sleeve, and stood with her back
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close to him. He did not comprehend, 
so she turned to see what was the mat
ter.

“.Ma has to unbutton me, and she—  
she isn’t here,'’ she explained.

He hesitated; then, with clumsy, 
trembling lingers, performed the unac
customed task. W hile he replenished 
the lire she slipped into a coarse woolen 
nightgown. And when lie had obedi
ently buttoned it at the hack of the 
neck she climbed in under the covers.

“Kilcn,” said he, sitting on the far 
side of the bed and feeing the door, 
"why were you such a nice girl not to 
tell on me?"

The child sat up. “Don’t you know?”
lie shook his head.
“Once, ma says, a little girl—no, she 

v. as a big girl —told a lot of things 
about a man, and she thought they were 
g o o d  tilings, hut the judge said no, they 
were had things, and they took him 
and put him in prison, and ma says 
-lie was awful sorry and she always 
•old me never, never tell about any
body when it may hurt them, became 
nobody know® what’s good and what’s 
bad.”

The man cleared his throat.
“ Your ma told you that ?" he repeated 

huskily,
“ Yes, and she always cried when she 

told tnc, and dad would say, ‘\Ye told 
die truth; we thought we were right.’ 
And she'd say, ' i ' o o r  Harvey!’ and cry 
-‘ me more—and von were nice to me 
and 1 wouldn’t tell, no matter what they 
-aid—they were Irving to fool me, 
weren’t they? That wasn’t ail true, wa
il ? But thev didn’t fool me. did the}'? 
'■in. oil, I want my ma, 1 want my

I'.yhv idlen I’.arnes threw her arms 
wound lire neck of her new friend.

"'And!” ’fdie visitor's feature's be- 
r 'a- -earned.

"< )h !” said left'll in an awed whis
per, “That’s right. I forgot God. 1  

..•ust say my prayers.”

The door opened. The child on the
bed, kneeling the other way, was un
aware that on the threshold, silhouetted 
in tile ruby moonlight, stood her father, 
alone, unarmed. On his face was a 
look of worry, hut not of hopelessness.

One look, however, and the father 
silently threw up his arm.

As the curly head bowed upon the 
man's shoulder the revolver which the 
guest had snatched from his pocket was 
shifted to Ids other hand behind the 
child’s hack.

"Xow I lay me,” the babv voice com
menced, hut when it reached "keep” it 
faltered.

“ If I should die,” suggested the man. 
Jlis face relaxed, and hi- voice was sin
gularly soothing.

“If I should die before I wake— 
what’.- next ?"

“I pray llie Lord mv soul to take.” 
breathed the man gently, and at the 
sound of that voice the look of des
perate resolve in the father's face 
pa- - ed away as though he knew that his 
child was sa.fe.

Kilcn '-repeated, then added: “God 
bless dad, find bless—oh, please, God.” 
she quavered, "hies- ma. and tell her 
how I miss her to-night! And make 
her well again.”

The father’s muscles tightened. The 
glint it! his eye gav e indication of med
itated action, hut a warning go-lure of 
the gray steel behind the baby’s back 
held him in his tracks.

"There, there, Klleti,” said the visitor 
tenderly, “ 1 got a hunch that your ma 
is going to get well. Lie down, clo.-e 
yom eve-, and when you wake up - 
pet'hap------ ”

"! io in g  to wa.it f o r  d a d . ' "  (p ie r ie d  
Ellen.

“ I’m g o i n g  f a r  away. Giy b by, 
T’.b e n .  1 w is h  I'd m u  y o n  h.- tori ; .
Tiling--- thing- might bare been dti’ler-
eut. if vim  h e a r  me -h o o t  a h a d  animal 
o u t s i d e ,  d o n ’t g e t  f r i g h t e n e d . ”
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“I won’t,” promised Ellen. ‘‘Wait a 

minute. I forgot to pray, ‘God bless 
y o u ! ’  ”

She held his face between her baby 
hands and kissed him full on the lips.

He arose, and, though keeping the 
man at the door covered.Uaid the child's 

/•head back on the pillow with the face 
away from the moon and the firelight, 
and the baby eyes closed trustfully at 
bis bidding, while at the door stood the 
father, his muscles tense, the breeze-

blown firelight revealing beads of per
spiration on his forehead.

The \isitor stepped softly away from 
the bed, beckoning to the father.

Both stepped outside. The door 
closed. There was a shot. The door 
opened—and against the door case 
leaned Ellen's father. The whitening 
moon, rising out of the eastern haze, 
ca-t it- pale, pure light upon another 
form huddled near the doorstep, still 
gripping a smoking revolver.

FIRE COMPANIES BREAK  UP RIOT IN PRISON
VJ()T approving of the food given them, more than fifty prisoners in the 
s  ̂ Maryland penitentiary at Baltimore recently rioted and were not quelled 
until several firemen had been called to the prison and had turned streams of 
water upon them. The rebellious prisoners had gone on a hunger strike and 
had been segregated in a dormitory of the building. Shortly before three o’clock 
in the morning they broke from the dormitory, disrupted the electric-light sys
tem of the institution, and created such pandemonium that the noise of the riot 
was heard for blocks about the prison. < iuards w ere unable to handle the 

'recalcitrant ones effectively because of [he darkness. Finally the warden asked 
for the assistance of the local fire department, and after several streams of 
water at fairly high pressure had deluged the rioters order was restored.

AFTER  STRAN G E EXPERIENCE BU RGLAR V O W S
T O  REFORM

D E C A l 'S E  while burgling a house lie touched a coffin in the dark, Walter 
U  White, alias “Silk-hat Harry,” decided to enter some less nerve-racking 
line of work. According to the story told by White, who was paroled from 
Sing Sing prison recently, he broke into a house one night and, feeling about 
him in the darkness of die room, took hold of something his sense of touch 
told him was silverware. He flashed on 1:is light and to his horror saw that 
the silver was attached to a collin and that the coffin contained a human bodv. 
So tremendous an impression did this experience make upon him that he left 
the lion. c without carrying out his plan of robbing it anti resolved that never 
again w ould lie commit a crime.

1 he sentence recently completed at Sing Suig was served for a burglary 
in which he engaged prior to this experience.



Harold de Polo
IIE other day I met my friend 
Jud Perkins after a lapse of 
what I suddenly recalled must 
have been close to a year, 

lie was standing in front of a cer
tain 1 ’.roadway hostelry, where genial 
rogues of his ilk, previous to the 
great drought, had been wont to gather. 
The newness and cut of his doilies, the 
sparkle emanating from the stone on 
the little linger of his right hand, the 
band and fragrance of lire panatcla 
cocked jauntily in his mouth, not to 
mention the complacent smile on his 
sledc face—till served to inform me of 
the fact that Mr. Perkins had been 
highly successful of late.

Sundry times, when the cheerful con- 
lidcnce man had been down to "the 
duds on his hack and the kicks on his 
feet.” as he expressed it, J had pur
chased him resuscitating beverages and 
large cigars. In pavment of which i 
always received a highly aimt'ing and 
colorful, if somewhat rambling, adven
ture. To-day, though, 1 decided to 
• e-arch for one with a new style.

" judf I complimented, a fits he had 
1 ..-truly shaken my hand ami several 
i ntes pounded my back. ‘' I ’ve got a 
h rich that one of your undeniable pel'- 
■pieaciiy, coupled with your financial 
■tapis, could even in these lean and 
tiur-ty days find a plage where the el
bow might be crooked.”

"Speaking of hunches—speaking of 
hunches----- ”

Mr. Perkins beamed and winked 
slyly. He paused, puffed at his weed, 
eyed his diamond, and took- me one 
block over, two uptown, half a one 
east—and led me through an exceed
ingly unassuming-appearing door.

“Speaking of hunches----- ”

“Say, I don’t think you ever had the 
pleasure of lifteetin’ a gent who has the 
cognomen of ‘Hunch’ Peters? Xo? 
Well, this Hunch bird happens to lie 
jest about the neatest an’ prettiest ma
nipulator of the painted pasteboards I 
ever viewed in nr. career—an’ my 
career, 1 can uriblu-hingly remark, has 
been one which might strictly an’ in 
every sense of the word be termed a 
varied one. A slim, quick, little feller, 
this card baby—one of them hoys that 
always gives the impression of bein’ 
right hot off the barber an’ manicure 
and Turkish bath emporiums. Quiet, 
polite, nice talker, onlv he does carrv 
a pair of orbs that’s a ieeiic too black 
ail’ a lectie too swift an’ hiny ait* close 
together.

"Along comes Hunch, one day. an’ 
we form an attachment that’s mutual 
an’ brotherhke. It warn oj.it ( hi •.-.av, 
some veal'- back, wlen ! v.i- a- imma
ture as the buddm’ spring gar a It 
comes to me 1 was di-peu-in’, along 
the circus route, some colored water 
that would cure a m i ln n g  trout colic 
to cattle, at lour bits 6 throw. t 'on -id- 
erin’ my youth an’ inexperience, .1 dis
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tinctly rise to remark that I was already 
figurin’ how busy I’d be some day jest 
sittin’ at a mahogany desk an’ clippiu’ 
coupons. Ycssir, in the hip pocket of 
my jeans, kid, I had a roll that needed 
a’ clastic band to keep iL from getting 
away—eight hundred an’ some odd ber
ries, explicitly as you might say.

“As I inform you, along comes 
i lunch, ditrin’ a layoff, an’ proceeds to 
take me under his wing an’ show me 
the town, lie has, ] gather, a fatherly 
interest in one so voting, an’ warns me 
of the wiles of the world. Moreover 
an’ .absolutely, he don’t let me separate 
myself from a -ingle iron man. tollin’ 
me he's got plenty an’ can always grab 
boodles more. Somehow, after a few 
night:-, we gets mixed up In a little 
poker party, even though I never had 
been dnmfoimded with any joy about 
siltin’ in at the national indoor pastime. 
Some has been kind enough to remark, 
though, that 1 don't play such a had 
game, an' in this case they seems to 
come my way. They was coinin’ so 
good, in fact, that 1 don’t mind the 
stakes bein’ fat-ed. After that, him 
probably not liking to see me suffer 
long, 1 hold four kings. \"cp; right 
you are, little one. Aces—four of them 
—is against me, and Hunch has to lend 
me car fare. The next day, from vari
ous an' authentic sources. I gathers pre
cisely how slick is dear Munch Peters.

“Though you may not believ e it after 
tl^it, in some way- I was n wi-e kid.
I didn’t say nothin’, jest took my doc
tor’s treatment calm an’ smilin’, as if 
my su-picions hadn’t even had no 
arousin’. We parted next day like the 
best of pals. We meets tip often in 
the hectic years that follows, an’ I never 
mention that first rigid an’ remembered 
lesson. Tellin’ the truth, I ’m beltin' 
he don’t even have no hint that 1 
knowed. Now, flunch, hear in mind, 
could jest about make any deck do what 
he asked it to; he had ’em all heat, nil' 
I ’m go in’ on record that I ’ve mingled

78
with the mightiest. But—he had one 
failin’! Ilis sobriquet designates it— 
hunches. Ycssir; wise though that bird 
was, I’ve knowed an’ saw him to buck 
a roulette wheel he wasn't sure of with 
his whole roll because he’d touched a 
hunchback or run acrost a black cat or 
had a blind man aslc him for money or 
—oh, well, any' of them merry little 
incidents that some human flesh is heir 
to. A bunch nut, I'm impressin’ you, 
of tile wor-t order. An’ when he played 
hunches, don’t fail to keep in your 
mind, lie played square—square. Said 
they wouldn’t work if you did other
wise.

“Anyway, here’s jest how strong he 
was for hunches, if you want more fur
ther an’ conclusive evidence. About a 
week ago lie drops into town for one 
of his sprees. On them he mostly al
ways leaves business aside an’ gets me 
to link .arms with him. He does so on 
this memorable occasion, too—calls me 
up an’ elucidates that lie's got some 
four thousand in noisy an’ crinkly bills 
that are battlin’ to he blown. I agree 
that I'd like to assist in these pleasant 
ceremonies, an’ arranges to meet him 
in a hour, bavin* first a little business 
to conduct before 1 can lay aside cares 
for the carouse. Hunch is on time to 
the second. We swaps lies for a bit 
an’ then, bein’ early afternoon, start- 
out for a stroll. On the pavement out
side the hotel he -lops suddenlv, an’ 
I see that queer light come to hi- eyes 
a- he jabs with hi- stick at a card 
that's restin’ on the sidewalk—the king 
of duo'-.

“ ‘King of clubs—king of club-,’ 
he mutter.- to himself. ‘I l ’mmnim!
< iotta remember that—looks good— 
nice lninch! H ’mmnim! King of 
clubs.’

“(icmly yet firmly T grab him by the 
arm an’ pull him away, tellin’ him this 
is to he a lutnc’nless party, ile  nods ab- 
sentlikc. art’ I notice that weird glint: 
in his o:bs remains. Finally I lead
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him into another cozy caravansary 
where illicit hooch don’t cost more than 
a berry a jolt, an' wc seat ourselves in 
tile soft leather an’ lie back to enjoy 
ourselves. Hunch, though, every once 
in a while mumbles about that king 
oi clubs, tryin' to dope out v. hat it was 
meant for him to do. Finally two birds 
strolls in an’ seats themselves at the 
next table, dlfey're talkin’ kinda loud, 
I must confess ,  an’ one gathers: they’re 
aboii; literary matters an’ events. Any
way, suddenly one of them pounds the 
table, vaps out his ultimatum—an’ I 
thought Hunch would go clear through 
the roof.

" ‘Look here, now,’ states this guy. 
'1 don't give a hoot what you sav; you 
can't show me a better book tlii- sea- 
■i'!i than “The King of Clubs,'’ ],y that 
voting I'higlishman. That, my son, is 
away and above anything done on this 
.-ide of the old pond.’

’Oh. 1 wouldn't make such a sweep
ing assertion,’ puts in the other.

'1 don't care what you'd do. I tell 
van that “The King of Clubs” is t h e  

book of the year—absolutely the big- 
S f ' t f

’T didn’t hear no more after that, 
iiuneh Peters has a hold of my arm, 
grippin’ it like he was in one of them 
death throes, an’ is starin’ at me with a 
froze expression.

"'Heavens, man,’ he finally gasps in 
a whi-per that was hoarse with what 
yon Call suppressed excitement, ‘did you 
hear wli.xt that feller said?’

" ‘! 1 •• »i* fit! a minute, ol’ i i p s s . ’ I re- 
j.’ie- s o f i i i k e  an" suutbin, ‘you’re all 
right. You jest new] a little air,
i ban'll, an' y ou'll be you r own sweet

* k ■ 11T V ’ .u ht. '- : '  In- In entiles, his
c  - -till Ooi.ehl'.
' "'Say, i lunch,' 1 iexi- Ilim. niiFke,

'ye.  beet: drinj.it;’ afore y</U seen me.—

" ‘iDrinkin’ ? Hi inkin’ be hanged 1
Didn’t you hear? The king of clubs,

Jud—the king of clubs, you fool, for 
the second time!’

“I allows what you^might term a 
smile of good-natured amusement to 
Hit acrost my features,

“ 'Oil, so that’s the dope, eh? Still 
dreamin’ of that little pasteboard you 
seen on the sidewalk?’

‘“ You bet J am.’ grunts Hunch ear
nestlike. ‘Heavens, Jud, did you ever 
see a prettier hunch? Tell the truth, 
n o w —did your’

“ Wot bein’ a hunch nut,’ I shrugs.
“ Hut his reply now is to cull the 

waiter, payin’ the bill an’ insistin’ on 
gettin’ out. He -ays he’s goiia go to 
it while the hunch is fresh, decidin' that 
if he don't get into a little game of 
poker somewhere at*' clean up the for
tune waitin’ for him lie'll never forgive 
hinvsel f.

" ’See here, I lunch.’ I argues with 
him, 'we set out, at your express in
vite, for a nice little party —an’ no 
poker an’ no hunch plays was men
tioned in advance.’

“ ‘I — 1 know, Jud,’ he says, grieved 
but firmly polite, ‘hut—but this is one 
of them special occasions. Heavens, 
man, I've never seen no finer nor no 
surer hunch in my life. I've got to 
play it— I’d feel like I was commutin' 
sacrilege if I didn't. Oh. come, Jud, 
ol’ man, be a good sport an’ gel up a 
little game for me—a straight game, 
you know, for 1 don't play nothin’ else 
when the hunches are rillin’ me. The 
king of clubs—the king of chibs twice! 
Wow ! Je . ; gimme the chance where I 
need to pull that card, Jud, an I'll hack 
it with my roil!’

“ I lunch, I ’m pm slimin' yon can 
gather, is oil his head, hut 1 -til! argue-' 
Kith him that wc stick to our Kangn't 
about iviiuihiiii' on tin- spree lie’s . , ■ be 
of. An* then, along 'he street, conies 
oi’ l ’op Hettinger. He's gotten up re
gardless. .as per usual, with one 0! them 
suits he favor- that howi to high 
heaven. Toppin’ it off, he carry-in' a
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stick as thick as your wrist an’ with 
a ball of gold on the top the size of 
a man’s list.

“ ‘Pop,’ I murmurs sardonically after 
I make ’em both acquainted, ‘where— 
oh, where—did you connect your cor
pulent person to that glitterin’ flagpole?’

" ‘Some classy club, eh?’ I left grins, 
proud like. ‘1 call it the King of Clubs, 
ha! ha!’ An’ lie laughs as if he likes 
the joke.

"I didn’t even have no time to answer 
him. Hunch has took my forearm in 
a grasp of steel, an' has pulled me by 
main an’ violent force into tire cigar 
store on the corner. There he gels a 
strangle hold on me an’ lays down the 
lav without no amendments.

" ‘Quick—telephone, t let three or
four of the hoys—any one. Hustle, 
Jud—hustle, "t his agony is’ killin' me, 
an’ I gotta feel them pasteboards or 
I’ll have to he took to the hospital. 
W hat a hunch—king of chilis—three 
times. Jud. have a heart an’ display 
a little pity an’ don't let me suffer no 
longer. King of cltths—three times!’

“ Well, 1 see by now, 1 admits to him, 
that there’s nothing to do but fall in 
with his designs. Howsoever an’ 
withal, though, I insists.myself on put
tin’ in one clause to this here proposi
tion.

" ‘Hunch,’ I says, lookin’ him stern 
in the eye, ‘Hunch, I’m gonna depart 
from my usual path of never makin’ 
no personal remarks—'cause I gotta. 
Hunch, I wanna have it completely an’ 
fully understood that there ain’t to be 
no crooked work. Wait a minute, now, 
an’ don’t go oft the handle that way. 
I ain’t doin’ no accusin’j I ’m simply 
mentionin’ now what I ain't never 
hinted before—that they has been lots 
of rumors, to put it mild, that a certain 
Mr, Hunch Peters is about the worst 
crook with the pasteboards that these 
here United States fosters within her 
boundaries. Now to me, see. it don’t 
make no difference one way or the
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other; even so an’ nevertheless, these 
here birds I’m gonna call up is friends 
of mine, an’ if 1 tell 'em about a game 
they’re expectin’ to meet a straight an’ 
square player. Hunch, you gotta ginune 
your word, man to man.'

“ ‘Jud Perkins,’ he replies, ‘you know
I don’t never pull nothin’ when------’

’“ Yeah,' 1 retorts, ‘I know you’re sup
posed never to pull nothin’ when one of 
them hunches is ridin’ you—but this 
time I gotta be sure.’

“ ‘I'm swearin’ you can be, Jud,’ he 
promises; then he adds, proudlike: 
‘Yes, jud, I reckon them rumors you 
remark of about me bein’ the sjliekc.it 
card crook there is, usin’ plain terms, 
is kinda correct. In fact, kid, when 
you introduces another to my gaze Put 
willin’ to pay.’

“After that, an’ a coupla more fer
vent an’ furious vows about him bein’ 
dead fm the level this particular day, 
1 retires to the phone booth. It takes 
me nigh onto some fifteen or twenty 
minutes to get four birds -together that 
seems anxious for a little excitement, 
ail’ we repairs to my own domicile. 
Hunch was kinda peeved when I kept 
firm about stayin’ out of the game, but 
I insists that I ’m jest as happy, if not 
happier, watchin’ others enjoy the great 
indoor pastime.

“ 'Why, Jud,’ says he, ‘you act like 
you stispicioned I wasn't gonna keep
my word about playin' straight------’

“ ‘Not on your life,’ I comes in quick. 
‘If I stispicioned you was even gonna 
try any funny work against my frien’s 
I ’d—I’d likely behave rough.’

“ 'I know, Jud; I know,’ he hastens 
to assure me. 'Don’t worry!’

“Then, when the hoys troops in he 
resigns himself to my stayin’ out an' 
pulls up his chair an’ tells me to sit 
behind an’ watch him do some cleanin’, 
l i e  exudes so much of what they cal! 
that cottlider.ee personified shift that 
I’m admittin’ I was shaky about him 
maybe try in’ to slip some dirty work
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over on the gang. Yessir, he was so 
cocksure, I ’m s,-lyin’, that I’m willin’ 
to wager he’d have bet me that he 
couldn't lose. 1 guess you can gather 
the impression, therefore, that I cer
tainly did resolve to keep my eagle orbs 
close tin' continuously on his nit:.Me 
digits. Which same i did.

"As far as the game goes, l guess 
it’s fair to middlin’ excitin' for them 
that’s in it. It drags along for a cunt.la 
hours, with I lunch keepin' iieiucen five 
an’ six hundred to the us rry. These 
here other cahoot- in the game, loo, ap
peared to the ca-ual observer like they’d 
also heard at least dim whi-perm's 
about their little playmate. \nyway, 
they till of 'em w atch : o close, an' play 
so careful that ike seance reminds one 
of a bnneli of crooks wan bin' each 
other to sec that none of them don't 
-lip nothin’ over—an’ this goes for the 
way I lunch behaves, too. H o l i e s ; ,  jest 
sittin’ bark in the role of spectator is 

‘kittda good fun.
“ 'jud,' say- i 1 until suddenlike, ‘litis 

here king-of-clubs hunch i got -can
to he endeavnrin’ to evade me. .Maybe,’ 
he adds with a grin, an’ turns to the 
hoys, ‘maybe it's because we’re instillin' 
the gods of chance by indulgin’ in sech 
impecunious stake.- r’

“At that i began to wonder an’ also 
to peel my eyes. Was he Irvin’ to raise 
the limit so's to come aero-s with one 
of his crooked plays? Anyway, after 
a slight amount of powwow they till 
.agrees to play one round, no liimt. an’ 
then endin’ the game. Alt' say—-ay, 
Oh matt— I'm tcllin’ you that when they 
-tarts on that fir-t deal I ain't neve/ 
-ecu no more misiru-titi'-yoiir neigh
bor-lookin' crowd in my vei-atile 
career. I’m recordin’, too, that 1 in
cludes myself. An', though yuit'li agree 
that I probably lias a better chance of 
detectin’ any criminal intent in anv par
ticipant, me bein’ hut a so-called ui-- 
interested spectator, i don’t glimpse no 
slightest trace of cheatin’ when 1 lunch

f> F -m

pulls down the pot with some four .hun
dred American berries in it.

“The next hand Hunch was sittin’ on 
the left of the edge man, an’ when he 
looks at his cards, stonWfaced though 
he is when playin’ his own kind of 
game, 1 see his heady eyes look like 
they’re gamut leave their -ockcts. 
Glancin' at Iris hand, I see three kings. 
The king of diamonds, the king of 
spade-, the king of hearts—an’ with 
only the king of club- missin’f

"Old friend an’ faithful listener, I’m 
gonna dwell most lightly an’ kindly on 
the detail- of that there hand, stein’ 
as l wanna retain my rep of po-se-du’ 
a tender heart. liven if T have got a 
vital organ of that same kinda solute.s 
I’m coiuVs-in’ I can't help laughin’ 
sort.-t to my-elf tit what happens to the 
greatc t card crook the worid ha- ever 
kttowed. Hncily and succinct iy. it 
c./-ts lituich, after he doe- the rui-iti', 
jc.-t precisely twenty-seven hard, cold, 
lovely American iron men heiore lie’s 
allowed to draw can!-. Three of the 
hoys ha- dropped out at the first bet, 
hut oh Sam Hopkins, the edge man, 
has been the one to meet the demand 
an’ stick as far as the draw.

“Sam is served first. leather an’ 
otherwise, I should say, he wasn’t 
V) aiteil fitt l ie  je-t -lays pat, grinnin’ 
right gleeful. This don't faze I lunch 
a mite, iie calls for two an’ nth- 'em 
long an’ gentle together again-; the 
three he already has. (Juiedy 1 -ee 
him -lip ’em apart—an' it mu-! have 
tai.t y live minutes for the operation - 
an’ the vet v first card he -ces is the king 
of club,! ’

“ ‘How much doe- thaw little things 
appeal to you?" liopkin- want- to mm.,/ 
wiih what you might call tolerant 
scorn.

“ Hunch don’t an m.cr a word ver
bal!)'. His hand i- a trifle im-tcad;. , an’ 
his eve- i- froze, lie jest peel.- *dt a 
thou .and from his fadin’ roll an' tomes 
it onto the tabic, raisin' hi- head an’
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lookin’ at Sam with what you guys 
calls arrogant triumph.

“Sam fondles his clips mi'ditativelike, 
an’ speaks soft an' tantalizin'Iy pleas
ant :

“ ‘Jest how much did you say you 
got left. H unch;1’

“Hunch counts his remainin’ lucre, 
an' inform', his opponent that it comes 
to 'eleven hundred an’ forty. Where
upon. without no delay whatsoever, Sam 
sees tie  first thousand I lunch bets, 
carefully counts mu eleven hundred an’ 
forty more, an’ lays it tenderly on the 
table.

“ Hunch thinks maybe five seconds. 
He’s nervous, hut not afraid—only ex
cited. Throwin’ in his eleven hundred 
an’ forty, lie remark- with sincere sor
row how painful it is he ain’t got no 
more with him. an’ reaches for the pot 

wtliile lie lays down his four kings.
“O r  Sam Hopkins raises his hand 

epue'dike, an' says that this is one time 
when hunches, don't work. To prove 
it he puts out, one by one, a seven- 
high straight llu.-h in spades. Ycssir, 
a straight flu.-h that for the first time 
in his life m a k e s  Munch l ’eters, the 
greatest erfeok in the game, leave the 
table stripped of his every kopek. Did 
he deserves it; / ’// say so!”

My friend Jud paused, purchased an
other libation, and handed me one of 
his excellent panatelas. There was a 
smile t>f inordinate biiss on his lips and 
he spoke with sinful pride:

“ Yep. That little hunch play put 
me exactly three thousand live hundred 
an’ eighty-eight doiitirs to the good.
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Which, considerin’ that crook nicked 
me for a young amount totaling over 
eight hundred, makes me nearly three 
thousand seeds to the merry. Not what 
I ’m callin’ awful worse, licit?”

“ Put you----- ” I pondered.
For answer Jud extracted an en

velope from his pocket and obligingly 
wrote the following on its hack:
To Jim and Earnic, for conversing on 

literature: namely, The  A'ini/ uf
C h i h s ........■...........................................  $20.06

To He IT, for carrying cane and mak
ing apt comment thereon in regard 
to it being “The King of Club-’’ . . . .  10.00

To theatrical costumers for hire of 
gold-knobbed cane mentioned in
above item ...........................................  2.00

To Xolan and Hopkins, they being 
broke, for sitting in a game of 
poker ..................................................  150.00

To tinny, lie being broker than others 50.00 
To fb us, for sitting in above-men

tioned game also, only doubled bis 
price for skill at changing decks 
at right moment and for lending bis 
best samples of counterfeit money.. 200.00

$452.00

“Jud,” I began, “I certainly hand it 
to—— ”

"An’ I’m takird it without no 
blushes,” he admitted. “ Pretty good 
stuff, eh? Especially when I only had 
about forty beans to begin with. Also 
it might have cost me more if the 
boys hadn’t been so broke an’—an’, oil, 
yes, I was able to paste that first king 
of clubs there myself. Considerin’ 
everythin’, though, 1 don't reckon it's 
so bad. Only—only it was a shame
to queer the best hunch Hunch Peters 
ever had, eh? Sort of might sour him 
for good, maybe!”

LONE BANDIT HOLDS UP SIX TY PERSONS
\X 7H IL F  a storm was raging a lone highwayman held up a trolley car with 
. about sixty pa.- -digits one night recently near Atlantic City, New Jersey, 

and took from the conductor a mail pouch and twenty-live dollars. The lights 
of the car were out at the time hut the bandit had no difficulty in persuading 
tile passengers to elevate their hands while he robbed the conductor.
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Madame Guerin . Matrimonial A gent

mi l h a v e  been many mat
rimonial agency swindlers, 
but, when .Madame t iucrin, 
the plump little hreneh- 

woman with the pleasant and engaging 
manner, entered that proics-iun. site in
troduced new method.- into that old 
form of fraud. She did not hanker 
after a lot of clients, preferring to find 
a nice, gullible man with money, scien
tifically relieve him of it. and then pa— 
on to the next.

Her career proved short and excit
ing, and only by an accident did it tali 
to wind np with a tragedy. Hut that 
was not madame's fault, for she showed 
that to obtain a fortune she was capable 
of running any risk.

Versailles is a famous suburb of 
I’aris, and there, in the shadow of the 
old palace, .Madame (iuerin. with the 
assistance of a friend, who was known 
as Cesbron, hut was really her Ini'band, 
started her matrimonial agency.

It was no ordinary affair worked 
from a cheap suite of offices with all 
the u-atal appliances of a modern busi
ness. .Madame could not be as sordid 
as that. She was human and sympa
thetic, and her per-unality was electric. 
She had reached that time of life when 
men found her society agreeable, be
cause a flirtation could not he taken 
seriously by her. She let them-under
stand that s i t e  knew that most men 
wanted young and pretty wires with 
fortunes, and that .-he wa- in a posntnn 
to help them to find their ideal.

Her business premises took the -bape 
of a pleasant, secluded villa, beautifully

furnished and delightfully managed. It 
was an honor to be invited to an inti
mate little dinner at madame's home, 
•and her invitations were very seldom 
declined. When it was tactfully whis
pered fiat the fair tenant was in the 
habit of bringing very eligible girls and 
handsome bachelors together, she 
quickie found the soil of clients site 
required.

( >ne of her first victims was a gentle
man of good family, who held a remu
nerative government pu t. lie was ju-i 
tile type of man who would rather die 
than enter into negotiations with the 
average matrimonial agent, hut over a 
recherche meal at madame’s villa there 
seemed to he no loss of dignity in half 
car.'k;--ly di-ettssing hi.- desire to marry 
a girl of beauty and fortune,

It was then that Madame (iuerin re
vealed talents of a high older a- a 
swindler. She never lost her po-c of 
the smart -oeiety woman who was en
tertaining a friend and talking about 
his future amid the -oft light- and the 
restful furniture.

When the government official men
tioned that lie had about fifteen hun
dred dollars a vear in addition to his 
salary of about (lie same amount,. 
Madame (iuerin decided that there 
must he a way of separating him from 
some of his fortune by per ua img him 
that she was going to add to it.

"T know a very pretty girl." -lie said 
languidly, “a dear gar!, too. and one 
who i- anxious to many. She is ail 
orphan, and is bothered by fortune 
hun'ers. She would like to become a
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gentleman's wife, and as she has 
twenty-five thousand dollars a year de
rived from first-class securities, it seems 
to me, my friend, that she would just 
about suit you.”

Twenty-live thousand dollars a year! 
It made his mouth water.

‘‘Where can 1 meet thi- delightful 
lady?” he asked anxiously.

“As she is my dcare-t friend I could 
invite her here," she answered after a 
moment’s pause. ”1 let' name is Miss 
Northcliffe."

"She is English, then?” said the of
ficial, hut there was no disapproval in 
his tone.

“ Her mother Was French." madame 
said, who had all the time been watch
ing his face. “lier  father was an 
eminent doctor in London. Miss X'ortlj- 
clifl'e loves France, and she has often 
told me that she would love to he mar
ried to a f renchman and live all her 
life in Paris."

The Bait took, for the li-h rose to it 
greedily. Thereupon madame, feeling 
she had handed him. dropped her po.-e 
as hostess and became a matrimonial 
agent. Of course her expenses would 
be heavy in connection with the visit 
of Mi-s Xorthcliffe. She would have 
to furnish a suite of rooms specially for 
the great English heiress. Then, as he 
would gain twenty-live thousand 
dollars a year bv the introduction, it 
would not he out of place if monsieur 
paid something in advance. Madame 
Guerin guaranteed success, and so 
forth. He believed every word.

“You and my dear girl friend will 
he thrown together for davs." she said 
in a confidential tone, “ i'll invite no 
one else here, and it'll be vour own 
fault if vuu don't win her. Hut you 
must send me one of your photographs 
to-night, and I will show it to her the 
moment she arrives. She is a very 
impressionable, impulsive girl, and I am 
certain she will fall in love with your 
picture.”
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Most men will believe a woman’s 
flattery, and in the case of this French 
official he swallowed Madame tillerin'*; 
with avidity. It seemed to him that he 
was on tile road to riches, and he 
scarcely hesitated to send madame not 
only the photograph, hut a preliminary 
fee of live hundred dollars.

If he was disturbed by doubts during 
the succeeding days, they were set at 
rest when an invitation arrived from 
madame to meet Miss Xorthcliffe at 
dinner at the cozy villa. He was, as 
he admitted afterwards, almost crazy 
with delight. The heiress was a reality. 
Madame had not been pulling his leg 
after all. Had she asked him for live 
thousand dollars there and then he 
Would probably have paid it without a 
murmur.

The dinner was a brilliant success 
from start to finish. Xcver before had 
monsieur met such a charming, unaf
fected girl. A typical English beauty 
with fair hair, a peuchlike skin and 
dark-gray eyes, whodre*sed exquisitely, 
gud spoke French with a fascinating 
accent. Her reserve, l o o .  was perfectly 
enchanting. She did not gush or chat
ter. and during the greater part of the 
dinner she hardly uttered a word, but 
towards the end she became animated.

"She said she would wait until she 
had made up her mind about you be
fore becoming friendly,” whispered 
Madame Guerin at the first oppor
tunity.

Monsieur thrilled with pleasure and 
turned to resume his conversation with 
Mis- Xorthcliffe.

W hen he left the villa close on mid
night his brain was in a whirl.

M i s s  Xorthcliffe had plainly shown 
her preference for him, and he was in 
love with her. He was an expert on 
old engrav ings and modern poetry, and 
she had, wonderful to relate, revealed a 
knowledge of those two subjects which, 
though not profound, proved that she
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would be an ideal collaborator when 
they were ntarfied.

And then her dress! Well, it was 
a dream, an exquisite creation that 
might have been made out of angels’ 
wings. The pearl necklace t'ne English 
heiress had worn was worth one hun
dred thousand dollars. At least, 
.Madams (iucrin said so, and she ought 
to know, because site had some famous 
pearls herself. Monsieur lay awake 
most of the night exulting over his good 
fortune, and carlv the following morn
ing ru-died off to Versailles to take Mi-s 
Xortheliffe for a motor drive.

A week later madame suggested that 
he should propose, hut she warned him 
that the girl was suspicious of fortune 
hunters and that he must prove to her 
that he was not a needy vagabond, 
marrying to he kept.

Monsieur laughed at the notion, but 
he took it seriously all the same, and 
when Miss Xortheliffe modestly and 
bin shingly accepted his offer of mar
riage, he impulsively asked to he tested 
as to his means.

llut Miss -Xortheliffe preferred to 
leave that to her deaf friend and 
guardian, Madame (iucrin. and the 
latter thereupon suggested that mon
sieur should realize ten thousand 
dollars and settle it right sway on Miiss 
Xorthclili'e, who was, of course, equally 
willing to supply evidence that her for
tune was not a myth.

The infatuated matt declined to doubt 
his iianece for a moment, and the ten 
thou-md dollars were in the pos-es-inn 
of madame two day.# later. She re
ceived the money with a congratulatory 
smile, and told him to call again the 
following Sunday and tlx the date for 
the wedding.

There were four day- to Sunday, 
and how lie passed them monsieur 
never knew, ( ertainlv he was a very 
inellicient public servant during that 
time, for his mind was concentrated on 
the beauty and fortune of the lovelv

English girl who was about to become 
his wife. When Sunday came round 
he was up at dawn, and two hours be
fore lie was due to start for Ver
sailles iic was hatted and gloved.

I he villa looked very inv iting as h e  
walked up to it and pulled the old- 
f a s h i o n e d  hell. A long pan e ensued, 
and then the fat Cook opened the door 
and breathlessly informed him that 
madame was resting in her room, hut 
would i e down in a few minutes. 1 le 
expressed his regrets, but when he wa
in the drawing-room he began to fee! 
that there was something wrong. The 
atmosphere (lepre-wd him. and he had
audible* to reprove himself fo- being 
morbid, to prevent a tit of pes-imism 
overwhelming him.

lie wa- staring through the window 
when madame entered, very pale am! 
dabbing at her eves wiilt a handker
chief. In great alarm lie ru lied to her 
side. What had happened: Where
was Mi-s Xortheliffe? Was -lie ill? A 
dozen q-vie-tions tumbled over one an
other, and all the time the plumo little 
widow tried to control her subs.

“Oil, monsieur,” :-he exclaimed. with
a piteous cxjtu*ssi<HI, ''In m til 1
break the new-?- 1 am (list r:irlC'l,
; 'la. ’ C ? Miss XctitlieliIfc— -lit ' I l  l s >1 K‘
—disappe: ired. I In 'AY not v here. bhe
may he kidnaped or she mnv have: run
awav. 1 am too ni st r; tried :t o  he aide
to think. It is all #n’■ad fill and-----T
A flood of tears completed the sentence, 
and in yo;n be implored Iter to tell him 
plainly what bad happened.

The result was that he left the vii::» 
aware that he bail lost his ten thou-,and 
dollars and dimly suspicious o f  Madame 
( iucrin, although that good lady had 
sworn that Mis- Xonhelii'fe had taken 
away every pennv o f  it. and. indeed, 
owed a goodly sum to her.

Further reflection convinced him 
that lie bsd been swindled, and he be
gan think of appealing to the police, 
hut at forty-five one does not do things
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in a hurry, and monsieur was not the 
person to court ridicule. 1 le had walked 
into the trap open-eyed, and if his 
colleagues in the government service 
heard the story of the Fnglish heiress 
they would make his life a misery with 
their vulgar chaff.

Beyond another visit to the Versailles 
villa to inquire if .Miss Xorthelif'l'e had 
returned he touk no steps to recover 
his losses.

The next exploit was even more 
subtle, Sonic one introduced a well- 
to-do Parisian of the name of Lalere 
to .Madame < iuerin along with the in
formation that lie was on the lookout 
for a wealthy wife. As M. I.alere had 
a comfortable hank balance of his own 
niadame enthusiastically .agreed to pro
vide him with a bride, and when she 
learned that he was partial to an Eng
lish girl, her delight was boundless.

( )ti this occasion the Versailles villa 
wa< not utilized as the stage for the 
little comedy. Madame decided to vary 
her methods, and she started by going 
to London and putting up at a fashion
able hotel. The ten thousand dollars 
extracted from the government official 
came iu very handy, as even in London 
one can live quite a long time in an 
expensive hotel on that amount.

Shortly after her arrival I.alere came 
at her invitation. Madame was, of 
course, fashionable- dres-ed and appar
ently busy all day calling upon the lead
ing members of the Lnglish ari-tocracy. 
She could not give monsieur more than 
a few minutes one afternoon, and when 
be expressed di-appointment site
promised to do her best when she bail 
fulfilled her social obligations. She
mentioned glibly that she was dining 
that night with the wife of a very 
prominent person, and that the day 
after site was lunching with some one 
even more famous.

The Frenchman was tq-.-atlv im
pressed by tlie-e lies, and he. therefore, 
appreciated all the more her sponta

neous invitation to him to accompany 
her to the opera the following Monday 
evening. It seemed that a friend of 
hers had been called out of town and 
that Iter stall was vacant. Madame 
(iuerin added that she hoped to be able 
to introduce I.alere to some English 
heiress between the acts.

Monthly night found Madame Guerin 
and Monsieur I.alere settled ill the stalls 
at the Covent Garden Theater. Just 
before the curtain went up the woman 
indicated a private box, wherein three 
young ladies, beautifully dressed, were 
sitting.

“Three friends of mine and all rich, 
monsieur,” she said confidentially. “You 
can have your choice. Let me know 
the one you prefer. They will be guided 
entirely by my advice.”

Of course after that Lalere had no 
eyes for the stage, and some of the 
greatest singers in the world failed to 
engage his attention. Ills eyes were 
always wandering to the box where the 
three English beauties were, and he 
studied their appearances carefully. 
Eventually his choice alighted upon 
the girl in the centre, whose name was, 
niadame informed him, Miss North
ed iff e.

Thus once more the mysterious Miss 
NortludilTe appeared on the scene,'and 
again she found a Frenchman who was 
mesmerized by her beatify and her re
puted fortune. All the acting that night 
at Govern Garden was not behind the 
footlights. Both Madame (iuerin and 
Mi-s XorthclilTe could have given 
points to many of the professionals.

That the girl who acted as the mat
rimonial agent’s decoy was clever and 
educated there- can he no doubt. She 
could speak French fluently, and she 
had a first-rate knowledge of the world. 
Site had been able to talk intelligently 
to the authority on old engravings .and 
modern pnetrv. and now she charmed 
M. Lalere bv her acquaintance with the 
subjects that interested him.
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The sequel was that Lalere paid 

madame seventy-five hundred dollars 
on the understanding that she was to 
bring about a match between himself 
and Miss Northclifi'e. But no sooner 
bad be parted with the money than the 
heiress vanished, greatly to mndame’s 
distress and Lalere’s annoyance, and 
afi he had to show for his expenditure 
was a cynical and bitter contempt for 
womenfolk in general.

Success made madame avaricious. 
She began to crave for a large fortune, 
and she believed that she was clever 
enough to gain it at one Stroke. Ex
perience had proved that it was easy 
enough to open a man's purse with a 
story of a rich bride, and her victims 
took their disappointment so calmly 
that there was no danger of retribution. 
Perhaps the sight of wealthy London 
fireel her imagination. Anyhow, she 
immediately began to look round for 
a wealthy dupe there.

It was, however, necessary to have 
her husband’s help. As she pretended 
to he a widow, she called him her 
friend, and it was as M. Cesbron that 
she introduced him to her friends and 
acquaintances. Hitherto Cesbron had 
wisely kept in the background, an ad
miring spectator from afar of his wife’s 
astuteness, and no doubt he shared in 
the little windfalls from the govern
ment official and Lalere.

He was not averse from taking a 
leading part in the next big swindle, 
and it was Cesbron who found the very 
man for their purpose. Through a 
friend he had heard that in the West 
lend of London there was a doctor 
who had saved a considerable sum of 
money, and who was in every way a 
very eligible bachelor.

The initial difficulty was how to make 
themselves known to him, hut madame 
solved the problem by planning a pretty 
little scheme. She might have called 
on the doctor in the guise of a patient, 
hut she decided not to do this lest lie

discovered there was nothing the matter 
with her.

1 ler final plan w.as to pretend that 
she had invented a new method of steri
lizing milk, and that she wished to have 
a doctor’s opinion of its merits.

Madame < iuerin underrated her 
abilities, for, as events proved, she need 
not have bothered about the invention. 
The doctor was pleased to make the 
acquaintance of the charming widow, 
and she soon had every opportunity for 
dragging in references to her rich young 
lady friends, who were anxious to find 
husbands.

The medical man was incredulous at 
first, then curious and eventually im
pressed. Madame did not look like a 
swindler or talk in the manner of a 
professional matrimonial agent. She 
was too human for that, and there was 
nothing of the hard-headed business 
woman about her.

The doctor readily agreed to join 
madame at a dinner parly and meet the 
young heiresses, and choose which of 
them he would care to marry. The 
meeting t o o k  place in a hotel, and on 
this occasion Mi-- Moi llicliffe failed to 
win his approval. A young lady, whose 
name was given as .Mi-s Smith, gained 
his vote.

Miss Smith was a beauty, vivacious, 
clever, and fascinating,! When he was 
persuaded to believe that she had a 
large fortune, the doctor considered 
himself the luckie.-i man in the world.

The girl, one of madame’s cleverest 
confederates, was equally as good an 
actress as Miss Wirthcliffe. and, shrewd 
man of the, world as the doctor was, she 
had no difficulty in per trading him that 
he had captured her maiden fancy.

Now. as has been said, the doctor was 
not a penniless adventurer, lie was a 
prosperous professional man, with a 
good position and a consoling balance 
at hi- hankers, the Credit Lyonnais. 
Apart from the somewhat unconven
tional means by which they had become
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acquainted, the engagement was, on the 
surface, nothing remarkable. Aliss 
Smith was obviously well educated, and 
fit to preside over the doctor's home. 
They were, therefore, of equal social 
position.

.Madame (itierin was, of course, the 
brains of the affair, and only the spade 
work w.as left to her husband. It was 
madame who decided when she and 
Aliss Smith should leave Loudon on the 
plea that they had to keep engagements 
in France, and it was madame who in
structed .Miss Smith to agree to her 
fiance's request that she shout'd name 
tile day.

'1'he two women left for Paris a day 
before Ceshron, hut they only stopped 
a day at the capital before they pro
ceeded to the villa the swindler had 
rented in the vicinity of Fontainebleau. 
Il was situated in a very lonely spot* 
and madame and Ceshron had taken it 
because they had decided to murder 
the doctor and obtain his fortune.

They had already endeavored to get 
the doctor to transfer his account 1o the 
Palis hank, which tltcv said looked 
after Aliss Smith'' immense fortune, 
Ifttt he declined to effect the change. 
However, they were not disheartened. 
If they were equal to killing the doctor 
they were also capable of forging a 
claim to his monev at the Credit 
Lyonnais.

The marriage was fixed to take place 
in the second week of November, igo<>, 
and early in the same month .Madame 
( itteriu invite*] the doctor to spend a 
few days at her villa before iie became 
tile husband of the hrhes s .  He was 
very busy just then, but of course, he 
was most anxious to -ee his friends, 
and he accepted the itjffmi, and in 
due course arrived at the isolated villa.

It he had not bn n ah-orbed in his 
forthcoming marriage, the doctor would 
hardly have found the place attractive 
at that time of the w a r ,  < >f course, 
madame was always into: esshtg, and
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she was a perfect hostess. There were 
good points about her friend Cesbron, 
too, and with the excitement of the en
gagement, the flattery of his hostess, 
and the attentions of Ceshron, the 
doctor was never dull.

lie could hardly he expected to be
lieve that the woman with the plump, 
smiling face and the sympathetic eyes 
had planned his murder, or that * (s- 
brou, her husband, was merciv waiting 
for the groper moment to remove him.

One afternoon madame and the 
doctor were chatting in the front room, 
when Ceshron drove up in a cuit with 
a huge, iron-hound trunk.

“Is our friend going to he married, 
too?" he asked jocularly. Madame’s 
eyes glinted, hut her lips parted in a 
smile.

“Oh, lie is always buying clothes,” 
she said indifferently, “mid lie ’pres to 
keep them clean and dry when travel
ing. lie told me yesterday he had or
dered a new trunk. It is a liobb\ of 
his.”

The truth was that that trunk had 
been purchased to hold the doctor’s 
corpse!

There was quite a little party at the 
villa that night, and all the time the 
huge box was waiting in the nc-xi room 
for its victim. The visitor had no sus
picion that anything was wrong, lie 
knew by now that madame would ex
pect a commission for having intro
duced him to the great h in g Put he 
thought nolle the less of her for that. 
Cesbron, too, was respectful and a ;en
tire, and .all appeared to he looking for
ward with intense satbfacLon to the 
marriage celebration. Mi-s Smith was 
not, of course, at the villa. She wa
llow in Laris selecting her troiw-eau, 
and her liance had to he content with 
a charming little love letter w hich came 
to him every morning.

The day before the one fixed for the 
tragedy Ceshron ansi the doctor hap
pened to he in the little garden, when
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the former playfully started a discus
sion as to their respective physical con
ditions, and before long the two men 
had agreed to a friendly wrestling 
match to see which of them was the 
stronger.

To Cesbron’s surprise and annoy
ance, he discovered that the doctor was 
by far the better of the two. This put 
him out, for it meant that he would 
have to resort to firearms to achieve his 
object, the murder of the doctor.

I esbron did not like using a revolver. 
Ii made a lot of noise, and. lonely as the 
villa was, there was always the danger 
that some one might he passing at the 
moment of the crime. However, the 
ri-l< had to he taken. lie knew now for 
tenant that he was quite incapable of 
seizing the doctor by the throat and 
'Wangling him, and that if it came to a 
tight he would be no match for his 
opponent.

( )n November 9, 1906, the doctor was 
alone writing a letter in the drawing
room. The house was very quiet, and 
he was under the impression that 
ppidamc and Cesbron iiad gone out. At 
this time of the year it was dark at 
half past four, and the doctor wrote 
lei-nrely, pausing occasionally to polish 
off a phrase before committing it to 
writing.

Suddenly an explosion scented to take 
place in the room, and simultaneously 
he felt something sting him. The next 
moment he knew that a bullet had 
passed into his neck behind his left ear, 
cutting through the tongue and soft 
palate, and breaking several teeth.

Hut the wound was not sufficient to 
prevent his rising and confronting Ces- 
bron. who was standing near the door 
with a smoking revolver in his hand. 
Only for a fraction of a second did 
the two men pause. Then the injured 
man made a dash at Cesbron. who, re
calling his playful encounter of the day 
be fore, took to flight, well aware that

he would be helpless if the doctor got
his lingers round his throat.

When Cesbron sped into the dark
ness the doctor made his way out of the 
house and into the garden, stumbling 
toward the gate. To his surprise this 
was locked. Evidently the conspirators 
had not forgotten anything.

There was nothing for hint to do now 
but to try and climb over the wall, and 
he succeeded in getting his head above 
the top, but immediately it was 
silhouetted against the sky another shot 
was tired, and for the second time he 
was hit. He fell hack into the garden, 
where, thanks to the darkness and the 
shelter of the bushes, lie was able to 
remain concealed until the morning, 
when lie crawled to the police station 
at Fontainebleau, and told the story of 
the attack on him at the villa.

The police took the doctor to the 
local hospital, and then went in search 
of madame who, when arrested, thought 
to avenge herself by swearing that the 
doctor was her accomplice. She lied 
so skillfully that she persuaded the po
lice to detain hint for a time, hut in 
the long run the truth was discovered, 
and it was proved that the doctor was 
merely another of Madame Guerin’s 
dupes.

A strange feature of the case was 
the disappearance of Cesbron. The 
police and detective force of France 
searched for him everywhere, hut he 
was never seen, and the same lack of 
success was experienced when the au
thorities became anxious to make the 
acquaintance of the English heiresses, 
Miss Smith and Miss Northclilfe. Not 
a trace of them could he found, and 
this was very fortunate for madame. 
because, when she was brought up for 
trial in July, 1907. she could pose as a 
poor woman who was being prosecuted 
while her partners were allowed to go 
free owing to the incompetence of the 
authorities.

The jury took v. 'enient view of her
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swindles, ignoring the charge of at
tempted murder, because it was un
doubtedly Cesbron who had fired the 
two shots at the doctor, and without 
his presence in the dock it was impossi
ble to tell exactly what part the female 
prisoner took in the final tragedy. Hut 
that site was a very dangerous adven
turess atul swindler was obvious, and 
everybody was surprised when the 
judge passed sentence of three yeti'-' 
imprisonment,

Madame’s face lit up with jov. She

had been afraid that it would have been 
at least ten years. Three years! Why, 
it was worth running such a bogus 
matrimonial agency if that was the only 
punishment.

It is the French custom to sentence 
any accused person who fails to an
swer the charge in person, and Cesbrnn 
was ordered two years’ hard labor. 1 le 
did nut. however, oblige the prosecution 
hv appearing and undergoing his 
punishment, and from that day to this 
nothing has been seen or heard of him.

BANK  SW INDLED O U T  O F T W O  H U N D R ED  A N D  
FIFTY T H O U SA N D  DO LLARS '

ODRGFD hills of lading were used, iris alleged, in au ingenious swindling game 
* recently perpetrated on several New York hanks. George 1’teriotis, a Greek, 
has been arrested with three a-sociates, as the leader of the hand of crooks.

The company of which Ik- was president maintained a •mall office for a 
short time in Wall Street and then moved uptown, but continued to use expensive 
stationery engraved with the Wall Street address. Letters were sent out to 
prominent firms in Greece offering them sugar iieiow the market price. De
lighted with this opportunity, the Greek linns responded promptly and soon 
established credits for more than !iueen hundred thousand dollars in New York 
banks. Then, it is alleged, l ’leriofis and hi- associates shipped two or three 
hags o f  sugar to their foreign customers, obtained the hills o f  lading fop them 
from the steamship companies which - hipped the goods, and altered the numbers 
in the hills of lading. Instead of two hags of sugar the forged bills of lading 
indicated that twenty-two hundred bags had been sent hv steamer abroad. The 
bills of lading were presented to the hanks, which paid for their foreign cus
tomers the amounts I’teriotis’ company called for. About two hundred and 
fifty thousand dollars was obtained from hanks before the swindle was uncov
ered. I’teriotis fled to Paris and later to F.ngland. In the latter place iie met a 
sympathetic Greek—in reality a United Staves secret service agent—who assured 
him that the investigation of his affairs by the government had been dropped, 
so he returned to America. lie was arrested ns soon as the boat docked.

BURG LARS USED DEADLY G A S
npf) silence watch dogs and prevent them from giving the alarm to the occu- 
1 Iranis of country houses selected for robbery, a band of French burglars 

is using poison gas. Two dogs belonging to fanner near Massy were recently 
found dead near the owner’s house, which had been ransacked during the night 
while the family slept. Chlorine gas, hurled from army projectors, caused the 
death of the dogs. The burglars left an empty chlorine tank and two gas masks 
on the farm.
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SY N O PSIS OF PR E C E D IN G  C H A PT E R S.

W H I L E  .Tmlitli R ic h a rd *  is w a i t i n g  in tin* d raw in g - ro o m  fo r  h e r  h u sb an d .  M a jo r  R ic h ard s ,  ft u inn  
s lides  in t h r o u g h  tin* portit-ivs. lit* rillcx t h e  sa f e  w h i le  J u d i t h  dozes. Ini en d in g  t o  road  a 

Im umont in* Inis t a k en  from  tin* safe,  in* c reeps  to w a r d  a  sid«* e lec t r i c  hulb. As In* d o rs  so, a h a n d  
hat  c lu tch es  a  d u e l e r  r eac h es  out f rom  beh in d  th e  porti fcp’S a n d  s ta l ls  him fa t a l l y .  L a te r .  J u d i t h  
iwukens.  linets tht* p r o s t r a t e  body, am i c u t s  a  locket f ro m  the  m a n ’s w a tc h  cha in .  Sin* h a s  j u s t  
1-fachcd it w l n n  M a jo r  R ic h a rd s  en t e r s .  IYrj:uswn. a  de tec t iv e ,  l e a r n s  th a t  M a jo r  R ic h a rd s  a n d  h is  
-i i i’ a r e  iiiieMs o f  Mr.  Rober t H a le  ;nid h is  wife,  who  is out at  a  n o p t  ion w i th  ln*r hridln-i'-iti-law. 
'' hn  Male. Rober t Hah* is ill in hed. Mrs.  Ilah* a m i  J o h n  Male a r r i v e  a s  th e  d e tec t iv e 's  exam ina-  
i'*n is proceeding . J o h n  H ale  idi-nUth's tin* m u rd e red  sa fe -h rea k e r  a s  h is  s t e p 'o n ,  A ust in . No cl ew s 
tie found excep t tin- p a i r  of  s h e a r s  t h a t  J u d i t h  R ic h a rd s  d ro p p ed  w h en  she  cl ipped tin* locket from 
Is d ead  m a n .  It M learned  a l so  Mini J o h n  H ale  an d  h is  s tepson .  A u s t in ,  w ere  b o th  in  love w i th  
«'*'!■ i t Male 's s ee re t a ry .  Polly Mavis. J o h n  Male i n t im a te s  t h a t  th e  in*>t i\ •• for  th e  m u r d e r  w a s  rnh- 
"l'.v. as  a v a lu ab le  a n t iq u e  w a tc h ,  w hich  a lw a y s  b u n a  on A u s t in ' s  ch a in ,  is miss ing.

J u d i t h  R ic h a rd s  j^oes to s m  F r a n k  I.aMmer, a s tock  brtiker , to  sell some s tocks ,  but decide*, on 
.a t im e r ' s  advice ,  to  m-t a  loan on Mum in s tead .  Sin* (lives t h e  n u m b e r s  of th e  certiiieat<-s, a n d  a 
no.in tit l a t e r  <>tn* of  L a t l n u r ' s  c le rks  a n n o u n c es  t h a t  certilicat*  s lx-a rim: tin* satin* n u m b e rs  have  just 
" * n Ixttiahf from In-r hn^haml.  J u d i t h  l a t e r  o v e rh ea r s  La t in o  r  te ll  J o h n  Male how h e r  h u s b a n d  h a d  
old tier s lock . \vhi< h w a s  in tin* s a fe  th e  n ia h t  A u s t in  w as  s tabbed.  J o h n  a p p e a r s  an x io u s  to f a s te n  
he iruilt  on R ic h ard s .  J u d i t h  w r i te s  L a t im e r  t h a t  sin* h a d  a sk ed  In l* h u s b a n d  to  d ispose of  tin* 
t> ; k.

M rs .  M a le  s h o w s  P o l l y  M a v i s  p a r t  o f  a  n o t e  
s t a t i n g  t h a t  h e  w a s  b a v i n ? :  f o r  S a n  F r a n c i s c o  t h a t  
in J u d i t h ' s  c a r .

CM AI’TI'.R X.
It  K L O W  S T A I R S .

XX'A. the waitress, found the 
time lagging in spite of the 
game of solitaire she was play
ing to while away the tedium 

ot her enforced idleness. She cast a 
resentful glance at her swollen ankle 
bclorc shuffling the cards for the thir
tieth time since she had eaten her mid
day meal; site had dh-carded the morn
ing newspaper, and refu-ed to find en
tertainment in the novel which the cook 
had brought to her early in the morn
ing'. and her last and only solace was 
tile pack of playing cards.

-Mrs. Hale, a Xew Yorker by birth, 
until her marriage had spent her life 
in the Xorlh. and while she had quickly 
Mieeumhed to the spell which the capi
ta! city casts over those who come to its 
hospitable doors, she had never taken 
kindly to employing negro servants. 
She did not understand the African 
character, and her one attempt to adjust

w h i c h  w a s  w r i t t e n  b y  A u s t i n  M ule  in  N e w  Y o rk ,  
s m u t '  e v e n i n g ,  M rs .  Hub* s t a t e s  s h e  f o u n d  t h e  t m t e

herself to the conditions then prevailing 
in domestic service in the District of 
Columbia had proved a dismal failure, 
and with her husband's hasty approval 
site had sent to Xew York and engaged 
French and Hnglish servants.

Aside from her eccentricities, Mrs. 
Ilale was a kind and thoughtful mis
tress, and the servants remained long in 
Iter employ, l'.ven during the chaotic 
period of wartime conditions in Wash
ington. with its i-ulux of war workers 
and deserters from the domestic” livid.,.her 
servants had loyally remained with her 
in preference to seeking government 
positions as elevator women and messen
gers.

It required a person in Anna's state 
of mind to find fault with the large bed
room in which she sat ; a coal lire on 
the hearth added its cheerful glow, and 
at her elbow was ail electric reading 
lain?) ready for instant sen ice when 
the winter afternoon had drawn to a 
close. It was a cozy, well-furnished, 
homelike room, with big closets in it.
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Anna scowled at her reflection in the 

mirrored paneling of the door leading 
to the bathroom which she ami cook, 
a Swede, shared with Aland, the par
lor maid. She had been kept captive 
inside the four walls of her bedroom 
for nearly twenty hours and her rest
less spirit rebelled, hate, in the guise 
of a treacherous high-heeled slipper, had 
given her an ugly tumble down the 
kitchen stairs on her way to bed the 
night before, and Doctor Alcl.ane’s as
surance that she bad had a lucky es
cape did not as.-uage Anna's selise of 
personal grievance nor deaden the pain 
of her physical injury.

Footsteps and the clattVr of dishe- as 
a tray was brought in slight contact 
with the stair turning came distinctly 
through the open door leading to the 
hall, and Anna's downcast look van
ished. Seizing the card* she was intent 
on laving out her favorite -obtain' when 
Maud entered hearing a tray loaded with 
appetizing dishes.

" I ’m a hit kale," .-lie explained apolo
getically, ;ts Anna swept the playing 
cards into litir lap to make a place on 
the table for the tray. "lint there’- 
been so many people coming .and going 
in and out of the house that it keep- a 
body moving."

"Sit down and have a cup of tea 
with me,” suggested Anna, on whom 
the extra clip and saucer on the tray 
had not been lo.-t ; Aland had evidently 
anticipated the invitation, judging also 
from the amount of cinnamon toast and 
thin slices of bread and butter. " 1  am 
-orry. Maud, to have more work thrown 
on you just now; perhaps 1 can hobble 
downstairs to-morrow."

"Now, you re.-t easy,” advised Aland 
earnestly. "I can handle the work all 
right, .and Air. Hale said he would come 
down handsome for it------”

“ lie did!" .Anna’.- eye- had nar
rowed to thin slits, but Aland, intent 
on consuming as much tea and toast as 
was humanly possible in a given time.
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was oblivious of her facial contortions. 
"Mr. llale is a generous gentleman; 
you stick by him, Aland.”

“You bet; what he says goes.” Aland 
nodded enthusiastically. "Funny 
household, ain’t it ? A dead easy one 
if you are in the 'know,' ” and -he 
chuckled. "Let me pour you out an
other cup, Anna,” ami. not waitmg for 
permission, she replenished Anna’.- tea, 
at the same time refilling her own cup. 
"Aly. don’t cook make good toa-t; no 
wonder .Major Rician!- is so partial 
to it."

"Is lie:” Anna’s tone was dry.
"I should say so, and he's partial to 

a good deal more lie-ides,” Maud rel
ished tin opportunity of airing her views 
to -o superior a person a- Anna; it was 
not often that she had her undivided 
attention. “ .Major Richards- knows a 
good-looking woman when lie sees 
one.”

"Is that -o • ind iffe ren tly ,  helping 
herself to more sugar.

“Yes, siree,” with empha-is. "Didn’t 
1 see the look and -mile he gave yeti ye— 
terdav.”

"Tut. lu l ls  None of that.” Anna 
spoke with severity. "Alajor Richards 
is Aliss Judith's Ini-hand, a nicely 
-pokcu gentleman.”

"Sure he i ." Aland smiled broadly, 
nothing daunted by Alima's frown. 
“And, say, ain’t Aliss Judith mashed oil 
hitii? That cold kind always flops the 
worst when they fall in love.”

"Miss Judith isn’t the cold kind," re
torted Anna warmly. "She has plenty 
of temper .about her. hut 1 will say it* 
tempered with proper pride.”

“I wonder if it was proper pride 
which made her quarrel so vviih Air. 
Austin ?” A baud’.- snicker always grated 
on Anna, and again the waitress 
frowned. "Say, wasn’t bis death aw
ful ?”

“Ye-.” Anna sat back with a shiver. 
"Terrible."

"And they donno who done it,” pur
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sued Maud with relish, her somewhat 
nasal voice slightly raised. “Leastways 
that is what Detective Ferguson told 
me this afternoon.’’

“Was he at the house again?”
“Yes. three times.’’ Maud looked 

regretfully at the empty toast dish. "I 
a.-ked him if he wanted a bed made up 
fur Ills convenience, and he was real 
peevLh; my. hut he asks a lot ol ques
tions.''

“What about?’’ inquired Anna.
'Oh, where we were on Tuesday 

night, and if we heard anything un
usual,'’ answered Maud with earth' s 
candor. “Didn’t scent to believe that we 
had all gone to bed the same a- usual. 
I t i l l  him if we'd a known Mr. Aus
tin was to have been murdered, o’ 
Course we'd have waited up for r .  so 
as ;o supply the police with details; that 
settled him for a time and then he 
wanted to know when 1 last saw Miss 
Judith Tuesday night.”

“So?" Anna leaned out of her chair 
and took up a box of candy from the 
bureau. "1 leap yourself. Maud. What 
did you say to Ferguson ?”

Yand received the candy with bright
ened eye.-, which sparkled afresh ns 
Aniia put the box conveniently in front 
of her; iier craving for sweets had fre
quently earned her a reprirand from 
Mrs. Hale when she caught bland, in the 
act of purloining can.;- from the stock 
kept in the dining ro uii,

“1 told Firgtt-on that Mi-- Judith 
w a s  undressing in Iier  bedroom v. hen 1 
went upstairs.'’ Maud's speech was 
somewhat impeded by a large caramel.
“ 1 hen lie wanted to know when we 
first heard o’ the murder. Side ques
tion. wasn't it ?”

“ Very," agreed Anna. "cou-’dcriug 
he came lip-lairs and joined u- just 
after Mrs. Hale had broken the news 
of Air. Austin’s death. Men are silly 
creatures.”

"Some of ’em are.” amended Aland. 
"I never would call Mr. Robert Hale

silly. Say. Anna,” and Maud hitched 
her chair close to the waitress, “do you 
’sposc he knows about the courting that 
went on between Miss Lolly and his 
brother ?"

"There isn’t anything that escapes 
Mr. Hale’s notice,” Anna responded 
dryly.

“Rut Miss Polly was mighty sly about 
it," argued Maud. “ Mr. Austin caught 
Iter once, though, and my didn't he flare 
up 1" Her eyes grew bigger at; the recol
lection. “ I wonder if lie was smart 
enough to know Miss Lolly, for till her 
appearing frankness, was placing father 
and -on off against each other.”

“ Men never know anything where a 
pretty woman’s concerned." replied 
Anna scornfullv. “.Miss Judith knew 
what was going on. though, and"—she 
lowered her voice to confidential tones 
—“it’s my belief that her uncle John 
Used his influence with the faniilv to 
get her sent on that visit to Japan."

“And there site met Maior Rich
ard-.” Maud selected another piece of 
candy. “ My. ain't fate funtiv some*' 
times!” Her companion agreed, and 
Maud munched the milk chocolates with 
silent enjoyment ; then her active mind 
went off at a tangent as she caught 
sight of the playing cards >till reposing 
in a disorder!'/ heap in Anna's lap. 
“Mr. Hale go! in one of his tantrums 
this morning.”

“ He did?” Anna put down her cup. 
from which she had been slowlv sipping 
her strong black tea. “ What about?"

“ He said one of his playing cards was 
missing from the pack he keeps in the 
library, and he ittsl as much as asked 
me if I had stolen it." Maud sniffed. 
“ If he hadn’t beer, so nice ala ml my 
wages and my room wasn’t so com
fortable. and you and cook being so 
agreeable. I'd a given notice.”

"Oh, pshaw! Mr. Hale doesn’t mean 
half he says.” Anna hastened to 
smooth down Maud's ruffled feelings, 
“l ie  forgets the cause of his tantrums
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ten minutes afterward. What’s the use 
of paying attention to them ; his wife 
never does?”

"I ain't his wife,” objected Mattd, 
“And he didn't forget this tantrum, 
though it was about such a measly little 
thing, but came right back after lunch 
and asked me had I found the card 
in any one’s room. Me was put out 
when t told him no.”

"ft is too kid. Maud,” Anna re
marked, who had followed her story 
wit 11 gratifving atiention. “ Mr. Hale 
shouldn’t worry you when you have ex
tra work with me laid up here. Why 
not '■peak to Mrs. Halt' — ”

"Not me!" broke in A land hastily. “I 
ain’t hankering to start a family ruc
tion. Don’t you worry, Anna, I fixed 
it." Mand smiled sl\lv. "i went up 
to Ml-s Judith's boudoir with the C. 
& i'. man to mend her branch tele
phone this afternoon, and I just hap
pened to see a pack o’ playing cards 
lying on Major Richards’ dresser; their 
harks were just the same as Mr. 11 ale’s 
pad: in the library, -o 1 sneaked out the 
Kna\c o’ Hearts and after the tele
phone man left. 1 gave the card to Mr. 
Hale. And. sav. what do von ’spo-c be 
did ?”

Anna shook her head. "1 can’t gucs.-. 
Do go on.”

"Well, first be gave that funny gig
gle o’ his, then he slips the card in in’s 
pocket, and a-k- me where I got it"— 
Maud paused dramatically. “When I 
said 1 found it in Miss Judith’s bed
room lie looked at me kinda fiitinv and" 
- -a  violent ..neeze interrupted the re
cital—“then be gave me a raise in 
v, age-.”

" i ’.less me!” Anna ejaculated ad
miringly. “That was smart work. 
Maud.”

Her companion smiled deprecatiiiglv.
” ’Tain’t nothing to what 1 can do 

when I set my mind to it.” she replied. 
” 1 just happened on Major Richards’ 
cards. How’s your ankle?”

The waitress started at the abrupt
ness of the question.

“It it  not so painful,** she said, and 
glanced significantly at the clock on 
tlie mantel. “Isn’t it ’most time for 
you to .we about setting the table for 
dinner ?”

"Xo; the family's (lining out to
night,” rejoined Maud. “ so that me and 
cook can rest up. Mrs. Hale is pretty 
much of a fool, hut dig is considerate 
of us. There are times,” added Maud 
in a burnt of confidence, ‘’when I feel 
durn sorry for her.”

“Don’t let your sympathies get the 
better of your judgment,’’ warned Anna. 
“Mr. and Mrs. Hale are. well, you might 
say. discordantly happy.”

Maud wrinkled her brows. “ If you 
are hinting they like to fuss, you arc 
dead right,” she acknowledged. 
“There's one thing odd I’ve noticed to
day------" She paused to contemplate
herself in the mirrored door with 
inward satisfaction; the simple black 
dress on her slight, trim figure, and 
neat white collar and culls, which Mrs. 
Hale ind-ted should he worn by her 
servants \va» becoming.

“What were von noticing to-day?” 
asked Anna, growing impatient as tile 
pause became prolonged.

“That Mrs. Hale and Mi ss  Polly 
David were getting as thick as thieves," 
explained Mattel. “I ain't never seen 
them so loving.”

"Is that so?” Anna stroked her 
cheek reflectively, “Mrs. Hale feels 
Miss Judith's marriage more than she 
is willing to allow, 1 believe, and she’s 
just looking ’round to find somebody to 
mother.”

“ It's a funny deal her picking oil 
Miss 1’oilv for that." laughed Maud 
as she arranged the tea dishes oil the 
tray preparatory to departure. "D'ye 
know, as poor as l am. I'd give a 
month'.' wages to know- w ho had a hand 
in killing Mr. Austin.” She paused 
and placed liejr lips against Anna’s
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right ear. “Them shears Mr. Ferguson 
is forever exhibiting never belonged to 
Miss Judith,” she whispered, "but Miss 
Folly’s are missing from her desk."

Down in Robert Hale's den Polly 
Davis stopped transcribing his manu
script notes to stare at three letters 
which she spread before her; she read 
them in rotation for at least the sev
enth time, then settled back in her chair 
and, resting her weight on its arms, con
templated the notes.

The first was but a scrawl:
Orvkkst: You must dine with me to-night. 

1 will not take a refusal, and will call at 
the usual hour. Your devoted lover,

J ohn.
Tite second letter was from Judith.
ho not hesitate to use the inclosed check 

lor your tout, updated trip. Return die loan 
at your couvenienee, and let me know It 
you should need more. Ever, dear Polly, 
f .dthfully yours,  J udi th .

"My contemplated trip.” quoted 
Folly softly. The haggard lines in her 
face were accentuated by the merciless 
<-Petrie light which beat down from a 
lamp hut a few feet above her typc- 
v. riier desk. “Judith, arc volt mad?’'

Slowly her eyes turned to the third 
note. It had no commencement other 
than the words:

In rcro-.riiion of your valuable services, I 
am increasing your salary ?so per mouth. 
Phase arrange to give me additional hours 
daily. Yours etc., Koiikkt H ale.

C H A PTER  XI.
TIIE THREAT.

p R O M  their corner table Judith 
watched the gay throng which Idled 

the public dining room at Kausdicr’s, 
the famous caterer of the capital, with 
toi.al lack of interest, although the scene 
was one to arrest .attention—the smartly 
gowned women, the foreign attaches 
in their gay uniforms in contrast to the 
khaki-clad army officers and the somber 
evening dress of numerous civilians,

formed an attractive center for the
mirrored wall and shaded lights. Ju
dith's inattention was a source of dis
pleasure to her mother, whose efforts 
to keep the conversation going had 
failed signally.

"Really, Judith,” she remonstrated, 
"it is very annoying of you to make 
me repeat my remarks,"

"I beg your pardon, mother.” Judith 
awoke from dreary thoughts. " 1  did 
not mean to be rude, but our—our 
mourning," glancing down at her black 
dress, "seems so incongruous here. 
We should have found a less conspicu
ous place to dine.”

" fut! you are sttper-ensitive; we 
tuny cat, and why not here? We are 
not giving a dinner,” Mrs. Hale patted 
to how to ;t(l acquaintance. “Robert and 
your husband went to the club so that 
we would not have even an appearance 
of a party. Why, there is Frank Lati
mer; wave to him, Judith.”

Not waiting for her suggestion to 
be followed, Mrs. Hale signaled vig
orously with her fan and succeeded in 
catching the eye of the attentive major- 
domo who, guessing her meaning, di
rected Latimer’s attention to her table. 
Mrs. Hale greeted the stockbroker with 
a cordial smile.

“Join us, Frank,” she exclaimed as 
their waitress placed a chair for him. 
Latimer ch.-t a doubtful eye at an ad
joining table.

“That is my habitual place,” he ex
plained. "I dine here every night.” 

"Fortunate man. with no domestic 
problems," sighed Mrs. Hale. “Really, 
Anna could not have selected a more 
unfortunate time to fall downstairs— 
or was it upstairs, Judith?”

“ I don't know, mother,*’ Judith bad 
changed color at Latimer's approach .as 
memory of her interview in hi- office, 
the conversation she had overheard the 
night before, and her letter explaining 
the stock transaction recurred to her. 
“Anna is so seldom ill we can forgive



9 6 Detective Story Magazine
her this once.” She raised grave eyes 
to Latimer. “Do dine with us, Frank.”

Latimer had only opportunity to mur
mur his thanks as .Mrs. Hale took pos
session of the situation and claimed his 
undivided attention, but as the meal pro
gressed he stole a look now and then at 
Judith. Her preoccupation was evi
dent, and the furtive glances she cast 
about the big dining room were in
dicative of her nervous condition. 
Latimer's anxiety grew. Would Mrs. 
Hale never give him a chance for a 
private word with Judith? After re
ceiving her note that morning he had 
tried to write an answer, hut after a 
vain attempt to crystalline his thoughts 
into black ink he had thrown down his 
pen and applied to that mixed blessing 
the telephone, only to be told that Ju 
dith was not at home.

If. Judith divined his desire to talk 
with her she gave no sign of it. Lati
mer’s anxiety was tinged with vexation. 
Mas Judith d.-liberate]}’ avoiding 
evciy effort he made to drag her into 
the conversation ? His hot temper was 
gaining the upper hand when Mrs. Hale 
unconsciously gave him the opening he 
had been hoping for.

‘'How is the stock market?” she 
asked, and not waiting for an answer, 
added: "Did yon purchase those Lib
erty Bonds Robert spoke of last week?”

"Yes," Latimer turned determined!}' 
to Judith. “ Your husband sold your 

*'l’roy valve stock at somewhat of a sac
rifice.”

Mrs. Hale caught the words and 
looked at her daughter in open conster
nation.

"Judith! You haven't parted with 
the stock your grandfather left yon?” 
she exclaimed.

"Yes.” Judith tossed down her nap
kin and pushed back bet: chair, "joe 
and I decided dial this was the time to 
invest in Liberty Bonds.” Her charm
ing smile disarmed criticism. "Besides 
industrials are dangerous investments.”

"Fiddlesticks!” ejaculated Mrs. Hale 
with indignant emphasis. "You know 
what (Jei'.eral Hale thought of his valve 
stock and how carefully lie portioned it 
out among us in his will. Your lather 
will he seriously displeased, Judith."

"Not when 1  tell hint that tiie valve 
stock is already depreciating in value,” 
responded Judith quietly. "It i s  depre
ciating, Frank, is it not?" Her empha
sis on the verb arrested Latimer’s at
tention and quickly he caught his cue.

"Liberty Bonds are a better invest
ment," he .-gated, "especially jug  now. 
Y’ou,” and he smiled at .Mrs. flak', "are 
putting your money in Liberty Bonds.”

But Mrs. Hale was not appeased. "I 
am not selling valuable stock,” she re
torted. "The money 1 invest in Lib
erty Bonds is the income from other 
sources. M hat did you realize on your 
stock, Judith.?”

Judith’s brow wrinkled in thought, 
then she turned to Frank. "I have a 
poor head for figures.” she admitted 
softly. "What did Joe get for the 
slock, Frank?”

Latimer eyed her thoughtfully. "We 
paid Joe $ 1 ,2 7 5 , less commission. The 
stock brings $ 1 2 5  a share.”

"Js that all!” And Airs. Hale’s eye
brows rose in displeasure. "What a 
wretched time to se tt! I shall remon
strate with your husband for permitting 
you to part with the stock.”

"You will do nothing of the sort.” 
The girl’s tone brought a hot ihrsh to 
her mother's cheeks, hut there was that 
in Judith's expression which checked 
her angry rejoinder. " 1 'lease, mother, 
recollect that I am independent as far 
as my fortune is concerned, and my own 
mistress."

Mis, ilale considered her for a min
ute, then to Latimer's horror, for lie 
had a shy man’s distaste of scenes, her 
lower lip quivered suggestively while 
her pale-blue eves grew moist.

"What a way to address your mother, 
Judith!" she said reproachfully. "I,
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who have your best interests at heart. 
It is most unkind.”

“ I had no intention of being unkind.” 
Judith laid her hand for a second 
gently on her mother’s shoulder. '‘Only, 
please do not discuss my alTairs with 
toy husband; he, also,” she looked 
-quarely at Latimer, ‘‘has my best in
terests at heart and I can rely upon his 
honest judgment.”

Latimer bowed. “Joe is no fool,” he 
remarked dryly. “Don’t worry, Mrs. 
Hale, I guarantee that Judith is quite 
right in the stand she is taking, and,” 
again he bowed, “I admire Judith for 
it.”

“You have always approved of 
woman's suffrage,” grumbled Mrs. 
Hale, as she rose and led the way down 
the aisle to the entrance to the dining 
room. “Hut take a word of advice 
from an older woman, Judith; it is not 
the wife who asserts her independence 
who gains her wishes, it is she who con
cedes the little things of life who con
trols the big issues. To rule, a woman 
must never show she rules.”

She paused to speak a complimentary 
word to the major-domo, and Judith, 
striding .ahead down the short staircase, 
discovered that Latimer was keeping 
step with her. Before he could voice 
his thoughts, she had' formulated her 
line of action.

“ If you have any stock deals,” she 
said in an undertone, “do tip tne off. 
Hush, not a word; I don’t wish mother 
to know I am playing the market, and 
here she comes.”

Ilis ideas in a whirl, Latimer assisted 
litem into their limousine just as a 
touring car drove up to the curb and 
-topped with a grinding of brakes which 
echoed down the street. A second more 
and John Hale had Hung himself out 
of the car and dashed over to the 
limousine. A rapid survey showed him 
the only occupants of the car were Mrs, 
Hale and Judith.

7F—us

“Where have you left Polly?” he de
manded.

“Left her?” Mrs. Hale’s voice showed 
her astonishment. “Nowhere. Polly 
has not been with us.”

“Not with you?” Her brother-in- 
law stared at her. “Didn’t she dine 
with you ?”

“She did not,” tartly, “What gave 
you that impression ?”

“Mrs. Davis told me that Polly tele
phoned she was with you.” Hale 
turned almost savagely toward Judith. 
“Where is she?”

“ I do not know." Judith eyed him 
in wonderment; it was not often that 
she saw him discomposed in manner. 
He moved slightly and the light from 
the limousine’s lamps showed his fea
tures more clearly. “Surtlv, uncle 
John, you are not worried about her 
whereabout.-- ?”

John Hale passed a nervous hand over 
his chin. “Poll)' was to dine with me,” 
he explained. “I waited at her home, 
and finally her mother returned from 
dining with a neighbor and gave me 
Polly’s message. I remembered you 
were to dine here, so chased you up. 
You are sure you don’t know where 
she is ?”

"Of course we don’t,” chimed in 
Mrs. Hale. “Bless me, John, why 
worry? Polly is quite old enough to 
talsp care of herself, and she is not 
likely to get lost in W ashington.”

“Lost? Of course not,” with rough 
emphasis. “I have a message for Polly 
which must be delivered. Have you 
any idea where she is dining, Judith?”

Judith thought a moment before re
plying. “Possibly she may be with the 
Wards in Chevy ('lire c." she suggested. 
“I recall Polly had a telephone talk 
with Kate this afternoon.”

“Thank--.” John Hale swung around 
and caught Latimer by the shoulder; 
until that moment be had ignored the 
presence of the little stockbroker.

“Drive out to Chevy Chase, Prank,”

97
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he urged. “Come, man, don’t keep me 
waiting,” and not heeding Latimer’s 
remonstrances he hurried him toward 
his car; then as the latter hung hack 
with the reiterated statement that lie 
had an important business engagement, 
he interrupted him with an oath.

"Cut it out. Frank!” John little 
spoke between clenched teeth. “I ’ll ex
plain later; jump in." And only wait
ing for Latimer to do so, he climbed in 
behind the wheel and, turning the car 
up Connecticut Avenue, he speeded her 
along that thoroughfare.

Latimer rode in perturbed silence, oc
casionally stealing a glance now and 
then at his companion’s set, stern fea
tures; he had followed John Hale in 
his college days with doglike fidelity 
and the habit had clung through then- 
years of faithful friendship. As the 
car left the city limits behind and tore 
along tite road leading to the fashion
able suburb of Chevy Chase, Latimer 
broke tite protracted silence.

"What’s to pay, John?” he asked.
John I lale waited until they had over

taken a trolley, then slowed clown the 
car's speech

"1 b a veil knows!’’ he responded, and 
hi - voice was not <|iiite steady. “Frank,
1 I'm miserable—miserable,” and
Frank, after one glance at his face, for
bore to qui-tiou further.

.Mrs. Hale, from the window of her 
limousine. watched John Hale's abrupt 
d-. par,ure with astonishment not un- 
mixed with resentment.

"I'pi n my word, Judith, your uncle 
grows more impossible every day,” she 
remarked, and meeting with no com
ment from her daughter she picked up 
the speaking tube and called to her 
chauffeur, “ Home.”

On reaching there Mrs. Hale changed 
iter mind with characteristic sudden
ness.

“ I'll run down to the dub and pick 
up your father.” she said, and hopped 
back into the limousine. “I remember

now that he left word we were to call 
for him. Won't you come, Judith?”

Jflduh, halfway up the steps leading 
to tlie* from door, shook her head.

"No. thanks, mother. I have several 
letters to write,” and with a wave of 
her hand she hurried inside the house. 
Maud,, wito had waited in some uncer
tainty until she saw the limousine drive 
off with M r s .  Hale seated in it, closed 
the front door.

"Can I do anything for you, Mrs. 
Richards?" she asked, as Judith paused 
to look at several notes lying on the hall 
table; none were addressed to her, and 
site laid them back again unopened.

"Xo. Maud, not a thing,” she replied, 
"lias Major Richards returned?”

"Not vet, ma'am," Maud, catching a 
furtive look at herself in the long mir
ror on the wall, rearranged her cap to a 
more becoming angle. "Is it too early 
to Sake your pitcher of ice water to your 
boudoir, ma’am? Anna said you had 
one generally.”

"It is not too early," Judith turned 
tqward the circular staircase. "Flow is 
Anna ?"

"Much better, nta’a m ; she practiced 
walking around after dinner and got on 
f irs t  rate.*’ Maud lingered a moment, 
“not hut what I warned her to be care
ful; ’'.ain't any use of taking chances 
with a banged-up ankle.”

"True," agreed Judith absently, and 
unloosening her coat site went upstairs. 
Instead of going at once to her boudoir 
she hurried down the hail to Iter fa
ther's den. and as she entered it Polly 
Davis looked up from the manuscript 
site was copying and stopped Iter ma
chine.

"You—here!” Judith halted ab
ruptly.

"Ye-.” Polly pushed her chair away 
from the typewriter. “Why not?” The 
question was put with studied insolence 
and Judith’s eyes widened. “I am work
ing on your father’s manuscript.”

“But at this hour------”
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“I am working overtime.” Polly 
flipped a note in her direction. “Your 
father here asks me to give him ‘addi
tional service,’ ” site smiled and 
shrugged her shoulders. "Any objec
tions?”

"Objectioris? Mo.” Judith’s man
ner retained its old friendliness, and 
she ignored the girl’s manifest hostility.

''Then why question my presence 
here?”

"I do not question your right to he 
here.” Judith chose a chair near Polly. 
”1 have just seen uncle John------”

“Well?” as Judith stopped.
“Uncle John was told by your mother 

that you were dining with us----- "
"Pardon me,” Polly’s interruption 

was curtly spoken, although the words 
chosen were politeness itself. "Air. 
Hale was informed that I was with 
you.”

“But you were not------”
“In one sense, yes; in another I am 

with you while working in this house
hold,” again Polly shrugged her shoul
ders. “Of course I am not responsible 
for whatever interpretation you and he 
put on my message to my mother."

Judith regarded her for a moment in 
silence.

“ What is your object in splitting 
straws?” she inquired. "Wail—uncle 
John understood you were to dine with 
him. then thought you were with us, 
and he now believes you are with the 
Wards in Chevy Chase and is motoring 
there, and—on returning home I find 
you here.”

“Your uncle asked me to dine with 
him, but I never accepted his invita
tion,” replied Polly, "frankly, I pre
ferred to w’ait here and see you.” '

"Why didn’t you tell me, Polly, and 
I would have remained at home,” ex
claimed Judith. “Have you had any 
dinner?” with a hasty glance about in 
quest of a tray.

“I dined at the Pastry Shop,” Polly 
leaned back in her chair and watched

Judith. "I asked for you before I left 
this afternoon, blit you had not returned 
from your drive, and so I came back 
an hour ago. What was your object 
in writing this note?" and leaning for
ward Polly placed Judith’s note and 
check in her lap.

Judith did not touch the papers. 
"The note is self-explanatory,” she 

stated. "I hope the vacation will re
store your health.”

“My health is quite robust, thank 
you,” dryly. "Let us have done with 
camouflage, Judith, and be honest with 
each other. What is your object in 
wishing to get rid of me?"

“ I have no such dc ire.”
Polly’s lip curled in -corr. "You 

wish to get me away front Washington, 
away from this home,” she charged. 
"Why?”

The two girls contemplated each 
other, but while Judith was pale, a fe
verish color heightened the sparkle in 
Polly’s overbright eyes. When Judith 
spoke it was with deliberation.

“I suggested that you go on a vaca
tion,” she said, “ for your own good.” 

"Indeed 1” Polly’s laugh ended in a 
sneer. "Are you quite: -tire your con
sideration is not misdirected ?”

"Onite sure,” Judith's temper v.as 
gaining the upper Irani 1 in -pile of her 
endeavor to keep it under control. 
"Once before you ignored my advice, 
with what results you know,” she 
paused. "Austin’s death—-—”

“Well?" Polly leaned forward, both 
hands on the arms of her chair.

Instead of completing her sentence 
Judith placed the note and her check 
on Polly’s typewriter.

"You had better arrange to leave to
morrow,” she said softly.

“I won’t.” Polly’s voice rang out 
clearly. "I don’t know whom you are 
trying to shield, but you -han’t drive 
me away; you shan’t—you shan’t!” .

"Polly,” Judith’s manner compelled 
the hysterical girl to gain some bold on



100 Detective Story Magazine
the remnant of her self-control. “You 
have forced this scene; I have tried to 
avoid it by supplying you with a way 
out,” she pointed to the check. “I was
the first to find Austin’s body----- ”

“Ah! You admit it----- ” Polly's
voice rose almost to a scream. "Why 
haven’t you told that to the police?” 

"Because of my desire to shield you,” 
calmly.

"To shield me!” Polly half rose, 
resting her weight on the arm of her 
chair.

"Exactly.” Judith stood up and 
pulled her coat about her shoulders. 
"In addition to illy silence, I took from
Austin's body a trinket----- ”

"Yes, go on.” Polly watched her, 
fascinated, as she took a step toward the 
door.

“Your conduct to-night forces me to 
use a threat." Judith spoke in a mono
tone, and slowly the color ebbed from 
Pollv’s cheeks. "Unless you leave 
Washington within twenty-four hours 
I shall give the trinket to the police.”

"What----- ” Polly moistened her
parched lips. "What is the trinket?”

“A Mispali locket. Good night,” and 
without a backward glance Judith hur
ried away.

CHAPTER XII.
T i l t ;  Tl£IvFT.

J UDITH had not inherited her 
mother's fondness for being waited 

upon, and therefore she had never ac
quired a personal maid. After her in
terview with Polly she had gone imme
diately to her bedroom, and it required 
but a brief time to put away her coat 
and scarf. In removing the latter from 
around her neck, its delicate mesh 
caught in the diamond horseshoe pin, 
her only ornament, which she wore in 
the front of her evening dress. In 
Striving to free the scarf she discovered 
to her dismay that one of the diamonds 
was missing from the horseshoe.

The pin had been her husband's wed-

ing gift. Throwing down the scarf 
Judith bent anxiously and peered at the 
carpet, but it was difficult to see so 
small an object against its soft color
ing, and dropping to her knees she felt 
about until her lingers touched a hard 
substance. A look at it disclosed the 
missing diamond, and with an exclama
tion of pleasure and relief Judith rose, 
folded the stone in a piece of tissue 
paper and placed it with the diamond 
pin in her jewelry box. In doing so 
she caught sight of a gold locket safely 
ensconced in the bottom of the box un
der several bracelets and chains. 
Judith considered the locket gravely, 
then closed and locked the jewelry box 
just as her name was called in the bou
doir. With heightened color she 
hastened across the bedroom and joined 
her husband.

"I did not hear you enter, Joe,” she 
said quickly, as he held out both hands 
to her. "How does it happen that you 
returned so early ? I thought you 
planned to run in and see Doctor Mc- 
Lane about that troublesome cough of 
yours ?”

"Oh, that can wait until morning,” 
lightly. "I came back to be with you,” 
lie placed a morris chair for her before 
the hearth, where a coal fire burned 
fitfully, and perched himself on the 
chair's broad mahogany arm. "I 
haven’t seen you alone to-day,” and his 
voice was tinged with reproach.

Judith slipped a hand inside his. "I 
did not mean to neglect you,” she said. 
"But mother and cert,-tin business mat
ters claimed a lot of attention. Why,” 
turning her head as it rested against 
the cushion of the high-backed chair, 
“why did you volunteer to dine with 
father at the club and not come with 
us to Rattscher’s?”

“It was your mother’s plan, not 
mine.” Richards laughed softly. “My 
first impressions of your mother have 
radically changed.”

“In what way?”
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“I thought her all fuss and feathers, 
but underneath it she has a will of 
iron,” and Richards’ smile grew rueful. 
‘‘Does your father ever oppose her 
wishes ?”

It was Judith’s turn to smile. ‘‘Not 
if he can help it,” she admitted. "Fa
ther is something of a diplomat as far 
as mother is concerned. Perhaps you 
have noticed it.”

“Yes.” Richards stared into the fire; 
he had become grave. "Somehow, 
dearest, I do not believe your father 
likes me; oh, he's been polite enough,” 
as she was about to speak. “But there 
is something in his manner, well.” with 
another rueful smile, “it couldn’t by any 
stretch of the imagination be termed 
cordial at any time, and lately”—he hesi
tated—“the dislike is more apparent.”

Judith’s pretty color, which had come 
when she found him waiting for her in 
the boudoir, had waned. “Lately?” she 
queried. “Do you mean within the last 
few days ?”

“Yes; to be exact, since Austin Hale’s 
mur—death.” lie caught himself up. 
"Don’l mind, darling,” observing the 
shadows which had gathered in her 
eyes. “I am sorry I mentioned the sub
ject. Your father, like the rest of us, 
is upset by the tragedy—we will all re
turn to normal when the mystery is 
solved.”

“When?” Judith contemplated her 
well-fitting suede slipper and the em
broidered silk stocking just peeping 
beneath her skirt. “Have the police ad
vanced any new theories ?”

“Only that the crime was premedi
tated.”

Judith looked up. “Premeditated ? 
Then some one must have known of 
Austin’s plan to come here Tuesday 
night.” She drew in her breath sharply. 
“Some bitter enemy.” She again 
looked directly up at Richards and 
found him gazing in the fire. “What 
is your theory ?”

“My theory? I hardly knew—know

anything of Austin; therefore it is dif
ficult for me to form a theory.” Judith 
took silent note of his quickly covered 
confusion, and her hand, still resting in 
his, moved uneasily. "Was Austin the 
type of man to have an implacable 
enemy ?”

"X-n.o.” Jjidith drawled out the 
word. "He sometimes had a nasty way 
of speaking, which used to annoy uncle 
John; but he was generally very agree
able, and some people found him fasci
nating.”

"Meaning women?” Judith did not 
at once reply and Richards’ eyes nar
rowed. "You think that Austin was 
killed on impulse?”

“So it appears to me.” she confessed 
and suppressed a shudder.

There was a brief silence, then Rich
ards roused himself. “ I agree w ith 
you. he said. 1 lie nature of the 
weapon used proves that,”

“The shears,” Judith glanced up and 
then looked quickly away. "You think 
Austin was stabbed with the shears?”

“Evidently, for there was no other 
weapon—-—”

“Xo other weapon has been found,” 
Judith corrected him softly. "The 
murderer may have carried it oft' with 
him.”

“True,” acknowledged Richards, “but 
then how came the shears to be stained ? 
For what purpose were they used ?”

Judith’s breathing seemed suspended 
for an infinitesimal second, and several 
minutes elapsed before she spoke.

“I am not good at solving problems,” 
she twirled his seal ring, which she had 
given him. about on his finger. “Have 
you heard uncle John's theory that Aus
tin was killed by a burglar?”

Richards regarded her fixedly for a 
minute. “Is that so?” he exclaimed. 
“And what leads him to suspect a bur- 
glar ?’’

“Austin’s gold watch is missing.” 
Judith felt his arm slip down about 
her shoulders and bis weight rested
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against the cushioned back of her chair. 
“Also, faiher found some papers miss
ing from his sale.”

“Me did? When?” The question 
shot from Richards.

“Some time Thursday; I don’t know 
exactly when.” Judith caught lii.s intent 
gaze, and while her heart beat a bit 
more rapidly, she continued to look di
rectly at him.

"Has he notified the police?”
“ 1 presume so; he was talking to De

tective Ferguson yesterday just before 
dinner." Judith’s voice sounded a trifle 
strained in her own ears, but appar
ently Richards took no notice; his gaze 
had shifted again to the fireplace.

"When Mr. Male first examined the 
safe he declared that its contents was 
intact." he remarked. “Your news is 
surprising, Judith; it may be that poor 
Austin found a burglar rifling the safe 
and was killed by him; it is a reason
able hypothesis in the light of your 
father’s discovery. You said something 
else was missings”

“ Yes. .Austin's watch. It was a valu
able heirloom inherited from his grand
father. and he always carried it with 
him. The watch has not been found 
either on his bode or ill his room.”

‘Tun. Judith, it may be among his 
effects in .Yew York,!" Richards sug
gested. "Your mother told me that he 
had quarters at the A'ale Club and kept 
a trunk there."

Judith shook’ her head. “Uncle John 
talked to the steward of the club on 
the long-distance telephone, and a search 
was made, hut the wall'll could not be 
found.” Abruptly she changed the sub
ject. “Will you please hand me a glass 
of writer, Joe?"

Richards had started for the door 
when site called him hack. “Don’t go 
downstairs, the ice water is here.” She 
looked about the boudoir. “There, 
Maud pin it over by the bedroom door.”

Richards tilled a glass for her and re
placing it a moment later on the table,
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he poured out a glass for himself and 
almost gulped it down. Crossing the 
room he again seated himself on the 
arm of Judith’s chair.

“Judith,” he began, “a strange thing 
happened to-day. and I want to tell you 
about it.”

“ Yes, dear,” she prompted gently, as 
he paused. "Go on.”

Rut Richards evidently found some 
difficulty in continuing, for several sec
onds elapsed before he spoke again.

"The treasurer of the Metropolis 
Bank called me up this afternoon and 
asked me to stop in and see him,” he 
went on. “And when I reached the 
hank I was informed that ten thousand 
dollars had been placed to my credit.”

“Good gracious!" Judith clapped her 
hands. “Why, Joe!"

"Exactly—why?" drylv. “Why 
should any one do such a tiling? I have 
no near relatives, no one under obliga
tion to me, and so I told the bank treas
urer, but lie refused to disclose the 
donor’s name or by whose tiuthority the 
hank had acted. He did assure me that 
it was perfectly proper for me to use 
the money, stating that it was a gift 
without a string tied to it and the money 
was legally mine.”

“ But that is splendid!” exclaimed 
Judith. “Are you elated?”

“No, only puzzled." Richard ad
mitted slowly. “ I have racked my 
brain, Judith, to find out where that
money could have come from, and----- ”
He held her close to him. his eves scan
ning her face. "Did you give it to 
me ?”

Slowly her eyes fell before his ardent 
look and a telltale blush mantled her 
cheeks.

“ Y e s ,” die murmured, and for a sec
ond clung to him. then pushed him 
gently from her. Suddenly he raised 
her hands and kissed them impulsively.

“Judith.” he steadied his voice before 
continuing. “I can never thank you,
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never; therefore it is all the harder to 
tell you that I cannot take your motley.”

“But you must!” she exclaimed in 
alarm. “Dear, I am wealthy- in my 
own right, and this money is some I 
had lying idle in savings hanks. It is 
no sacrifice for me to give it to you.”

“ I would like to think it was,” lie 
murmured wistfully. "Tell me, dearest, 
what put it into your head to make me 
so generous a present ?”

“1 —eh-----” Judith's native honesty
would not permit an evasion. “ I heard 
that you had met with reverses in busi
ness, Joe."

Richards looked at her long and in
tently. “You heard?" he repeated. 
"Where

Judith raised a protesting finger. 
" ‘Ask me no questions,’ ” she quoted, 
“you know the old saw, Joe.” and be
fore he had time to frame another ques
tion, she asked reproachfully: “Why 
did ton not come to me at once, foe?
I would gladly have helped."

A dull red flush mounted almost to 
Richards’ forehead and he averted his 
eyes from her direct gaze.

“ I can’t borrow from a woman, 
Judith—even the very best and dearest 
woman in the world," he confessed. 
“Keep your money, sweetheart; my 
financial embarrassment was only tem
porary, hut”-~-kis voice deepened with 
emotion—“I prize your loyalty above 
all earthly things. Judith, I shall strive 
to be worthy of you,” and dropping on 
one knee he kissed her hand with fer
vor.

Judith saw his shapely head and fine 
features through a mist of tears. Her 
faith in him should stand all tests; in 
spite of what she had learned of the 
stolen stocks, he must he innocent—he 
was worthy of her trust, her love.

The clock had licked away fully an 
hour when Judith awoke to the time.

“It is almost midnight,” she ex
claimed reproachfully and rose in haste. 
As she walked across the boudoir her

attention was attracted by a package of 
addressed and stamped envelopes. "Oh, 
I forgot to give these to Maud to mail 
first thing in the morning, and they are 
important----- "

“Let me have them.” Richards 
snatched them-up. "There is a post 
box in front of the house; I’ll he right 
back," and he hastened down the hall 
to the Circular staircase.

Xot waiting to lower any of the lights, 
Judith went into her bedroom and 
started to undress. It took but a mo
ment to lip on her wrapper, and she 
was about to comb her hair when t! ■ 
disorderly appearance of her dressing 
table startled her. Her display of toilet 
articles was tossed hither and yon.

Judith's hand sought her jewelry 
box; the key was already turned in the 
lock. Tossing hack the lid she gazed 
inside—the box was empty.

A half-strangled cry escaped from 
her white lips, and Richards heard it as 
he entered the boudoir ; a second more 
and he was by her side.

“See. my jewels, they are gone," she 
gasped. "Your horseshoe, even, Joe."

“Hush, my darling. I’ll find it or get 
you another.” Alarmed by her pallor, 
he picked Up a bottle of smelling salts 
v^iicli stood on the dressing table and 
held it Open before her. “I will replace 
the jewelry.”

"You can’t replace the locket----- "
“The locket!’’ Richards changed 

color. “Have you lost the locket?’’
In her agitation site failed to catch 

his question.
“My jewelry was here, every piece, 

and the locket when I went in to speak: 
to you, Joe,’’ she declared. “I added 
the horseshoe just before you called 
me.”

Richards gazed at her in dum founded 
silence. “W’liat is that?” he asked. 
“You left your jewelry in that box 
when you came in to talk to me in the 
boudoir a little while ago?"

"Yes; I can swear to it.”
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Richards spec! to the closet door and 

flung it open; only wearing apparel re
warded his search.; a glance at the win
dows showed that they were closed and 
locked on the inside; the bathroom and 
dressing room beyond were empty— 
convinced of that he turned hack to 
Judith who had sunk into the chair be
fore the dressing table.

“Was any one with you in this 
room?” he asked.

“No. I was alone.” Judith passed her 
hand dazedly before her eyes, then again 
inspected the empty box. “Kvery piece 
of jewelry is gone.” she stated, "and 
the box was full two hours ago.”

“Arc you sure, Judith?”
“Absolutely certain—the jewelry was 

stolen within the last two hours.”
Richards looked first at her and then 

at the empty box.
“I low can that be?” he asked. 

"There is no entrance to this bedroom 
except through the boudoir—and you 
and I, Judith, have been in the boudoir 
for the past two hours.”

CII \I*TFR XIII.
" M t S f A l t . ”

r\E T I-:C n V K  FFRGUSOX com
pleted his tour of the suite of three 

rooms arid bath which Judith and her 
husband occupied and took up his sta
tion in the boudoir. lie  was followed 
into the room an instant later by 
Judith, who watched him inspect her 
empty jewelry box with the aid of a 
magnifying glass. Quickly he made 
his test for linger prints, and she judged 
from the negative shake of his head 
and his puzzled frown that the results 
were barren.

"About what hour did the robbery 
occur last night ?”

Judith started at the abrupt ques
tion, for Ferguson, recalling her deaf
ness and forgetful of the cleverly con
cealed car phone which she wore con

tinually, raised his voice almost to a bel
low.

“ It must have been between half past 
nine and eleven-thirty last night,” she 
answered. "You need not speak so 
loudly, Mr. Ferguson, I can hear quite 
well if you use your ordinary tone.” 

“Reg pardon, I’m sure,” and Fergu
son sunk his voice to its normal pitch. 
“When did you last see your jewelry?” 

“Just after taking off my wraps upon 
my return from dining at Rauscher’s,” 
Judith explained. “ 1 opened the box to 
put away the diamond horseshoe pin 
which I had been wearing.”

“And your other jewelry was then in 
the box?”

"Yes.”
“Where were you between half past 

nine and eleven-thirty ?”
“Here, in this boudoir.”
“Any one with you?”
“My husband, Major Richards.” 
“Any one else?”
“No.”
Ferguson blinked at her solemnly for 

a minute, then rising, stepped to the 
bedroom door and glanced inside.

“This is the only entrance to your 
bedroom," he remarked, turning to the 
silent girl. "Ilow could a thief enter 
your room while you and your husband 
were here and you remain unaware of 
it ?”

“I am sure I don't know.” Judith 
shook her head in bewilderment. “I 
lay awake nearly all night puzzling over 
the enigma.”

Fergu on surveyed the boudoir from 
ever angle before again addressing her.

“W here were you sitting?” he in
quired.

Judith crossed the boudoir toward the 
fireplace .and wheeled the morris chair 
forward until it stood in the exact spot 
of the night before.”

“ 1 sat here,” she explained. “And 
tny husband was perched on the chair 
arm.”
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Ferguson walked over and sat down 

in the chair.
“I presume you and Major Richards 

were absorbed in conversation,” he 
grumbled, and not giving her an oppor
tunity to answer, continued: ‘"But you 
both had a good view of the boudoir 
door leading into the hall, through which 
every one has to enter. Any one en
tering last night would have had to come 
directly in your line of vision. Was the 
door open or closed?”

“Open.”
‘‘All the way open?” he persisted. 
"The door stood just as it is now,” 

declared Judith, after studying it a mo
ment. A look outside convinced Fer
guson that a person in the hall would 
he unable to see what was happening 
in the boudoir, at the angle at which 
the door stood ajar.

"A person could enter without hav
ing to push it farther open,” he an
nounced. “Docs the door squeak ?” 
Springing to his feet he answered his 
own question by moving the door to and 
fro. “Nary a squeak,” he commented, 
and drawing out his memorandum book 
sat down near Judith. “Now, madam, 
was it your custom to keep the jewelry 
bps on your dressing table?”

"When I was in my bedroom or in 
here, yes!” replied Judith. “At other 
times I kept it in the drawer of my 
bureau.”

“Was the key in the lock of the box?” 
"Yes.” Observing his smile, Judith 

frowned. “ I do not usually leave the 
key it) the lock, but my husband called 
to me and I joined him here, leaving 
tile box standing on my dressing table.” 

“I see,” Ferguson stared reflectively 
at her for a few seconds. “Ever had 
anything stolen before?”

“Never any jewelry,” Judith spoke 
with unusual rapidity. “Nor any 
money,” she added.

Ferguson pursed his lips together and 
tai jpecl them with his pencil.

“O dd!” he exclaimed. "Were the

servants aware that you had this jewelry
box ?”

“They may have been; for while I 
do not have a personal maid, Anna, 
the waitress, and Maud sometimes as
sist me in dressing for evening enter
tainments.” Judith wondered when 
Ferguson would go ; she desired most 
heartily to I® ,alone and thresh out her 
problems by herself. At Richards’ ear
nest solicitation she had notified police 
headquarters of the robbery and Detec
tive Ferguson had been detailed to in
vestigate it. “It is probably that both 
the girls have seen the jewelry box on 
my dressing table,” she added after a 
brief pause.

“Where were the servants last 
night?”

“Anna was in her bedroom suffering 
from a sprained ankle.” Judith's foot 
was keeping up an incessant tattoo. 
“Maud let me in; after that I did not 
see her again. They have both been 
here for years and are excellent serv
ants—they are English.”

Ferguson made a slight grimace. 
“That Maud is a nice she devil,” he 
exclaimed. Wow his breath; Maud’s 
scathing remarks about the inefficiency 
of the detective force in general and 
Ferguson in particular still rankled. 
“I'd like to"—he checked himself and 
again addressed Judith.

"How much approximately was your 
jewelry worth, Mrs. Richards?”

Judith look a paper from her mesh 
hag. "Here is a li t of the articles ill 
the jewelry box,” she explained. “Ma
jor Richards suggested that I prepare it 
for vou.”

“That's fine.” Ferguson reached 
eagerly for the paper and scanned the 
items with increasing interest. “ I see 
vou estimate the jewelry at torty-five 
hundred dollars,” he remarked. “A 
pretty haul for any thief. Fortunately 
your initials are on every piece.” run
ning his eve down the list in which 
Judith had inserted a minute descrip
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tion of the jewelry. “Hold on, here's 
one item, a locket—with nothin" 
checked against it—has the locket any 
distinguishing mark?”

Footsteps behind Judith caused her to 
whirl around and she saw Richards 
stop behind her chair.

"f couldn’t get away any sooner,” he 
explained. “Your mother detained me 
in the dining room. Good morning, 
Ferguson; has my wife told you of the 
disappearance of her jewelry?”

“Yes, major, and I was just asking 
her for details to aid in identifying it at 
the pawnshops,” Ferguson again re
ferred to the list he was holding. “What 
about that locket. Mrs. Richards?” 

Judith closed her mesh hag with a 
snap, and the quick tilt upward of her 
chin indicated to Richards, who had 
grown to know each mood and tense, 
that she had reached a sudden decision.

“The locket bore the word “Mispali,’ 
in raised lettering,” she stated. “Jt is 
insignificant in appearance.”

“Do you attach any particular value 
to it?” questioned F'crguson.

“\ To money value,” she responded 
quietly, and the detective looked sharply 
at her.

“ I see; you mean it is a trinket of 
importance from sentiment only,” he 
commented.

It was Major Richards who answered 
and not his wife. “You’ve hit it,” he 
laughed. “ I presume Mrs. Richards 
values the locket more highly than 
rubies.”

Judith looked at him oddly before 
turning to the detective. “I have a re
quest to make of you, Mr. Ferguson,” 
she began, without preface. “It is that 
you make no mention of the loss of mv 
jewelry to any one. I am convinced 
that if wc conduct the search in secrecy, 
the thief will betray himself.”

Ferguson stroked his cheek thought
fully. “I don't like the idea,” he ob
jected. “I am a believer in publicity my
self.”

“You liave bad plenty of publicity in 
the Austin I laic case,” Richards pointed 
out dryly. “ I cannot see that it lias 
advanced you very far.”

Ferguson reddened. “We haven’t 
told the public all we know.” be ad
mitted. “There are a few cards up our 
sleeve.”

“For instance?” and Richards’ smile 
was tantalizing.

“As to the nature of Hale’s wound” 
—the detective paused abruptly; "but 
that will come out in the medical evi
dence at the inquest.”

“And when will the inquest he held?” 
demanded Richards.

“When we lay our hands on a mate
rial witness necessary before wc can 
present the case.” Ferguson spoke with 
provoking slowness. “You will learn 
all the facts in good time, major; at 
present certain clews cannot he di
vulged.”

“I thought you were an advocate of 
publicity,” Richards remarked, and 
again Ferguson flushed.

“You've got me,” he acknowledged 
with a show of good nature. "All right, 
Mrs. Richards, I’ll conduct this inves
tigation as quietly as possible. Hut 
how are you going to prevent your 
family knowing that you have lost 
your jewelry ? Won’t they comment 
when you don’t wear it ?”

“If they do I shall say that I have put 
it in my safe-deposit box,” was 
Judith’s ready' response. “My fat her 
has frequently urged me to do so in 
the past, and with Austin’s death and 
the theft of his watch, what more likely 
than that I'should place my jewelry in 
a safe place.”

Ferguson nodded his approval. 
“That is a wise argument,” he said, 
“No one can dispute it. Now, about 
Mr. Hale’s watch,” he turned hack the 
pages of his memorandum book until 
he came to a certain entry, “Can you 
describe it ?”

“In a general way,” Judith spoke
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with some hesitation. “I have seen the 
watch often, but I am not very ob
servant.”

Ferguson considered her for some 
-•.•roods in silence: lie disagreed with 
her statement—Judith, in his opinion, 
was not the heedless type ; her detailed 
description of her jewelry, safely tucked 
away in his pocket, proved that.

"What was the watch like, Mrs. 
Richards?” he asked for the second time.

‘‘It was an antique, made before the 
Revolution, so family tradition has it,” 
she stated. "An open-faced watch, 
wound with a key, and the dial has an 
American eagle beautifully etched 
upon it.”

Ferguson took down her words, 
closed his note hook, and rose.

"I am greatly obliged,” he said. “It 
should not be difficult to trace voting 
Hale's watch and also your jewelry if 
the thief tries to dispose of it. But 
that,” he stared at her. “presupposes it 
was the work of an ordinarv thief.”

"And what leads you to think other
w i s e ? ”  asked Judith swiftly.

Ferguson took several steps toward 
the door and hesitated. “Your jewelry

was stolen by some one familiar with 
your habits and familiar with the ar
rangement of these rooms,” he stated 
gravely. “There is no possible way of 
entering your bedroom save through this 
boudoir, as all your windows were 
found locked on the inside. Flow the 
thief stole by you ami your husband 
unobserved while you sal here we have 
yet to discover, but, take it from me, 
the thief was a member of this house
hold. Good morning,” and not pausing 
for reply the detective vanished.

“A member of this household,” re
peated Richards thoughtfully. “Judith, 
have you no suspicion—no clew?” and 
his eyes searched her face anxiously.

Judith leaned back in her chair, and 
gradually her tense muscles relaxed.

“ I have no clew,” she replied. "But 
—tell me, when you got that glass of 
water for me, did you glance at all into 
our bedroom?"

Richards pressed down the tobacco in 
his pipe and hunted through his pock
ets for a match.

“Did I look into our bedroom?” he 
asked. “I may have, but I can’t swear 
to it.”
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S Mrs. Jenney was hustling 
about the dining room of the 
St. Bololph Street house 
which was at once her home 

and her stock in trade her movements 
were much more energetic than those of 
Hannah, the stolid maid, whose efforts 
she was directing; yet they did not pre
clude her thinking about her hoarders.

She had only two—two, that is, who 
took meals in her dining room, though 
she had a number of other lodgers. 
And .Mrs. Jenney concluded that taking 
hoarders was a poor business at best.

‘‘hating at the same table is different 
from only rooming in the same house. 
W hy, some of the roomers 1 hardly 
know myself; I rarely see them, ex
cept weekly when they pay me their 
rent. Hut boarders! Three times a
day for a half hour or more----- ”

The strange part of it was that either 
of them was pleasant enough, in her 
way. Mrs. Carney, indeed, was the 
soul of cheerfulness, of unruffling good 
humor; b u t----

Yes. it must he mainly the fault of 
Miss Arnold, the strained atmosphere 
that enveloped the table at breakfast, 
dinner, and supper, except on such oc
casions when one of the ladies was ab
sent. There was no denying that Ali
son Arnold was rather haughty and 
aloof one of those naturally conserva
tive women to whom has been added a 
pride of place and family that is quite 
artificial.

“Yet they must he both .about the 
same age—about thirty-eight or forty. 
And they both seem to have plenty of 
money, at least for their simple style of 
living. Miss Arnold hasn’t ever been 
haughty with me, either—always polite 
and friendly, if rather distant. And 
now there’s this invitation to go to the 
theater with her to-night: the fact that 
she asked me shows her friendly inten
tion. Her coldness is just habit. [ sup
pose. And Mrs. Carney—well, of 
course-----

Her meditations were interrupted by 
the entrance of Miss Alison Arnold by 
the front door. Mrs. Jenney, going to 
see who it was, stopped in the hall to. 
speak to her. “Home, Miss Arnold? 
1 hope that you've not tired yourself 
out Walking, doing to the theater is 
quite an undertaking for a pair of such 
quiet, middle-aged ladies as we are.'’

“Xo,” responded Miss Arnold. “I’ve 
only been down on Tremont Si reel do
ing a bit of shopping. 1 walked home 
from there. By the way, 1 saw our table 
companion. Mrs. Carney, while 1 was 
out.”

“You did? Where?”
Miss Arnold shrugged. “ In the pub

lic garden—with a man. She didn’t 
see me.”

“I wonder----- ” Mrs. Jenney
stopped. She was not prone to gos
sip, and, besides, in a landlady it is not 
the best of business.

“Yes?”
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Mrs. Jenney hesitated. “A gentleman 

called here to ask for her early this 
afternoon—soon after you went out, in 
fact. 1 was only wondering if he was 
the same. Hannah says he had heavy 
Mack sidewhiskers and beard—quite dis
tinguished-looking, in a way.”

‘'Evidently the same, then. They 
were talking in a very friendly way 
when I saw them. To think of Mrs. 
Carney—well, she’s been married and 
ought to know what she’s doing. 1 sup
pose, too, that you’re in the same situa
tion, Mrs. Jenucy. As for me—well, 
I’ve had enough of men—of one man 
in particular—v ’d, fortunately, I
learned wisdom in time, before 1 mar
ried him. Hut at her age! Just like a 
silly girl.”

Mrs. Jcnnev ma.de no comment. She 
had been rather preoccupied during the 
latter part of the conversation, and not 
entirely with thoughts of dinner. Front 
the front parlor, into which they had 
stepped, she had heard the street door 
open ; and she had a vague premonition 
that it was Mrs. Carney herself who had 
entered and that the lady might he lis
tening in the hall to the frank discussion 
of her affairs which the portieres would 
not shut out. The landlady was. there
fore, much relieved when Miss Arnold 
stepped into the hall, disclosing it 
empty. ‘‘I'm going up now to dress for 
dinner,” she said.

Mrs. Jcnnev returned to the dining 
room to put the finishing touches on the 
table.

■'( )h, dear !” she sighed. “Those two! 
It's things like that which make it a bur
den to cater to hoarders. And each one 
so nice in her own way, too. I ’m sure 
that I could get along with either, alone, 
without the slightest friction. I don’t 
care; Mary Carney is pleasant and affa
ble. always; and that’s more than I can 
say about the superior Miss Arnold!”

At the dinner table, not long after
ward, Mrs. Carney proved the truth of 
her landlady’s estimate of her. She

plumped herself awkwardly into her 
chair, picked up her napkin, and beamed 
rttddily at the two other women.

”.VIv! Wasn’t it a lovely afternoon, 
ladies! Too good to waste indoors at 
a matinee, as I did. I declare, if I ’d 
planned to go for a walk or a ride, 
though, it would probably have rained. 
It always does, in Boston 1” She smiled, 
with twinkling eyes, as if to assure the 
others that she was indulging in an ob
vious hyperbole. Xo real Bostonian 
minds the weather, and, besides, it is 
not the fault of the city' or of its deni
zens.

Mrs. Tenney spoke. “A gentleman 
called to see you after you had gone: 
a tall man with a dark beard, Hannah 
says. He didn’t 'Tfcnve his name.”

"My! Isn't it too had 1 missed him!” 
Mary Carney said. “A gentleman 
caller—and they're none too common 
with me. as you know, Mrs, Jenney; 
and I missed him! Well, maybe he’ll 
call again.”

‘Won spent the afternoon at the the
ater, you say?” inquired Miss Arnold 
w ith a meaning glance at Mrs. Jcnnev.

"Yes. The show wasn't none too 
good, either. X’ot near so good, they 
say. as the one you two arc going to to
night. You tire going, ain't you ?”

Alison Arnold's face assumed the 
pained look that she always put on when 
at dieted by her fellow boarder’s atro
cious grammar. The landlady under
took to reply.

‘W es. We’re leaving about quarter 
after seven. I'm afraid we’ll have to 
hurry, as it is.”

Mrs. Carney ate rapidly, chattering 
breezily'as she did so, and smiting MW 
Arnold's sensitive ear with maim gram
matical slips and expressions that are 
not current in the very best society. Site 
.appeared quite oblivious to the other’s 
frosty air. Indeed, she had had plenty 
of time to become habituated to it, for 
it was nothing new to this occasion. Re
fusing dessert, she pushed back her
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chair and excused herself. ‘‘I ought to 
rest up after my afternoon’s dissipa
tion, hut, instead, I ’m going out again 
to a theater. Have a good time at the 
show, girls!”

Scarcely had she disappeared through 
the doorway when Miss Arnold turned 
to-Mrs. Jcnney with a shrug. “So com
mon ! I sometimes wonder' why fate 
gives money to such people to lift them 
above their proper sphere. She has 
the speech and manners of a servant 
girl. Why, in my father’s house we had 
servants just like her. And yet here 
she is, mingling with—well, I can’t 
bring myself to treat her as an equal, 
as a lady; and why should I? After 
all, we’re merely fellow hoarders; our 
association need go no further than 
that.”

Mrs. Tenney was really pained; and, 
in spite of her ingrained habit of diplo
macy, she was about to offer a remon
strance when Alison Arnold spoke 
again.

“And did you notice the deliberate un
truth she told us? About being at the 
matinee and not seeing the man who 
called here? When I saw her with my 
own eyes!"

Mrs. Jcnney had noticed it. but had 
wisely concluded that it was none of her 
business. She tried to divert the con
versation into other channels, and with 
valid psychology turned Miss Arnold’s 
thoughts to herself.

“ Perhaps her experience with men 
lias been not so disappointing as yours. 
I’m sure mine has not. You must have 
had very good reason for your opinion 
erf the other sex.”

Miss Arnold’s mouth tightened. “I 
have. 1 was engaged once, while father 
was alive— 1 think I’ve told you that 
before, lie  was a very dashing young 
man, to my girlish imagination ; his very 
name was romantic. Bradbury, I think 
it was—yes, Carl Bradbury. And the 
wedding was only two weeks off, when 
—well, I came upon him at a secluded

spot in our grounds, kissing—yes, actu
ally kissing one of the servants! Of 
course, that ended it—though poor fa
ther tried his best to patch matters up, 
for some unknown reason. But I 
proved wiser, for the man turned out to 
he no good in other respects, as well. 
He disappeared, and it was then learned 
that he had embezzled from the firm 
that employed him, in the hope of be
ing able to square up, after his marriage, 
with my money!” She stopped sud
denly ; never before had she become so 
confidential with Mrs. Jenney, or with 
any one else, for that matter.

“I don’t know why I’ve told you this; 
but at any rate, you can see that 1 have 
no great reason for trusting the men.”

The landlady rose and switched on 
the lights.

“If you’ll excuse me, I won't sit down 
again. I have a lot of instructions to 
give Hannah, and then I must get read)' 
to go. I’ll wait for you in the front 
parlor after I’m dressed. By seven- 
fifteen at the latest.” And she disap
peared into the kitchen.

Promptly on time she was waiting in 
the front room when Alison Arnold ap
peared.

Mrs. Jcnney rose and picked up her 
coat.

The other advanced into the room 
with her lingers on her lips,

“Oh, Pjn terribly upset, Mrs. Jen
ney !”she said in a whisper. “I don’t 
know what to think! Would you mind 
very much if we were not to go, after 
all?”

Mrs. Jenney, who was not looking 
forward to an evening of undiluated en
joyment with her rather caustic boarder, 
did not greatly mind forgoing the ex
pedition.

“ But why?” she asked. “What has 
upset you?"

“That Carney woman. She must 
have come in, before dinner, while you 
and I were talking in here."

Mrs. Jenney nodded. Had Mrs. Car-
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me}’ heard—and had she confronted her 
fellow boarder with what she had 
gleaned by eavesdropping? That 
seemed unlike her.

“At any rate, when I went upstairs 
I saw her in the hall—at my end of the 
hail, as if she’d been in my room. Her 
own is on the other side of the stairs. 
Of course, I paid no attention to it at 
the time—though she acted rather fur
tive. Hut just now, when I opened my 
desk to get the tickets, I found that it 
had been tampered with.”

‘'W hat!” cried the landlady. “Why, 
that's absurd !”

‘'llush!” warned Miss Arnold. "The 
papers were disarranged. I ’m very 
methodical, and I'm sure that they were. 
Hut, most convincing of all, there’s one 
missing: a stout, thick envelope con
taining a very important document!” 

Mrs. Jenney gasped. “And you think 
-—but surely Mrs. Carney is no thief! 
You must be mistaken. Are you sure 
that you had it there—sure that it’s not 
there now? Maybe you mislaid it.” 

“Xo. I'm positive. I’m very careful 
of my papers, and that one was of the 
utmost importance. And the desk 
drawer was locked, too—the lock must 
have been picked.”

“Hut—why, that’s a terrible accusa
tion! If it has indeed been stolen, it 
must be that some one else—some sneak 
thief—though this house has never been 
\ idled by a thief before!” The last 
was instinctively defensive; a boarding
house mistress cannot be too particular 
about the reputation of her establish
ment.

Miss Arnold placed a finger on her 
lips to command silence. Then she 
strode into the hall. “Come, Mrs. Jen
ney,” she said loudly, “we’ll have to 
hurry or we’ll be late.” She opened the 
front door and slammed it. Then, on 
tiptoe, she reentered the parlor and 
switched out the lights.

She drew a chair near to the land
lady’s, and addressed her in a whisper.

“I can’t help suspecting Mrs. Carney.
It’s not only that I’m sure I saw her 
near my room just before dinner, but 
other things, as well. Why, the manner 
of her coming here, for one. She came 
a week after I did, looked at the room 
you showed her, and took it at once. 
That's hardly natural. It seems as if 
she followed me here, with some pur
pose of her own, and has been waiting 
her chance. Remember, she’s bad 
plenty of chance to observe and to plan. 
She knew that 1 was out this afternoon, 
just as she was so particular to know 
that you and 1 were going out this eve
ning. And then that man, to-day— 
maybe she's plotting something with 
him, a wholesale robbery. She didn’t 
give you any references when she came, 
did she?”

“Xo; but----- ”
“And she seems always to have 

enough money. Where does it come 
from?”

“I’ve never asked her. But that’s no 
sign. Why, you yourself----- ”

“That's entirely different,” returned 
Miss Arnold. "livery one knows, or I 
could put you in touch with plenty of 
people who do know, that my father 
was one of the wealthiest men in the 
western part of the State. And though 
he suffered some losses before his death, 
he left me, fortunately, well provided 
for. Hut I flatter myself that any one 
could see that I have been brought up 
like a lady, that my life has not been a 
struggle with money worries. Hut Mrs. 
Carney—well, I suppose her late hus
band may have been a prosperous sa
loon keeper or something equally nice ; 
but I doubt it.”

Mrs. Jenney did not at all relish the 
innuendoes concerning her other 
boarder, and started to protest. Miss 
Arnold cut her short.

“Mrs. Carney is going out to
night. What 1 propose to do is to enter 
her room and see if my missing prop
erty is there. Of course, perhaps it’s
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her intention to take it with her; she 
could easily carry it concealed. We’ll 
have to take that risk. At any rate, if 
it's in her room, we’ll find it; and if it 
isn’t, we might come upon something 
else equally enlightening.”

.Mrs. Jenncy objected strenuously, in 
whispers, to the hold proposal. "I 
couldn’t ! And, anyway, what is this 
precious document you mention? Un
less it’s money, how could it he of any 
value to her? Really, I think that you 
have a very unjust idea of Airs. Car
ney.’’

” 1 don’t know what it is. Only I do 
know that it’s important. So 1 can't 
tell you what value it might have for 
some fine else—for her. for instance.”

Th® landlady remained unconvinced; 
hut, still in whispers, Alison Arnold ar
gued the matter. It seemed quite out 
of the question that one of her hoarders 
was a thief.; yet it seemed equally 
groundless that the other should have 
any illegal or unethical motive for 
searching her fellow boarder’s room, 
particularly since Mrs.Jenncy was asked 
to come along as a sharer in the furtive 
quests

The mellow-toncd clod; in the dark
ness near them pealed a single stroke.

“ Half past seven?” asked Mrs. Jen- 
ney of herself. “Mercy, no—it must 
be half past eight!”

"Don't you see the significance?" 
asked Miss Arnold. ‘'She said she was 
going out again—Init she hasn’t come 
down yet. And all the theaters have 
begun some time ago!”

"Perhaps she went out before we 
came in here,” suggested the landlady. 
"She may have started earlier than we 
planned to.”

“Yes; or she may he still in the house 
—waiting, knowing that we are out of 
the way until eleven o’clock or later, to 
let in that strange man, thinking that 
they'll have the run of the house to 
themselves.”

The suggestion, following upon the

long urging, had its effect on Mrs. Jen- 
ney. She wavered.

“At any rate,” Atiss Arnold con
tinued. “we can easily find out. We 
can go to her room and knock. 1 f siie’s 
there, it won’t be a hard matter to ex
plain why we changed our minds about 
going to the theater, without arousing 
her suspicion.”

Quietly they went up the stairs to
gether. The dim hall light was a suf
ficient guide to their steps. At the door 
of ATarv Carney’s room the landlady 
rapped lightly, while Alison Arnold 
stood back in the shadows. There was 
no response.

Airs, lenney turned the knob and the 
door opened. In the two women went; 
and not until she had felt her wav to 
the windows to assure herself that the 
shades were drawn did Miss Arnold 
reach for the light switch. They were 
not mistaken; ATrs. Carney had gone 
out.

The landlady, in coming to the room, 
had been actuated by a desire to learn 
if her hoarder was in it; she had not in
tended to acquiesce in Aliss Arnold’s 
suggestion of a search. Rut that lady 
had already taken the task upon her
self, and was industriously pulling out 
one bureau drawer after another, turn
ing over the articles she found in them 
in her search for the document she had 
spoken about.

Before Airs. Jenncy found the words 
for a diplomatic protest Aliss Arnold 
turned to her in triumph.

"There! I knew it. She didn’t even 
take the trouble to conceal it—it was 
only tucked under a pile of shirtwaists. 
No doubt she hoped to get it out of 
the house before I suspected. And she 
would have, too, if I hadn't happened to 
slip the theater tickets into the drawer 
in my desk where I keep my valu
ables.”

"But—are you sure—that this is 
yours ?”

The other held out the envelope, and
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Airs. Jenney took it and read the super
scription. “To be opened by Alison 
Arnold in case of trouble which threat
ens her financial security.”

“My father’s handwriting'.” ex
plained the woman. "The envelope 
was given me by his lawyer, after fa
ther’s death. You see now why 1 say 
that T don’t know what the document 
is—because I have never broken the 
seal.”

“My!” exclaimed Mrs. Jenney, her 
mind smitten with this proof of Mrs. 
Carney's guilt, yet still incredulous. “ I 
think I'd have died of curiosity!”

1 ler boarder smiled in a superior way. 
“I’m an Arnold, you see; and father 
knew that he could trust me. It’s in 
the blood.”

"Hut now?” asked the landlady sug
gestively.

The other, in spite of being an Ar
nold, avidly seized upon the suggestion. 
“You think, then—but of course! The 
very fact that this document was stolen 
means that some one has something to 
gain by the theft—-and. most naturally, 
at my expense. Yes, quite obviously 
the condition mentioned on the envelope 
has arrived, I think we may assume.’’

Deliberately, with a slow sort of for
mality, she tore the end from the ma- 
nilla container. Mrs. Jenney, curiosity 
and a score of other emotions strug
gling within her, looked on. Miss Ar
nold shook out some folded papers; 
one of them she picked up and read.

Before she had got very far into it 
she gave an involuntary gasp and sank 
limply into a chair. The landlady 
picked up the letter, which had slipped 
from her grasp, and spread it on the 
table. Miss Arnold, recovering herself 
to some extent, bent over it with eager 
eyes; and the landlady, for want of a 
rebuff that might have been easily given, 
read over her shoulder.

Mv Dear .Alison : iiccau-c I love you like 
a daughter I am taking this means to safe
guard you against every possible contin-
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gcncy after I am gone. The fact that makes
it necessary is one that will come as a shock 
to you, and I pray that you may never need 
to read this. That fact is that you arc not 
really mv daughter.

Your mother was always, particularly in 
the early years of our marriage, of frail 
health, an<l ior years we had no children. 
When finally we expected an arrival, she was 
very happy' in planning the future of our 
child. Her whole heart was wrapped up in 
i t ; and since her condition was so critical, 
1 knew that a disappointment would prob
ably he fatal to her.

The baby died a few minutes after  birth; 
and we never told her. Fortunately, a 
woman by the name of Milligan, who had 
been a servant in our house before her m ar
riage, also had a baby horn a few days later. 
I-persuaded her to let me substitute it for 
my dead child; and my wife, whom you have 
always thought of as your mother, never dis
covered the deception. Xor have I ever en
lightened her since then, because she, and f, 
too, soon became as greatly attached to yon 
as if you were in fact our own lle-.Ii and 
blood.

Mrs. Milligan soon became reconciled to 
affairs, particularly after other children were 
born lo her. And, of course, I provided well 
for her and her family.

You can see how impossible it was for me 
to legally adopt you, without disclosing to my 
wife the secret which I wanted to keep from 
her. And when 1 took thought of making 
my will, it occurred to me that 1 could not 
leave properly to you without similarly dis
closing your true identity. To get around 
the difficulty, I have conceived the plait of 
leaving no known will. In that case yon will 
inherit, as my own daughter, your foster 
mother, of course, having a life interest in 
the estate.

But if it should ever leak out that you are 
not really my daughter, you would he de
prived of the inheritance. It is to provide 
against this contingency that I have executed 
a secret will, herein inclosed, which leaves 
my estate to you under the name of AIHon 
Milligan, and which explains the matters 
which I am setting forth here. I tru-t that 
you may never have need to use it, or even 
to read this. If  you do, it will insure that 
my intention for you to enjoy my property 
will he carried out legally.

When Mrs. Milligan, your real mother, 
died some time ago, I thought that the secret 
was in my sole keeping, her luishand having 
died some time before. But now 1 am not 
so sure. Carl Bradbury, to whom you w ere  
engaged, had. some inkling of the matter, I
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think, though he never told me just what his 
information was; hut he used hints at his 
knowledge to coerce me into favoring his 
suit. Fo r  the sake of your foster mother 
and yourself, I did not dare to defy him; hut 
I was glad indeed when you rejected him. 
Later events proved him to he a blackguard.

’to u r  father, in affection if not in reality, 
C alvin A rnoi.h.

For several minutes Alison Arnold 
sat silent, except for a gulping noise in 
her throat. Mrs. Jenny realized how 
severe the blow must he to one who had 
so prided herself on her patrician birth, 
who had commented so caustically niton 
people with “the manners of a servant” 
—to learn that she herself was the 
daughter of one! For want of words 
that would carry a true comforting ring, 
she kept silence, and picked up the other 
paper. A glance sufficed to show that 
it was a will. She replaced both pa
pers in the envelope.

A sudden thought came to her, and 
she shared it with Miss Arnold. “This 
is an important paper, one that might 
mean money to any unscrupulous per
son who might get possession of it— 
but just how? Who would get the es
tate if you lost it?”

Alison Arnold roused herself. “Why 
—I don’t know. Father had no other 
relatives, unless very distant. I don’t 
think it could be they; I doubt if they 
even knew he left any estate. Therfe 
were no relatives in this part of the 
country.”

“ blackmail, then.” Mrs. Jenney 
spoke decisively. “That must be it. To 
extort money from you by threatening 
to expose the information. And yet— 
you yourself didn’t know the facts 
stated in the letter. That would make 
blackmail impossible.”

"L'nlcss,” suggested Miss Arnold, 
“the blackmailer were to show or tell 
me the contents of the letter first. Then 
he—or she—would have something to 
work on.”

“ but having told you,” Mrs. Jenney 
objected, "he"—she stuck to the mas
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culine pronoun; the other seemed to her 
too much like an accusation of a spe- 
eilic person—“he would have no further 
hold upon you. He would have ex
hausted the possibilities of blackmail
ing you in the very process of turning 
thorn into possibilities. 'Hie shock of 
the disclosnry is the only tiling he 
could have to hold over you; having 
already given you that shock, how 
could he extort money? What could 
he threaten?”

Miss Arnold thought deeply. “Why, 
to make his discovery public.”

The landlady’s mind was not yet sat
isfied. “but how would that a fleet you? 
It isn’t as if you were a leader in so
ciety or anything of that sort. You’re 
in a city where you know very few peo
ple and few know you. Why. 1 doubt 
if even a sensational newspaper would 
print the story—it would have so little 
interest. You’ve told me yourself that 
you have practically no friends. A soli
tary woman like you is armed against 
any such publicity as this document 
might bring.”

“ but the money?” asked Alison. “Of 
course, the blackmailer wouldn’t get it; 
but he could threaten me with the loss of 
it.”

“ \'o. If you lose it as Mr. Arnold’s 
daughter, you immediately reinherit it 
as his legatee under this will.”

“ I’ve got it!” exclaimed the other. 
The problem had served admirably to 
rouse her from the effects of the first 
shock of her discovery. “The black
mailer might threaten to publish the let
ter and to destroy the will. Then I’d 
be deprived of the estate.”

“but the existence—yes, and the pro
visions—of the will are mentioned in the 
letter.” objected Mrs. Jenney.

“Yes; but that wouldn’t answer the 
purpose, in tiie absence of the will itself, 
legally,” Miss Arnold said. "That 
must be it. And to think that Mrs. 
Carney—whom you’ve harbored as if 
she were a lady—whom I ’ve always
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been polite to, should plot such a thing! 
And how did she know, in the first 
place? Or was it only accident that 
led her to take this, on the chance that 
it might be of more value than the lit
tle money I had in my desk drawer?”

Mention of her other boarder gave 
Mrs. Jennev a start of realization.

“Mercy! It’s nearly ten o’clock, and 
here we are in her room, like a pair of 
thieves or busybodies! 'If she were to 
leave the theater early, now----- ”

Miss Arnold had arisen.
“We’d best go to my room. 1 wish 

you would come, too. 1 need some one 
to talk to, after this discovery. And 
as for Mrs. Carney—well, it seems to 
me that she needs discussing, too.” She 
busied herself replacing the articles 
which she had disturbed in her search 
of her fellow boarder’s bureau. Then, 
on tiptoe, because of the guilty feeling 
that neither of them could quite sup
press, in spite of the evidence of Mrs, 
Carney’s duplicity, the}- left the room.

As they approached Miss Arnold’s 
door they heard a distinct sound come 
from within. At first it was only a foot
step, as if somebody were walking 
about inside. Then came a muffled ex
clamation and the sound of a struggle, 
and a hoarse, though subdued, voice— 
a man’s voice.

Alison Arnold drew back in terror, 
but the landlady quietly turned the knob 
and opened the door. The room was 
iu darkness, except for a stray bit of 
moonlight; but the voice was now easily 
distinguishable, accompanied by the 
sound of blows and by a gasping, chok
ing noise.

“Oh! So it’s you yourself, Alison! 
You! My fine lady that jilted me just 
before our wedding, when 1 needed 
your money to set me right at the of- 
lice. You, that made a fugitive, a 
hunted criminal of me. when it was 
almost within my grasp, to become a 
pillar of the community, a leader in so
ciety and business! All the fifteen

hunted years that I ’ve lived since are 
your doing.”

With a boldness born of desperation 
and sympathy, Mrs. Jenncy sw itched on 
the light just inside the door. On the 
couch at the side of the room lay a re
cumbent figure of a woman, tearing 
with vain and feeble hands at the clutch 
on her throat, receiving the impact of 
blow after blow from a heavy fist—the 
fist of a black-bearded man, with face 
distorted by passion, who stood over 
her.

As the light flashed on, the man 
turned his head, saw Mrs. Jennev, 
heard her call back through the door for 
imaginary reinforcements—for Alison 
Arnold was too frightened to he of any 
real assistance. With a snarl he rushed 
to the open winding and sprang out into 
the night.

The landlady rushed to the couch and 
bent over the still-conscious woman. 
“Why—why, it’s Mrs. Carney!”

Miss Arnold came in, and together 
they bathed the bruised face and throat. 
At first the injured woman sobbed and 
laughed hysterically; then, regaining 
self-control, she began to explain.

“He’d have killed me, sure, if you 
two hadn't come in just then. And I 
suppose you’re wondering, Miss Arnold, 
bow 1 come to be in your room, any
how.

“You never knew me, did you? But 
f knew you, and I came here only be
cause you did. That is, I'd seen this 
man—that was here just now—in Uos- 
ton, and he’d been looking for you and 
found you. He had a terrible grudge 
against you—as 1 have reason to know, 
since he mistook me for you in the dark 
here just now—and he wanted to get 
tnnncy from you. You’d know him, 
anyhow—Carl Bradbury.”

Miss Arnold's face went white. 
“Cart l’.radbury! That man—that 
fiend!”

"He wanted me to help him to get in 
touch with you, to get some papers or
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something that he needed. He thought 
I ’d help him, because—well, I used to 
be rather sweet on him. one time. And 
I pretended that I would, so’s I could 
find out what his plans were, and help 
you .against him. That's why 1  come 
here to Sirs. Jennev's in the first place; 
that's why I found out what the paper 
he wanted was, and come here and took 
it, so he wouldn’t find it. I'd told him 
to-night, when you’d be out, that he 
could come and overhaul your things.”

"Hut,” Miss Arnold asked, “but why 
—at such risk to yourself—why should 
you have done till this—for me? For 
some one you never heard of?"

"Me?" asked the other, rallying rap
idly front the effects of her recent beat
ing, which had been interrupted in 
time. "Why, 1 knew you, long ago— 
even if you didn't recognize me. It's 
the name. ! suppose, that fooled you. I 
Stas a servant in your daddy's house 
years ago. Carney ain't my real name; 
I w.as never married. I'm Mary Mil
ligan.”

"Mary Milligan!” The cry was full 
of mingled emotions. "Why, you're the 
girl—the girl that 1 caught Carl Brad
bury making love to—when I broke 
mv engagement to him!"

'"Yes.”
To Mrs. Jenney the disclosure of her 

hoarder's real name meant something 
el.-e. "Milligan?" She looked mean
ingly at Mis;, Arnold. “Was your 
mother at one time a servant in Mr. Ar
nold's house, too?”

"Yes. And a powerful lot she 
thought of him, too—and him of her. 
He left her well fixed before he died— 
it was him that provided for me, too, 
so that I can live like a lady, instead of 
working. He was a good man to us. 
And he often said to me, he said, ‘Mary, 
if my little girl, Alison, ever needs help, 
and you’re in a position to give it, do 
your best for her.’ And this was my 
chance—and J couldn’t do less for a 
man that had been so good to me and
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my mother. Not to mention that I was
fond of you yourself. Miss Alison.”

Alison Arnold flushed at the proof 
of the great-hearted loyalty which this 
worn,an had given her, in spile of the 
rebuffs, the coolness, almost the insults 
with whicli she bad re; aid her. And 
this was the daughter—the other daugh
ter—of Mrs. Milligan! With reddene 1 

face and humbled air Miss Arnold 
opened her lips. "I—Mary---- ■”

The landlady relieved her of her bur
den. “It seems that you’re not merely 
fellow boarders," she explained. 
"We've found out that you and Miss 
Arnold are—sisters!"

Mary Milligan sat on the couch, open- 
mouthed at the startling information. 
Miss Arnold approached her. placed a 
hand in one of the other's hands, and 
-poke—prosing that the instincts of a 
kidv are not the c-xelu-ive possession of 
those horn to old names.

"Mars'— I — I's o been horrid. 1 know. 
Fven though I hadn't the slightest ink
ling—still there’s no cxeu.-e for it 1 And 
all the svhile you svere doing all in your 
posset' to help me. to protect me from 
that man 1 i can never thank you— 
never repay you. ’Flic risk you ran if 
he found out! And here, to-night—svliy 
did you svait here in my room, where 
he'd find you, svherc he’d mistake you 
for me, in the dark, as he did?”

Mary rose and svalked tosvard the 
svindosv. Mrs. Jenney reminded her
self audibly that the police ought to be 
notified of the burglary, and started for 
the door.

"I—I wanted to talk to him, Miss 
Arnold.” She kept the formal name, 
even though she knesv nosv that the 
other was her sister, and that the name 
was not really hers. “He sva-n'i en
tirely had, 1 knosv—or I 'thought and 
hoped -o. I wanted to try to persuade 
him to—to give up his plan, to turn
straight again, to-----  1 have plenty
of money, and I could have helped him, 
I thought if he sasv me here----- ”
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She looked out of the window, lean
ing far over. In the moonlight she 
could see quite distinctly.

Suddenly she drew her head hack 
into the room, and her face was white 
with suffering.

“Mrs. Jenney!” she called. As the 
landlady’s steps were heard returning 
along the hall, Mary Milligan turned 
again to Alison. “He—that time you 
saw him kissing me, years ago—I loved 
him; and I think that he really loved

me, instead of you. And when I first 
recognized him here in town a few
months ago, I----- ”

The landlady reentered the room, and 
looked inquiringly at Mary. “Did you 
call me ?’’

“Yes. You won’t need to call the po
lice. He must have landed on his head 
when he jumped from the window. 
Look; lie’s dead! And I loved him 
once—I've always loved him—I love 
him now!’’
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FINGER M ARKINGS SU R VIVE  BURNS
DID GES that have lj£en obliterated from finger tips by slight burns arc effaced 

only temporarily. Such at least is the conclusion reached by Mr. Bert 
Wentworth, art expert on daetyloscopv. This conclusion is supported bv an 
experiment Mr. Wentworth conducted recently with himself as the subject. 
The scientist burned one of his fingers accidentally and then took advantage of 
the fact to find out what a superficial burn would do to the markings of the 
finger tip.

He took prints of the injured finger during a period of several weeks. 
At first along the line of the burn all ridges were obliterated, but as the linger 
healed the ridges could again be seen. One month and nine days after the 
accident Mr. Wentworth obtained a print of the finger tip which showed that 
the new skin had grown into exactly the same formation as that of the finger 
before it was burned.

AUTOM OBILE T R A P  SNARES HIGHW AYM EN
D Y  a clever ruse John Woerle, John ITurton, and James Maher, detectives con- 
u  nected with the Hunter's Point police station. New York, recently captured 
two highwaymen believed to be the ones who had terrorized the near-by dis
tricts of Long Island for some time. The detectives drove in a motor car to 
the locality where numerous holdups had been staged, and there they pretended 
that their automobile had broken down. Woerle was apparently making repairs 
to the car and Hurfm and Maher were hiding in the bushes bordering the road, 
when two men appeared and ordered the autoist to throw up his hands.

Instead of doing so Woerle began to fight, but was being overpowered by 
bis assailants when llurton and Maher came to his rescue. One of the foot
pads was captured after a chase; tlul other was arrested later at bis home.
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HAT Arn jolm-on mu-t die 
Wes Lowery had fully de
cided. Since lie had arrived 
at tiie conclusion that he must 

kill Arn. his neighbor and one-time 
friend, Wes had thought of little else

Although he worked with a sort of 
frenzy at whatever task was at hand 
about the farm, so  gpgm was his ab
straction that lie committed many 
stKTU.fi omissions. Several times, in the 
evenings. after milking Hetty, he had 
pone in and left her with the calf, to 
find, when he returned with his pail in 
the morning. that he had forgotten to 
separate them, lie had opened the fur
rows between the rows of two acres of 
corn to plant velvet beaus, only to re
move the bull tongue from his plow, 
fa -ten a board in its place, and cover the 
furrows without having sowed the seed. 
It was only when his wife. Lflie, dis
covered the untouched hag that he 
learn, d what he had done.

Lflie thoughts, wrongly, that she knew 
the root <j{ his trouble, and gave him 
sympathy, trying all the little blandish
ment- at her command to cheer him up. 
lie clung to her wistfully and to hi- 
little two-year-old, sandy-haired son. 
Tod. He grew gaunt and haggard; but 
he remained unswerving in his deter
mination.

He was -eated out on the back steps 
of his little home with bod. who was 
clad only in his thin, cotton nightgown, 
ela.-ped tightly in his anus. L'.liic, on the 
step above, was close, where \\ es could 
lean his head against her lap. It w;s 
so quiet, so peaceful. In the branch

o f the S w a m p ,”  etc.

beyond the field the mellow notes of a 
whippoorw ill blendid sweetly with the 
evening stillness.

Vet so strongly did this specter that 
loomed above him grip with its icy 
hand thtil he shivered. For he had de
rided that the next evening, at .about 
this hour, lie would kill Arn. Hungrily 
lie -mothered little Tod to his breast. 
The hand that Lflie had re. fed lightly 
on hi- shoulder he caught in ids own 
and held against his cheek. Hut there 
was no relief. He wondered vaguely 
how long it wo’Jd  he after the deed be
fore the peace hat had been his would 
return.

This decision to kill Arn had come 
after all else seemed of no .avail. Arn 
Johnson was a great hulk of a man. 
Hi- place joined that of Wes Lowery’s, 
l ive years ago, when Wes had first 
come with laftie to make his home here, 
Arn had been his neighbor and good 
friend. Then, after two years, one 
gloomy night in September a hurricane 
had swept up tiie southeast and blown 
the great red oak that overshadowed 
Arn’s house over on the roof, which 
had been smashed like an egg she!I. In 
the creaking, howling darkness, from 
beneath the wreckage Arn had dragged 
the crushed, lifeless bodies of his wife 
and two small children.

Arn said that his own soul bad then 
loft bis body and a devil had entered in 
it- place. His neighbor- had grown to 
-hull him. lie was a pariah, a man 
without a soul.

At first, after the stricken man had 
.-painted with surly contempt the kindly
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offices of Wes and Effie, there had been 
merely a cessation of neighborliness be
tween the two men. Then Wes had be
gun to suffer from persecutions by Am. 
A  road over which Wes had always 
hauled in his winter's supply of wood 
ran behind the two places over unfenced 
ground. That part of the road which 
traversed Arn’s laud laid been delib
erately barred off with a single-strand 
fence, so that Wes had to go a mile out 
of his way to get around. A turkey 
hen with her brood had strayed into 
A r i l ’s  field. He had shot them, every 
one. and tossed them over the fence into 
Wes’ place. Stock had been shot. The 
old while sow, heavy with pigs, had 
broken into Aril's melon patch, doing 
considerable damage. She bad come 
home to die of poison.

Such depredations are unavoidable in 
a country where fences are none too 
good. But it is the part of a neighbor 
to forbear and allow bis fellow to make 
good the loss. How gladly Wes would 
have made reparation! And he could 
not bring himself to visit on Arn’s stock 
the retribution that was due their mas
ter when they, in turn, broke in on Wes* 
possessions. He simply drove them out 
and mended his fence.

lie bad never failed to go and re
monstrate against the damage Aril’s 
stock bad caused him and to protest 
about the treatment of his own. And 
Am had never failed to meet his pro
tests with brutal sarcasm and to order 
him off his place. When Wes bad gone 
to protest about the white sow. although 
he had been warned by Ellin, bis boil
ing anger at the outrage had made itself 
manifest in his speech, lie tint as it 
may. Aril had caught the smaller man 
to him and unmercifully beaten him. 
He then tiling Wes from him with die 
threat that if ever lie caught Wes or 
his woman or his brat on his place, lie 
would kill the one he found there.

Wes bad crept home to Elbe -o 
bruised and beaten that he had to spend

several days in bed. His pride was 
crushed. It is an awful thing to slink 
home to your mate, having been physi
cally beaten by another. It was then he 
had made up his mind that he must 
either move away or kill Aril Johnson. 
Finally, because he refused to be driven 
away, he had decided to kill his neigh
bor.

Surely, lie reasoned, there could be 
no sin attached to ending the life of a 
vicious brute like Aril. Wes bad de
termined that his own life should not he 
blasted and bis wife and child made un
happy by the deed.

Long and careful thought he had 
given the matter. Time, place, and 
method must be chosen that would leave 
no suspicion to rest on him. Many 
plans were found, sifted, and rejected. 
Then, at last, one was retained that he 
thought would do.

Wes had a broad knife with an eight- 
inch blade and a hilt, a hunting knife, 
w hich he had purchased to use in stick
ing hogs. This would he the weapon. 
After lie had made; up his mind to kill 
Arn, Wes had begun to spy upon him, 
and had learned that every evening, 
about dark, Arn went down to his lot 
to milk his cow. Twice Wes had 
slipped over to conceal him-elf in the 
loft of the barn to watch. Arn always 
entered the feed room, mixed his bucket 
of feed, then went out through a rear 
door into the lot. We- decided that the 
darkened feed room would be the place.

Xo one would si:.-pect him. lie 
w ould slip in behind Arn, stab hint in the 
back', drop the knife down Arn’s well, 
then go quietly home. There would be 
no haunting memories of a death strug
gle. A quick blow in the dark was ail. 
Perhaps it would be weeks before any 
one found out that Arn had been killed.

It bad been hard for him to decide to 
slip upon his enemy and deal him the 
blow unawares. He would have pre
ferred to arm himself securely with a 
pist. 1 or ■d’o’guf, go and face Arn, tell



1 2 0 Detective Story Magazine
him that he deserved to die, then kill 
him. But this plan might miscarry. He 
might be found out. and Eftie and Tod 
would suffer; lor he had ceased to re
gard himself in the matter, except in 
relation to them.

The tig, broad knife rested on a high 
shelf in the kitchen, and every morning, 
before Eflie was dressed, he went out to 
make the tire in the little stove. He 
would take the knife down, look at it 
critically, then whet it a few turns on 
the rock that lay beside it, until it hail 
developed a razor edge.

( )n the fateful evening, before Am 
had yet left his house, Wes secured the 
knife and went to hide himself in Aril’s 
M l. The last of the day had been blot
ted out by scudding clouds and a misty 
rain, it would be darker than usual in 
the feed room. Then an uncertainty 
came to trouble Wes. Suppose Arn 
brought a lantern ?

But presently he heard Aril's heavy 
footsteps, saw his huge, stooped form 
dimly i'n the hallway which ran through 
the barn, and noticed the skirts of the 
old overcoat that Arn wore to keep off 
the rain.

Arn entered the feed room, leaving 
the door half open behind him, as Wes 
had noticed was his custom. There had 
been no way of learning just how long 
he remained within, before going out 
through the ether door into the cow lot; 
but Wes decided to give him plenty of 
time to become busy in lixing his feed. 
Then he crept silently down the ladder.

At the door of the feed room he 
paused, heedful lest his entering should 
obstruct the light and bring the other's 
attention. Then, flattening himself, lie 
slipped in sideways and leaned against 
the wall among some old harness hang
ing there. At first, it was too dark to 
see anything. Then, as bis eyes became 
accustomed to the dim light, he could 
see a bulk over against the feed box.

Cautiously he sidled along the wall. 
Once his groping lingers came into con

tact with the cold metal of a cow bell, 
suspended from its peg by a leathern 
collar. His heart seemed to stop beat
ing while he listened to see if the im
pact of his fingers had been great 
enough to cause the swinging clapper 
to strike the side of the hell. Then he 
moved silently on.

Things were working out exactly as 
he had planned. He had, it is true, a 
difficulty in breathing. The pounding 
of his heart seemed to rock his body. 
There was a strange icy feeling about 
bis lips and his hands. But, in the grip 
of the premeditated crime, he moved 
with precision, the knife held ready for 
the fatal stroke.

Xmv he hovered almost above that 
form at the feed box. Reaching with 
his left hand, his fingers lightly brushed 
the overcoat, frosted with raindrops. 
1 nstanly, with all the force of his right 
arm, he drove in the knife, up to the 
hilt.

Slowly the great bulk slipped down. 
He felt the weight of it against him. 
The wet coat was cold against the back 
of his hand. Turning, he ran from the 
room.

lie realized that he was panting hard 
when he reached Aril’s well and 
dropped in the knife, waiting an instant 
to hear it splash far below. He held 
up his hand to examine it. So far as 
he could see by the dim light, it was not 
stained. But lie must compose himself ; 
he must act naturally when he reached 
home and went into the kitchen to Elite.

As he neared the house, he examined 
his hand again in the light which 
streamed from the window, and still 
could see no convincing evidence. Some 
way, though, it seemed to he there, even 
if invisible to his eyes. His hand felt 
warmly sticky. Unconsciously he 
wiped it against his trousers.

As he entered the kitchen door lit
tle Tod ran to meet him, arms out
stretched. Instinctively Wes held his 
right hand behind him and tried to hold
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the child away. Again he looked for
stains on his lingers, which felt so per
sistently clammy.

Tod tried to draw him to his accus
tomed chair; but Wes resisted and 
wi-hed to keep out of contact with his 
baby hoy. His mouth felt dry, and, al
though, time and again, he drank from 
the bucket on the table, the parched 
feeling was not relieved.

I'.ftie, who was busy over the stove 
frying bacon, presently turned to him.
■"“ Wes. lend me yo’ pocketknife. I 

want to peel some taters. I been usin’ 
that big knife er yourn what was on 
the shelf; but hit's gone. Yog seen it 

lie  had been drinking some more 
water. At the mention of the knife he 
started so that the gourd dipper struck 
against his teeth and the water spilled 
down the front of his clothes.

"No, I ain’t seen it,” he said hastily, 
handing her his pocketknife.

lie moved restlessly about the room, 
trying to avoid little Tod, who persist
ently clufig to his legs, begging to he 
taken. Presently ElTie came to place 
solicitous hands on his wet shoulders.

“ You're all damp, Wes,” she said. 
"Conte over here by the stove an’ dry 
yo'se’f.”

Hut lie shrank away from her touch 
and muttered something unintelligible.

“What’s the matter with you. Wes?” 
she suddenly asked him, trying to look 
directly into his shifting eyes. “Alt’ 
what makes yer hold yo’ hand so curus? 
Did ycr hurt yo’se'f?”

"No; I ain't hurt myse’f. Ain’t 
nothin’ the matter,” he replied hastily, 
licking his dry lips.

“Yes, they is, too, Wes. You can’t 
fool me. Tell me. honey. What is it ? 
lias—has Arn been botherin’ you er- 
K 'n :  ’

‘ They ain’t nothin’, I say. What 
makes you so foolish?”

Although he hacked away from her, 
she followed him across the room. 
W licit, against the wall, he could go no

farther, with convulsive hand she 
gripped the shirt over his chest and 
stood looking up into his face.

“What is it, We<?" she asked in a 
hushed voice. "What have you done?”

Then, with head averted, unable to 
meet his wife's eyes, almost without his 
know ledge something of the awful truth 
that ,seemed crushing his Dram burst 
from him. Hut he tried to dissemble. 
Almost incoherentlv lie babbled :

“ It—it’s Arn. 1 b'lieve somebody’s 
done kilt him. I—1 seen er man slip 
in the feed room hellin’ ’im. Arn ain’t 
come out no mo'."

Her anus were about his -boulders 
now.

"Oh, Wes, We-!” she moaned. “I 
was feared hit was coinin' ter that. Oh, 
Wes, what kin we do?”

His thoughts, which were all out of 
balance, would not lit them-cives con
secutively together. Presently, how
ever. the germ of an idea came to him.

"I’ll go git led Hardin.” he said. 
‘‘That’s what folks does when they 
finds somebody’s been kilt. They goes 
fer the deputy.”

(die was suddenly calm. “Xo, Wes,” 
she swill in a strained voice. “Don’t 
go after Ed. Don’t do nothin’. Jos’ 
keep quiet. Folks won't know. They
■won’t think that—that----- ” Her voice
quavered and broke.

I tut lie was scarcely heeding her. 
Already apian was forming in his brain, 
a storv to tell the deputy, of how lie 
had seen a man, armed with a knife, 
creep into the feed room behind Arn, 
of how his suspicions had been aroused 
so that he had come for Ed. It seemed 
impossible, now, to keep from talking 
of the murder.

“ I must go,” he said. “ I must go.”.
Elbe tried to hold him. He struggled 

to free himself. Little Tod, frightened, 
began to cry. Presently, with a wrench 
of his body. Wes slipped away, leaving 
his coat in Eflie’s clinging fingers.

t tut through the front of the house
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he rushed, bare-headed. The road was 
muddy, with frequent pools. Unheed- 
ingly lie stumbled and floundered along, 
running most of the three miles to Kd 
Hardin’s house, slowing to a walk only 
when his lungs seemed totally devoid 
of air.

Kd was in his bedroom, reading, his 
big frame hunched over a small table 
on which rested a kerosene lamp. lie 
looked keenly at the disheveled figure 
as Wes, still gasping for breath, mow
ing, jumbling his words out in an in
coherent mass, told his story. With no 
comment, the big deputy slipped on his 
shoes, thrust a searchlight into his 
pocket, and led the way out to the barn.

“(fit in,” he said when the little bay 
mare was harnessed to the buggy. They 
were the first words he had spoken. 
In silence they drove back the muddy 
road to Arn’s stable yard.

At the feed-room door Wes shrank 
back. Kd flung wide the door, flashing 
his light inside.

“Ain’t nothin’ here,” he said laconi
cally after a moment.

Wes stumbled forward, brushed by 
Ed. stood with wide-staring eyes.

Ed walked farther into the room, the 
brilliant flare of the electric torch illu
minating the space in front of him.

A sack of meal lay on the floor beside 
the feed box. Stooping, he grasped 
something dark and slowly drew the old 
overcoat from beneath the sack. Hold
ing it up, he displayed a slit about an 
inch long between the shoulders. He 
then dropped it to the floor and stood 
on end the sack of meal. As he moved 
it from a small hole the meal streamed 
out to the floor. With a grunt he let 
it fall.

“What’d yerdo with the knife, Wes?” 
he asked, turning the light full into the 
other's face.

“ 1—I—where is he, Ed? Where is 
he?” gasped Wes.

"Peers like yer wrecked yo’ venge
ance on this here harmless sack of

shorts. What did yer do with the 
knife?” he repeated.

“I—dropped hit in Arn's well. An' 
I didn’t kill ’im? Tell me, lull Tell 
me! I didn't kill ’im?”

“Hit was this way, I reckon,” said 
Ed thoughtfully. “The meal was lean in' 
’gainst the feed box. so. The overcoat 
was bangin’ over hit, like this. Yer 
crope in in the dark, an’ bein’ sorter 
flusteredlike, driv yer knife through the 
coat inter the sack er meal, thinkin’ it 
was himv Don’t reckon hit \va- yo’ 
fault that yer didn't----- ”

He paused. W es had flung himself 
to the floor and buried his face in his 
arms. He sobbed aloud. His body 
squirmed, and the unswept litter clung 
to his drenched clothing.

The big deputy sat down on the bag 
of shorts and whimsically looked on. 
Presently he stooped and, grasping Wes 
by the arm, pulled him to his feet. 
“That’ll do,” lie said sharply. “Now 
shet up an’ tell me ’bout it.”

“ Put—oh. Ed! I ’m so glad I didn't 
do i t !”

“ 'Twa’n’t yo’ fault, howsomever. To 
all intents an’ purposes you air er mur
derer, jes’ the same. Now come an’ 
tell me all 'bout the startin’ of hit."

Together, Ed carrying the old coat 
over his arm, they went outside to stand 
in the light of the stars which were now 
peeping out from between the parting 
clouds. From the beginning Wes told 
of his persecution by Arn.

“An’ yer thought ter cure It ini' by 
sendin' bis black soul on its way ter 
meet those of bis innocent wife an’ chil
dren?”

“ But, Ed, he says he ain’t got no 
soul. An’ I b’licve hit.”

“Pshaw!” was the contemptuous 
reply.

Ed Hardin, his head bowed thought
fully, moved slowly away from Wes. 
After a few feet he turned and came 
back. Then, looking quickly at the 
young farmer, he said :
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“Wes, you air er murderer, all right. 
Don't fergit that. An’ the only way I 
see for yer ter clean yo’ soul of the 
stain is ter yer ter act the hypocrite an' 
sorter keep up this lie yer tried ter pass 
off on me. They mostly goes tergether, 
an) -.. tty—lies an’ hypocritcness.

"Don’t try ter reason out the wins 
an’ the wherefores, kase hit seems yer 
done made er pretty po’ out of yo' 
reasonin’ alream. An' mehbe alter 
v.hile yer kin act without playin’ the 
hvpocrile. Then's when yer kin stair 
up heir/ yo’ < iod once mo’ an’ say: 
‘Look at me; I'm what yer calls er man.’

" We're goin’ up now an’ see Am—• 
this here feller what they says ain’t got 
no soul, lout you let me do the talkin'. 
Jk-s’ keep yo' mouth shot an' listen, an' 
ycr’ll git yo’ tip where you is ter come 
in. I may not lie idlin’ the whole truth 
in what I’m goin' ter say; hut I ’m er 
ole han’ at lyin’ an’ kin do hit natural.'’

T hat part of the house which had 
hern crushed in by the tree had 'as. n 
cleared away. leaving only the kitchen, 
to which a lean-to shed had been built, 
when Arn slept, Ed Hardin and Wes 
paused at a window to glance in. and 
.-aw the big man bulked in a chair in 
the kitchen, his grizzled head, bowed for
ward on his chest. C )n the tabic, where 
a small lamp glowed dully through a 
smoked chimney, were evidences that 
supper had been in preparation. He 
seemed to have stopped right in the 
midst of them to sink into his chair.

When lid knocked at the door there 
was no response. Unceremoniously he 
shoved the door open and entered, Wes. 
a little fearfully, following close behind.

Arn raised his head and glared at 
them. Inarticulate growls rumbled in 
his throat.

Then, lurching himself upright in his 
chair, in: blurted :

“S-i verve brought F.d ter ’rest me, 
hare yer? Didn’t i tell yer ef 1 ever 
four,’ yer cm my place ergiti I’d kill 
yer?"

“Hold on, Arn,” said Ed quietly. 
“Wes ain’t meanin’ yer no harm. Y o’ 
own heart is so dam’ black that yer can’t
see no good in others.”

“Ed Hardin*” roared Arn, half rising 
from his chair, “ef you’ve come here 
ter give me any er yo’ lip—— ”

A l e s ’ rest easy, Arn," said Jul, rais
ing liis hand. "1 ain't here on no lightin’ 
bee to-night. Some other time i'll ’com
modate yer, ef yer’rc so mind. I’m 
here ter tell yer that somebody tried ter 
murder yer.”

"Tried ter murder me?” said Arn 
wi iideringiy.

“Yes. Wes. here, come tole me he 
seen somebody suspicious-lookin' 
sneakin’ 'bout yo’ place, an’ that he got 
onensv. Ease ver know yer don’t ex
actly live in love an’ charity with yo’ 
neighbors. Arn. He didn’ try ter warn 
yer. Yer know ver tole ’im vot'd kill 
'im ef yer caught 'ini on yo’ place.” 

"How come Wes ter go ier you ,J He 
ain't g o t  no call ter care what happens 
ter me.”

“ Hut we'd he been too late,” con
tinued Ed. ignoring"the question. “Hit 
jes' happened by accident that feller 
didn't git yer. See this coat.'" See that 
hob ? The coat was bangin’ over er 
su k  of meal in yo’ feed room, an’, 
thinkin' hit was you, that feller snunk in 
an' driv er knife through the coat.” 

‘Wes; I thought I left the coat there 
when 1 went out to milk," said Arn 
quietly. “Hut when I come back 1 
didn't see hit nowhere."

“Hit was down under the sack.” 
“Ed,” said Arn after a little pause, 

and there was no passion in his voice 
now, “I wisht that knife had been stuck 
inter me stid of that bag er meal.” 
Then he asked again : “Ilow come Wes 
ter go fer you?"

The big deputy’s voice rang with an 
intensity of feeling as he replied : “Wes 
don't want that black soul of yourn ter 
go up like hit is ter meet yo’ wife an’ 
children.”
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“Ed, I ain’t got no soul.”
“Jes’ git that out of yo’ mind, Am. 

Wes an’ Effie knows Mabel an’ little 
Beth, an’ little Sue is up there waitin’ 
fer you, an' they don't want ter see 
yer go ter ’em like yer is now.”

Arn slowly raised his eyes to a shelf 
on which was the picture of a family 
group—he and his wife and two chil
dren. Me held on his knee one little 
g irl; she held the other. Beside the 
picture was a small sock, only half knit
ted, the needles sticking crossways 
through the wool. Slowly Aril's hard 
face grew less tense. A softened light 
came Into his eyes.

“ Yer reckon lliey’s waitin' fer me, 
Ed? I hadn’t thought of that.”

“Course they is! An’ they’s another 
woman would he jes’ plum’ 'stracted ef 
that mail had kilt yer.”

"Who, Ed?” asked Aril wondering!}-. 
“ Eftie. Wouldn’t she, Wes?”
“She sho would, Ed. She slio 

would.” replied Wes with conviction.
Taking advantage of the situation, I'd 

hurried o n : “An’ you’re goin’ over
there with us now."

lie  grasped Arn by the arm and 
pulled him to his feet. Me took a bat
tered felt hat from the table and set 
it on Aril’s head. “Come on.”

And. before the big, grief-hardened 
man had time to realize what was hap
pening, he was being hurried out 
through the door, Ed on one side of

him, Wes coming to range himself on 
the other.

When they were near the house, from 
the kitchen of which the light still 
streamed, Ed sent the young fanner on 
ahead to prepare Eflie. When they en
tered the kitchen door, she was there to 
meet them, hands outstretched.

“Arn Johnson,” she cried, “I’m that 
glad ter sec yer!” The relief and joy 
in her voice were unmistakable. “Come 
an’ set right here in this chair by the 
stove. Ed. pull you er chair in out the 
yuther room. Wes, run out ter the 
smoke housff an’ git one er them sugar- 
cured hams. I’ll have supper goin’ iu 
er jiffy.”

Arn sank heavily down. Little Tod 
came to lean against his knee and gaze 
wonderingly' up into his face. Sud
denly the big man swept the child into 
his arms and clasped him hungrily 
against his breast. Mis face was bowed 
over the touseled, sandy hair.

“Where yer goin’, Ed?” asked Effie 
suddenly, as the big deputy rose and 
sidled toward the door. “Ain’t yer 
goin’ ter stay an’ eat with us?”

“Xo, honey. I nuis' be trollin’ er- 
long. But I’ll be out ter see you-all 
soon.”

As Ed Hardin untied his little bay 
mare from Arn’s lot fence he confided 
to her with a dry chuckle:

“An’ folks savs he ain’t got no soul. 
I lull!"

SING SING LOSES PRINCIPAL KEEPER
A FTER more than twenty-eight years in the prison service Martin J Deeley, 

principal keeper at Sing Sing, Ossining, New York, has been retired on a 
pension. Appointed as a guard by Warden W. R. Brown in December, 1891, 
Deeley was trained in the old methods of dealing with offenders. Iron disci
pline was the rule when he entered the service, but with changing times he 
changed, too, and adopted the methods prescribed by those in charge of the 
penal institution. During the last six years, while he was principal keeper, 
Deeley has led many condemned men to the electric chair.



ALTIXG his cayuse in front 
of the Cactus City Bank, Jim 
McLeod, sheriff of Cactus 
County, swung out of the sad

dle and, slipping the bridle reins over 
the hitching post, strode into the battle.

lie was a close friend of John Brent, 
the bank'- president, and greetings be
tween them were informal.

“You sent for me.’' said McLeod. 
“ What’s wrong""

John Brent fussed with the furnish
ings in" his broad-topped desk before re
plying.

Jt was a peculiarity of hi- to give 
painstaking and articulate care to de
tails when his mind was weighted with 
matters of grave import.

This habit was well known to Jim 
McLeod, and lie now sat in patience, 
while the other pa! away his ink bot
tle and pens and straightened the lit
ter of papers on the desk. Having at
tended to these trivial items, Brent 
leaned back in his swivel chair and met 
the keen, gray eyes of the sheriff with a 
worried gaze.

"Mv cashier’s gone, Mac! With 
thirty thousand dollars’ worth of ne
gotiable securities!" he announced 
grimly.

The oilier gasped with astonishment.
"You mean Lew Cakler?" he asked 

incredulously.
“1 do." replied Brent, repressed indig

nation suffusing his face a dull red.

“Lew CaMey, to whom 1 gave a job— 
chiellv on account of hi- mother."

McLeod --at in shocked s’kafe.
"iie  asked for his vacation yester- 

dav.” co in im!cd Brent, "and I told him 
he might lake a week oil. 1 iie securi
ties came in yer-tenby at l e n t o o n ,  and 1 
was witii him when he locked them in 
the vault. J '•.■ft the bank before clos
ing time, lie must have taken them
ativrward. Thrv’re gone!"

McLeod leaned forward. “And you 
jusi discovered this?"

“Aboivt twenty minutes ago. I’ve 
wired up and down the line. 1 le left 
town last night, presumable for Port
land. 1 telephoned the station agent and 
got that information fifteen minutes 
ago."

"W ell nave a hard time to get him. 
I'm afraid," said McLeod, "with the 
start he has."

“ 1 don't doubt it." replied Brent. “I 
wan; vour opinion. As I said. I’ve 
wired up and down the road, and they’re 
on the iook-oul for him, hut 1 thought 
you'd maybe know what his real move 
might he.”

"San Brisco," retorted McLeod de
cisively. "He'll never go to Portland. 
I've heard him say he didn't like it, and 
that Bri-co was die only read town on 
the i <.a.-t. I lu ll never get farther north 
than Bri-co.”

ioiin incut looked glum. "If he ever 
loses himself in that burg with that 
van. it's good night, little Willie!"
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McLeod lapsed into a brown study, 

his lean hands resting idly on the arms 
of the chair, his eyes bent absently on 
the floor.

‘'He’s got a lot of friends here, such 
as they are, and there’s a girl he’s in
terested in,” he commented finally.

John llrent caught his thought in
stantly.

“Lew Calder is a crook, but, also, he 
isn’t a fool in that way. You’ll never 
get hold of him through any woman!”

McLeod set his jaw stubbornly. “ I'm 
going to get him !”

“ Hmv?” (ientle sarcasm permeated 
the query.

“ I haven’t an idea—yet,” replied Mc
Leod gravely.

The two stared at each other; the 
banker's eyes were the first to turn 
away. He sighed heavily, and his big, 
bulk)' shoulders sagged perceptibly as 
he got to his feet.

“< io to it, Mac,” he said doubtingly, 
"and if you can do it, there’s a thou
sand in it for you. I've got to recover 
those securities or I’m in serious trou
ble! Calder! Who’d have thought i t !”

“Not so hard to believe, when you 
think of Calder, senior,” replied Mc
Leod. “He broke his wife’s heart long 
before he was killed, cheating at cards 
ill a row over in Parker’s saloon ten 
years ago. I ’m glad she’s not here to 
bear this!”

“Well.” Brent said grimly, “that’s one 
aspect of the case to be happy over. 
But that doesn’t help me out any!”

“ Never you mind,” McLeod consoled 
understanding!)'. “Just leave it to me 
—and I’ll get him!”

He strode briskly to the door and on 
out of the bank. Throwing the reins 
back over his pony's head, and in the 
saddle again, he cantered down the 
street.

Although it was not yet ten o’clock, 
the morning heat gave promise of what 
the day might offer. Puffs of hot wind 
swept in off the desert, sometimes car

rying the sting of sharp sand in its 
touch, as it traveled over Cactus City.

McLeod's cayuse was panting with 
the heat when he drew rein at his own 
little cabin at the ragged edge of the 
town, but the sheriff seemed scarcely 
conscious of the rising temperature. 
His mind was already struggling with 
the problem of getting Lew Calder.

Absent-mindedly he unsaddled and 
sparingly watererl and fed his sweating 
horse, and, as if in a dream, prepared 
his own noonday meal.

Afterward he lit his pipe and sat a 
long time, wrapped in a brown study. 
The sun was casting shadows eastward, 
when across the withdrawn, half-vacu
ous look in his face—which always 
characterized his periods of intense con
centration—there flickered the shadow 
of a solution.

Jim McLeod weighed and measured 
it with care and precision before Anally 
accepting it as good.

Having once made his decision, he 
was ready to act. His face cleared of 
all doubt, he got to his feet, tense and 
alert. Looking at his watch, his eyes 
widened to find it much later than he 
had supposed, so swiftly did time pass 
when he was thinking.

Resaddling hi.- pony, he started for 
the bank again, arriving just as John 
Brent was leaving for the day.

“I ’ve got it, Brent!'’ he announced 
crisply.

A swift look of hopefulness flashed 
across the haggard countenance of the 
banker. He was plainly showing the 
anxiety under which he was laboring.

“Have you any news of him yet?” 
asked McLeod abruptly, as they entered 
the president's private office.

Brent shook his head gloomily. "Not 
a word.”

“Well, listen to this,” replied the 
sheriff, hitching his chair closer, "and 
see what you think of it.” Then, mak
ing sure’ the door was closely shut, he 
talked long and earnestly.
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When he had concluded, John Brent 

sat staring at him incredulously.
“ I can’t believe you're serious Mac,” 

lie said, alter the pause had grown un- 
coin (WiaUle.

"But 1 am!” declared the sheriff. “I 
net i r was more - erious in my li fe ! And 
if we don't work quickly it will he too 
late to ever try to get him—this way! 
What do you say ?”

For a long moment John Brent sat 
staring at his friend doubling!)'.

McLeod bore the scrutiny with as 
much grace ns he could niu-ler, then 
.'hilled; restlessly in his chair.

"MayljS you've got a heller idea to 
offer?" he asked -areas!ically.

Brent shook his head. ".My ideas 
don't run along your lines," lie replied. 
"I couldn’t think no a better—or worse 
—one, if I tried all night!’’

"You mean you won't accent it?” 
asked McLeod quietly.

“ 1 don't know yet. I haven’t refected 
it .» 1 Lit 1 can’t see why, as long as you 
were thinking tip something, yon 
couldn ' t  have hit upon a plan more—- 
more----- ’’

“Yes. I ’ll spend the next few days 
hatching some little plan exactly to your 
fancy.” interrupted McLeod impa
tiently. "In the meantime, Lew Gilder 
will be on his way to the Orient or 
South Africa! No! You take my ad
vice this time! Call off the police and 
recall those wires you sent out to day. 
Tell 'em it was a mistake. If you don’t, 
it'll get into the papers, and Lew Glider 
will be watching for just that informa
tion. lie ’ll know he's already been dis
covered. You leave it to me, and if 
my scheme doesn’t work, I’ll resign my 
job as sheriff!’’

There was something in the keen, 
gray eyes and earnestness of McLeod's 
whole attitude that impressed Brent, 
lie  hesitated a moment longer, then his 
doubts gave way to resolution, and lie 
thrust out his hand.

“ It's a go, Mac!” he said decisively.

“Maybe you’re right, and maybe you’re
wrong, but I’m going to take a chance 
on hading ou t! And if we fail, we’ll 
Loth have to take our medicine!”

“We won't fail,” replied McLeod, 
getting to his feet. “And now, the 
sooner we get 1 m -y the better. I ’ve 
got a lot of things to attend to before 
we start out.” lie  looked at bis watch.

“ I'll he hack in half an hour,” he 
said. “Will you be ready then?”

Brent nodded.
After the sheriff had gone lie sat for 

a time, wrapped in a brown study. Then 
his jaws set; he wrote telegrams recall
ing those lie had sent mu earlier in the 
day. The most casual observation 
would have disclosed that he was doing 
this against his better judgment. And 
John Brent wasn’t a man easily swayed, 
lie re enied. even while he carried out, 
Jim McLeod's instructions.

Something of this crept into his at
titude when, exactly a half hour later, 
McLeod again entered the private office.

As the two emerged from the bank, 
pausing for a moment on the street be
fore getting into Brent's powerful road
ster, Brent turned for a last protest.

“ I don’t see why you think it’s ncccs- 
sarv for us to go to Needles,” he grum
bled.

“ 1 think I explained all that this 
afternoon,” said McLeod carefully. 
‘‘.Vow, drive around home and tell your 
family, and then let’s get started.”

Resignedly the banker got into his 
machine and took the wheel, while Mc
Leod climbed in beside him.

As they passed the constable’s office 
McLeod called out.

The constable, dozing in a chair in 
the shade of a strip of ragged awning, 
sat up with a jerk, his sleepy, blue eyes 
blinking.

"We’re going to Ycedles on busi
ness,” flic sheriff said crisply. “May 
not be back to-night. Keep your eye on 
the pair of Mexes that’s been hanging 
around town lately!”

1 2 7
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Constable Torrey nodded and grinned 

as the car moved forward, then disap
peared down the street in a cloud of 
tine dust.

A little later it swung back through 
the town and into the desert road lead
ing to Needles.

It was a three hours’ trip, and by the 
time the sheriff and the banker reached 
their destination the sun had been gone 
for some time and the cooling shades of 
night were falling.

The ramshackle town, somnolent dur
ing the day under the ferocity of the 
sun, had begun to show signs of life, 
which trickled from the heat-cracked 
dwellings and swarmed through the 
four-inch dust of Main Street as 11 rent 
and McLeod drew up in front of the 
Needles Hotel.

F.verybody in Needles knew John 
Brent and Jim McLeod, and the wel
come they received was rousing,

"Lookin' fer somelniddv, Mac?” 
shouted some one from the crowd.

McLeod shrugged. “ I'm usually 
looking for somebody,” he replied non
committally.

No further questions were asked. 
Needles wondered, hut, also. Needles 
knew how to mind its own business, and 
was content to honor its guests with
out exhibiting too much curiosity.

The sun was high and hot the follow
ing day when John Brenf’s car again 
chugged its way into Cactus, to lin'd the 
town in the throes of a great excite
ment.

At the hank Brent and McLeod were 
met !>v a buzzing group of citizens.

"What’s all this?” asked McLeod 
quickly, as all faces turned to him ex
citedly.

"The hank was robbed last night!” 
Harry Newton, paying teller, stepped 
forward, his thin locks disordered upon 
his high brow, his pale eyes owllike be
hind tb.eir thick lensed glasses, his small, 
clawlike hands clenching in impotent in
dignation against the outrage.

"Yes, sir—robbed!” he went on in a 
trembling voice. "The back window 
was forced and the vault broken into, 
and for.lv thousand dollars in money 
and securities are gone, sir! Jhnpson 
and I took the liberty of going over 
things, and that’s the result we found, 
sir.”

With au oath John Brent sprang from 
the ear and rushed up the bank steps, 
McLeod close at his heels. They en
tered together and made a hasty exami
nation of the vault. What Harry New
ton had said was true.

Tremblingly the bank's president 
sank into a chair and mopped his fore
head. lie sat staring helplessly at Mc
Leod. The latter turned on the paying 
teller.

“You had no business to touch any
thing,” he said severely. "You fellows 
probably destroyed evidence that might 
have led to the identity of the thieves."

“Those two Mexicans,” interrupted 
Constable Torrey, pale with excitement. 
"They’re gone this morning. Late last 
night 1 heard horses galloping past my 
house. 1 know it was them, now!”

"Where was the night watchman ?" 
asked McLeod angrily.

"Cot slugged over the head, and 
didn't know anything until it was all 
over. They hound an’ gagged 'im. an' 
we didn't lint! ’im until this morning, 
lie  don't know nothing about i t !”

McLeod waved his arms impatiently. 
"Cet out of here, all of you. except you. 
Lock well!” he ordered, turning to the 
reporter of the Cactus weekly newspa
per.

Having cleared the hank of all out
siders. lie addressed the president. 
"What do you want to come out in to
morrow’s sheet?” he asked gruffly.

Brent turned to the newspaper man. 
"The hank directors will stand back of 
anything i say. You tel! Cactus, in to
morrow's issue, that the loss, although 
a heavy one, by no means cripples the
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bank, and that we’re open for business 
the same as usual.”

“And tell ’em,” put in McLeod, “that 
we’re going to get the robbers if we 
have to turn Cactus County wrong side 
out to do it! Write up a full descrip
tion of the two Mexicans, and otter a 
reward of a hundred dollars for any in
formation leading to their arrest. And 
let's see a copy of your stud before it 
goes to press. That’s all just now!” 

When the newspaper man had gone 
I b ent sat staring into vacancy before 
hint.

"This certainly is a m iss!” he ex
claimed pettishly. “I’d like to know 
what I'm going to do now! As a
sheriff, Mac. you'd make a good----- ”

“ I’race up!” cut in McLeod curtly. 
"You've got a lot of wiring to do and 
no time to waste now. You may ;t> well 
go right down to the telegraph office to 
do your sending. It'll be easier. I'm 
going out to get together a posse."

lie strode from the office resentfully, 
leaving the hanker to his own conflict
ing emotions.

Cactus was stirred to it- shallow 
depths by the outrage that had been per
petrated upon it, .and the Cacius Weekly 
gave over its entire front page to de
scriptions and likenesses, more or less 
accurate, of the two bandits.

Sheriff McLeod’s posse scoured the 
country far and near in search of the 
thieves, hut to no avail. They had dis
appeared as mysteriously as they had 
come, leaving no sign or clew, except 
the looted hank, behind them. This, 
and much more, found its wav into the 
pages of the newspapers in the days that 
followed, until the outrage was adver
tised throughout the State and every 
Mexican was looked upon with suspi
cion.

The bank went on with its usual busi
ness. lint John llrent began to show 
plainly the strain he was laboring un
der and his weakening faith in Jim Mc
Leod. It was apparent in his lock- and 

rjF—ns

actions whenever the two were together, 
and McLeod was fully aware of the 
doubts and misgivings in his old friend's 
mind, and his own seeming failure 
didn't make him feel any better.

It was just a week after the robbery 
of the bank that Lew Calder stepped off 
the train at Cactus, looking very stylish 
in a new outfit of clothes, radiating an 
air of prosperity and^ood humor.

The first person to see him was 
Sheriff McLeod. A vast relief came 
into McLeod’s waiting eyes at sight of 
the natty, gray-suited figure, swinging 
down the station platform.

"Why, hello, M ac!" greeted Calder 
boldly. “How's eveiything! I've been 
gone a week, and it seems like a month !” 

“Well, the pa-1 week seems like a 
year to me,” answered the sheriff 
grimly. "We've had a stroke of had 
luck since you left. Uttt 1 suppose, 
you've heard about it?”

"Lord, yes!” replied Calder. “Read 
till about it in Frisco. The papers were 
full of it. with descriptions of the two 
peons. Funny you and your pus-.e 
couldn’t get ’em. Mug have given you 
the slip and gotten over the bolder. 
Pretty hard on llrent, isn’t it?"

“ It is,” replied McLeod shortly, 
"brent's a line sort," went on Calder 

magnanimously. "Always did the de
cent thing by me. lie'll be sorry to 
know that i ’trt not going to work for 
him any more. Hot a much better job 
up in the big town.”

“Just came back to see your old 
friends?” asked McLeod.

“That’s it,” replied Calder, “or part 
of it. Hot some business mailers to 
settle, and there’s a girl I'm going to
take hack with me----- ”

Sheriff McLeod's hand came down 
heavily upon his shoulder.

"You are under arrest, Calder, for 
robbing the Cactus bank of thirty thou
sand dollars the night you left Cactus!” 

Startled fear leaped into Calder's 
eyes; then his lip curled.
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“You talk crazy,” he explained. “You 

talk perfectly loony!” Cut his gaze 
wavered before McLeod's steady eyes.

“This ;••• an outrage,” he went on sul
lenly, “and yoti're going to be darn 
sorry for this! You’ll see!”

“Are you coming with me quietly— 
or n o t t h e  sheriff asked calmly.

“Oh, I'll he quiet enough—I have no 
desire to make a scene! Don’t worry 
about tha t! And maybe you won’t ob
ject to stopping at the bank for a min
ute or two! I'd like to show Brent 
what a fool you are!”

There was an odd gleam in McLeod’s 
eyes. “ Crom'li be delighted to have 
you!” he replied.

John Crent paused in the midst of 
attaching his signature to a batch of 
letters as the two entered. He contin
ued staring, while his fountain pen
dripped ink.

" lie  just blew in on the afternoon 
train,” McLeod announced.

(Adder addressed the banker indig
nantly.

“Sheriff McLeod is laboring under 
the delusion that I robbed the bank!” 
he said angrily. “I was in Frisco the 
night it happened, and T have a half 
dozen fellows to prove i t !”

The hanker and McLeod exchanged 
glances.

“Tell him a thing or two.” Brent or
dered briefly.

McLeod fixed his gray eyes on the 
ex-cashier.

“ You took thirty thousand dollars’ 
worth of securities with you the day 
you left Cactus.” he said gravely. "I 
knew you'd go to Frisco, and, once 
there, you had too good a chance to 
make ft gei-iHvay. Whatever was done 
had to he done quickly. 1 knew you’d 
be watching the papers, and, if you read 
of n rubbery the very night after you 
left, you'd fuel your own theft was cov
ered by the other steal. You did this 
very thing—and came hack to Cactus, 
as 1 knew you would.”

Brent nodded slowly, a vast relief in 
his face. Then he looked at Sheriff 
McLeod and smiled, the first genuine 
smi'e '.hat had lit his face for days.

Upening a small drawer in his desk, 
he took out a slip of paper and tendered 
it to the sheriff.

“That's the thousand dollars ] said 
I ’d give you if your plan worked out.”

McLeod hesitated. “Don’t be a fool, 
Mac! And I'm sorry I doubted your 
wisdom in this matter----- ”

(Adder moved impatiently. His show 
of bravado didn’t seem to weaken.

"I don’t seem to get your point,” he 
commented dryly. “And I’d still like to 
know how you're going to plane this 
outrageous charge against me !“

“ You will in it minute,” replied Mc
Leod. “That evening, Mr. Brent and 
I motored to Needles, presumbaly on 
business. At two in the morning we 
came hack to Cactus, transferred ten 
thousand dollars’ worth of securities 
from the vault to his private desk, 
wrecked things up a bit, and slid back 
to Needles. The next morning, of 
course, news of the robbery was all over 
town before we got hack here. The 
papers played it up and you read ’em— 
and here you are !”

Calder looked dazed.
“Then—then—there really was no 

robbery!” he gasped.
“None but the one you committed,” 

rclurned McLeod, glancing him over 
from the diamond in his scarf to the 
stone on his little finger—part of his 
newly acquired splendor. “And it won’t 
he hard to prove where all this came 
from !”

Calder was a fool in many wavs, but 
he was wise enough to know when he 
Was caught and to realize ihe useless- 
n e o f  further bluffing. lie trembled 
and craven fear suddenly flashed into 
hi- white face.

“Take him opt of here1" Ihe batik 
president ordered, “before I’m tempted 
to wring his ungrateful neck!”



TELL u s , readers, jjentlc, fierce, and otherwise—we know this is an aw
ful thought—but tell us, we ask, is peak the one and only thing which 
restrains man, woman, and child from doing wrong?

Generally speaking it is the fear of getting caught which makes the person 
who is contemplating a crime hesitate. But this is not always the case. The 
philosopher, if he is a wise one—no doubt made so by having paid a heavy tuition 
fee in the hard school of experience—realizes that if he commits a wrong, con
science will so haunt his guilty mind that the fruit of his wrongdoing will he too 
dearly paid for.

Thus, so far as we can sec, the same thing, fear, which prevents a person 
from doing wrong because his conscience will bother him, prevents the person, 
without a conscience, from doing wrong, because he dreads the consequences if 
he is caught.

We often hear persons say they did so and so because they knew it to be 
the “right thing to do.” Also, wc know it pays in the end to do the right tiling, 
but what, if we are wise, makes us do it? F ear?

Much as we hate to admit it, this seems to be the answer. Rut don’t go on 
and tell u /  that the man who fears to do anything but what is right is a coward, 
while on the other hand the man who does not fear to do wrong is brave.

Somehow, we seem to be getting in mighty deep with these deductions, and 
we certainly hope some of you heavy thinkers will come to the rescue and set 
us straight Help!

UNDER THE LAMP
CONDUCTED BY HENRY A. KELLER

THE basis of the problem I have selected for your consideration this week 
is a cipher vastly different from anything we ever have seen; at the 
same time it is unique and sufficiently baffling to satisfy those of you 

wha have written in lately asking for a cipher that is “harder" than our usual 
run. The author of it lias been a keen follower of our Under the Lamp depart

ment for years; he is Mr. C. Martin Eddy, Jr., of Providence, Rhode Island. 
If, when you’ve worked out the problem below, you feel you'd like to write Mr. 
Eddy and tell hint what you think of his system, IT1 be glad to forward your 
letter to him. We owe him three cheers for granting permission to pass such 
a splendid system on to our cipher fans, and I am taking this opportunity of 
giving him three loud and hearty ones.

The text of the cipher that is this week’s “brain-twister” is an extract from 
the notes of the late Inspector Steele, relating to ciphers and their solution. It 
contains twenty-two words, and is as valuable a pointer to cryptography students



as I could give them. Here is the cipher. I won’t spoil it for you by analyzing 
it before you begin. Dig in; don’t put it aside till you get it—which oughtn’t 
to take more than fifteen minutes, at most.

5 »-!*<>. ; 83-89, 40-23, 74-42, 11-07. 53-8S; 74-09. 31-85, 82-69, 21-03;
71-82, 32-87; 94-03, 61-69, 71 - ° 7 1 82-46, 23-08, 42-85, 41-41 ; 53-60, 94-27, 72-89; 
34-07, 83-09: 61-44, 51-04, 94-06; 60-20, 82-17, 42-40; 44-0S, 91-69, 21-07; 
80-86, 40-20. 94-01, 70-23; 53-27, 23-09. 23-86, 93-84, u-88, 70-46. 72-45, 11-04;
40-20, 70-47, 83-07, 94-2(4 34-02; 80-27; 6«-68, 71-83, 53-28, 51-69, 41-07, 73-62;
90-46, 41-03, 51-2S, 73-06, 43-60, 21-08; 55-05, 83-02, 54-24; O0-44, 71-04, 41-41,
11-80, 32-85; 94-06, 93-06; 53-84, 63-07. 82-47. 64-47, 21-05; 71-83. 64-07.

See tiie next issue for the answer and complete explanation.

T 1k» answer to the problem in the last issue is: "I must relieve my mind. 
I kidnaped Hilly Hriggs to get his fortune, lie  is Hilly Polaski now, of New 
Orleans. If the world only knew! Hut it never will!" The division of the 
message into three rows, then four, was the key to the problem. It meant that 
the third and fourth letters of the apparent jumble were the letters in the mes
sage. livery third and every fourth letter were not taken alternately; sometimes 
tw o group* of t wo or three intervening letters followed each other—this just to 
make it more baffling. Did you get it ?
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E X P E R T  L E G A L  A D V I C E
Conducted by LUCILE PUGH

In writing the Expert Legal Advice Department please be careful to give full de
tails of your case, stating whether or not it has been before the courts previously, or 
whether or not it has been submitted to a lawyer of your locality. If you desire Miss 
Pugh to find a lawyer for you give your address with care: personal address, city, 
and State. Unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope your com
munication will be answered in this column.

I nquirer.—T he various forms of notes arc a* follows;
N O TE W IT H  SU R E T Y .

‘‘Six months after date I promise to pay John Doe, or o rder.-------- dollars.
“John Brown.
“Richard .Smith. Surety.”

A N  t ’ N N E G O T IA B L E  NOTE.

“Three months after date I promise 10 pay John D o e -------- dollars for
value received. John Brown.”

A  N E G O T IA B LE  N O T E .

“Three months after date I promi-c to pay John Doe or o rder-------- dollars
for value received. John Brown.”

A NOTE P A Y A B L E  » N  t f  M A X I).

‘■(”>11 demand I promise to pay John Doe or order --------  dollars for value
received. John Brown.”

A N O T I B! AK1 X G  IN l i 10 .- r.

“ >: \  i i o '«:!)- niter dale I promise t.. pay J- i 1 .' '• >e or o r d e r ---------dollars,
with interest. NT value received. [o!m Brown."

A  . N O T E  P A Y A B L E  B Y  I N \  M .  M ! X i 'S.

“For value received I promise to pay John Due |c C". or order dollars
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in the manner following, viz: -------- dollars in one year, ----------dollars in two
years, with interest on all said sums, payable semiannually, without defalcation 
or discount. John Brown.”

All of these notes should he dated in the proper manner.
A form of note of a more elaborate type is the following:
“For value received I promise to pay John Doc & Co. or o rder------  dollars

in three years from the date hereof, with interest, payable semiannually, without 
defalcation or discount. And in case of default of toy payment of the interest 
or principal aforesaid with punctuality, I hereby empower any attorney-at-law, 
to be appointed by said John Doc & Co., or their assigns, to appear in any court 
which said John Doe & Co., or their assigns, may select, and commence and 
prosecute a suit against me on said note, to confess judgment for all and every 
part of the interest or principal on said note, in the payment of which I may 
be delinquent.

“Witness my hand and seal this —— day of ----- A. D. 1920.
“John Brown (seal).

“Attest, George Matthew.”

Headquarters Chat

If you are an employer and desire to place your employees in the positions in 
your office or factory for which they are best fitted; or if you are just about to step 
out into the world to earn your own living; or if crimes involving handwriting have 
been committed in your community; or if you want to know the characters of your 
friends as revealed in their chirography—send Louise Rice, in care of this magazine, 
specimens of the handwriting of the persons concerned, and inclose a stamped, ad
dressed envelope. She will analyze the samples submitted to her and will give you 
her expert opinion of them, free of charge.

Every communication will be held in strict confidence. When permission is 
granted, cases wiil be discussed in the department, with or without the illustrations. 
Of course, under no circumstances will the identity of the persons concerned be 
revealed.

Miss Rice has on hand a thousand or more specimens of handwriting from 
readers who wished their handwriting analyzed in the magazine. On account of 
restricted space, it will be a long time before these letters appear. We therefore sug
gest that these readers send Miss Rice a stamped, addressed envelope, and she will 
give them an analysis of their handwriting in a personal letter.

Clairl:.-—No, Claire, I don’t think you would make a good private secretary. 
I know I wouldn't want yuu for mine, anyway. I’m sure you would be think
ing bow much more becomingly I could dress my hair, just when I wanted the 
specimen sent in by some correspondent put before me, with sad results as to



the promptness of that specimen’s appearing-, and I am equally sure that you 
would find me a most exacting person if I thought you ought to he on time in 
the morning. Of course, you can change those things, but I am afraid that 
you haven’t the nerve. You are extravagantly fond of ease and comfort, of 
pleasure, and of beautiful surroundings. With the best intentions ill the world 
1 am sure you would muddle up an office. But you have a tremendous will, 
if you choose to use it, and if—just if, mind you!—you can really get it into 
action, you might have success on the stage.

J. A. M.—By this, you can see, decidedly, that that “J. A. M.” to which 
you refer was not you. In time I'll get to all of you, but I must ask you to 
have patience, for it seems to me that about one quarter of the inhabitants of 
these United States want me to read their writing. Well, where was I ? Oh, 
yes, your character. It’s a character in which sanity, caution, self-control, sin
cerity, and good sense are all strong, and that’s saying a lot, j . A. M. You 
lack some of the elements of originality. You’re too apt to follow the line of 
least resistance. You are too apt to do what s e e m s  expected of you; but you 
are warm-hearted, kind, and instinctively affectionate.

O r g a n i s t .—From j’our writing, I should say that your best line of work 
was not in producing music, but in teaching it. or in directing others to play it. 
You have the musical director’s "hand,” which is a sort of cross between the 
musical and the literary and the administrative, so far as graphology goes.
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I don’t believe in your giving up all your social life. Your nature is one 
which does not thrive on solitude. I would suspect you of losing your ambition 
and your initiative if compelled to work without the inspiration of companionship 
and pleasure in society. So there’s your answer. I would either teach or try 
to do directing. Of the two, I think that the latter offers the best possibilities 
for ultimate success.

J a c k  W i l l i a m .—Oh, no, Jack, I ’m at no disadvantage in not seeing you. 
Quite the contrary. When I see people and then am asked to read their hand
writing, 1 am m:\er able to give as clear or accurate a diagnosis as if I'd seen 
the writing alone. Because, as I’ve so often said, the personality is a sort of 
mask. 1 don’t care whether you look like "a cross between a box of oranges 
and an Angora cat,” for it wouldn't help me a hit. A. T. Craig can dope you 
from your finger nails to the way you comb your hair, but I can’t. I have to 
see a per.-on's script. Yours shows a person who is original, hut who has little 
mental training; who is good-natured, h u t  l u s t  consciously n n - :  lili-lt; who is 
po-sc.-sed of some personal charm, but doesn’t know bow to rise it; who is 
cautions and reserved and particularly canny a- to money. Your "vocation” 
ought to be something that will depend f o r  success on bargaining. For some 
reason, not easy to define, I think .you would make a good country storekeeper, .
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F A. P.—Fred, I wonder just what you really mean by “criminalistic ten
dencies?” Nothing in your writing warrants me in supporting you in that sus
picion, whatever it may be. 1 find you, if anything, abnormally conscientious, 
and therefore I suspect you of self-condemnation on the score, say, of a pilfered 
match—or some oilier such enormity! If you really have ever done anything 
outside of the law, you have been drawn into it by the force of circumstances, 
or 1>y association with people of more will power than yourself, for in your will 
lies vottr weak spoi, vour openness to the enemy. Your personality, s o  suave 
and t&Ctful, so antagonistic to force of any kind, would not bear up well against 
the pressure fit mors: dominant wills. If there is actually the slightest danger, 
all you have to do is to place yourself in .society of the utmost respectability, 
upon which your will will he just as firmly influenced for good as it could be 
for evil.

P. L. W.—Oh. Paul, you certainly are a self-conscious and rather vain fel
low! You haven't a particle of humor, hut, even so, you could cultivate a mild 
form of it. which would prevent you from telling me that “this is my own httticl- 
writing, which is truly represented by my handwriting.” You, with your nat
urally accurate mind, ought fr> grin over that, but I suppose vou’ll squirm and 
Mush in-teed. Try to grin, and thus lake your first step in the right direction. 
You are loo morbidly interested in yourself; too immersed in self-study. You 
need more of a normal- out-of-doors, ;is it were—attitude toward life.

Noiaui Mt'N'no.—I hope that business which you had with the writer of 
this specimen came off all right, hut Alt hit' meejjoots! People of litis type 
arc quick to promise, and, as they have very agile minds and are intuitive and 
adaptable, they can convince almost any one of their reliability. This writer 
is verv clever: has an interesting personality; is forceful, positive, courageous, 
ambitious, and not too selfish. The element of unreliability run- through all 
of these pleasant qualities. Thus, he or she may mean the best in the world 
toward you, blit will lack stability to stick to your best advantage; will he drawn 
away, intrigued, influenced. Note the variable and weak and vacillating “t.” 
You can have all sorts of graphological faults, but if you have a strong t, with 
a long, sweeping bar, yotincan he relied upon, despite many defects. Your own 
writing

i

shows the more positive, the more ardent and deeply seated emotions and am
bitions, and two such people will never, in the whole, wide world, get along 
together.
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F. M. P.—You have a very pleasant, kind, and affectionate disposition. No, 
it’s not “wonderful” to read character in handwriting. Anybody can do it who 
has a little native intuition, some knowledge of human nature, and a whole lot 
of patience. W hat you most need to cultivate is confidence in yourself. I am 
sure that almost any one can impose on you, for yon have such a poor opinion 
of yourself that you would accept any villain at his own valuation. You are 
possessed of good taste. I should think you'd make a good dressmaker.

J. C., Toronto.—No, I don't consider you at all lacking so far as money
matters are concerned. I would be far more inclined to suspect that stinginess 
and small-mindedness existed in the party of the second part. You, with your 
mildness and your reasonableness and your unselfishness, may, occasional!',-, act 
on impulse, but the other party, so close and accurate and stingy and self-satisfied 
and selfish, is the one who had better look to himself in this matter. He belongs 
to the tribe of husbands who need, hut seldom get, a vixen for a wife. I grant 
his virtues, .and his moderation and his thrift; but I do not grant him many 
graces of the soul or much charm of personality or any tact or much ability 
to put himvelf in the place of others. So far as mv estimate of him goes, he

jghl to he shaking in his shoes for fear that he'll not be .'title to keep you,
instead of grouching. No, I don't support women when they're in the wrong. 
A number of indignantly protesting letters from women, treasured in mv desk, 
prove that.

Detective Story Magazine

E. A. Smith.—The specimen numbered one
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is the writing of a person in whom the love of music and of all well-regulated 
arts is strong. It will be a pity if he does not follow this suggestion. 
The specimen numbered two shows good nature, weak will, and a per
sonality which is pleasant, but not unusual. The specimen numbered three, 
while indicating lack of self-control, and rather an erratic nature, is also indic
ative of exceptional power and purpose, and show., a mind which Is quite 
original. This writer needs training and discipline and educational development, 
hut, with those tilings, would be, by far, flic mrot interesting of these various 
writer.,, lo u r  own writing .-hows ardor, un.-cllishncss. and affection, but. men
tally, you are laincmably in need of attention. A good college course or trace 
or four ye,.;.- of business training wmiid do volt all the good in the woild.

liicKi v.—You ought to be in business, instead of being a locomotive fire
man in a in■ -ic. Y o u  have a strong son-e of values, a good bargain eve. a-id 
far mote slnewdiic - than j our present occupation would evert -tigge-t tn you. 
If I were you i would open a store of some kind. Horry, but I don’t think this 
young lady would -nit you, or you her. She is gay, unthinking, not shrewd, not
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thrifty, very fond of pleasure, very impatient of correction, not inclined to think 
seriously about anything, not especially fond of home—eh? I hope my warning 
does not come too late.

If it is impossible for you to wait for Mr. Scott to touch upon the work in which 
you are especially interested, in one of his articles, send a stamped, addressed en
velope, and a careful, accurate, and brief statement of what your education is, what 
your experience has been, and where you wish to begin your career; also, the amount 
of time and money which you can give to your apprenticeship. He will write you a 
personal letter, and tell you what you wish to know.

AVING in my last article disposed of the question of the need for train
ing, let us now consider the three branches of literary work from the 
wholly practical standpoint, that of marketing the goods and making

The playwright has by far the most difficult work in this department. To 
sell a play is harder work, it is said, than to write ten. This applies, of course, 
to the first plays. A successful playwright need never try to sell his plays. He 
will he approached by managers and can often secure a substantial sum in ad
vance, by merely presenting to an interested manager his idea for a play. But 
with such successful persons these little articles have nothing to do. We are 
considering the beginner.

Jn other branches of literature “influence’’ counts for practically nothing. 
The work is the whole thing. But the dramatic field is different. Just to leave 
a type-written play at a manager’s office is, usually, practically to bury it, unless, 
by some lucky accident, it should he discovered and happen to till a pressing need.

An introduction, not necessarily in person, hut by letter, from any literary 
critic or from a person known to the manager, saying that the play is considered 
to have possibilities and that it is the hope of the writer that the manager will 
give it some attention, will always help. It helps, too, if smaller plays are used 
by fashionable clubs, by amateurs, and so on. Any publicity that the playwright 
can secure, will help. If lie can become the member of dramatic clubs he will 
always hear gossip which will be of assistance as showing him where to offer 
his wares. The stage is as shifting as sand. Partncrhips arc made and dissolved 
overnight, plays are put on and taken off at short notice, new combinations of 
actors ana managers are constantly being made. To know something of all this 
i- essential. Of course, a good agent will he u.-cful, hut even with that, the 
playwright should himself he in touch with the world for which lie proposes 
to work.

The How, When, and Where of Success
Conducted by RUTHERFORD SCOTT

The Selling of Plays

money.
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There is sometimes the possibility of writing a play for a particular actress 
or actor, presenting it to that person, and so getting a chance; but it is a big 
gamble to write such a play, since the possibility of its sale elsewhere is thereby 
greatly restricted.

Young men often ask me what a playwright can make. This is surely a 
proper occasion for the use of a most expressive hit of slang. “The sky’s the 
limit.” But it is to be remembered that, with this possibility of enormous profit, 
there is also the possibility of years of practical starvation. A number of play
wrights, now well known and highly successful, all but died of sheer poverty 
and privation during their desperate hunt for a chance to have a play produced.

Men who ask if they should, on coming out of college, take up the writing 
of plays as a profession, get an emphatic “no” from me. Unless a person has 
aii assured income, something gainful should he taken up first. This is not 
difficult. A dramatist’s working hours are not many. They cannot be. The 
limit of two hours a day is set by one very well-known playwright. A man or 
woman, therefore, could easily pursue a lucrative vocation and allow the writ
ing of plays to be a matter of holidays and odd times.

The presentation of the manuscript of a play in the usual form is really 
essential. There are no conventions so set as those of the stage, and this is 
one in which a deviation by a young writer is had. Have a typist do your 
manuscript, who is accustomed to putting it in the usual form—indenting, cor
recting, underlining business with red, and stf on. Thus the first impression created 
is of a person to whom the conventions of the profession are familiar.

A young playwright, presenting his first play, should make no stipulations 
whatever as to what it will bring him. He will, of course, want a contract; but 
let him take with thankfulness whatever he can get.

If he is successful, he can make his own terms in the future.
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In Next Tuesday’s Issue You Will Find:

T H R E E  C O N F E S S IO N S
A  Long, Complete Novel 

By H E R M A N  L A N D O N

Further Chapters of

T H E  D E M O N
By HARRINGTON STRONG

and

THE UNSEEN EAR
By NATALIE SUMNER LINCOLN  

Short Stories by Ernest M. Poate, Scott Campbell, and others



M ISSIN G
Thl« department, conducted In dupl icate In D ETEC TIV E STORY M AGAZINE 

and W E S T E R N  S T O R Y  M A G A Z I N E ,  thus giving readers double service, Is offered 
1 free of charge to our readers. Its purpose is to aid them in getting in touch with 

persons of whom they have lost track.
Whilo it wil l be better to use your name In the notice, we wi ll  print your request 

“ blind”  if you prefer. In  sending “ blind”  notices, you must, of course, give us your r ight name and  address, so that we 
ca n forward promptly any letters that may come for you. We reserve the r iuht  to reject any notice that seems to us 
unsuitable.

I I  It can be avoided, please do not send us a “ General  Delivery" post-office address, for experience has proved that 
thoso persons who are not specific as to address often have mail  that we send them returned to us marked “ not found."  
I t  would be well. also, to notify us of any change in your address.

When you hear from the person you are seeking, tell us, so that we may take your notice out.
Now, readers, help these whose friends or relatives are missing, as you would l ike to be helped if you were In a s imilar  

position.
W A R N I N G . — Do not forward money to any one who sands you a letter or tf legram, asking for money “ to get home," ct 

cetera, unti l  you are absolutely certain that the author of such telegram or tetter Is the person you are seeking.

C A M P B E L L ,  E D . — W hen la s t  h ea rd  o f w as in  H artfo rd , 
C onnecticu t. work ini: a s  a  inm urm an on a  s tree t ca r. Any 
mu* know ing h is  p re sen t ad d ress  please w rite  to  II. Moore, 
U-."* 1-2 E a s t  Comm erce S tre e t, K an A ntonio, Texas.

M I L L S .  R O S S . —I have y o u r w heel O. K . D on’t  w orry; 
every th ing  will he a ll righ t. Your cr .indm othct is very 
anx io u s a b o u t you. W rite  a s  soon as possible. W ill g iro  
you every chance  to  m ake good ju s t  w here you  are  If you 
V.i.di. — D ad.

R O D N E Y ,  D A V I D . — Ho w en t o u t one M onday m orning  
fo u r y ea rs  ago, leaving the im pression th a t  he w ould be 
back on F rid a y  n igh t, an d  th a t  b  th e  la s t  th a t  h as  iH-eti 
i.tcu  of h im . 11c Is a  sm all m an . w ith  brown h a ir, b lu r 
eves, a n d  a  fa ir  com plexion. T he top  of h is head  Is 
b a ld , a n d  m o st of h is  te e th  are  11 lied w ith  gold. Ho 
is now ab o u t th irty -s ix  years o ld . Any one who h as  
seen h im . o r w ho knows w here he is a t  th e  p resen t 
tim e, w ill do  a g re a t  k indness  by w riting  to  N . M. i t . ,  
ca re  of th is  m agazine.

M O R S E .  L O U I S A  A.— S h e le f t h e r hom e Iri T arry tow n 
on  Ju ly  id h  la s t  to  ta k e  a  position  in  New York City, 
a n d  h as  n o t h td i  h ea rd  from  since. S h e  Is seventeen 
y ea rs  o ld , b u t  would p ass  fo r n in etee n : live feet th ree 
inches in  heigh t, weighs ab o u t one hu n d re d  and  th ir ty -  
live lHitinds, und  is a  blonde w ith  g ra y lsn -h h ir eyes. She 
wore a  s ilver c la ss  ring  w ith  In itia ls  1. II. S. an d  n 
m osaic  brooch p in . S he  m ay las know'll ag Peggy T ravis. 
Any in fo rm atio n  ab o u t bur w ill he g ra te fu lly  received 
by h e r  fa th e r , S . J .  M orse, T arry tow n , New Y'ork.

I N F O R M A T I O N  W A N T E D  as  to  th e  w hereabou ts of 
G E O R G E  an d  JO H N  J A C K S O N ,  a n d  M R S.  M A R T H A  
W A G N E R .  P le ase  w rite  to  E . E . D ., c a re  of th is  m a g a 
zine.

LAW SON. M ISS V IO L E T .—P le ase  send  y o u r address  
to  II. M. W eeks, caro  of th is  m agazine.

C O L E ,  JO H N , form erly  o f 3C5 G ould S tre e t. R rooklyn. 
New York. He w as la s t  hoard  of ab o u t te n  years ago 
w hen he w as w orking for th e  cr im in al investigation  d e p a r t
m en t of New Y'ork. Any In form ation  ab o u t him  will 
be g ra te fu lly  received by H a rry  H arvey, c a re  of th is
m;i":i/.lne.

S A L T E R . JO H N  T H O M A S . — Ho Is th ir ty -n in e  years old. 
six feet ta i l ,  an d  h a s  a  lig h t com plexion an d  b lue eyes, 
l ie  w as la s t  h ea rd  from  in  P o r t  A r th u r . T exas, in  11)11. 
I l l s  m o ther is anx ious to  get new s of h im . an d  w ill bo 
c i.ite fu l for any  in fo rm ation . M rs. M. J . M .. c a re  of
t in s  m agazine.

T E B O E ,  H A R R Y . — Tw enty-five years ago. w hen he was 
ab o u t seven years o ld , he w as lost a t  W rlghtsvllh* R each , 
W jlm iru to n . N o rth  C aro lina . T here w as a  big excursion  
a t  th e  beach  a t  tin- tim e , a n d  it w as th o u g h t th a t  he 
i » iv have betn s to len  by som e one In th e  p a rty , b u t
.-.I! efforts to  tir.il him  have ta iled . H e h ad  d a rk  h a ir  
and  brow n eyes. A ny one w ho c a n  help  to  Und th is  

ng m an w ill ea rn  th e  everlasting  g ra titu d e  of h is
n o th e r an d  a ll th e  m em ber* of h is fam ily. Any new s
of him will be th an k fu lly  received by b is s is te r. M rs.
.*. It. T urney , S t. P h il ip  S tree t. C harleston . S ou th  
I'a  Tolina.

L E O N A R D ,  E R N E S T . — n is  d a u g h te r , who h as  no t seen 
Inm  to r  tw en ty  years. I j  very a n im u s  to  find him . Ho
I;\ I snuD-wheie in low a, and  is  blind In Ills rig h t eye.
H ii w ife 's  m aid en  nam e w as M ay Robison, They sep a-
r.it.-d v.in’ii th e  d a u g h te r  w as about lo u r years o ld ,
.v-.l she ha * never b oard  an y th ing  of In r fa th e r  since 
1 tune. She will he deeply g ra te fill to any "lie who

help I f i  to  L 't  In  touch  Wlto hli.l, M rs. E dna
t  ;!V.s C urt id S t n e t .  Denver. Colorado.

L IV IN G S T O N .— ! was horn in Xt. I. .i.:--. M i, -.jiir!. on
"C lub .. 2s. D .m . My la th e r 's ii;>Die w,i> 1 -ii <; i - .  and
v n.oil.-i-’^ Alice. UN M a r ! )  . L -'d . I vv a - I’ho cd

l!,>- 1 'InV iren 's  lb  me r,f Mis-i •m i. I>> a  ii: 11i 1 III lied
ii’c-M. who -lu ted  th a t IT Was si.!, ,‘Nd 'N ibic
'•■lit for me. I was tak e n  troMI th e  H<<ii.< i.v W i i  iut

< !..... F n ’ii. of R ate- C .dT .l/ . Mi.-' -in . w !; >, i •..?)_ i"
- up. Mr. ILjtru .s i- d.-.ui, and 1 li.i'i- hr-,-ri .ii. •' ■ t>»

• IN ,, -,y li:*’'.-1:. . t'o i. fl’M 'lt lev -< ' r.U.g
I';.:1 e ; ar.*l Nr-tib-:. ■>r ,u-y i'-I • > t : V e ClUt 1 !' V haw.-.

; v i . .  he liian: rul Ps any  i ’ll- m il. If- ah: i i ■ ■
• in ' >r::. il.- ii Lh.T. will til ip Iri*’ m  mv >i'n . 1. Mv • Ml
.m e :3 F ru :id s  L lv liu sto n . W rite Jo h n  S tohr, ca re  of

th is  m agazine.

D O U G L A S S ,  R 0 S 8  W A L O E M A R . —C om m unicate with 
m e u l  once. C able ad d ress . M A C B L A I R .  M A N I L A .  Use 
W estern  U nion F iv e -L e tte r Code. B ird  S t. B arb e -D o u c - 
lusa.

W A G N E R .  H A R R Y . — H e w as la s t  h ea rd  from In th e
spring  of P»17, w hen he w as living on F a irn to u u t Avenue. 
P h ila d e lp h ia . He is  tw en ty -tw o  years of age, five feet
e igh t 1m lies ta l l ,  weigh* abou t one h undred  am i fifty 
pound-., m id h a s  «  d a rk  complexion. Any Inform ation 
alHiut lii’n will be ghtd ly  received by J . I t . S ., c a re  of 
th is  m ug <zin?.

MOORE, FRA N K  B.—T w enty-six  years ago he w as In 
th e  arm v a t  Fo rt M yer. V irginia, F. Troop. 7 th  Cavalry. 
I t  Was ! lean  I ab o u t a  year ago th a t  he w as on  a ranch  
h i Texas. A very old friend  of h is  Would like t<> h ea r
from  linn or lm m  any  one w ho know s I d n . It. G .,
ca re  of th is  m agazine.

ME OF. ROUS. M RS. G E R A L D IN E .— A bout threo
d augh te r*  und  a  sou w ere token  from  her by th e ir  f a 
th e r, am ! removed from  New Jted lo n l. M assachusetts , to  
C alifo rn ia . F ran k  and  Rose stayed  w ith th e ir m other, who 
n iu v d  from  New- B edford  w ith  h e r  bro ther, and  th e  o ther 
c h ild re n  have never h ea rd  from  h er since. T he fa th e r 
d ied  in  I d 3. an d  they  would be m ost th  m kful fo r any 
new-;, ul th e ir m o ther. P le ase  w rite  to  M anuel M edia, 
ca re  of th is  m agazine.

F L A V IN .— In a  1m by g irl was ad o p te d  by Sara
am i A nnie Conroy, of C am bridge S tree t. B oston, M assa
ch u se tts . I t  Is believed th a t  her nam e was T in t  In. She 
Is very anxious to  learn  som ething of her p a ren ts , and  
to  find thciii. if iiOnslMc. o r any  relative -. A ny one 
who >m ii ».u ligh ten  h er , o r give her the sligh test d e w . will 
ro u fe r •» hivnr upon h e r th a t  she Will never forget. 
II . .1. lh .  ca re  of tills  m agazine.

CLARK, D O N ALD.—W hen las t h ea rd  of he w as In D ay- 
to n . Ohio. He Is asked  to  w rite  to  E . R. V ., ca ro  of th is  
m agazine.

O’ RO U RK E. P E T E R .--W h e n  la s t  h ea rd  from  lie was 
In Denver. C n lo u d o . Any m e  know ing in* p resen t w here
a b o u ts  w ill do a  g rMa t favor by -t-rd ing  Ins ad d ress  to 
h is s is te r, M rs. A. G. A r h e r ,  237 W r-t T u p p er S tree t, 
B uffa lo , New York.

V IN CE N T. D O N ALD.— lie  le ft hom e on th e  fo u rth  of 
A ugust. 1 'dth He I* now nineteen  yearn old. l ie  h as  
brow n h a ir  an d  b lue eves, a n d  is  lam e !n Id* left 
leg*. l ie  hit* a  good ed u catio n . Any in fo rm atio n  th a t
will lead  to com m unication  w ith  th is  boy will I** th a n k 
fu lly  re e l !'.cd  by h is fam ily. II. S. V incent, 03 S t.
Z o tl'iu e  S tree t, M on trea l, C anada .

G LY NNE. RAYM OND .—I!e  w as horn in K ootenai. B ritish  
C olum bia, in lxufi. a n d  w as la s t  h ea rd  of In F ran ce  w hile
serving as p ilo t in  th e  R. F . He l* a civil engineer.
An.v inf.il n u t ,  on u limit hlru w ill be grea tly  a t-p red a te d  
by J .  U. Sex to ll, 14S F o r t  G a rry  S tree t, W innipeg. M an i
to b a . C anada.

M U R PH Y , JO S E P H , c o in e d . a n d  h is wife M a n .  T h e ir 
son, who w as born in  New Y'ork C llv, m  Bum), an d  
adopted  r.y a  eo lored  w om an nam ed M rs. Xushn G ary, 
is aN.xinu; pi find hi* p a ren ts , o r to  lea rn  m rnethiuz of 
them . Any in fo rm ation  w ill be g ra te fu lly  received. J o 
seph P. G ary , ca re  of th is m agazine.

SM A R U P. GREGORY, gcui ra lly  known as "C u rly .** He 
1* abou t live fee t t in  inches ta i l ,  w ith  d a rk  cu rly  h a ir, 
d a rk  com plexion a n d  lig h t blue eves. lb* was lu.-t seen 
hhoitt h i t’ \< srp ago when he via* w orking fo r th e  A n n r l-  
«-;«•! hoc-m otive < m i,puny, ill S ‘-he;tci tady . New Y’ork. Me 
w as 1->,u iu I let,in .11 i; an d  lias a  com! wile an d  live 

n. Ills  d a u g h te r  by hi* first m ari 'h u e  would he 
g ra b  fnl o r an;, le w* of him . L illian  S m aru p  can* ot

\V.;i ir-y >>f t i e  hoys w ho w ere w ith  CoNip.i-iV I., l - l s t  
I ’ llffitiy. Tr,11f -. fir-t tn n .- i >n. ■ u t 'd i e d  a t  c  im p M ills , 
New * i.rk , |U l v. !e> 'e f t b-r o . - r - e i s  in S ep td ..i-er, I'd!#, 
w rite  to  X. ,1. M , ca re  iff ih l-  m agazine.

TRACY. 1 ii:*i- a hr-,tin r  and  -idt**r who w-.-r*• giVr I)
o’-lt t .-1 liit-lhiT i>. .[  t ,. some f’Coplt’

.' d ” WM M,• ■ .ii-git-d 1 Mv g n u .if dln-r
e . ll;em dm --, as vP-

t>) V >: ' ’ ' a( t* r .'.>** 1 :d; ti t - ■ f H id,; W:.s lost
1 W.I, two >••• >r- old at lim e und 1 am now :dxteeti.
T - I t 'd m-- I gi :itel'u 1 pii i one who i.-.m r.d p  me
t>» .■ 1 .1; l> 
m .ig ad p c.

u wHh t i l 'd G ranville T racy , care <jt th is
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HOW ELL, W ILLIA M  P ., «f Tsllp. Lon* Is land . He Is 

ab o u t tw enty-flve years old. He en lis ted  In th e  S eventh 
F ie ld  H osp ital Corps, and  w as se n t to  Fort Haro H ous
to n , T exas. F rom  th ere  lie Went to  F rance . M obile 
H ospital No. 13, A. K. F . A friend  w ould lie g lad  to  
h ea r from  any one who know s h is  p resen t address. 
E. D. B. K,. ca re  of th is  m agazine.

M E Y E R S ,  P A U L  V I N C E N T . — Ills  G randm other h a s  nu t 
seen h im  slneo 1112, whoit h e  w ent aw ay w ith  his fa 
th e r an d  Ills atepinulhor. He is now tw enty-tw o years
old. and  wlicn Inst heard  of was U rine  In S ta te n  Is la n d . 
New York. U is g ru a d m a th cr is  ge tting  old a n d  w ould  
like  very m uch to  h ea r from  him . i f  In* sees th is  she 
hopes he will W rite to  her, and  w ill he g lad  to  h ea r 
from  any one who knows bis address. M rs. .1, T. C raw 
fo rd , 1708 W est S tree t. N orw ood. Ohio

T I N H E Y ,  P E T E R . -  He Jefl h is  fam ily  In LiOl. 111.-; wife 
d ied  soon a fte r, and  two of h is  ch ild re n . B erth a  E llen
and M arg are t, were p la ted  in  a  home. T h e ir s is te r
P earl is* en .tlously  socking them . She would also  he 
g lad  to  hoar from her f a th e r 's  b ro ther. H an. M rs. P earl 
T lm iey E vans, U07 N o rth  N in th  S tree t. L afaye tte , I n 
d ian a .

T Y N D A L L ,  A R T H U R  T . .  an  e lec tric ian , le ft S ea ttle , 
W ash ing ton , in F eb ru a ry , 1518, fo r C asper. W yoming. L e t
te rs  addressed  to him were forw arded  to  Therm o pulls by 
th e  posta l au th o ritie s , an d  thence re tu rn ed  to  th e  w riters. 
Ho ha> no t been h ea rd  from  since he left. He w as 
abou t six  fee t ta l l ,  weighed one hu n d re d  an d  eighty
pounds, is  th ir ty -s ix  years of age, an d  o f a  u u ie t d isp o si
tion . Any one know ing h is w hereabou ts will do  a  k in d 
ness by w riting  to hU sis te r, M rs. M a r th a  Dorsey, H a rm  ill, 
M ontana.

C L A R K .  R O G E R  L Y O N S ,  n p rin te r , form erly o f M ar
sh a ll. T exas, and la s t  h ea rd  of ut o r n e a r  l iu tte , M on
tan a . lii>  b ro th er d ead  an d  th ere  is some property fu r 
him . Also J A M E S  J . J E N N I N G S ,  prin ter , of M arsh all, 
Texas. i l ls  b ro th e r w ould be g lad  to  h ea r from  him . 
It. L. Je n n in g s, K arnack , T exas.

T I K K A .  S E L M A . —S he was in  N cgaunee, M ichigan , 
tillrteen  years ago. She w en t from  th ere  to M inneapolis 
an d  m arried . H er nephew would Hko to  find her an d  
dues no t know her m arried  nam e. Who is F inn ish . Any 
In form ation  w ill bo g ra te fu lly  received. L. B. A. T ., 
ca re  of th is  m agazine.

F I S C H E R .  F R A N K  0 . ,  form erly of Company <», l'.iY! 
In fa n try , a t C am p Shelby. M ississippi, a n d  la te r t r a n s 
fe rred  to  OWeerjj' T ra in ing  C am p a t  C am p Gordon, G eor
g ia. I t  ij  bettered  th a t  Ids home was in  Munch*. I n 
d ia n a . W c so ld iered  together fo r abou t two years, th e n  
1 w as sen t t<» F ran ce  en d  lost track  of him . 1 sh a ll bo 
g ra te fu l for any  inform ation  th a t  w ill help  mo to  Jiml 
h im . H arry  H om an, 84S5 C om m ercial Avenue, Chle.nru, 
Illino is.

S M I T H .  M R S.  A M A N D A .— A bout th irty  years ago sho 
w en t to  T exas from A labam a to  jo in  her m other, M ary 
D a rls , an d  h e r s is te r  Joseph ine. She h as  lieen heard  
from only once since  th a t  tim e w hen h e r ja ist olll<.« 
was P aris . Texas. Her d a u g h te r  A lice w ould be so 
happy to  h ea r from her. o r from any of h er re la tives. 
M rs. A lice C. M cC ain. 837 N oble S tree t, A nniston , A la 
bama.

W I L E Y ,  W I L L I A M  M.— He le f t F ra u k fo rt. K entucky, 
twelve years ago. a id  w as la s t  h ea rd  from  in  M ount 
P le a sa n t, Iow a, te n  years ago. Uls d au g h te r  G ladys, 
an d  h is sun Roger, would Uko very m uch to  get In 
touch  w ith  h im , and will bo g ra te fu l for any  in form ation  
th a t  will h e lp  them to  llud h im . M iss G ladys W iley, 
417 S o u th  T ounc A venue, L os A ngeles, C aliforn ia.

M I L L E R ,  O R V I L L E  E D W A R D . — H e left In d ian a p o lis  
ab o u t F ebruary  er M arch . 1517. H e Is a  little  over live 
feet in  he igh t, h a s  black h a ir  uud Mm* eyes w ith  long 
black lashes. and  wet glut about one hu n d re d  an d  th irty  
pounds. Hi* m o th er la very anx ious am i w orried ab o u t 
him  and  will be g ra te fu l to  an y  one who cun  give her 
news of him. C. T ., ca re  of th is  m agazine.

S H I R L E Y .  M Y R T L E . — W hen la s t  h e a rd  from  she was 
In H elton. S o u th  C aro lina. A sincere friend  w ould II1 e 
to  h e a r from  her. Auy one know ing h er address  will 
do  a favor by sending  It to  J .  M ason. S l l  M cCum bor 
A venue. W ilm ington , N orth  C aro lina.

P E A R C E .  J 0 H N  M A R T I N . — H used  to  live at B u tte  
C ity . M ontana , an d  w ent from  th e re  to  P ark  C ity. U tah . 
Ih* Is fifty -th ree  y ea rs  o ld , six  fee t ta l l ,  well b u ilt, and  
of d a rk  com plexion. I l ls  s is te r, who h as  not seen him  
fo r tw en ty -n ine yea rs, w ill be deeply g ra te fu l fo r any  new s 
of h er b ro th er . J.  M. H ., c a re  of th is  m agazine.

B R A D E L E Y ,  V E R A ,  w ho w rote a le tte r on  Ju n e  15, 1518, 
from ''S om ew here  In  New York, shopping a g a in ."  to  337 
W est O ne H undred  and E leventh  S tree t. New York Clt.v, 
Is asked to aead h e r address  to  J . G. T .. ca re  of th is  
m agazine.

B A K E R .  M I N N I E  8 A R A H ,  w ho ro w ried  II. Lym an, an d  
af terw ard  Jam es E . Goburn. H er paren ts  are o ld  and  
are very anxious to  Mnd th e ir  d au g h te r A ny one who 
knows w here she fa w ill do a g re a t favor by w riting  
to  F. A. Cooke, 1112 M arket S ta ree t. B an F rancisco . C a li
forn ia .

H U R L E Y ,  J A M E S . — H e was las t h ea rd  of In M ilw aukee,
W isconsin , in  1517. aud  la supposed to  have le ft there 
fo r a construction  job In A rkansas. Follows com pressed 
a i r  cunsiruc ilun  work as  forem an. Any Inform a tfen  will be 
g rea tly  apprecia ted  by U . E. H urley, 5107 H azel S tree t. 
B eattie , W ashington.

A C K E R ,  S E R G E A N T  N.—A friend  w ould likn to  h ea r 
from  him  o r from auy  one who Knows h is p re sen t a d 
dress. W hen la s t  h ea rd  from lie w es a t  F o rt S h erid an  
H osp ital on  d u ty  tin  ring  th e  ’T lu" ep idem ic . 1-. ilay es , 
cart* of th is  m agazine.

C O H E N . H A R R Y . — X nt h/.m bnkl cbdl in no g n a s h  Id 
Rsz.idM insr. Z sd  E ukknvhm f F dd . H a n  h iincd rn li: zinc 
rz h r  Hhcmdx F. F U ilux  Zgd sgd © ghbjr m n  xntg  zgl. 
IT irhakd? Sgd zfgddldm s He Zeegdbh/.sdc. S idney  A.

M c R A E ,  J A M E S . — W hen la s t  hea rd  of he w as In A t
la n ta , Georgia. I l ls  m o th er is  h e a rt broken a t  h is  a b 
sence an d  silence, as sh e  does not know w he ther he 
is  d ead  or alive. T h ere  is im p o rtan t business aw aiting  
h is  presence, and  i f  he sees th is  he is  asked  to  write 
to  h is bro ther a t  onc-e. C alvin M cR ae, 121 W est B uelilcl 
A venue, A kron, Ohio.

Y U  L A ,  J E S A M I N E  I S B E L L . — H er a u n t h as  n o t seen 
h e r siii'-e she w as live y ea rs  o ld , mid she is  now th irteen . 
S he  was la s t  h ea rd  of In W ich ita . K an sas , w ith  her
m other, w ho h a s  m arr ied  again . I hope som e one will 
w rite  to  me who know s her, an d  I will fu lly  apprecia te 
th e ir  k indness. H er a u n t, M rs. \V. C. H ow ard, Box 4'34, 
r i c h e r .  O klahom a.

M A R T I N ,  JO HN  A L E X  AN D E R . — Tie is  th e  s«n of
L au ra  G e rtru d e  an d  Jam es  A lexander, o f T oron to , C an
a d a . an d  was bom  on November 5. 1857. l ie  left Ids 
hom e in th e  ea rly  p a r t  o f A ugust. 1911. an d  h is fam ily 
h as  no t heard  irem  him since, b u t h ea rd  th a t  he had
been seen in  D etro it. l i e  Is live feet six  inches ta l l ,  has
brow n h a ir  and  h lue eyes, an d  ft sca r on  th e  to n  of his 
head . Every effo rt h a s  be, n m ade to  find h im . bu t 
w ithout success, .m il It is  hoped th a t  th is  ap p eal tu  o u r 
re ad ers  will bring som e resu lt. H is m other lias worried 
very m uch since he left, a n d  an y  in fo rm ation  ab o u t him  
w ill b ring joy to  h is  fam ily . P lease w rite  to  id s siste r, 
M rs. M. J .  M o u n ta in . 22 B uchanan  S tree t. Toronto, 
C anada.

HAN R A T T Y .  G E O R G E . — H e was la s t h ea rd  of eig h t years 
ago a t  Mol ridge. S o u th  D akota . H e is  th e  feet ten  an d  
a h a lf  Ind ies ta ll, w eighs ab o u t one hu n d re d  an d  s ix ty- 
live poun Is. lias b lu e  eyes, black h a ir , an d  a ruddy 
com plexion Lie speaks w ith  an  Ir ish  accent. H is m other 
lives in Cork. Ire lan d . A uy pue knowing h is w hereabouts 
please w rite  to  C. M. C u lbertson , 1213 S o u th  Tw enty- 
seventh  S tree t, O m aha , N e b rask a .y

J.  B. H. "T h e  D u k e ,"  la s t  h ea rd  from  in  S av an n ah . 
G eorgia, ab o u t th e  ;irs t o f Ju n o  las t. Your w ife M a r
g are t U in the h o sp ita l to  undergo  an  opera tion , and Is 
very m uch w orried a t  n o t  having h ea rd  from  you. P lease 
w rite  to  your s is te r a t  once. K . V. M.

M U L L E N .  MRS. S A R A H ,  an d  her d au g h te r  M A Y .  who 
lived a t  l i e s  M a n h a tta n  A venue. B rooklyn. New York, 
n ineteen  years ago. A ny - in fo rm ation  rc„ tid in g  their 
w hereabouts will be than k fu lly  apprecia ted  by M rs. M ul
le n ’s siste r. M rs. A gnes A. Urmia to n , 11 C lan-rick  S tree t. 
P rovidence . Rhode is la n d .

C A M P B E L L . — My m o th er d ied  th irty-m u- v e irs  ago In 
M ont rose, C olorado. H er m aiden  nam e w as R achel Bowen, 
a n d  h er h u sb an d ’s nam e w as Floyd s .  C am pbell. 1 was 
six teen  y ea rs  old w hen m v m other d ied , an d  when we
las t hea rd  ol h er re la tives  they  were living In Turkey 
Creek. A rkansas C ity , A ik a n sa j. I w ould be very glad 
to  g e t in  touch w ith  som e of h er people, and  sh a ll be 
m ost g ra te fu l to  an y  one who can  te ll m e w here they 
are. itoscoe Cam pbell, Box 11**2. G allup, New Mexico.

U R I C H ,  H A R R Y  D.— H e left D enver, Colorado, in 1503. 
l ie  is live feet ten  inches ta ll. One linger of h is left 
h an d  is m issing. W hen las t h ea rd  from he was In the 
navy. His s is te r h a s  som e inutiry to r him  an d  would
Jsku to  h e a r from h im . H e le n  14. Uriel!, ca re  of th is 
m agazine.

H A R L E Y .  JO HN W I L L I A M . —W hen la s t  h ea rd  from  he 
w as in A lta  V ista, \  irg ln la . In Decemlier. 1513. He is 
tw en ty -flu  Jit years old. if  any  one knows h is present 
address  am i will sen d  It to  his s is te r she will g reatly
apprecia te th e  k indness. L ola Fowler, 173 Reynolds S treet. 
S p artan b u rg , South C urolina.

S M I T H . — I was h u m  on A ugust 13. Iv*w. in  C inc in 
n a t i ,  Ohio. My m o th er 's  nam e wa> S a ra h  S m ith . She was 
in  poor hea lth  an d  placed rm* In tie* Found ling Home, 
M r. C rouse being su p erin te n d en t. W hen I w as about 
fo u r years old my m o th er filed of consum ption , and  I was 
takPii from th e  hom e by jn*ople who adopted  me, and 
have alw ays been m ost k in d  to  me. T hey  are  both  liv
ing . an d  l th ink  th e  w orld of them , b u t th ere  are  tim es 
when I w ould like to  know if I have any b ro th ers , s is 
ters. fa th e r, or an y  blood re la tio n s  a t  all. an d  I feel 
t h a t  I m u st have. 1 ca n  get no  in fo rm ation  from  th e  
Home If  any  one ca n  en lig h ten  me an d  help me to 
know w hether I have an y  living re la tives o r n o t, I shall 
l»e deeply g ra te fu l to  them . K a th leen  S m ith , ca re  of th is 
m agazine.
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F IE L D , JE S S E  H .—T w enty -fou r y ea rs  ago ho lived a t  
1 lap l'l C ity , .-'uuth D akota. He was th en  tw enty-n::e >«>!;., 
i.ttl, ta i l .  will; black cun':.' h a ir  s ligh tly  s ti caked w ith  gray, 
h  i.'el eyf~. en d  ;i ia :r  c-mi;.Vxie'i. I woiii I he yi.nl in 
h e a r  f:.»m him  i-r from any  n u m b e r o f his family. Mi ;. 
J U i : y ,  lid-2  C um pluh A venue. Los Angeles. 
haU forn iu .

STA R R, T E O .— He was tw enty y ea rs  old l a d  M >y. Ii 
a 1 i» it six  fee t ta ll, has very d a rk  h a ir an d  d a rk  ih i-1 
i n s ,  an d  a  sm all sca r on h is left cheek. l ie  left him: • 
two ye ir.■ ago. an d  h is  m other th in k s  he* m ay Ik* Worm*:.: 
on :i ra u d i. (is he used to  d ress like a  cowl my an d  w:. : 
*.»'*■;•> i . - i r h i r  fo r th a t  life. She hopes if  he sees th is  
t *■. it  he w id  w rite  to  her. Any one who h as  seen him , 
« r I. now a any th ing  of Ins whcroulMiuts, will do  a grout 
luvor hy w riting  to  M rs. S ta r r , c a re  o f th is  m agazine.

B O W D L E ,  G E O R G E  an d  F R A N K . — They w ire  la s t hea rd  
of in  C alifo rn ia  several y ea rs  ago. T h e ir  paren ts  a le  old 
an d  in  pc>r h ea lth , and  a re  c o n stan tly  worrying uhiitit 
th e ir eons. A ny in h u m atio n  will b<* m ost g ra te fu lly  r e 
ceived by th e ir  n W e , M iss Sylvia M artin . UOfl i - «  E a s t  
O km ulgee S tr ic t ,  M uskogee, O klahom a,

C R E E V E R . C H A R LES W E SL E Y , som etim es know n as  
JA K E . A lso JA M ES PLA N K . D rop a line to  your old 
friend , E lb e r t R. F ry , U eu.i.iuarh  rs Com pany, F o u rty -fo u rth  
In fa n try , P ros’d io of S an  F rancisco . C aliforn ia.

GARCIA, L IL L IA N .—She le f t her home In O akland .
r .J u o r iik i .  a  d o r t  tim e ago, a n d  hud  her ch ild re n , two 
y irh , an d  a  hoy, w ith  her. T he g irls  a re  e ig h t and  nine
M 'T . lo t ,  ai.d  lilt* ho> fs six. They an* ;:ll d a rk . and 
ti:** i j- l ’-vr I.-; vt iy fa n . H er si* l»-r is very m uch w orried

h e i. an  * I •..ill he ........ / r a i d 'd  to any urn; who ca n
El*- her fi< W3 u f  her. Il .die sues th is  is n s la d  to 

. ::i a d  Ii in e . t i  s u p  r, ca re  of th is  m agazine.
CARR, I R E N E .--S 1** hi.- no t hern  hea rd  from dn* o A u 

d i  . l'.-l*-. vvhci she w ..j in St- I.oijis, M is-m rl. s h e  is 
tv *:.t\-on, j i v i s  o ld , *.'! J ris li en d  b :e ::eh  de**'*ent. Atiy 
h.ii.iinaLioii will is* tii n i-.ftiily i-w -v ed  hy her iinduer, M rs. 
Dd'iich*' p u rle r , 1»15 N o rth  F ifti ein ti S tree t, h t .  i«ouis,
ili.M H iri.

DEVON. G EO RGE, l ie  sa iled  from  E n g lan d  In th e
“ T u d o r P rin c e .’* in  lull'4, a n d  h as  h o t been h eard  of since 
he le i i  t i ia t  iw>at In New York. A nv kind  rcailer w ho m ay 
have In form ation  ab o u t him  w ill do  a g re a t k indness by 
wri'in:* to  Ills h rn ther, S tan ley  D evon. I I  M elbourne S tree t. 
Ever ton, Llver]X)ol. Engl and .

JO H N SO N , G US. who. in  th e  sum m er o f lfHC, w as p ro 
p rie to r of a  I'illW id room in  S eat lie , a n d  w as having a 
sm all M huuiier b u il t  fo r co:».>t trad e , I w ould like to  
kiiiiw h is p resen t ad d ress , am i renew o u r b rief h u t p leas- 
Btit ac 'iiia iiita .jce . O. \V. P ierce . 1715 N o rth  P ennsy lvan ia  
M n e t .  In d ianapo lis . In d ian a .

T R U N K , PA U L J .— H e w as la s t  h ea rd  of in  Okm ulgee, 
O' !*h.ii:’.a. Any one who knows h is u  herca limits w ill do  a 
P i  -I f .»•- ->r by w li t  he: to  II . IlasbroU ek. 9 H a rriso n  S i te d .  
Poughkeepsie, NcW York.

COOROUGH. M RS. A N N IE M.— W hen la s t  hea rd  from 
r. In* w as iii Nog a lia . C alifo rn ia , in  lb  17, Flic h as  a ■-oil 
Jl.iroM . a Pout fou r t o n  year.; o f age, an d  u bro ther. Jo in t 
M. lU'i.', u y t ‘:im- ;'i. vcl eiigin *i-r. w ho lives som ewhere in 
C aliforn ia. Any Iniorm utim i w ill ho g ra te fu lly  receive*I hy 
i - r  *i in: ic .-i. M rs. i,. V. !.a M ay. *i-*7 W est One H undred  
;iii<I Thirty-.-iv tli S tree t. New \ o t k  City.

W EE SE. W IL FR E D  W .— Il«* wits in  F ranco  with tho 
A ir Service. mi-1 w ln n  hist h « ajd  of Was ill Roanoke, V ir
g in ia . He iv asked to  w rite  to  Ills old p a l. C orporal Jo h n  
M ay. ran* of ti: ; nw ga /inc .

H A SK ETT . ROBERT H EN RY .—'Tw enty-four years ago 
h i t  Vi.iii.lr! ,e, Texas, fo r tin* gohl fields in  A laska , and  

h a s  never In - :i h a rd  ti-.tn eii-ic** l ie  v:nt l-urn an d  brought 
Ml in  N orth  < urolin  i. atid a f te r h is m arriage  Went to  
! .<iifolk. V11.■ is,i:*. H is wife (hi*1 s ic i t 'V  hefo ie he went 
t*> Van-iekli*. l-.'.v inr one d  ui.-Thfr. He w as forty  3 ea rs  old 
when he v.i u t :twii>. it I; *ut five l e d  six  inches ta l l ,  uf u 
d a rk  ci-m pl-xion, an d  had  a  large h irih  m ark  on  th e  h f t  
side of h i j  face. Any m forinati in ab o u t him  will hi* 
glad ly  receirrd  and  grea tly  u< pie-dated  hy h is g ran d d au g h ter , 
Mi>.i J u n e  WilkcrsoM, ca re  of th is  m agazine.

RO CEN , IS I DOR H .—Come hom e, m other Is si*-k a i d  
Win.;s to lu*-ir fiom  you very m uch. D avid ltugcii, j JI  
W ;;tains S tree t, P h ila d elp h ia . Pennsylvania.

M A R I O N .— If you sc - th is  p lea rc com e Ilium*. or w rite 
to  nie. I am  very bdiy.-uj:ii\ an d  tun anx ious to urrunuc 
Unrigs so  t h a t  wu can  I»c happy. 1 have som ething im 
p o rta n t to  tel! you. P h a s e  do  w rite . Eftle.

LEVEY. I R E N E . — She w as la s t  h ea rd  of when dm 
n u v M  from AI)3#.*coiii H ighlands. New Jersey , to  New 
York C ity. S he  is  ft sued to  sen d  h e r  ad d ress  to  G. 
Grenhcl.

M cH lN E Y . M RS. N E L L IE , form erly  of P ittsb u rg h , P e n n 
sy lvania. A ny new s of h e r w ill Ik* g re a tly  apprecia ted  by a  
friend , 12-lC -o , ca re  of th is  m agazine.

ORR, OSA ANN A.— s h e  Is ab o u t Ilf teen years old and  
m ay Ur know n as  I M e n  K u n u . S he  is th e  duugt*t<*r of 
N r Non O rr, who wan l \  S . C ourt C om m issioner of Ki-iiua. 
New M exico, and  was killed In  th e  courthouse  of th a t  
1 i.ice till M arch  :H. 1U1-. >h« w as la s t  h ea rd  of in  Kom-

NiW Mi : ico, w ith  M rs. .lobe KiintZ. Aliy one who 
know* w here slu* Is now w in do  a g ie a t  favor by v .r itin / 
t« f i r  «i-u*r. V. A ., cure of th is  m agazine.

McGINN. F R A N C IS  P A T R IC K .—H e la tw en ty -fou r years
lJ. i. live fee t six Imdi'-s ta l l ,  an d  has black h a ir ' and
hr uWn ev- s. He W;1; h ist Ilea!rd 1mm in Allm-pie r-1 ue. N.-.v
M Mis s is te r r.nd fa th e r arc  very anx ious t<* find Iiiiii
ar .-! will be n  .:*•■(:;! f-.i 1, ii*.* in fo rm itin -ii th a t will l.-ll)
ti: Mi!■;. te e .:: . , Hophiii-:. -ra re  of lid s mairazim*.

ORMAN , CORTLAND. — He U.'Pd to  li*. • in  Ch,i« a t  i. hilt
11;ien h i t il<**ld uf V. IS ill All- ier-on . D.di 1IM. Cl P 'i r . / lie

a e-.l , is  1 <t ta l l .  w,*!i Ii ,-iil h e ir  hi:it I id !li* -J t S, a :..|
i 1 :t;  tWo II.. ;**’ ; ini: .-lug iK-ia tIK* left il ir • 1. Anv in-. s of
hi ;:i w ill ;I., g ladly f - u v e d  hjr H ill, cure *>f tllla r;ia;;y

A N D REW S. ALVA.— II. r  UV.-k?iovv:i il M p *.-.» w  u  
L :;t*n :..\ S ire  1 1. D ill.is. Ti x i i .  She is asl.cd to  w rite  to  ,i!i 
■ ..1 f 1 :t--(-.J. 1*. T iu - t ,  ca te  i*t ttiis m agar

COATS, HOW ARD C L Y D E .- H - Is --irht years old. « >d 
•vlii'** |-t ,t i,>-*,>.; :)f Wii . In UTe'un.dii. *. .tb
id , f.nti. :• ;•  1 i t r t . ol:i: vviai ver.* futi I <*!
• 11* 1 jibi to  ; , ’.h  r* l.e a n d  vr o ld  bo ghul to  'n  ar
tii.m  .n o  otic o lio  can  give UeW'i of LiiO. M rs. C, J .  M .. 
1 .*to ol t in s  m agazine.

L U C IU S.— Ynur m other Is m u eh w orried ab o u t you. W rite 
Lome en d  tell h er you ar.* all righ t. D allas.

D A RTN ELL, MR. am i M R S .- T lx v  F f i  Cork. Ire lan d , 
w ith  th**ir fam ily, in  I 'O’ fur W inuipeg. I '.m ad a . Any 
i..*w i -,r i)i«*m will he g lad ly  r< .*<*iv.*d i»y Dal.-.y H a rre tt. who 
is i.u'.v M i-. I*. W . I'iP jV .eil, J Jb  L .turler A venue, W est. 
O ttaw a , O n tario . C anada .

HAG A. JO H N .— ID  m ove l to Los Angeles som e years 
in*, a i.d  af te r u s ii" r t ci>rrr -i>o::dPniv l»*U>*rj) sen t to  him 

the):* w* :t re tu rn ed . His old I f .-n d . P au l F . IvlaCa, would 
ih .e  to  h e a r tn-ir. him.

P M R fE L L . BFRT.--W li«*n la t  hea rd  from  l;c w as in
I ..1::-viHi*. Km.tm-kv, in I 'F i - l  L He H ah o u t live fee t 
•*!i*v*‘n in 'h e  j  ta i l .  m>d H 11*'W prul:.ibly th irty  -Rve years old.
II i \ lc-me a n d  peo|de w* 1** in  C iilup . New M exico, h u t hi*
l::n  n.;t b*iMi there fo r >**.tr:.. Ih* has .1 roam uig  d isiiosl- 
j j . , . ,  ^ 11, j does in.'. St IV in *>ne p la -e  very I* n;p Ail old
frb  ml u*inl*i lie gl'aii t  i I . - t  from him . an d  will ap p rec i
a te  any  inform ation  as :• h is i ,i*.i«nt w hereabouts. M.
J .  S .. ca re  of tills  tnae .a.'ii.i.

A LLPO R T.— I wm ild like to  b e a r from  any one who 
knew  my bro ther, th e  k ite C ap ta in  'lom  A llport, w ho sailed  
Lilt o f stall Fr;*nclai-.| in th e  e ighties, o r b is widow. Ithoda 
T heresa A llport. P lease  w rite  p* J .  \V. A lljio rt. JO? 
T h ir te e n th  .Stre. t. O uklu iH , C aliforn ia.

DONOVAN. EDW ARD J -W hen l i s t  h ea rd  o r ho was 
sa il i n /  th e  G reat L akes w ith  h is uncle. He was form erly 
a  --apian; in  the A ir s -rv i-c . H is p resen t ad d ress  is 
vv..Tiled hy a friend . JI. t; .  E .. e.ire ot (Id.; m agazine.

P E T E R SO N , JA C O B .-“Tin.; w«s m v fa th e r’s nam e. He 
w as hoin  in P ennsylvania, ab o u t D io .  left Ids hom e when 
In- w as ten  years o ld , and  w ent to  In  liau.-t. He c la im ed 
t<> lie a  H ollander. l i e  h ad  a b ro th e r naim-1 f u n  ••Mils, 
m id th ree  slaters He d ied  in  1 S.’>S. I ai i anx ious to  find 
sonic tra c e  of his re la tives, an d  sh a ll he glad to  h e a r 
from  th e  deeeeiidants of any m em ber of h is fam ily . J .  J. 
P e terson , Dixuti. H linuis.

SIM M O N S. JU N E F .-  He w as h u t  h ea rd  of seven years 
ago. when he was In ltem llg , Texas. He !.-■ fo rty -one  years 
•d<l. h as  ligh t-brow n h a ir , a n d  when l i s t  Men. had  a 
he..vy tiism aehe. Any -a-.* who Km-iws an y th  In*: ab o u t iilra 
plea.a* w rite  to  J . J .  S iim uon j, Jtnrring*.*r, A rkansas.

WOOD. CH A RLES B .— He left I.f-trUvDie. K- m ucky, in 
IP  Is. l ie  lj  lift.' years old, w -ig lr; utam t two hu n d re d  
pounds, an d  is cn  autom-.hll.* salesinutt. I t  was sa id  th a t  
lie w ent to  p b o v  in  Ohio. A nv InfonnaD oii ulxiut
li:m  will lie th an k fu lly  received by M u . lvatu M. W ood, 
e*-re u | t ’»i s m agazine.

W IN N , W. D .— lie  is a barb er, forty-or:i» years o f age. 
w ;n- d .id t t i t i r  an*l Mile eves If•• w.-s la-.', hea rd  o f in
AruarH'i*. T i in  lOUi. Ills no tin-r will U* g ls .l  to
I • r fi-*m any one w ho know - w here he is, o r who can
r . v* 1- r any in '.V., 1■f him . M rs. Jo in t i*. W inn. Meeker.
0 : tiia.

G U E LD EN ZO PF. W ILH ELM nd C H R IS .—T !:<v are
kbI; 'N I -.U .-lW o and :.?f. -n . : 1 * ■ y^ . ■i r■*.-pe< ti.i-11v. a; id

■ i •> l.i.'t 11 r ■ 1 ‘ I ! t ' 1;.. * *.:: >>>'>v:i i : , D - : Anv new.; of
tii - •:’.. . r ■ f  til ■ir ' am: . e.; U '■* k re. l»: y kppic. 1l.‘.:ed  by
tl, ' Ii- 1 Oil: ip . Mr s \v lii.am  11 1. !■.!«. ii;'■opt. CUPi  o f i i .:s itinga-

G U .L E S P IF . MURRAY E D W A R D .—-He W::-, horn  In
.1 - \ .I!--. NY ■ Pi i]■ 1 1* r - m n la . ;;e*i »■ban la- t hea rd

1 mi !• v -vf l i e IbM '::l S - is■ 1 I *• JX • i -
j... ■ • n ..•*.■ 1' l,,, \t *i. p f : W:|h hriltdllid

*. . i  1. I*-. N* v. 3 , ,rk ‘  * Vi v. .)■.!■ I !;■' Hunt
gr .. ; *ii f , ■; an  . -re *i. *i: Th.it v.r - 1.1 ! .- I|» i: r to  find
in . h i :  .. r. M‘. .IV (jid ;v -b » . : i j tm t Avenue .  B ruin*
tr* e .  Ma.-sachtt.s t t i .



1 4 2 Missing Department
JO SE PH SO N , SY D N EY  and  M A X .—1They were las t 

heart! from  sh o rtly  before th e  W ar. w hen they ven* living in 
New York t 'i tv . I f  they  w ish to  h ea r som e good »;*-wa 
they shou ld  w rite to  15. S egal, 725 G ira rd  Avenue N orth , 
M inneapolis. M innesota.

NORTON. E. 0 .— H e le ft New York ahon! Ju n e  1. 1:»M, 
saying he w ould go to  C alifo rn ia , stop j.li '. a t  B uffa lo , t  ik - 
in s  a  boat a ira sa  th e  lake  to  V tro it. ;:ii-i then  go on . Wo 
heard  th a t  he stayed a t  th e  Iroquois H otel in  B uffa lo  from 
.luno th e  e ig h th  to  the te n th , ' an d  left w ithout giving a 
forw ard ing  address. He hail a large M -ii.u-r tru n k  an d  a  
h an d  hat:, b u t  w-: could  n o t find o u t u im  tiluk h is baggage 
from th e  lioUd. Ih* has never been h eard , of .■'line. an d  
i t  h a s  been iinj*ossih!e to  tilld o u t w h a t heeanie of hiru 
a f te r he le ft th e  hotel. l i e  was six ty -fo u r y ea rs  o ld . 
weighed ab o u t one hu n d re d  am t s ix ty  pounds, hud  light 
h a ir  and  m u stach e , was well d ressed  an d  wajkeil w ith  a  
cane. l ie  wore uo jew elry h u t a  cold w atch  an d  cha in . 
Any in fo rm ation  ab o u t him  will g rea tly  relieve tin* anxie ty  
of hD  fam ily , and  will o<- deeply apprecia ted . M iss K. J . 
N orton , c a re  o f th is  m agazine.

M cCLELLAN. GEO RGE LOYD.— H r Is tw enty-one years 
old, six  feet ta l l ,  w itii hr*w u eyes, d a rk  h a ir  an d  com 
plexion. T h ere  are ta tto o  m ark s on ills a rm s of two women, 
and  his in itia ls , t l .  I,. M. l ie  i.; a th ird  engineer, m a 
chin ist. am i w hen la s t  h ea rd  of he was in  N orfolk. V ir
g in ia . on n sh ip  bound fo r th e  c a s t coast. T h is  w as ill 
J a n u a ry . 19 20. Any new s of him  will he g lad ly  received 
by h is  m other. M rs. U. M cC lellan , c a re  o f th is  m agazine.

S H E E T S , R O B ERT.—W hen la s t  h e a rd  from  he w as in 
th e  o il fields in  C alifo rn ia , ab o u t lb  IS. H e ts tw en ty -fo u r 
years o ld . w ith  b lack  lou r an d  d a rk  com plexion- l i e  is 
asked to  w rite  to  Ids b ro th er , B e rt  A. Sheets. 1G N orth  
E leventh  S tree t, S t. L ouis, M issouri.

O’S H A U G H N E SY .— I w as b ro u g h t tip  in  a convent in 
Ivans.oi C ity . M issouri, a n d  lost n il t rac e  o f m y people, as 
1 was a very sm all ch ild  when 1 was p laced  In th e  hum*. 
W e were seven c h ild re n , a n d  I w ould Ih* very glad to 
know som eth ing  of m y fam ily. Any ass is tan ce  in  th is  m u t
te r  w ill be th an k fu lly  ap p recia ted . A nnie 0 ‘dhaughiicsy . 
ca re  of th is  m agazine.

SH U LTZ. JU L IA  A .—T en  y ears  ago her fam ily  lost a ll 
trac e  of her. She used  to  live In  a  sm all tow n in  N e
b ra sk a . in  o r  n e a r  M ount Cook, H er sister will he m ost 
gra te fu l to  any  one w ho ca n  give h e r any  in fo rm ation  th a t  
will help to  find her. M rs. .S. I I . N e illaus, 35 N o rth  
H am ilton  A venue, In d ian a p o lis , In d ia n a .

HODGE, JA M E S .—H e is ab o u t tw en ty -tw o  y ears  o ld , fivo 
feet e ight inches ta l l ,  an d  w eighs one hu n d re d  a n d  fo rty - 
five pounds. W hen Just heart I from  lie was In  A tlan tic  
C ity , early  fit 19I d. i l l s  b ro th er w ill Imj very g ra te fu l to  
any  one who w ill help  h im  to  find him . C olem an Ilodge, 
2509 W est D a u p h in  S tree t, P h ila d e lp h ia , P ennsy lvan ia.

H A N SEN , JU L IU S .— You have no th in g  to  fe a r. P leaso  
w rite to  your d au g h te r, M. D. LL B ., c a re  o f th is  m agazine.

LEG GO. HAROLD P .. know n as  BUDDY . H e le f t New
ark . N«-w Jersey . In F eb ru a ry , 191*. fo r h is  hom e l.n Ivenas- 
ton , S askatchew an , C an ad a . Any new s of him  will be 
g lad ly  received. If he sees th is  I hope lie w ill w rite  to  me. 
Louis P a n  at. 45 1'em berton  S tre e t, W ort-ester. M assa
chuse tts .

E STES. R EV ER EN D  A LEC .— A tm ut eig h t y ea rs  ago he 
was th e  p a s to r  of Cook's P resby terian  C hurch , in  T oronto . 
C an ad a , an d  le f t th ere  fo r a  p as to ra te  tn  D etro it. A n old 
schoolm ate an d  neighbor w ould bo g lad  to  h e a r  from  him , 
an d  w ill u p pre ria to  th e  k indness  of any  re a d e r  w ho w ill 
lie good enough to  send  Ids address. W illiam  Jam es H e n 
derson . ca re  of th is  m agazine.

CLAVEA U. E R N E S T .— He w as la s t  h e a rd  from  in  Los
Angeles, when b is b ro th er d ied  in  th e  service. H is 
m other fa w orrying abou t him  a n d  w ill be g ra te fu l fo r nnv 
in fo rm ation  th a t  will help  h e r to  find h er son. Also 
M 0R R1L, firs t nam e n o t given. W hen las t h ea rd  from 
he was in  M alta , M on tana . In  th e  em ploy of th e  govern
m ent. A n o ld  fr ie n d  would like very m uch to  know h is 
present w hereabouts. A. L-, ca re  of tills  m agazine.

PA R K E R , CARL M.— Ho le f t Johnstow n. Pennsy lvan ia , 
ab o u t 1909, an d  was la s t h ea rd  from  in  A rling ton , O regon, 
in l y ) l .  n e  is ab o u t th ir ty -fo u r v e ir s  o ld . w ith  shirk 
curly  h a ir  and  uneven  tee th . He h as  hc;>n in  A laska . His 
sister is anx ious to  get new s c>f him . Z. 1*. H uffm an. 5061 
B roadw ay, O ak land . C alifo rn ia .

S H 0 A R E 3 . A RTH U R J . .  form erly  o f New H a w n . C on
n ec tic u t: HARRY L IL L E Y . form erly of B enn ing ton , New 
H am pshire , and  A RTH U R H. LAN DRA , w ho lived in  W est- 
boro. M assachusetts , tw enty  years ago. are  asked to w rite 
to  M rs. Cl. H. C.4 ca re  of th is  m agazine.

PO W ELL, R U T H .— She was la s t  seen in  S a lt  Lake City, 
U tah , in  1917. H er home is in  Iow a. I  have som e im jtor- 
t a n t  news fo r her, and  am anx ious to  g e t h e r p resen t a d 
dress. J . C. V aughn, ca re  of th is  m agazine.

B E SS IE  B .—P le ase  le t me h e a r from  you a t  once. j .  w . 
M ., ca re  of t |0 s  m agazine.

COOK. B L A N C H E.—She w as h is t h  e-m l o f in  Jac k so n 
ville. F lorid ,!, in  1919. Any utu* w!..i I u rn- h>*r p resent 
ad d ress  will d o  a  favor by sending  it to  E . C. W alker, care 
of t in s  midvJZine.

W EST, SA M U EL J . —On Decem ber 12, 1-1 he was 
tw en ty -six  y ea rs  o ld . a n d  on  th a t  d a te  he w rote h le tte r 
to  h is s is te r  N ellie from th e  C ordova H otel. Vancouver. 
B ritish  Colum bia. He is  five fee t eig h t In -h e , ta l l ,  w ith  
fa ir  h a ir  a n d  b lue eyes. H is t>LU*r will Jje g ra te fu l for 
an y  in fo rm atio n  regard ing  him . C h arlo tte  E . W est, 2559 
W est Ju- hiiim B oulevard . C hicago , I l l in o is

L U TH ER, CH A R LES B .— He v .;u  la s t  h»ard  <*f tn  B uf
fa lo . New York, ala jiit 1902. lit1 ts  now seven ty -liite e  
y ea rs  o ld . am i a  m ac h in is t by occupation . 11»a noli and
d au g h te r  will be deeply g ra te fu l tVv any  hit or m atin:: co n 
cern ing  him . M rs. A. Cun It on. 205 l it- in la n d  A u-liue,
H ighland  P a rk , M ichigan.

ST E PA N  IK . M A R IE.— She is twenty-nn..* >.m?s o f age. 
ab o u t live fee t th ree  inchiv. in he igh t, w ith  la ir  l . n r  
and  b lue eyes. S he  ia suptmsed to  be livii..; w ill: her f a 
th e r  ta  P h ila d e lp h ia . A ny one who knows h er a d ip e ss  will 
g rea tly  oblige by geudiug it to  J u l ia  K ow al. 5 J l  E a s t 
T w enty-second S tre e t, L o ra in . Ohio.

M IL L E R , “ F R O G G IE .”  form erly of th e  37th Division. 
O hio  N a tio n a l G u a rd , an d  lo s t  hoard  o f a t  C am p S h erid an . 
M ontgom ery. A labam a. I  w ould like to  h ea r rV mi him  o : 
from  any  uf h is com rades. Com rade, ca re  of th is  m agazine.

LAND A U ER. M RS. W, A „ form erly of C li i-a g ., an d  la.-t 
b e a rd  o f in  1918. A t one tim e she lived In K ansas. A 
fr ie n d  is anx ious to  g e t h e r p resent add ress  a ml will h>* 
deeply  indeb ted  to  an y  oue who m ay  be k ind  enough l > 
sen d  it to  t l .  W. K., ca re  o f th is  m agazine.

ASTON. R IC H A R D , w ho served a  te rm  in th e  navy am i 
w as d ischarged  iu O ctober. 1919. H r is  though t to  be in 
som e W estern S ta te . A ny In form ation  abou t him  w ill h> 
g ra te fu lly  received by Jo h n  A ston , ca re  of th is  m agazine.

A LLEN , ALEX C.— lie  w as a  petty  officer on  th e  t \  S . s .  
“ New M exico,*’ an d  w as la s t  h ea rd  o f In S an  F ranc isco  
In M arch  h ist. H e is th ir ty - th re e  years old, w ith  d a rk  h a ir  
and  b lue eyes, i f  any one know s w here he is they will 
do  a  favor by send ing  Ills ad d ress  to J .  W ., c a re  o f th is 
m agazine.

M cCARTNEY .— W hen I w as fo u r  years old m y m other 
d ied . My fa th e r 's  people took m e, an d  m y m o th er 's  s is 
te r  took m y s is te r, who w as th e n  live years o ld , I am  imw 
tw en ty -s ix , a n d  have n o t h ea rd  an y th in g  o f lie. s in e - th a t 
tim e. My m o th e r 's  people lived in  R odney. O ut.trio  C a n 
a d a , a n d  1 h ea rd  la te r t h a t  they  h ad  moved to  D etro it. 
M ichigan . T h e ir nam e w as M cC artney. If  any  on* can 
help  im- to  find m y s is te r. I sh a ll l>e deeply g ra te fu l and  
sh a ll never fo rget th e ir  k indness. F ra n k  I.. A uger, ca re  
of tills  m agazine.

ROTH W ELL. R O BERT E .— H e w as la s t  h ea rd  nf In the 
V . S . arm y, m edical corps, a t  C am p D!x, an d  w.i» going 
to  re-on  list. He is  ta ll anti s len d er , w ith  d a rk  h a ir. His 
o ld  p a ls  M ike a n d  C onnie w a u l to  h e a r from  him . C on
n ie  A llb rig h t, 32 Ja m e s  S tree t, R ochester. New York.

W ILSO N , EVELYN RU BY.—Tw enty-five years ago ! 
p laced  m y baby g irl, th a n  fo u r m o n th s  o ld . to  hoard  w ith  
a  fam ily  nam ed  Osm ore. a t  l l il l .  New H am p sh iie  They 
h a d  a  grow n u p  d au g h te r  m im ed C la ra . I saw  m y baby 
o n e*  a f te r  leaving h er th ere , a s  I was trave ling  a i l  the 
tim e. A fter six  m o n th s  I w en t to  take  th e  ch ild  aw ay, 
an d  fo u n d  th a t  th e  people h ad  gone, a n d  no  uiie knew 
whero. I  have trie d  fo r y ea rs  to  find them , h u t w ithout 
success, a n d  I  am  now Imping th a t  som e one who knows 
them  m ay  sec* th is  an d  w rite  to  m e, fo r w hich I sh a ll be 
alw ays g ra te fu l. Evelyn W ilson, c a re  o f th is  m agazine.

W ILLIA M SO N . JO H N , w ho le ft Illin o is  ab o u t th irty -five 
y ea rs  ago. I l ls  sLster's son  w ould like to  h e a r frum him  
n r from  any  m em ber o f hfs fam ily  V ictor V. B aser , O blong. 
Illino is .

L E E .— I was adopted  from  an  in s titu tio n  in S t. Louis. 
M issouri, h i 1*98. w hen I  w as oue year old. My nam e was 
T h eresa  M. Lee. T he people w ho adopted  m e ca lled  me 
l.uclllrt H ail. T hey  moved to  C olorado  w hen 1 w as six 
y ea rs  o ld . My mother ,  w hose nam e w as A lm a Lee, was las t 
h ea rd  of when I w as ab o u t one y ea r old. in  Springfield. 
M issouri. J f an y  one ca n  te ll m e any th ing  of her. o r h-Ip 
m e to  find h er . I sh a ll g rea tly  ap p recia te  th e ir  k indness. 
b .  W ., c a re  of th is  m agazine.

PEN N 1M A N , JA N E , th e  widow of B en jam in  IV nuinum . 
w ho lived in  New York C ity, a t  503 W est T w en ty -th ird  
S tree t. In 1*05. Any one who knew  her will do  a  g reat 
favor by w riting  to  H a rry  Jo hnson . R oute No. 1. W arsaw . 
Illino is .

DAY, K E N N E T H , who lived a t  one tim e in  Sioux 
C ity , and  la te r  in  Y *nkt*n, S o u th  D akota , w ith  a fam ily  
nam ed B rit t,  a n d  C L IF FO R D  OUTH D U SE. T hese tw o are 
asked  to  com m unicate w iilr a n  o ld  friend . D. B ., ca re  of 
th is  m agazine.
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D A R W IN , M AM IE CRY 8TA L.— She is  th irty -tw o  years

o ld . ta l l  an d  slender. w ith  ligh t-b row n  h a ir , an d  one ey»> 
sm alle r th a n  tl so o th er. S h e  ra n  nut ra ise  h er left firm 
l iv h e r  th a n  h er >in»nldi r. She is  a pu .eher and  play* 
the p ian o  well. She is ashed to  w rite  to  h e r s is te r or her 
i- tie  r. who ■:re w orrying very m uch ab o u t her. an d  Wind;I 
hi* grea tly  relieved if they could h e a r Hunt her. Mrs. 
T hom as I/. W lggcrs. Box 7-A , Home 4. E upora , M ississippi.

TU CK . RO BERT A .— I am  safe  am i well. P le ase  w rite or 
come u t utn ■. We w a n t you. Huh S tan ley . H a rriso n . Idaho .

LAU DERM IL K . C H A R LES, of th e  V . S . navy. He was 
la s t  heart I o f In B rem erton , in  lylU . Ho is ab o u t live
fee t live Inches In heigh t, w ith  blue eves am t 11wlit hair. 
(Ms hom e is hi Ohio. Also LA W REN CE W ILSO N , of th e  
r .  S. navy, la s t  h ea rd  from  in S ea ttle . In  F eb ru a ry , o f 
th is  year. H e is ta l i  w ith  b lack  h a ir  a n d  eyes. A ny In 
form ation  a b o u t these tw o w ill be g lad ly  received by L. II . 
l i . ,  r a re  of th is  m agazine.

W H IT T IK E R . CH A R LES H E N R Y , form erly  of E ureka, 
K an sas , an il w hen la s t  h ea rd  of w as going to  H utch inson , 
hu t no one th e re  seem s to  have seen  h im . He Is of
m edium  heigh t, tw en ty -e ig h t y ea rs  o ld . o f a  q u ie t  d is 
position , w ith  dark -b ro w n  h a ir  am i eyes a n d  re g u la r fe a 
tu res . A ny in fo rm ation  th a t  will lead to  com m unicating  
w ith  him  will he g lad ly  welcomed by h is  a ld e r ,  M rs. M. 
W hitt Hu t  M iller. B os 31-A. Route U, Buck 1 in . K ansas.

SH A W .—'I wo3  born in  T oron to , C a n a d a , on S lay  17, 
i M y  fa th e r  d ied  w hen I w as tw o y ears  o ld . and  I 
wa» th en  si u t to  live w ith  m y g ran d m o th er. W hen she 
■ Iiei| 1 w'j» sen t to  th e  Butf.ilo O rphan  H om e, an d  from 
th ere  to  the Homo in  Svi'acii, e. My m o th er 's  nam e is 
A nna Shaw . I have n . i e r  h ea rd  anyth tug m ore of her. an d  
do hot know w hiit h as  become o f her. If any  one can 
help n.c to  iiud her, o r any  of m y re la tives. I sh a ll Iw m ost 
;■ r. ti-ful to r th e ir  k ind  ass is tan ce . M abel S haw , ca re  of 
th is  tim ga/ine .

YOUNG. H E R B E R T  A .— W hen la s t  hoard  from  he w as 
somewhere in  C olorado. Ills  s is te r  w ould hit g ra te fu l to  
a.;.v »>v who im ii tell h er h is p resen t w hereabou ts, or if 
d ea d , th e  place an d  d a te  of h is  d ea th . M rs. C. .1. S h e l
to n , Box 741;. H orton , K ansas.

SQ U IR E S . LE ROY F .. b e lte r  know n aa “ W H IT IE .”
He w .u  la s t  h ea rd  of in  B altim ore in  | 17. H o is tw enty 
years o ld . h as  ligh t h a ir  Mid him* eyes, a n d  is  le ft- 
h an d ed , Ills rig h t fide  bavin.: heeu sca lded . H e does not 
speak p lain ly . Any in fo rm atio n  abou t th is  hoy w ill ho 
in nh fully  received by Id s  m other. It. S . F . ,  ca re  of th is  
luiif-.ulnc.

M Y ER S. P A U L  V IN C E N T .— ITc was born  In  C tn e in - 
i i i t i  Ohm . on  Ju ly  7, ls .'S , a n d  was la s t h -a rd  uf on 
S f'iten  Is lan d . New York, in  lit 10. w here Ids p ite m s  had  a 
lau n d ry  bu -ine .* . Any one who knows h is  p resent address 
will g rea tly  oblige hy send ing  i t  to  M rs. l) . L ynch , l u l l  
C lark S tic e t, C in c in n ati. Ohio.

BRO CK ER. S Y L V IA .— .She w as in  L ittle  Rock. A rkansas, 
‘.n th e  sum m er of an d  was la s t  seen in  C harlo tte ,
N orth  C aro lina , ab o u t J a n u a ry , I p in . She m ay he known 
as  Sylvia 15amister. <*. I). S ., ca re  of th is  m agazine.

A o D IS O N .— P lease  com m unicate w ith  M ay o r  E lizabe th , 
ca ie  of tills  m agazine.

FORD. JO H N .— He v .as la s t  h ea rd  of In Denver abou t 
ll'lL '. A ny in fo rm atio n  regard ing  h im  v.iil ho g lad ly  re 
v iv e d  by liis  nephew , Joseph  Tuughey, ca re  of th is  m ag a
zine.

F IT Z G E R A L D . MARIE.-—W ho a t  orm tim e lived a t  309 
W c.ilion S tree t. Ion ia. W ashington , an d  la te r  w en t to 
G rand  R ap ids, la asked to  send  h e r  address  to  a n  old 
t r !■ nd . w ho w ould he very g lad  to  h o ar frum  her. IS. C. 
tViili. ca re  of l id s  m agazine.

H E N D R IX , H ER B ERT J .— H e d isap p eared  from  h is  home 
h i P o rt H enry. New York, on M ay k l . lu lu ,  an d  has 
lu-ver h e rn  h ea rd  of airier. H is m ot tier Is very anx ious to 
l.ii-ov w h ith e r ho is  jiving or d e a d , an d  w ould he g lad  to 
h ea r from  any  one who ca n  give her any  new s of him . 
H t  f- .fii-r is ile.nl. I f  H erbert is  alive his m otner begs 
h rn p* w rite  to  her. M rs. S im eon A . ii< u d rlx . N orth 
H u ilu "i. New York.

W A LTERS. FRED  W ., w ho \v ,u  a  curpnral in th e  *lfitli 
E ng ineer:. - 1 t f *;•-■*»I a t  C imp l'rem oi;l, I tlh fo m ia , and  
w!a it l .i-t h ea rd  of was With th e  A. E. F . a t S t. .Viyirih.
1 ‘r nice, is asked  pi w rite to  Ills W ar M other, ca ie  of 
:*. - imig.i.-.iite, o r to  hoi a d o r e s .

BEGGS. SC H U Y LER  an d  F R A N K .—Y our i.ld pal T.. v i-
tii• l wouM like to  he T  I m m  >ou. L. A. S .. cure of th is

DADDY. D AN .— I'ic:.- • rc iu e  la c k . I am  to  hh.iiV'. I 
k;:*.nv my mt take , and  am  so n v . Your wife, M arjorie .

SCH W O EB EL. ’JO H N .— Tv-.*t;tv- tw o years ago I if was a 
'■ ‘ win of nr..U v. | \ , - v.wk, New Je i-ey . Wfi. n 1.--1

:ls- ** M:.Vil"W* \V.->:* ’ m . H i *  ' - . - j. U d ’:.un ’  .!.. nv.v 
P ■■ tv -fiiu r V-MlS o ld . !-*al , : ■ .1 :iUU i.e ] |. V.-pIlld 111- »* -> 
(Old in deed to  he a*- from  i : i s  lath* r. Ai.V fi?pimi*o|eau.>!l 
” ;i! U* held  as cuiiiidi.nii.tl. W illiam  J .  S ehw oebtl. ca re  
<J th is  m agazine.

A T K IN S. ROYAL ASTON, som etim es know n u  D uke,
o r  R u ral A ston. He w as la s t  h ea rd  of in  M ansfield. Ohio.
ill Juii!.-. llMi'. A ny one w ho know* w here ho Is will do 
a  kindues:; hy ask ing  him  l:» w rite to  In-, s is te r, as she 
h.i> te ws (or him . M arth a , c .u c  uf fid s  m agazine.

DON. woo was on ho;1 id  the " I 't o k a ,"  in C uba. A 
f r :■-! AI J'-.e p j lie.tr from lillu. A. .-wlorzano, ca re
Ut l.MgaZllie,

VAN HOHN. MAUD. NORY, and M AGG IE, th e  c h il
d re n  of M organ  t  at id C harles Van H orn, and  th e ir m other, 
M arg a te :, whose m aiden  nam e was O verstree t, w ho were 
la s t h ea rd  from  in  D 'O , irom  S idney , N ebraska . Tim 
ch ild re n  were Imm Itt th e  early  '7 0 ’s. w hile Uielr fa th e r 
w as a so ld ie r In  th e  l 'J th  ( '.  S. In fa n try . A ny in fo rm a
tio n  th a t  will lead u> com m unica tion  w ith  th em  w ill be 
g ra te fu lly  received hy CU.trii’3 vuii H olm . IilS W est N in th  
S tree t. C in c in n a ti. Ohio.

KEN T, G EO RG E.— He is  tw enty-five yoara o ld . five fee t 
six  Inches ta ll, w ith  ch e stn u t-b ro w n  hair a n d  d a rk -b lu e  
eyes. 11«* was la s t  seen  hy id s b ro th er fo u r years ago. in 
Chicago. He is a  ta ilo r. H is m other w ill bo g ra te fu l for 
an y  new s of h im . M rs. S am uel Wycoff, c a re  of th is  m ag a
zine.

N E ID E R T . EU G EN E A .— A t one lim e he w as a  trick  
ry c h - t  am i appeared  in  vaudeville . H is wife h as  no t hea rd  
from  him  fo r tw enty-tw o y ears  and will g rea tly  appre
cia te any Inform a IP n concern ing  him . M rs. D orothy N e i- 
d c i t ,  ik?tj C olum bia Avenue, B altim ore , M aryland .

N O T IC E .--I t w ill hi- p i the h i 'c rc s t  ®f th e  person know n 
ns ;t re siden t of M , >• il.v, M i^ n ir i ,  who occupied hiWflf 
th e .  c a r  eigh t. S a n ta  1 •• t ra in  num ber s ix . betw een Denver 
an d  Kau.—ts CiLV. July JUtli a n d  31»t la s t, to
w rite  to  J .  1L, ca re  ui th is  m agazine.

ST E V E N S , W IL L IS  A., who w as la s t  h ea rd  o f abotit 
slv y e - is  ago. when he w as In charge  o f th e  telephone 
;,nice m  S ard  a Y n e z . C alkfu in ia, is  asked  P j w rite  to  
O livia, ca re  of tin s  m agazine.

W A LSH . R A L P H .— lh* is six teen  years e ld  a n d  was la s t
b ea rd  "i ab o u t five years ago. H is old fr ie n d , who lived 
in th e  sam e house m  New York C ity, w ould like to  h e a r 
from  him . Jam es  S h u ltz , c a re  of th is  m agazine.

P H IL L IP S , JOHN W A R R E N .— He w as la s t  h ea rd  of 
in  F ebruary . Ill lb , when he p u t in s six  ch ild re n  in  tho 
C hr'-d i.’ii ilutiio u t C ouncil Blnir.-i. Iowa. Any in fo rm ation  
ab o u t him  w ill he hiuA  g ra te fu lly  received by h is  d a u g h 
te r  l .p i, c a re  o f th is  m ugaz.nc.

H IL L , BERT W.— He is tw enty-five y ea rs  o ld  an d  was
l a d  -ecu  in  T exas ab o u t n ine years ago. Any in fo rm a
tio n  .ibuilt him  will be th an k fu lly  received by h is  sister. 
C. Y. T \, ca re  of th is  m ag a /in e .

S H IV E S , H EN RY . He is ab o u t forty-five o r fifty  years 
o ld . Jive fee t eleven inches ta l l ,  a n d  weighs ab o u t one h u n 
d red  ..m l eighty-live pounds. He Used to  live in  t l  pulls, 
K li-as. an d  has two eh lM reu . O pal an d  Ruby. J lc  often  
vi-it«d Jo p lin , M l.jsouri, d riv ing  a S tu d e b ak e r ca r. an d  
w as la s t s«"*n tw o years ago. I w ill bo m ost g ra te fu l for 
any  inform ation . Z ola Shives. 810 W est S econd S tree t. E l 
D orado . K ansas.

CH A M B ER S. ER N E ST  and ARGIN RUCHM AN. o f A r i
zona Any In fo rm ation  as to  th e ir  w hereabou ts w ill be 
g rea tly  ap precia ted  by W. J . ,  ca re  o f th is  m agazine.

BRAGG. W ILLIA M  H.. form erly o f H u n tin g to n , O regon, 
an d  la s t h ea rd  o f in  E ly . N evada, fou r y ea rs  ago. He la 
forty  -th ree j e a r s  o ld , ra th e r  fa ir  h a ir  an d  com plexion. 
II h  m o ther arid  sL lc r  w ish p i hear from him . Mrs. 
J .a lira  C arey, *710 S o u th  F o u rte e n th  S tree t, B oise , Idaho .

L IB B Y . FRA N K  P .— H e w as ho rn  in  M aine a n d  w as last 
h ea rd  of hi JIubgood, Lower C aliforn ia. He Is l liir ty -  
th re  • vi-.irs uf age ai.d  a ca rp en te r, l ie  la asked to  I d  Ids 
aged m other know w here he ia an d  so relieve lew anxiety, 
a . me w h iiv s  about h im . i f  any nm- who bus know n him  
s«*s u u  they will do a g re a t favor by w riting  to  M rs. C. 
B. Lib F reep o rt. M aine.

B E L C H E R , HARRY H .— H. was la s t h ea rd  from  in 
r u t u i d d .  M assachusetts , ill II*' is asked to  w rite  to
fin  Tudhi-r. Also HEN RY DAVID DOW NS, who left
NewarK. N vv Jersey , in  ca re  cl th e  snpei in ten* len t uf the
.! j,....S- lu.iii, am i vvefii Went m  I s o s ,  id s s is te r
Tdii-v wenlo h - t i e d  t.* he.-r fr<.i;i him . S he i* now M rs. 
E.-P ,!.• lieiei t'T, S ch o ta :! ''. N vx  York, ca re  of J .  R . G a rdner.

HOW SE. DAN. t . .•*•.■ r!y In d iim iju rlu . It;-liana . If  hy 
'b a n . '.  |i.- i Im uUI f|'!4 b<‘ i- d si.fd  to  i •m rtiin l.M te w ith  
1*. . J_5 \ \ ‘luk'o.iic T ciutillfil B ulM ing, Los
A f .,e Jt r  d iti.ru ; f.

BUCK. M RS. M A R IE V IC T O R IA .— s h e  is a b o u t fifty-
; - O ld . i...i Mt-i. i a -t h . . . '*  " f  in S tira r  Cit.-. Cohi-
,■ «,|n, [i■■ .ut -ix  J ,U.i tig t. Ativ liito li«« tion  Will be ib au k - 
! 1; : I'. p 'f i v i 'd  by ie r niece, M arie V ictoria  W ilk inson , 

S un lit C urrizo  S tre e t, C orpus CUristi, Texas.
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A . E . 8 .— P lease, d a r lin g , eomo b a d ;, o r  le t  me h ea r 

from you. I  nra q u ite  111 w orrying ab o u t you. I am  lonely 
an d  my h ea lth  la b reaking . l need you. d e a r , and  forgive 
everything. Your hea rtbroken  m other, C. f-.

BA R REN , GEORGE E LM ER .— Ho is ab o u t seventy years 
of age, w ith  b in e  c.w.;. brow n h a ir  urni m ustache . I l ls  son. 
who w.ia horn in 1 .->75 an d  was adopted  bv a  fain tly  nam ed 
P u tn am  when he w as a  sm all hoy, i ;  d ea d , an d  h is d a u g h 
te r would like very n iu ili  to get news nf h e r g ra n d fa th e r. 
Slio w in  bo g ia tr i i i l  ten- any in form utum  th a t  w ill help  
her to get in  touch  w ith  hint. V. M I*., ca re  of thin 
m agazine.

DOYLE, ROBERT T Y LER .— lh- w as la s t  seen In P h ila 
d e lp h ia , in  1 S7*5. He re lu m e d  M P ensaco la . F lo r id a , when* 
lie w as in  th e  h*tel business w ith  i< p a rtn e r, a C uban nf 
S patiish  descen t nam ed Alex F ern  antler., am t fo r som e y ears  
was a  p 's  bit-in of ,si.i vaiui a ll, G eorgia. It w as rum ored  
th a t  he d ied  of yellow fever a t  Pen-.atm I a . h u t  th is  w as 
never Tended . Hn» s is te r  would he g ra te fu l fu r any  In fo r
m atio n  legat'd  lug him . J u l ie  A. IJ.. « 'jn- of th is  m agazine,

HALL. AU G U STU S R O B E R T .— His people have no t heard  
fn  m  him  .-nice U‘17, wleui he was ready  to  go to war. 
Any one who cau  give in fo rm ation  ab o u t him will do  u 
gn -a t Juvur hy w riting  to  Ills -u te r . who w ill he vert 
g ra te fu l fo r th e  k indness. S is te r  M ay, ca re  of th is  m agazine.

H IG G S.— 1 w as placed in  tile  I . Z. T , O rphan  H om e In 
F o il  W orth . T exas, when I w as a lx ra t one y e a r o ld . and  
w as adop ted  shortly  a fo rw a rd  by M r. an d  M rs. G. H. 
Higgs, o f D enison, Texas. I am  now fourteen  y ea rs  o ld . 

*m d have brow n h a ir  an d  d a rk  eyes, one cyo being slightly  
crossed. T h e  only harm* I have ever know n is L ula. 1 
have lower heart! of m y m other, am i will bo g ra te fu l for 
any  new s of her. o r an y  of ray re la tio n s . L u la  H iggs, H  
Sw iss A venue, B alias , Texas.

W IL H IT E . W A LTER L E S L I E . — In fo rm ation  ab o u t him  is 
w anted  by Ills h a lf  s i- te r . M rs. M argare t J . B rush, 1523 
Devon A venue, Chicago, Illino is.

BERG ER. H EN RY . He is th ir ty  -th re e  y ea rs  o ld . an d  
live feet in  height, l ie  w:*s la s t  h ea rd  from  som e m onths 
ago in  C leveland an d  F tic a , New York. Any new s of him  
will be g rea tly  ap precia ted  by ij. W im lw alir. 132 Ju n iu s  
S tree t. B rooklyn, New York.

W ATSON. W ILLA RD  H., form erly of Englewood, a 
su b u rb  o f Denver. Colorado, A n old friend  w ould like  to  
b e a r from  h h n . V. U-, earo  • (  th is  m agazine.

BO U C H ER , W ILLIA M  H .— Tie d isappeared  m ysteriously 
from  h is h « n »  a t M asanvlile. New Jersey , on A ugust 20, 
1320. W hen la s t  seen he wore a  brow n slouch  h a t .  blue 
su it, arm y d ress stives, a w hite s h ir t ,  a co lla r and  tie. 
He is fo rty -n in e  y ea rs  o f age, live fee t seven inches ta l i ,  of 
sallow  com plexion, w ith  d a rk  h a ir  and  sandy  m ustache , an d  
weighs ab o u t cm* h undred  and  fo rty  pounds, if  any one 
knowing h is w hereabouts will ■olity  Ids son he will be deeply 
g ra te fu l fo r th e ir  k indness. Hoy C. Rougher, M asonville. 
New Jersey.

G U N TER. J IM .—I n  1881 ray fa th e r  m arried  a widow in  
H ereford sh ire , E ngland . H er nam e w as H u n ter , an d  she 
had  a  von nam ed Jam es, w ho m arried  am i cam e to  th e  
F litted  S ta tes . M y fa th e r  d ied  iu  1510 in  E ng land . I  have 
been in  th e  S ta te s  since  1500, an d  would he very glad indeed 
to  h ea r from  Jim  (Junior. Jam es  P rice , ca re  of th is  m ag a
zine.

LUPO. TON Y.—W hen la s t  hea rd  from  ho w as living on 
C lin ton  S tre e t, lu D etro it, M ichigan , and  w as employed a s  a 
m echanic by Dodge B rotliers. He is  a lxm t five fee t five 
inches ta l l ,  an d  weighed *ne h undred  an d  tw enty-fire  
pounds. He was nicknam ed “ S nake H ve" by h is  friends. 
T w ould be very glad to  liear from  h im . o r from  any one 
w ho Know.-. 11 hn. George Brow n, 752 H eaubili S tree t, De
tro it .  M ichigan,

□ A U K ER. A R TH U R  E., form erly of B ingham ton. New 
York. lie  le f t th ere  ab o u t IlH t-1 1 , fo r som e W estern
point. I w ould he very g lad  to  get In touch  w ith  him
again . H a rry  E. T u rn e r. 54 F low ers A venue. S h aro n . Pennsylvania.

W E B ST E R . E. M.— He is a new spaper an d  advertising  
m an . alnm t fifty y ea rs  aid , five fe e t sort'll inches ta l l ,  o f 
ligh t com plexion, b lu e  eyes, an d  a  s tubby m u sta ch e  sligh tly  
mixed w ith  gray. Fie w eighs ab o u t »m* hu n d re d  an d
tw enty-tw o pounds. Me was h is t h ea rd  from In N ashville. 
T ennessee, in  Ju n e . 1311. M rs. A. J .  tiled  in  February . 
News el g re a t Im portance aw aits hint. T he advertiser says 
lie will p.iy a libera l rew aid  for Inform ation  th a t  will lead 
to  h is finding th is  gen tlem an . C. K. W ebster. t>38 8o u tli 
A lvarado  S tree t. Los Angeles. C aliforn ia.

S Y B E R K R O P, F R E D ., fo im erly  of B attery  A. Second 
neglm c.it. F . A. R. D .. s ta tioned  a t  C am p Jackson . S o u th  
C aro lina. H is buddy w ould like to  tlnd  h im . an d  any  uno 
who ca n  h e lp  him  to do so will g rea tly  oblige by w riting  
to C. IL M ., c a re  of tills  m agazine.

W ill any V. M. I. g ra d u a te  of III 12. o r s tu d e n t du rin g  
th a t  yea r, p lease w rite  to  E . E . W ebster. W irulco Beach. 
O n tario . C a n a d a ?

S T E P H E N S . 8 E U L A H , la s t  h ea rd  of in  Chicago. W as 
leaving th e re  fa r  D etro it. M ich lean . I t  Is very im portan t 
th a t  I h ea r from  you a t  once, J. T horpe, 815 1-2 E a s t  F if th  
S tre e t, Los Angeled, C alifo rn ia .

8E A G E R . F R E D .— An old  fr ie n d  w ould  Him to  h e a r  from 
him . a n d  will be g re a tly  obliged to  an y  one w ho m ay send 
h is  address. M. V.. ca re  of th is  m agazine.

R IC E. W ILLIA M  A .— W hen la s t  hoard  of he w a i w ith  the 
A. K. F . overseas. I Us hom e is som ew here iu  ‘ '(duinbus, 
Ohio. A friend  w ill upp ice ia te any  new s of h im . L . E- 
V auglm n, E a s t  Lynne, W est V irg in ia.

DONOVAN, M RS., w ho h a s  a son  w ith  a  fm iii.v In C on
n e c tic u t. an d  h as  re la tio n s  In  C an ad a am i th e  m idd le  W est. 
F u r  in fo rm ation  of tier son she is  asked  to  w rite  to 
A. J .  O .. ca re  of th is  m agazine.

PRY CE. W. JO H N .— He w as la s t  Heard from  111 B angor. 
M aine, in 1217. l ie  h as  d a rk  h a ir  an d  b lue eyes, an d  Is 
sh o rt an d  th ick -se t. I would like to  h ea r from  h im  iu 
regard  to id s bro ther. M is. A . Bryce. ltJl S econd S tree t. 
P ittsfie ld , M assachusetts .

G R IM ES. ROBERT H EN RY .— lie  le ft home in 1310. and 
w as la s t h ea rd  of lu S t. Louis. He is  a d r u ’gi.d. Any 
inform trtion ab o u t him  will be grea tly  ap p n  <• i.it 1 d  by M rs. 
Boy C rim es, 1412 C u u /r o s  A u n t ie ,  An--tin, Texas.

ST A L K E R , JA M E S .— He fs ab o u t tw enty-one y ea rs  of age. 
H is  fa th e r  an d  m u tile r d ied  a t  P ais ley , S co tlan d , in  1304. 
a n d  lie w as tak e n  eitln-r to  C a n a d a  or to  tn c  F o iled  
S ta te s  by an  uncle  n am e d  B lack, lib ; s is te rs  A nn ie. B es
sie . am i lira , w ould like to get new s uf h im . a n d  w ould be 
happy  to  get in touch  w ith  th e ir  b ro th er th ro u g h  lira k in d 
n ess  o f readers nf th is  m agazine. P lease w rite  to  ! u  
s is te r  B essie. M r-. B. C otton . 1003 C lin ton  A venue, M in 
neapo lis, M ini it-.iota.

LA QUET. M O RELLE. pugili.-t. a r tis t ,  an d  at!venturer. 
H e w as la s t  »ren in  M an ila  w hile nerving in th e  m arine 
corps. H e U asked  to  w rite to  a  friend  who is leav ing  for 
th e  O rien t in  Decem ber. N ., ca re  of th is  m agazine.

B RITO N .— My f a th e r s  nam e w as B riton , a n d  he lived iu 
G alveston , w here he worked iu  a  co tton  m ill, lu  1300 lie 
w as k illed  In  th e  G alveston tiond. My m o th er th e n  moved to 
D a lla s, w here sh e  m arried  a  m an  nam ed H all. T hey  w ent 
aw ay a n d  le f t th e ir th ree  ch ild re n  in  a  vacant house. M ary. 
W lllio , an d  m yself. Ll/.zi*\ .Mary an d  W illie w eie placed 
in  Buckn<*r's O rphan  Hume, an d  I  w as adopted  by a  fam ily  
nam ed D abney. M r. D abney moved to  Hood C ounty when
1 w as six  years o ld , fe arin g  th a t  m y m othei w ould steal 
m e. I w ill I'e forever g ra te fu l to  any  one •vlvj w ill help 
m e to  find iny ln o th o r a n d  s is te r , o r  who c a n  tell ruo an y 
th in g  ab o u t m y m other. M rs. L ilia n  H inson . 270'.) P ea r l 
A venue. F o rt W orth , Texas.

M cB EE, ISAAC CA SW ELL.— H e left Shaw n*". O klahom a, 
ab o u t tw enty years ltgo l ie  h ad  a  bro ther P rio r, a n d  a 
s is te r A nna. H is son A lbert, whom he h as  nu t seen  since 
he was th ree  years old. would like to h ea r from h im  if he 
Is living, o r w ould he g ra te fu l fo r any news of him  if lie 
is dead . P le ase  w rite  to  A lbert M cBee. Box 111. W atonga, 
O klahom a.

O DELL. LELAN D C .— lie  is th irty -fiv e  vears o ld . about 
five feet seven inches tv.!!, w ith  lig h t h a ir  arid  b lue eyes, 
a n d  a  very red  com plexion, l ie  w as In tin* a im v . an d  was 
sen t home from II’ -* H osp ital 115. F ran c e . He w as d is 
charged  a t  F o r t  D odge. Town, on M ay 12. 1313. a n d  when 
la s t  b ea rd  o f w as in  S t P au l. M innesota. Any one who 
know s any th ing  abou t bint w ill g reatly  oblige by w riting  
to  Ills b ro ther. S . O. O dell. 1511 F u lto n  S t:v e t. Chicago. 
Illino is.

M A TH EW S. M ARTHA M.— She is ab o u t seventeen years 
nld a n d  left h e r li'-mc in A kron, Ohio, and  w ent to  live 
w ith  an  m in t in  New York «*ity. w here she w as l i s t  heard  
of tw o years ago. a t  3u$ Ha.-t T b ir tv -n in tli SD<et. She 
w as ab o u t fou r fee t eleven in.-hen in  height, w ith  brawn 
eyes an d  curly  h a ir  Any news of h e r will be th an k fu lly  
received by K. 11. S . . ca re  of th is  m agazine.

GASS. F R E D E R IC K .— He is a  C an ad ia n  w ar vete ran  and 
used to  live on Abv.-.udcr Avenue. W innipeg. H>- is about 
tw enty-live w a rs  old. tin- fr e t  ten  inches ta ll, lias brown 
h a ir , an d  is s ligh tly  d ea l. Any new s o f him  w ill be gladly 
welcomed b y ' hU  friend  A rnold  V. Brooks, M aira o ra  
S tree t. Box 088. T re n to n . O n tario , C anada .

L A R K IN . MOLLY, who lefi Toledo. Ohio, som e yeais 
ago. H er b ro th er A it  w ould like to  h ea r i'toiu tier. 
P lease  w rite  to  1*. O. Box 243. S ta tio n  15, M ontrea l, 
C anada ,

J. L . D .—W ii-uij >ay s to  writ-’ openly, Every th in g  is  all 
rig h t. I have very m uch of im portance to  tell you. Send 
fu ll  ad d ress  a t  once . M other. E . M. I).

EV ELY N . K.— S he is ab o u t n ineteen  years o ld . an d  when 
la s t  hea rd  of w as w orking in a sh ir t shop in W ashington . A 
fr ie n d  h a s  an  im portan t le tte r to r  her. H. II . I ! . ,  care 
of th is  m agazine.

S IN G E R . M ILTO N, form erly  o f  W indsor. Nova ScoLU. 
T o u r old chum  w an ts to  h e a r  from  you. T ried  to  find  you 
in  W indsor, an d  a lso  in  H a lifax  in  Ju n e . 1313. P lease 
w rite  qu ick  to  S ta n ley  H . H oke, K ingw ood, W est V irginia.
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W O  g o l d e n  w a f e r s  o f  l i ! i ” r e t ;  t e x t u r e - ,  i n 

l a i d  w i t h  a  r a r e  c r e a m  v  ( . e n t e r  o f  s u r p a s s i n g  

d n e s s .  J  b e s t s  a r e  . w . i - e o ,  t h e  j e w s !  

f o o d  t h a t  l e n d s  a  t o u c h  o f  a d d e d  c h a r m  

a n d  p l e a s u r e ,  w  h e t h e r  t h e  s e t t i n g  o f  h o s p i -  

t a l i t v  h e  s i m p l e  o r  e l a b o r a t e .

Bril l iant  wh en  se rved with beverages ,  fruits,  ices, 
creams,  sherbets ,  or  alone.

S':/,/ it; t •;•• /,: *•:7/ / v 7  v.. .v Murk ftutku^e

N A T I O N A L  B I S C U I T  C O M P A N Y

Vic :i'v. mciitiu!



j  n r  h r  r i s / x u  s u c t i o n

Learning Piano Is a P l e a s u r e  When You 
Study My Way. 1*11 teach you in q u a rte r  the usual time because I make your 

study in teresting . 1 use scientific, time-saving m ethods which 
cannot be obtained elsew here because they are pa ten ted .

M m  atn j w nium  w ho Imw- fa iln l  by a ll o th e r liii-lli«nls 
h.iW M'lH lvIy an il i ii>il> a( la iin 'il w hfii ^ tm lj-

" i th  mi- h i .ill essentia l way.* yim are  in «'Iumt 
in iirh  w ltli me Ulan if ><m Were stmlytMK l*y tin- oral 
m ethod- Vel my l ic o t i s  <iM yon only 43 ce n ts  ca.-li— 
•*ml they im ltiile  all the m any re ren t i|evelo|>meiits in 
««• iwi 11 tie t ia i l iim ; l*o r  the ~tii<h-iit of m m lcrate m eans.
Oils m ethoil of stiulyuiK Is f a r  superior to  all o th e rs ; 
am i even fo r the w ealth ies t s tm len t. th ere  is nothing 
better a t  any price. You may lie ce rta in  th a t  your 
litoureis is a t a ll tim es in iieeoril w ith  tin- best tilUsieitl 
tlio iu 'h t o f tin- p resen t ila>. am i th is  m akes a ll tho 
• lilTereiire in  ttie worhl.

My Coiir.-e is  etnitirseil by ilistitiK uishril m usic ians, 
who won hi not reeom m em l any i 'nu rse bu t the best. 
Il is for beg inners or experieneeti p layers, nltl o r yoiim:. 
You a.hivnee as  rap id ly  or as slowly as you wish. All 
necessary m usic ts  supplied  w ith o u t ex tra  charge. A 
d ip lom a Is g ra n te d  W rite today , w ithou t cost or 
o b liga tion , for til-p ag e  free booklet. "H ow  to Learn 
P iano  or O rg a n ."

----------- F R E E  B O O K  C O U P O N ---------- 1
Q U IN N  C O N S E R V A T O R Y . S tu d io  A K  

5 9 8  C o lu m b ia  R o a d , B o s to n , 25 . M ass.
Please send me. w ithout eost o r ob ligation , your j 

free I took let, "H ow  to  I.earn P la n o  or O rg an ,"  and  I 
fu ll p a r tic u la rs  of your Course and  st>eelnl redueed 1 
T u itio n  offer.

Name ...................................................................................................... |

A ddress .............................................................................................  *
..............................................................I

Thai my s\>tem is succes>dul is proved lay the fuel ih.r 
ii) JfWl, when 1 first introduced m> original method, I vt i- 
nearly laughed out of business—\ct, n o w  I have far nior« 
sludents than were ever before taught l»y one man. (amid 
1 have overcome this old-fogey prejudice and enlarged im 
school every year for over twenty-five years unless im 
teaching possessed REAL MERIT?

I ll teach you piano in q u a r t e r  t h e  u s u a l  t i m e  and at 
q u a r t e r  th e  u s u a l  e x p e n s e .  To persons who have not pre
viously heard of my method this may seem a pretty hold 
statement. But 1 have scores ol sludents and graduates in

i l l . .  I i l l . i l l  li  t in  it i l l  1*1.1 . V

My way of teaching piano or organ 
is e n t i r e l y  d i f f e r e n t  from all others. Out 
nt every four hours of study, one hour 
is spent e n t i r e l y  a w a y  f r o m  th e  k e y -  
h o a r d — learning something about Har
mony and The Laws of Music. This is 
an awful shock to most teachers of the 
“old school.” who still think that learn
ing piano is solely a problem of "finger 
gymnastics.” When you d o  go to the 
keyboard, you accomplish m i c e  a s  
m u c h , because you u n d e r s ta n d  w h a t y o u  
a r e  d o in g .  Studying this way is a 
pleasure. Within four lessons I enable 
you to play an interesting piece not 
only in tlie original key. hut in all other 
keys as well.

I make use of every possible scientific 
help—many of which are e n t i r e l y  u n 
k n o w n  to the average teacher. My 
patented invention, the COLORO- 
TONE, sweeps away playing difficulties 
that have troubled students for genera
tions. By its use, Transposition—usually 
a “nightmare” to students—becomes 
easy and fascinating. With my fifth les
son I introduce another important and 
exclusive invention. Q U I N N - D E X . 
Quinn-Dex is a simple, hand-operated 
moving picture device, which enables 
you to see. right before your eyes, every 
movement of my hands at the key
board. Y o u  a c t u a l l y  s e e  th e  f in g e r s  
m o v e .  Instead of having to reproduce 
your teacher's finger movements from 
MEMORY—which cannot he always 
accurate—you have the correct models 
before vou during everv minute of prac- 
•lee. The COLOROTONE and QUINN- 
DEX save you months and years of 
wasted effort. They can he obtained 
o n ly  f r o m  m e .  and there is nothing else, 
anywhere, even remotely like them.

Marcus Lucius Quinn Conservatory of Music 
S tud io  A K , 598  C olum bia Road, BO STO N , 25, MASS.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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■“  IM P O R T A N T  ■“
T h is  B e t g u a ra n te e d  n o t  ‘’kn o ck  

d o w n "  f u rn i tu r e .  C h a irs ,  ta b o u r-  
e t t e  a n d  book e n d s  co m e s e t  

u p  rea d y  fo r  u se  and  ar<’ 
•o lid  g lu o  block 

co n s tru c tio n .

B rin g s the New Hartm an 7-Piece
Solid Construction Living
I f  you don’t  find th is splendid su ite  ju s t  w h a t you w an t, re tu rn  i t  
and  we w ill re fu n d  the  $1 and pay f re ig h t both w ays. I f  you keep

I—= — m m " m i--------------T ------ n ---------- 1 '*> Pay balance, only
F u l l  Y e a r  t o  P a y  | ^ g - awho,e

C o m p le te s u ite c o n s is ts o f  la rg e  a rm  ro c k e r ,  la rg e  a rm  c h a ir ,  l ib r a ry  ta b le , se w in g  
ro c k e r ,  d e s k  o r  s id e  c h a ir , ta b o u r e t te  a n d  book e n d s . G e n u in e  M ission , r i  h  
b ro w n  fin ish  s h o w in g  t h e  b e a u ty  o f  t h e  g r a in  o f  t h e  w ood.

M O rn a m e n te d  w i th  r ic h ly  em b o ssed  c a rv e d  de- 
^ i l l l l f  ( 1 ^ }mm s ig n  o n  p a n e ls  o f  c h a ir s ,  r o c k e rs  a n d  tab le .wmmm g iv in g  a  w o n d e rfu lly  p le a s in g  e ffe c t. T h e  
c h a i r  a n d  ro c k e r  s e a t s  a r e  c o n s tru c te d  i n  a  s tro n g , d u ra b le  

m anner and upholstered in imitation Spanish brown leather. i 
Most comfortable, lasting  and beautiful. Large arm  chair and ■ 
large rocker stand  36 in. high overall from  floor, a re  28>6 in. wide M_________________________ b i g h o ________________ . ______ _____

---------------------------- 1 over all and have seats 21x18 inches. O ther rocker and chair #
Dave seats 17xl6H in. Handsome tab le is  24x86 in. and tabourette h as  octagon-shaped top .  
aaoat 12 in wide, 17 in. high. Book ends r igh t aize and weight fo r larg e  books. Shipped /  
worn factory  in central Indianaor western N.Y. s ta te . Shipping weight about 140 lbs. #  

Order by N0.IIO B B M A8. P r ic a $ 3 8 .8 5 .  P a y  S I  dow n. B alan c*  S 3  m onthly

r p r c  Bargain Catalog SfSSnSM W Lft ,
I  | | l l L  you many dollars. Filled from  cover to  cover w ith  stunning bar- /  

-~ains in ifum iture. rugs, linoleum, stoves, ranges, watches, sil- f  
' ig machines, phonographs, gas «

------------------------ cles to  se lec t f  rom  —30 days* tr ia l.
atalog FREE. Post card o r le tter brings i t  to you.

HARTMAN CARPETReS
3 9 1 3  W en tw o rth  Avo. D sp t. 2 9 3 0  C hicago

Enclosed find SI. Send the7-Piece Living Room Suite 
No. 110BBMA8asdescribed. Guaranteed not "knock

/ down." I am to  have 30 days* tria l. I f  not satisfied 
will ship it back and you will refund my SI and pay 
freight both ways. I f  I keep it  i  will pay $3.00 per

month ontil the  price $38.86 is paid.

This wonderful bargain
gains

rerware. dishes, washing 
tor*. Hundreds o f article
catalog i REE. Post card ________________Ha r t m a n  furniture & carpet co.
f l e a u a  ■ I w l n l v  am*«rfworttiAv,.fcpt. m o  CNctt*
Cwrrisbted 1920 by Hartman’s. Chkaao

/  H.
j  Addi

#  C ity ..

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



A u r m r r i s i . w ,  s i x  t i o x

Home Study
Business Courses

D o yo u  w a n t  a n  im p o r ta n t ,  h ig h -sa la r ie d  
p osition?  Y ou  c a n  h a v e  o n e  i f  you  can  do  
th e  w ork . L aS a lle  e x p e r t s  w ill show  you 
how . g u id e  you s te p  by  s te p  to  su e  ess an d  
h e lp  so lve  y o u r  p e rso n a l b u s in e ss  prob lem s. 
O u r  p lan  e n a b le s  y o u  t o  t r a in  d u r in g  sp a re  
h o u rs  w ith o u t  i n te r fe r e n c e  w ith  y o u r  p re s 
e n t  d u tie s .  G iv e  u s  y o u r  n a m e  a n d  a d d re ss  
a n d  m ark  w ith  a n  X "  below  th e  k in d  o f 
po sitio n  you w a n t  to  fill. W e w ill m ail 
ca ta lo g  a n d  fu ll  p a r t i c u la r s  r e g a r d in g  o u r  
low  c o s t m o n th ly  p a y m e n t  p la n . A lso  o u r 
v a lu a b le  book f o r  a m b itio u s  m en , "T e n  
Y e a rs ’ P ro m o tio n  In  O n e ” . T e a r  o u t  an d  
m ail th is  a d v e r t is e m e n t to d ay . N o  o b lig a 
tio n  to  y ou . L e t  uh p ro v e  to  you how  th is  
s te p  h a s  h e lp e d  th o u sa n d s  o f  a m b it io u s  m en 
to  re a l  su ccess .

□ H IG H E R  A C C O U N TA N CY :
T ra in in g  fo r  positions us A ud ito rs. C om ptro llers, 
C ertified P ublic  A ccoun tan ts , C oet A ccoun tan ts,
etc .

□ B U SIN ESS A D M IN IS T R A T IO N :
T ra in ing  to r  Official, M an ag eria l, S a l e s  a n d  
E xecu tive  P ositions.

□ T R A F F IC  M A N A G EM EN T — F O R E IG N  AND 
D O M E S T IC : T ra in in g  fo r positions as  R ailroad 
and  In d u s tr ia l Traffic M anagers, e tc .

□ LAW :
T ra in in g  fo r  B ar; LL .B . D egree.

□ C O M M E R C IA L  LA W :
R eading , R efe ren c e  and  C onsu lta tion  Serv ice fo r 
B usiness M en.

□ P R O D U C T IO N  E F F IC IE N C Y : T ra in in g  fo r
Production M anagers, D e p artm en t H eads, and  all 
t  host* desirin g  tra in in g in th e4 8  fa c to rs o f  efficiency.

□ B U SIN E SS  L E T T E R  W R IT IN G :
T ra in in g  fo r  positions as  C o rresponden ts , Mail 
S ales D ire c to rs , and  a ll execu tive  le tte r-w ritin g  
positions.

□ B A N K IN G  A N D  FIN A N C E :
T ra in in g  f o r  ex ecu tiv e  positions in  Banks  and 

• F inancial In s titu tio n s .

□ B U SIN ESS E N G L IS H :
T ra in in g  fo r  B usiness C orresponden ts  an d  Copy 
W rite rs.

□C O M M E R C IA L  SPA N IS H :
T ra in in g  fo r  positions as  Foreign  C orresponden t 
w ith  S p a n ish -sp ea k in g  coun trie s.

□ E X P E R T  B O O K K E E PIN G :
T ra in in g  fo r  position o f  H ead Bookkeeper.

□ E FFE C T IV E  P U B L IC  SPE A K IN G :
T ra in in g  in th e  a r t  o f  fo rcefu l.e ffec tive  speech  for 
M inisters. S alesm en , F ra te rn a l  L ea d ers. Poli
tic ian s , C lubm en, e tc .

□ C. P . A. C O A C H IN G  F O R  A D V A N C E D  AC
C O U N T A N T S : P rep a res  fo r  S ta te  B oard  and 
In s ti tu te  E xam inations.

LaSalle Extension University
T h e L a r g e s t  B u s in e s s  T r a in in g  In s ti tu tio n  

in  th e  W o r ld

6 0 0 0  MILES
GUARANTEED  
Send No Money

Positively  g re a te s t  t ire  o ffe r  
e v e r m ad e ! S en sa tio n a l v a lu e  
sw eep s aw ay a ll com petition
—6.000 m iles—o r  m o r e —from  
o u r  special re c o n s tru c tio n  p roc
ess  oouble t r e a d  s ta n d a rd  t ire s  
—p ra c tica lly  p u n c tu re  p roof.

Amazing Low Prices
ize T ire s  T u b es 'S ize  T ire s  T ubes 
x3 $ 6.95 $1.60 34x4 $10.96 $2.85

, ix3 0.26 1.70 33x4** 11.16 2.95 
30x3** 0.95 1.95 34x4** 11.45 8.10
32x3** 7.85 2.15 35x 4** 12.85 8.25
|Slx4 8 95 2.45 36x4** 18.00 8.35 
(32x 4 9.96 2.*55 35x 5 13.45 8.45
83x4 10.45 2.76,37x5 18.66 8.65

Reliner FR EE
with e a c h  tire

Send y o u r o rd e r  to d ay —su re  
—w h ile th ese  low est p rices la s t. 
S ta t  e s ize ,a lso  w h e t h e r s tr a ig h t

__  side  o r  c lincher. R em em ber,you
need  send  no  m oney , ju s t  y o u r nam e and  a d d ress , 
an d  t ire  w ith  f r e e  re lin e r , w ill be sh ipped  sa m e  day .

MORTON TIRE & RUBBER CO.
3 9 0 1  M ichigan A ve., D ep t. 4 8 0  Ch icago. Ill*

Don’t Wear a Truss
Br o o k s * a p p l i a n c e ,

t h e  m o d e r n  s c i e n t i f i c  
i n v e n t i o n ,  t h e  w o n d e r f u l  
n e w  d i s c o v e r y  t h a t  r e 
l i e v e s  r u p t u r e  w i l l  b e  
s e n t  o n  t r i a l .  N o  o b 
n o x i o u s  s p r i n g s  o r  p a d s .  
H a s  a u t o m a t i c  A i r  
C u s h io n s .  B i n d s  a n d  
d r a w s  t h e  b r o k e n  p a r t s  
t o g e t h e r  a s  y o u  w o u ld  x  
b r o k e n  l im b .  N o  s a l v e s .  
N o  l i e s .  D u r a b l e ,  c h e a p .  
Sent on tria l to prove it. 
P r o t e c t e d  b y  U . S .  p a t 
e n ts . C a ta lo g u e  an d  m eas
u r e  b la n k s  m a ile d  free . S end 
n a m e  u n$  a d d r e s s  to d ay .

B ro o k s  A p p l ia n c e  C o . ,  212 D State S t.. Marshall, Mick.

P A R K E R ’S  
H A I R  B A L S A M

Remove* D a n d ru ff—S tops H a ir Falling 
R e s to re s  C o lo r a n d  

B e a u ty  to  G ra y  a n d  F a d e d  H a ir
60c and $1.00 a t  d ru g g is ts .

Hi^eox Chcm . W ks. F atrlio g u c. N . Y.
Rem oves C orns. Callouses, etc ., 
s to p s  all pa ins, ensu res  com fort 

to  th e  fe e t, m akes w alking easy . 15 ce n ts  by m ail o r at 
D ru g g is ts . Hiseox Chem ical W orks, P a tchogue , N . Y.

HINDFRf0RNS

— After 40?—i
W e  h a v e  a n  in te r e s t in g ,  p lea s in g ly  w r i tte n  l i t t le  book 
w h ic h  c o n ta in s  e d u c a t iv e  m a t te r  o f  p r im e  in te r e s t  to  
th o se  n e a r in g  o r  p a s t  th e  m id d le  o f life . I t  is a  book 
c o n c e rn in g  h e a lth  a n d  v ig o r, a n d  a  s im p le  d ru g le ss  
t r e a tm e n t  t h a t  c a n n o t  in te r f e r e  w ith  d a ily  w o rk  or 
e v e n  y o u r  d o c to r ’s c a re .  I t  h a s  sa v e d  u n to ld  su ffe r
in g , a n d  h a s  d e lig h te d  th o u sa n d s . P re sc r ib e d  by 
h u n d re d s  o f  p h y s ic ia n s , c h iro p ra c to rs ,  o s te o p a th s , 
p h y s ic a l c u ltu r is ts ,  u s e d  b y  in te l lig e n t  la y m e n  a ll o v er 
th e  w o rld . T h e  b o o k  is  f r e e .  J u s t  s a y :  " S e n d  m e

“ P R O S T A T O L O G Y ”
N o t a  b o o k  a b o u t  in fe c tio u s  v e n e re a l  d ise a s e , b u t 
v a lu a b le  to  th o se  su ffe r in g  b la d d e r  w e a k n e s s , d e 
c lin in g  n e rv e s , o r  th o se  c o n te m p la t in g  a n  o p e ra t io n . 
A d d re s s

ELECTROTHERMAL CO.
33-B, Homan Building, Steubenville, Ohio

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisement-
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NAME POSITION SALARY

H v A AUTOMOBILE
ENGINEER $125 WEEK
REPAIR MAN $5 0  WEEK

CHAUFFEUR $5 0  WEEK

Put Your Name
On This Pay-Roll

Men like you are wanted lor bi.m-p.u position- in the fascinating field 
of automobile engineering. W e have made it ea>y lor you to fit \ our
self for one of these positions. You don’t have to go to school. You don’t 
have to serve an apprenticeship. Fifteen automobile engineers and spe
cialists have compiled a spare lime reading course that will equip you to 
bean  automobile expert without taking any time from your present work.

VALVES
CLUTCHES

6  V o l u m e s  S h i p p e d  F r e e
Now ready for you—an up-to-the-minute six- 

volume library on Automobile Unginecring, cover
ing the construction care and repair of pleasure 
cars, motor trucks and motorcycles, brim m ing 
o v e r  w i th  a d v a n c e d  in f o r m a t io n  o n  L i g h t in g  S y s te m s .  G a r a g e  
D e s ig n  a n d  E q u ip m e n t .  W e ld in g  a n d  o t h e r  r e p a i r  m e th o d s .  
C o n ta in s  e v e r y t h i n g  t h a t  a  m e c h a n ic  o r  a n  e n g i n e e r  o r  a  
m o to r c y c l i s t  o r  t h e  o w n e r  o r  p r o s p e c t iv e  o w n e r  o f  a  m o t o r c a r  
o u g h t  to  k n o w . W r i t t e n  in  s im p le  la n g u a g e  t h a t  a n y b o d y  
c a n  u n d e r s ta n d .  T a s t e f u l ly  b o u n d  in  A m e r ic a n  M o ro c c o  f le x 
ib le covers. gold s tam ped , 2650 pages ami 2100 illu s tra tio n s , tab les  
and  ex p la n a to ry  d ia g ra m s. A lib rary  th a t  cost thousands o f  do llars 
to  com pile but th a t  com es to  you free  for 7 d ay s ' ex am ina tion .

O n ly l  O c a  D a y
N’«»t a cent to pay in advance. First yon sec the books in your 

own home or shop, fust mail coupon and pay express charges j

458
A long  w ith  th e  se t goes a  y e a r 's  c o n s u lt in g  m em b er-  f  American 
sh ip  in th e  A m erican  T ech n ica l S o c iety . (R e g u la r  +  T echn ical 
p r ic e  $12.> T h is  g re a t  b a rg a in  o ffe r  m u s t soon »  i ecnnicai 
be w ith d ra w n . ^  Society

m B  |  /  Chicago, Illinois
S e n a  IMo /Ifo n e y  /  »•««.* *end * .he

,  . *„ . , . w  W volume set. Autumnliita
J | | A a i /  Don t ta k e  o u r  word /  Engineering, for 7 day IMOW  for it See th e  books /  . X n h f e i X t r j. . .  . . > will send <2 HO within 7 day. andwithout cost. I h e re  is  so *  «**• *»■ !**<-,. «t *3 » m..nth ur.m, r  ■ , .  _  .  f  the $29.HO ha* been paid. Then y-m
m u c h  p r o f i t  in  t h i s  o f f e r  f o r  y o u . *  -end me u receipt Showing that the 
t h a t  w e  u r g e  y o u  to  w a s te  n o t  a  *  n .v w  art *>f br*.ka and the < 12 r«n. >. - >  -lilting Membership are mine and fullvm o m en t in se n d in g  fo r  th e  f  paid for. if f think f  can get along with 
tlooks. P u t  th e  co u p o n  in  the after the -even day«-trial. . o  +  I will return them at your expense.th e  m ails  to d a y .  S e n d  n o  /  
m o n e y —J u s t  th e  c o u p o n ! /

j  N a m e  ...........................................................

American Technical * . . .n  .  . W A d d r e s s . ............  ...........................................—
Society, Dfpt. 458 /
C h i c a g o ,  III. ______ ____________________

P a rtia l L is t  o f  
C o n te n ts

M ore th a n  190 Blue 
P rin ts  o f W irin g  
D iag ram s 

E x p lo sio n  M otor* 
W e ld in g
M oto r C o n s tru c tio n  and 

R epair
C srb u re to rsan d .S e ttin g s  
V alves. C o o lin g  
L ubrica tion  
F ly -W h e e ls  
C lu tch  
T ransm ission  
F inal D rive  
S te e rin g  F ram es 
I ires
V ulcanizing
Ignition
S ta rling  an d  L ig h tin g  

S y stem s 
S h o p  K inks 
C om m ercia l O arag e  
D esign  an d  E q u ip m en t 
Electrics 
S to rag e  B atteries 
C are and  R epair 
M oto rcyc les 
C o m m ercia l T ru c k *  
(d o ssa ry

AUTO BOOKS

Please mention this magazine when an-mrering ailverii-.-iiu-nt-



.■1 1 ) 1  'U R T IS IN C  S U C T IO N

A  W ife Too Many
I n lo  tin* h o t. | lo b b y  w a lk e d  ;i b e a u t i f u l  w o m a n  

a  no  at d i s t in g u i s h e d  m a n .  U t i l . -  in d e e d  d id  tin* g u y  
a n d  g a l l a n t  r n n v i l  k n o w  t h a t  a ro u n d  th e s e  l o a d s  
t h e r e  ll. w s to r i e s  o f  t e r r o r — o f  m u rd e r  — a m i t r e a -  
so n . T h a t o n  l lu  l r  o u t ra tio * , h a l f  a d o z e n  d e te c 
t iv e s  s p ra in :  u p  f ro m  d if f e re n t  p a r t s  o f  th e  p la c e .

I ’eeailS e o f  t In in t h e  l ig h t s  o f  t h e  W a r  D e p a r t-  
m e n t in  W a s h in g to n  h la /.e d  f a r  i n to  t h e  n ig h t .  
W ith  t h e i r  f a t e  w a s  w o u n d  th e  t r a g e d y  o f  a  
b ro k e n  m a r r ia g e ,  o f  a f o r tu n e  lo s t ,  o f  a n a t io n  b e 
t r a y e d .

I t  is  a  w o n d e r f u l  s to r y  w i th  tin* k in d  o f  m y s 
t e r y  t h a t  y o u  w il l  s it  u p  n i g h ts  I r v in g  t o  f a th o m . 
I t  is  J u s t  o n e  o f  th e  s to r i e s  f a s h io n e d  b y  t h a t  
m a s t e r  o f  m y s te ry

C R A IG  K E N N E D Y
*7hi? A m e r i c a n  Sherlock H o lm e s

^ A ARTHURBREEVEyhe American Conan Doyle

F R E E

II** is th e  detective genius of our age. He has taken  science 
—science th a t  s ta n d s  for th is  age -a n d  allied It to th e  m ys
tery and  rom ance of detective fiction. Even to  th e  sm allest 

d e ta il, every h it of the plot Is worked ou t scl- 
in tillca lly . For nearly  ten  years. Am erica has 
lieen w atching  Ids C raig  K ennedy—m arvelling at 
the s tran g e , new. s ta rtlin g  th ings th a t  detective 
hero would unfold. Such p lo ts—such sustiense— 
w ith real vivid IR-Ojile moving through the m ae l
strom  of life!

P O E
IO V o l u m e s

To those who send  th e  coupon prom ptly, wo will 
give H IK E  a se t of E d g ar A llan  I'o e ’s works In 10 
volumes.

W hen th e  police of New York fa iled  to solve 
one of th e  m ost fe arfu l m u rd er m ysteries of the 
tune. E dgar A llun Poe—fa r off In P a r is—found 
tile solution.

T he s to ry  is in these  volumes.
In  E ng land . F rance . E dgar A llan  Poe Is 

held to he the g re a tes t w riter th a t  Am erica has 
produced. To them  lie is the g rea t A m erican 
••lassie.

T h is  Is. a w onderful com bination . H ere an* two 
of th e  greatest w riters of m vsterv an d  scientific 
detective stories. You can get ri„- Reeve at a 
rem arkab ly  low price an d  the Poe F lth 'K  for a 
'h u r t  tim e only.

Q u J s  Cocup
^  T\\cuJL x V -  tcxLcu^

h a r p e r  &  b r o t h e r s  <Eit,bK.b«i isi7> 
I HARp7 TATR()iTrKRTl2~rJ.~,ij~N~

F R E E ACTUAL BEPORIS
of Secret Service
DETECTIVE

D o you w a n t to  k now  e x a c tly  how  th e  m odern  S ec re t 
S e rv ic e  and  F in g e r  P r in t  F x p e r t  so lves th e  m y ste rie s  of 
today? W ould you like  to  know  th e  IN S ID K  fa c ts  on 
R E A L  cases? T h e n  w r i te  a t  once a n d  w e will sen d  you. 
F R E E , a c tu a l  r e p o r ts  m ad e  fo r  th e  g r e a te s t  D etectiv e  
A g e n c y  in  th e  U. S.

Be a Finger Print Expert
M any e x p e r t s  n eed ed  a t  b ig  p ay . T h is  is  y o u r  o p p o r
tu n ity . G et th e s e  th r i ll in g  re p o r ts ,  s tu d y  th em , end 
L E A R N  A T  H O M E  how  to  m ak e  a  su c ce ss  in  th is  
fa s c in a t in g  p ro fess io n . R e p o rts  and  h i#  book o n  F in d e r  
P r in t  S c ien ce  s e n t  F R E E . W rite  N O W .

U N IV E R S IT Y  O F  A P P L IE D  S C IE N C E , D e sk  1828 
1 9 2 0  S u n n y s id e  A v e n u e , C h ic a g o , III.

SING
W I T H

C H A R M

Enjoy Valuable Social
a d v a n ta g e s . E n te r ta in  f r ie n d s  am i fam 
ily . D evelop  a  b e a u tifu l  voice AT 
H O M E  —you can . C o m p le te  satisfac tio n  

g u a ra n te e d . U n le s s  y o u r void* de
ve lops, u n d e r  o u r  tra in in g , fully 
100*. in its  b e a u ty  an d  p o w er (you 
to  lx* th e  ju d g e ) ,  th e re  w ill be

n/O C H A R G E  F O R  T C IT IO N l
N o noisy scale ru n n in g , and no p revious t r a in 
ing  requ ired . Mr. E ugen  F eu cn tin g er , A. M., 
th e  fam ous d ire c to r, will tra in  you personally , 
by m ail, and we g u a ra n te e , u n d e r  his w onder
ful guidance, you will quickly develop  a  
tra in e d  and cu ltu re d  voice o f ra re  beau ty .
G rasp  th is  g re a t  o p p o rtu n ity . W rite  today  
fo r b ig  exp lan ato ry  book pent FR E E .
PERFECT VOICE INSTITUTE. Studio 1858

1922 Sunnytide Avenue, Chicago, 1U.

BOUND VOLUMES of Sm ith’s  Maga
zin e  now ready. PRICE, $3 . 0 0  per volume. 
Address Subscription Department, STREET & 
SMITH CORPORATION, 7 9 - 8 9  Seventh 
Avenue, New York.

C U T  Y O U R
OWN HAIR

W E L L  G R O O M ED  M EN  
C H O O SE T H E IR  O W N  
T I M E ,  P L A C E  A N D  
S T Y L E —C U T  T H E I R  
O W N  H A IR  W IT H  A

C O W A N
M a s t e r  B a r b e r

HAIR CUTTER

S i m p l e  a s  A  B  C  ^ “ c o 'w a n
th ro u g h  y o u r h a ir . D one in  a  few  m in u te s . T im e  aved 
—lo ts  o f  m oney too. a t  th e  p r ic e  fo r  h a ir  c u ts  nowadays. 
You o u g h t to  s e e  som e o f  th e  le t t e r s  w e g e t  fro m  people 
w h o  sa id  it  " c o u ld n ’t Is- done** an d  a re  n o w  convinced 
t h a t  i t  c an  be  done.

W rite  fo r pa r tic u la rs  and  price? o f t hi • great 
invention in *i «i* th re e  y ea rs  by o ver B'.OOO 
m en. hoys and  m others . S a tisfac tio n ; 
G u a ran tee d  o r  Money re funded

A o c n ta  a n t?  D e a le r s  W a n te d  

C ow an H a ir-C u tte r Co. 
D e p t .  901  K a n s a s  C ity . Mo.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



/ A’ Ti m' \ ( j .n i a "i h •’ V

*95  An Hour!
“Every hour I spent on my I. C. S. Course has been worth $95 to 

me! My position, my $5,0UU a year income, my home, my family’s 
happiness— I owe it all to my spare time training with the Interna
tional Correspondence Schools!” __________t.a«outh.«________

Every  mail brings le tte rs  such as th is from [ 
some of the tw o million I. C. S. students. For ' 
2 7  years m en in offices, stores, shops, factories, | 
mines, ra ilroads—in ev ery  hue of technical ■ 
and com m ercial work — have been w inning • 
promotion and increased  s a la r ie s  th ro u g h  | 
spi re tim e study  w ith the  I. C. S. O ver 100,000 i 
men are  g e ttin g  ready r ig h t  n o w  in the I. (J. S. ] 
way for th e  b igger jobs ahead.

W hat are  yo u  doing with the  hours a fte r | 
supper? Can you afford to let them  slip by i 
unim proved w hen you can easily make them  • 
mean so m uch?

No m atter w here  you live, the I. C. S. will I 
come to you. No m atte r w hat your handi
caps, o r  how small your means, we have a I 
plan to  m eet your circum stances. No m atter i 
how lim ited your p rev ious education, th e  sim- ! 
ply w ritten , wonderfully' illustrated  I. C. S. I 
text-books m ake it easy to learn . No m atter I 
what ca ree r you may clioose, some one of the . 
280 I. C. S. C ourses will su re ly  su it your needs. I

O n e  h o u r  a d a y  s p e n t  w ith  th e  I. C. S. w ilt p r e p a r e  I 
you to r  th e  p o s it io n  y o u  w a n t  in  t h e  w o rk  y o u  lik e  . 
la st. Y e s . i t  w i l l!  P u t  i t  u p  to  u s  to  p ro v e  it. M ark  |  
ami m ail th is  c o u p o n  n o w !  ■

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
B O X  2 9 7 9 C  S C R A N T O N , P A .

E xplain , w ith o u t ob lig a tin g  m e , h o w  I ca n  q u alify  fo r th e  posi
tion , o r in th e  su b je c t, before  w h ich  I m a rk  X.
^frl.fclTH IT’AL t.Mil*F.I-'K 
; j  E lec tr ic  L ig h tin g  an d  Kail w ay a 
J E le c tr ic  W irin g  

C  T eleg raph  E n g in eer
□  T elep h o n e W ork
□  MKi HAKICl l,  fr.NlilNfr; frill
□  M echan ica l D raftsm an  
j  M achine S h o p  P ractice 

p  T o o lm ak er
i j t i a a  E n g in e  O p e ra tin g  pHVII, fr V*i|>frH
□  S u rv e y in g  and  M apping
□  ’1 H B  frOltfr MAN OK R.IOI.KKKR
□  HTATIOJUUf KNUISKKK 
J  M arine E ng ineer
□  .Ship D raftsm an
□  A R C H IT E C T
□  C o n tra c to r  and B ollder
□  A rch ite c tu ra l D raftsm an
□  C o n c re te  B uilder
L I S tru c tu ra l E ngineer
□  ri.lM H l.M J AM* HfriATINO
□  S h ee t M etal W o rk er
M T e x ti le  O v e rae cr o r  Sut*t.
□  c h e m i s t
□  M a t h e m a t i c *

j S A L E SM A N SH IP  
AD V EK TISIN G  
W in d o w  Trim m er 
S h o w  C ard  W rite r 
S ign  P ain ter 
R a ilro ad  'T ra inm an 
ILLU S I RA I IN G  
C a r to o n in g
H i s i s r . s s  m ana«;emf.h t
P riv a te  S ecre tary  
B O O K K E E PE R  
S te n o g ra p h e r and  t ypiat 
C ert. P ub lic  A ccoun tan t
T R A F F IC  M A N A G ER

H Rail w ay A c co u n tan t 
C o m m e rc ia l l aw  
□  G O O D  E N G LISH  

J  1 e a c h e r
□  C o m m o n  S ch o o l S ubject* 
□  CIV IL  SERV ICE 
□  R ailw ay M ail C le rk  

AlTOHOIIII.fr: OI'EKaT 15*1 
Auto Repairing 
N a v ig a tio n  | R  Spantih 

. A OKKTT.l I’Kt: 1 “  Ereneh 
□  Poultry Halting | r Itallau

N a m e_____________
P resen t
O ccupation.____ .. _
S tree t 
an d  No____

CJ,V ____  —S ta te  _________
' irt't/itana m au  te n d  lht» m u /to n  to 7-28-»»

In tern a i.o n a l Correspondence ttehooU, M ontreal, Canada

nn ini.•• ii:i2 iulvcrli-i nuTit-
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Camels ring t
They ’ll give you new notions about 
how delightful a cigarette can be

YOU get to  sm oking Camels because you  
appreciate their fine, refreshing flavor! 

And, you lik e them  better all the tim e because 
th ey  never tire your taste!

Camels quality  makes Camels so appetizing, 
so con tinu ously  d eligh tfu l. And, Camels ex 
pert blend of choice Turkish and choice D o
m estic tobaccos g ives them  that w onderful 
m ildness and m ellow  body.

You have on ly  to compare Camels w ith any 
cigarette in the world at any price to know  
personally that Camels are a revelation!

And, Camels never leave any unpleasant 
cigaretty  aftertaste or unpleasant cigaretty  
odor I

t n i tv:« nt -11D--
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Taku Tablets without Fear if you see the “ Bayer Cross”

“ Bayer”  introduced Aspirin to physicians 20years ago.
H andy t:n boxes o f 12 tab lets  cost but :t few cen ts— Larger packages.

A jp i r i r i  i s  t h o  trail**  m a r k  o f  M a y o r  M a n u f a c t u r e  u f  M o n o a c p t l c a c l d e e t e r  o f  B a l tc y  l i e  A d d

r p r r  d i a m o n d
■  ■ ■  * -  L  R IN G  O F F E R
.IU»t In Mill .-rlia t* I r famous Hawai ian i
diam onds-- th e  ir r e t i c i l  d isco v e r*  Oip w orld  
h u  e v e r  know n. V> e w ill se n d  ab solutely  
f re e  th is  14k K«ld f ruiK. net w ith  a I "k  

H H w a  I t ii n m i. diaiim tid in brunt! fill rtnif bo*  
Oo*ra*r«> u a ld . P ay | k ml m u ster  $1.20 C .  O , 11, 
cnartces to  . . .v e r  i>oataire, Iioxinir, aU iertittirix, 

burnt lioir . If  yon ran  te ll  I t  from  a real 
dlnrnw id r -tu r n  mid m oney r e fu n d e d . Only  
H i.inhi K ,vm  a » a y .  S en d  n o  m o n e y . A n sw e r  
q u ir k . S en d  tire  o f  ( in fe r .

KRAUTH A REED , Oept.412
M A S O N I C  T E M P L E  C H I C A G O

Expert
AdIo and Trader Mechanic
E a rn  $100 to $400 a M o n th
Y o u n g m a n ,  a r c  y o ti
rueehanivuliy  inclined!?
C n rn e to th u  S w eeney  
School. L ea rn  to  bo  
on e x p e r t . 1 te a c h  
w ith  to o ls  n o t b o o k s . 
l)o  th e  w o rk  y o u rs t l f ,  
t h a t 's  th e  s e c re t  o f  th e

SWEENEY SYSTEM
c f  p ra c tic a l  t ra in in g  b y  w h ich  £.000 
so ld ie rs  w e re  tra in e d  f o r  IJ . S .  Gov- •  I 
e m in e n t  a n d  o v e r  <20,fM) e x p e r t  
m ec h an ics . L e a rn  in  a  fe w  w eeks: no  p re v io u s 
ex p erien ce  n ec essa ry .
C O r p  W r ite  to d a y  f o r  i l lu s tra te d  f re e  c a ta lo g  
■ l l t t  sh o w in g  h u n d re d s  o f  p ic tu re s  m en  
w o rk in g  in  new  M illion D o lla r T rade School.

iLEARN A  T R A D E .

G E T  BIG  B U S H  O F F E R
We do not deal ttiroujrb . •, idistributors but County Airmtuonly.U K r o u n m e  

M ONK Y CATA- 
I<< Hi T O D A Y . 
Don't wait! Learn 
how you. In jo u r  
H p a r v  tim e  oun  
make fftlir Money, 
Introdiicinir Hush

urCii

'«.wi5 WfcW£
C o u n t y  A g e n t*  O n ly  unter. Ilu-ib tlxbt

fo u r  and Dei L u x *  m x . D o n ’t  w a tt . W rite  todays  
BUSH MOTOR C O .. C h icago , Illin o is . Dept.i J - B u sh  Tem ple

Your Chance to Make Big Profits inVuicanizing
H.-ro i t  v u ir  r* t.- j**-t in to  a  h i/h lv  p r-d iU ble b ii-ini....

.l i t Until I'la.sH Mil-.• an i/era
Hand v here.

Man v uf o u r  era dual. tuake
"> a >- ar ai id m er.

VV1! I |V. li.l Hu- An lemon
jde.itit vu.va t.i.'er and A ieier-
-■>11 rrt I'.-.idiT  111.d U;.k.-ii you
the r ,i tin. pi Amh r.soii M ith o J
of \  uli aiii.-niK. Our s tu -
■ lent iii .si. ■i- v* I beCan-rt
lii'-V ca n  i hi st;ij i ; in r Mi.ra
w ith tin* A nui r1,1 'll!!.1*
..ml rin-t in - 1 an. i d " it at
(.ne- td i th  th e  (•' ■ vf t
Lv all i •! Vllle a Inzer-
t i d i l y  .-nti.-iii'il eu -t"rm*r -
and lurye I s II ra p  a
l'.*> i1UK l.il.l N. u on!'.
a re to  <■urn it you
nt (. in , blit 111 l ie V i j; j | . i
iiuni .are the■ An- ler-ur i Inal.r
and m ethod w itb otlll ■-s

• h .n e in-fa !h d A Oder-
-■Hi .-< inn . |s u f  vtileaui
ITSIltl nuth.K 1 of ru le;

O u r  r -u 'u t .i l i iu i  is  i  . 1  lu .ilU r . W 
t o  do  i in r k  t i h i . l j  w :: l . • u t i- i - t  
*■ \ t  A ln le r -o i i  - I n d e n t -  t -  -ti- I 
:-u .cess  m m ir ,-m-i i 'n .i  ri'f.-re 
c a  u i . ' e r  tn  n n y o n r  u h n  h a .i  n » t  r r r r  

H i i i ’t  rni’W tliM  i j i <>rt u n it y .
IIL irj a n  I ;nM r* - s  o f  A i .d e r - n n

..••■I O .- t-  tJ>. tr  voll 
i tu ir i  your $156. am i pay Ifjrnim'.
t p f i t  Aruli-r-o '1 nile.m l'/er* 

n - t  o f tin-
hit -I T h e '

u f  r/n t in t  t e l l  a n  A  tu trm a tt  t n l -  
>'*’</ f ' l t r  e n u r s t  o f  i n s t r u c t i o n n  
" r i l e  today  f..r fu ll p a r t ie 

s' h o o ]  m - i in  -r to  M m .
A M U i l W I N  S T E A M  Y I  ! , C A M / i ; i (  < O .

3 ‘* W i l l i a m s  H id e . .  I n d h t tm iH d ln . I ih I .,  | j .  S . A ,
/V i . i i  y o u r  iw m i to n vvu i mimlahrt

r leave mriitiuii ib i -  maga/ino \ \1d-m an-wt-riit:



A D V E R T I S I N G  S E C T I O N

DIAMONDS
ON CREDIT

■vV Buy C hristm as G ifts th e  Easy W ay—
' Open a  C harge A ccount with 

11 Loftis B ros. &  Co., Chicago
c  O u r  l a r g e  i l lu s t r a te d  C a ta lo g  is  y o u r  
h  s h o p p in g  g u id e  to  u n u s u a l  b a rg a in s  in  
j | h a n d so m e , w o rth  w h ile  g i f t 9  on  c re d i t .
£ T h e re  is s o m e th in g a p p ro p r ia te fo re v e ry *  
jfc o n e . S e le c t  a s  m an y  a r t ic le s  a s  you w ish  
£  a n d  h a v e  a ll  c h a rg e d  in  o n e  a c c o u n t.
E T . . _ .  on purchases of $5 o r over,
£  v r e a i l  l e r m s  one-rtfth «lown. balance in 
E eight equal amounts, p a y a b le  montldy.

LEA DIN G  C IT IE S  LO FTIS BROS.

For Christmas Gifts WATCHE5
ON CREDIT

Send lor F ree C a ta lo g ^
W h a te v e r  yo u  s e le c t  w ill b e  s e n t  p re p a id  
by  u s . You s e e  a n d  e x a m in e  th e  
a r t ic le  r ig h t  in  y o u r ow n  h a n d s .
W h a t  c o u ld  p le a se  a  loved  o n e  m o re , o r  
so  w ell e x p re s s  y o u r  r e g a rd ,  a s  a  b e a u ti 
fu l  D iam o n d  R in g , L a  V a llie re , B a r  P in , 
B rooch , E a r  S c re w s , W ris t  W a tc h ,  o r  a  
D iam o n d  S c a r f  P in ,  D ia m o n d -se t  E m 
b lem  o r  S ig n e t  R in g , so lid  go ld  W a tc h , 
etc. S e n d  fo r  f r e e  C a ta lo g  to d a y . 

L ib e r ty  B o n d » accep ted .

& CO., National Cradit Jewelers ° * C  H IcA G  0 °? L  LI NOlS**" B

ROTECT

To allay coughs, to soothe 
sore, irritated throats and 
annoyingcolds,depend upon 
Piso’s. Its prompt use pro
tects you by keeping little 
ills from becoming great. 
Buy Piso’s today— have it in 
the house ready for instant 
aid. It contains no opiate—  
it is good for young and old.

35c at your druggist's

P I  S O  S
for Coughs & Colds

Free Book
C onta in ing  com plete 
e to ry  of th e  origin 
and  h is to ry  o f th a t  
w onderfu l ioatru-

SAXOPHONE
T his book te lls  you w hen to  u s e  

Saxophone—sing ly , in q u a r te t te s , 
in  s e x te tte s , o r m re g u la r  band; bow  
t»  transposes cello p a r ts  in  o rc h es tra  
and  m any o th e r Uiing9 you would 
like  to  ( now.

car, •i..uble y -ttr  in co m e . your pl.-m uire, and  your  
p oim larity  E asy  to  nay  by m r  •■My plan

M A K E S  A N  I D E A L  P R E S E N T
Bern! for fre e  S axop hon e boob and c a ta lo g  o f  e very -  
tb ir .a  >u Trtfe-T one band and  o r c h e str a  iia tn im rA M ,

424 Bueaeber Block. E lk h a r t.ln d .

1‘lra-r mention llii -

“T hey W O R K  
while you sleep”

Best Laxative for Men, 
Women and Children. 
10, 25, 50c—drugstores.

Better English ^ dyc For You!
W onderful liew way. N o ru les  to  learn . No h ard  s tu d ' 
G ram m ar, KpelUtm. t ’u u c iu a iu m . C om et-union, L e tte r W rit
ing. V ocabulary B uild ing , ta in  a t in  15 m inute* a day — 
a t home. S elf C o m - tin ;;  fe a tu re  make-; it fa sc in a tin g  as  a 
gam e. Sy stem p aten t, d hy Sherw in Cody, World fa m n u .
teach er of p ra c tica l E ng lish . Ilood E nglish helps you in  b u si
ness a n d  social life, P oor tie  n h pauses you u n to ld  tump. 
W rite to d ay  fo r F ree  Book " I  buy to  W rite  am i Speak Ma -  
tv  fly E n g lish ."
A d d r e s s  * * I I F . I tW I \  < O I> V  S C H O O L  «>| I M . I M I  
BO 1U N e w *  I t i i i l r i l n g ________________ I to i- lx -M fr ,  N ew  \  o r k

Cuticura Soap
— The Safety Razor----

Shaving Soap
Cuticur* Soap shaves without mug. Everywhere 25c.

.lint :inv\vcring advertisement^
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A Twist 
o f the

Wrist— 
A Flood 
o f Heat

T g f T H t *V* ''’ 'TT;:ALYTE,tho 
vJ new heating1 

invention, makes every gas- 
je t  a furnace for ch illy  
weather heating. Nop hov
eling. N o  coal bills. A more 
twist of the wrist!

New in principle, beauti
fully designed, safe, extra
ordinarily durable Usalyte 
the heating marvel! 

Intwostylesifurheatingonlyor, 
with the new and exclusive in-built 
mantle, for heating and lighting.

W ith ,  t h e  h in t)  t i e ,  f o r  $  2 5
h e a t i n g  a n d  l i g h t i n g  .  .
F o r  h e a t i n g  o  n  h j ,  $ 1 . 7 5  

O rder from your d ea le r o r  d ire c t  from us. Take no 
Inferior su b stitu te . O ept.f t j ,

J. f .ROBIN SSONS Inc:
M A /T U F A C T U R E A S  O f"FAMOUS US/UYTE GAS rfA/vTLES

130^ 13r 'S t ^ P A R K A v e
NEW YORK C IT Y

SEXUAL KNOWLEDGE!
320 PAGES. ILLUSTRATED. CLOTH 

By W iofieid Scott Hall, M.D., Ph.D.
SEX FACTS MADE PLAIN

W h a t  e v e ry  y o u n g  m a n  a n d
E v e ry  y o u n g  w o m a n  sh o u ld  k n o w  

W h a t  e v e ry  y o u n g  h tu b a n d  a n d  
E v e ry  y o u n g  w ife  sh o u ld  k n o w  

W h a t  e v e ry  p a r e n t  s h o u ld  k n o w  
put1 it wrapper.  Table eonU-ntx awl eommewlatiims on mutest. 

AMERICAN PUB. CO.. 1 I 84  W inston Bldg., Philadelphia

2 $ 1.00
P o s tp a id

'S jd b .I 'iL flt/ S u^VAjcL

M a d e  t o  y o u r  m e a s u r e ,  
p a y a b l e  a fter  received  

P e r f e c t  f i t ,  l i n e  g o o d s  a n d  t a i l o r i n g ,  
$20 s a v i n g ,  a l l  g u a r a n t e e  d o r  n o  p a y .  
S a m p le s  F r e e .  E very  m a n  w a n tin g  to  

, Iress w ell and bsvo m o n ey  shou ld  w r ite  
a t  on ce  f o r  o u r  b e a u tifu l  f r e e  book o f 
d o th  sam p les  a n d  c o r re c t  fa sh io n s , ex  p lain- 
n g  ev e ry th in g . W r ite  l e t t e r  o r  p o sta l, 

'ju s t  s a y  “ .Send m e  y o u r sa m p le s”  an d  g e t
___ e v e ry th in g  by  r e tu r n  m ail f re e . Im p o r ta n t

•cry m an . W rite  to d ay  su re .

I P a r k  T a i l o r i n g  C o m p a n y
D e p t  2 4 5  Chicago, ILL

High School 
Course in 

Two Years!
You W ant to Earn Big Money!
A n d  y o u  w ill n o t  b e  s a tis f ie d  u n le s s  y o u  e a rn  s te a d y  p ro 
m o tio n . But are you prepared for the job ahead of you? 
Do you measure up to the standard that insures success? 
Fora more responsible position a fairly good education is 
necessary. To write a sensible business Tetter, to prepare 
estimates, to figure cost and to compute interest, you 
must have a certain amount of preparation. All this you 
must be able to do before you will earn promotion.
Many business houses hire no men whose general know
ledge is not equal to a high school course. Why? Because 
big business refuses to burden itself with men who are 
barred from promotion by the lack of elementary education.

Can You Qualify for a Better Position
We have a plan whereby you can. We can give you a com
plete but simplified high school course in two years, giving 
vuu all the essentials that form the foundation of practical 
business. It will prepare you to hold your own where 
competition is keen and exacting. Do not doubt your abili
ty, but make up your mind to it and you will soon have 
the requirements that will bring you success and big 
money. YOU CAN DO IT.
Let us show you how to get on the road to success. It will 
not cost you a single working hour. We are so sure of be
ing able to help vnu that we will cheerfully return to you, 
••it th e  end  o f  te n  lesson?, ev e ry  c e n t you Hunt us i f  you  a re  not a b 
so lu te ly  satisfi- ri. Whut fa ir e r  o ffer pan w e make you? Write 
today . It eosts  you  no th ing  b u t a  .tam p .

A m e r i c a n  S c h o o l  o f  C o r r e s p o n d e n c e  
Dept.HM Chicago, U. S. A.

A m erican  School o f  C orrespondence,
Dept. H *4 Chicago, III.

Explain how 1 can quality for position* checked.
... L e v y

...... Build:: g  Co:

......A utom obile

...... Autofii',b:ii-

...... Civil l-b.gi.v

...... S tr iM u ra l  1

..B u i

iirni;iu.
»> to  * 1> mi

1 totla.ni")
■ to  J 10,0'“1

Mo

...... D ra ft-m a n  and  D esigner.
$2 r,w> to  $4,000

.......E lec tr ica l E ng ineer.
»l.noo t o $10,000

.......G enera l Education .
I n one yea r.

I
$5,000 to  #15.000 Z 

Me - hanieai E n g in ee r I
S t.000 to  f  lil.OOO |

. Shop S u p erin ten d e n t. I
id .W i t<> $7,000 |Kmpl- m ent Mo

$1,000 to  $10,000 I 
jm  E ngiin t-r. ■

$2.0ii0 t o  $ 1,000  I
rf.4 C u u r . - c ,  1. I-or-m ai

$2,000 to $4.000 I  
V riter . ®

1
|  Name..................................... -  Address................................... . J

..... BhotopI ly  W ri___
$2 .non to  $10,000 I

.....S a n ita ry  E ng ineer. •
f 2 .noo to  #5.000 |

.....Telephone E n g in ee r. 1
$2,f.O0 to  $5,000 |

.....T eleg rap h  E ng ineer. 1
?2,5"0 to  #5.000 |

.....H igh  School G rad u a te .
In  tw o  veard,

.....E ire  In su ra n c e  E x p e r t.
$3,000 to  #10,000

Please mention this mairazine when answering advcrii-cmcnt-
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O u ts ide  P eop le !
After exposure to all 
kinds of weather y o u ’ll 
*ind L u d e n ’s
helpful.

Safe for Children

bio co lo r
i n g ;  n 0

f  n a rco tics .

A id  E v e r y b o d y  •

aid huskiness.
Sw eeten
breath

th e

YV m. H .L u d e n  
In R ead ing , Pa, 

S ince 1891 <y//m

n rV /

a

LUDEN’S
MentKol CougK D rops

G ive  Q u ick  R e l ie f

 ̂ H ave M any Uses
W h e th e r  you drive a 
golf ball or a ca r— 
r e m e m b e r ,  L u d e n ’s 

relieve dust-  
^  tickled

throats,
w w

P l a y  the H a w a i ia n  Guitar

Just Like the Hawalians!
* >m* m e th o d  o f  tt neh itiL ' is  - o  >impl<1 l u l l y o u  | . '■L:in o n  a I ' w '
111 h a l l '  a n h o u r  y m i r a n  i- l a  v
t i n -  i r y  m o t i o n s \ OII l<a
o n l y f o u r a m i  y o u a - i j i i  ii
i l l  a f.  w  m i i i u l i  '-. T h - t i  i t i>
:i 111; 111 <- S' -- f  ( i r a i l i r i - ...........m u i r
W'  IK.1. I . l ' f i l i a l i i m  t r> l l l o l " - . s i

~ l u i a m i  o f h . - i • . tr. t -
: ii:i t i n s i n - t  r u i N ' - n t d- l i e !

T h e M a n ; m a n  U n i t a r  |>h VS
a  'a \ 1. i l id o f  n n i s i . - . l - . t l i 1 !.«•
T t l . l ' . f l v  a  i.id  i l l - -  a-- r o u i p a u i -
Til- I t " u r  y i . i l  i o n !■ i n
' 1 l Mi--s  a to :i li t iT i: 1 IElV.
‘ i n i l  a 
l . i . - l  - a  m i

11 111- 
- l - . - l  l i a r

It '  1 ■ "
a m l ' v

1 ' ' ' i l l - !- t ■■ h- " o n -  a n d f ' i -  • • <
i n ' !•  1.

S e n d  C o u p o n  N O W  
G e t  F u l l  P a r t i c u l a r s  F R E E

Fir s t  H a w a i i a n  C o n s e r v a t o r  v of  M usic ,  Inc,  
2 3 3  B ro a d w a y  N E W  Y O R K

LEARN WIRELESS
At Home Quickly and Easily
Interesting and attraciive positions- 
either at sea or on land - with sub
stantial salaries, lor men and women 

trained as Wireless Operator.-.
ilaries start at $125 a month 

p lu s  Hoard, L odging , a n d  L aundry , 
w h ich  m ea n s  a  total of $200 or 
m ore a  m onth . O n e  of mir n -o  nt 
K raduates is getting  $6,000 a  year. 
G e t in line  for a  birr position  at 
a  Liu salarv ! Let h e lp  you!
W IR I I FSS IN ST R U M E N T S 
F R E E  T O  E V E R Y  S T l ■ 
D E N T . W rite  for th is  F R E E  

■ w book let, full of v a lu ab le  m-
. \ \  formahi>n.

k ^  \ \  NATIONAL RAI iO INSTI1UTF.
Dept. 368, 14th £ t: Sis., N. V,- 

Via shin1! I un, i). t.

n P O C K E T  E D IT IO N S  ::
i - i:i i i, si itJi < is  i r,v. i : \ n i

•. :■■■ T v.--ro j.ti!  r . - . . t •:•. f . t : . -  W fi i - r :  Eh- '
■ ■ • > I.:;-; f ■ . - .. !:■ ■. *t C . -..r- - N .v . : ; :
: •• :.:a  ! I. - Xu. o a r.. i-• : t , i.. h • . ■ r. '! h -  K-
ii . X in : i !■ ;,rr Tab. \Y ::i. i E  t . . ...ru ; i r:.m:
M- rri A. il > H.I -l . : ph> i «■■-..
S t r e e t  &  S m i th  C o r p o r a t i o n ,  P u b l i s h e r s  

79*89 Seventh Avenue, New York City

I'll :i>r nu-ntii't! :n:H'.'iziiv when aiuworintx advert!-oincut-
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B u y  Y o u r  X m a s  
G i f  i s  N o w

O n l y  a f e w  c e n t s  a  d a y

37.50 <

No Money 
Down

TUST send your name and
J  a d d r e s s  f o r  o u r  1 2 b - p a g e  
C h r i s t m a s  b o o k  o f  b a r g a i n s  i n  
d i a m o n d s , w a t i h e s  a n d  j e w e l r y .  
M i l l i o n s  o f  d o l l a r s  w o r t h  o f  
j e w e l r y  f r o m  w h ic h  t o  c h o o s e  
y o u r  X m a s  g i f t s .  Y o u r  s e l e c t i o n  
B e n t  o n  y o u r  s i m p l e  r e q u e s t ,  
w i t h o u t  a  p e n n y  d w n .  I f  y o u  
d o n ’t  t h i n k  i t  i s  t h e  b i g g e s t  
b a r g a i n  y o u  h a v e  e v e r  s e e n .  
B e n d  i t  b a c k  a t  o u r  e x p e n s e .  I f  
y o u  k e e p  i t  y o u  c a n  p a y  a t  t h e  
r a t e  o f  o n ly  a f e w  c e n ts  a d a y .

8% Y ear ly  D ividend
Y ou a re  g u a ra n te e d  a n  8% 
y e a r l y  i n c r e a s e  i n  v a l u e  o n  a l l  
d i a m o n d  e x c h a n g e s .  A l s o  6 %  
b o n u s  p r i v i l e g e s .

Write Today
f o r  X m a s  C a t a l o g
S e n d  y o u r  n a m e  a n d  a d d r e s s  
now . N o o b li j r a t io n . B e a u t ifu l  X m *J 
c a ta lo g  c o m e s  f r e e  b y  r e tu r n  m a il. 
E x p la in s  a ll a b o u t  th e  L yon  C h a r g e  
A c c o u n t  P la n . S e e  th i s  g r e a t  c o lle c 
t io n  o f  je w e lr y  b a rg a in s  n o w .
Send y o u r  nam e today to D ep t. 90-1

cJ M  L Y O N  &  CO .
1 M a i d e n  L a n e ,  N  «- w  Y o  r k NT .Y.

B3332ECEH
Q u i c k l y  a n d  t h o r o u g h l y ;  in o u r  b o o k l e t  
‘ 'T h e  M a s t e r  K e y '1 ( s e n t  o n  r e q u e s t )
A m eric a 's  g re a te s t  w a ltz  w rite r and 
com poser show s yo u  how to  becom e n 
skilled p iano and  o rg a n  p layer in your 
ow n hom e, by a n ew . sim ple , efficient, 

y e t h ighly  endorsed  and  Snexpensi •• e m ethod. 
L FA K N  Af.U th e  SC IE N C E  and T K lC k S o f  
JA Z Z  and  R A C -T IM E  effec ts. If. (W 

I EA f'H K H  o r P U P IL , y«.u a re  am bitious o r if y ou  
.re «ii*sat;stied o r  disc.iurage-1 and  Wish BA I-III
■ d AllSi »1,UTE M A STER Y  en a b lin g  you to  over- 
•me any difficulty and re ach  th e  “ H JC llK ST  WN*

■ Ae i .K  O F  S U C C E S S ”  s e n d  f o r  o u r  B O O K .
V. . cannot d esc rib e  h e re  th e  p rincip le o f th is  new  
■ ■ taod , b u t ••The M aster K ey B ookle t”  ells a ll 

a ' i t  in com plete d e ta il, N o o th e r  m ethod ev e r 
M irn ,  no m a t te r  w hat tt co sts , e v e r told s*> plainly 

• r. si WHY and HOW to br.«mc »i. expert i.itiHopUycr
Ad'r’nV"*?'p.*jr»iHhot|froe. IHclnwas given, tread for “ The Matter K. y-- today-NitW.

C O S M O P O L IT A N  C O N SE R V A T O R Y  O F M U SIC  
1 4 3 1  B r o a d w a y  S u i t e  4 0 0  N e w  Y o rk  C i ty

Cleat Yout Skin
YOUR skin can be quickly cleared 

of Pimples, Blackheads, Acne ft 
Eruptions on the face or body, J 
Enlarged Pores and Oily or Shiny 
Skin by a new treatment called

“ C l e a r - T o n e ' 9
I f  yo u  h a v e  a n y  o f  t h e  a b o v e  F a c ia l B le m 
ishes. w r i te  f o r  F R E E  B ook le t, *'A Clear- 
Tone Skinl* t e l l in g  h ow  1 c u re d  m y se lf  
a f t e r  b e in g  a fflic ted  f o r  16 y e a rs , a n d  m y 
o ile r  to  send x bottle of Clear-Tone on trial.
E C  / 2 f V F \ I < i  I  1 8  C h e m i c a l  B u i l d i n g  

• *  a - i i T i * ^  K a n s a s  C i t y ,  M i s s o u r i

Hr i i iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiihiii— r—iiimmiiiiii ii i iii ii i mini 11 i mini

■ ii m
Crooked Spines 
M ade S t r a ig h t

T h ou sa n d s  o f  
R em ark ab le  C ases

I An old lady, 72 years of
I  ape. wlm suffered for m any years
■ and was absolutely helpless,found
■ relief. A man who was helpless, 
9 unable to rise from his chair, was

riding; horseback and playing ten 
nis w ithin a vear. A little  child,
p a ra ly z e d , w as p la y in g  a b o u t  th e  
h o u se  a f te r  w e a r in g  a  P h ilo  H urt A p
p lia n c e  l w eek s W e h av e  su ccess  

th a n  40 ,oh) c a se s  th e  p a s t  19 y ea rsfu lly  t re a te d  m o re  th a n  40 iMO ea se s  th e  pasl

30 Days’ Trial
W e will prove its value in y»ur 
o w n  c a s e .  T h e r e  is  n o  r e a s o n  w h v  \ o u  
s h o u ld  n o t  a c c e p t  o u r  o f fe r .  - T h e  p h o to  
g ra p h s  sh o w  how  l ig h t .c o o l ,e la s t ic  
a n d  e a silv  a d ju s te d  th e  P h ilo  B urt mth 
A p p lia n c e  is — h o w  d iffe re n t fro m  f tp P  
th e  o ld  to r tu ro u s  p la s te r  lea th e r  " r

K verv  su ffe re r  w ith  a w e a k e n e d  *>r ■■
d e fo rm ed  sp in e  o w es it to  h im s e lf  
to  in v e s t ig a te  th o ro u g h ly  P rice  
w ith in  reach  o f  a ll.

S e n d  F o r  O u r  F r e e  B o o k  
If you w ill d e sc r ib e  th e  ease  it w ill 
a id  us in  g iv in g  you d e fin i te  in  for 
n ia tio n  a t  o nce
P H I L O B UR T M FC. CO. M
i M - j ? i  O d d  F e l lo w s  T e m p l e .  J a m eJ a m e s t o w n .  N . Y .

D l f l l
M H

Regulate your digestion ao you e&u 
eat favorite foods without fear of

Indigestion
Flatulence
Gases
Acidity
Palpitation

A few tablets of Pape’s Diapepsin 
correct, aridity , thus regulating tho 
stomach and giving a lino a instant 
relief. Large title case—drugstores,

i n
Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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APE y o u  GOING TO

m e a s u r e  u p
TO HER VISION
OF M A N  H O O D
Are You Physically Fit?

J ~ y >  y o u  lo o k  f o r w a r d i d . - i t i i .  t o w a r d *  t h e

y o u r  d a y  d r e a m *  a  
c h i l d r e n  o f  y o u r  i m u  tU -.li 
l io l l io ?

T h U  I s  t h e  p h i l t r e  e v e r  
t o  r i - a lk i* . H u t  y o u  m a y  
t h o u s a n d s ,  w h o .  f.>r o n .-  i 
m u  r a g e d  a n d  W e.iki-tM -d 
h o p e le s s .  Y o u  fn*-il;<t>- to  
a i d e  m e s s  o f  s i m i. *«»■■ 
g lo o m y  to  y o u .

B u t  d o n ' t  In- d i s h c a r t e  
f r a i l i - ' i  o f  h u m a n i t )  V olin

. , , r l V• iti . Ii.-ri-ih? D o  yo
lo v in g . a d m i r i n g  to It.-  a n .
a n d  M 1 .Mid a lit • a r  l u l l e .  1m: ; '•

ry  m a n (H lid il t o  I 'f a b l e  5Mine d a  v
v In- mi u- o f  t h e  u r e t e l i e d . to re e k .-- i
r e a s o n  <. r  a n o t h e r .  Iniv .-  he .-. HIM- d ix *
HO llt - t t  i t  h a s  m .inh- y..tii a lm o s t

i m a k e lo v e , l e t  y o u m a k e
f t  t f i r l ''* l i f e .  L if t • l o o k ’s m ig h t* .

■ ted I’lierc* i s  h o p e  f o r  ii-vcti t h e
IK M! IIl i d ' l l f - a g e d .
t T o  Y o u —I W a n t  to  H e lp  Y ou

S t :  mi .g i  . r t t s i n  h a » l i f t e d  tl i o n  sill id s
1 Ml V.l- a h .  a i l i n g . f l l ip o t e i i t .  d i s -

C O tll.lk r-d in e r t  o u t o r  t h e tHig o f
I t l l t l f l f ! *sm -sx a n d d f  S p it i r  a n d
l i l a c ,  d th e m  o n  th e l i r o u i l . s t r a i g h t
lo a d to  h e a l t h . h a p p i t i t • s s  a n d
p r o *  p e t•it.v. S t r o n c f o r t i s i n l i a s  r e 
.s to r e d t h e  m u  ill  m o d  th e y t h o u g h t
t h e )  1t a d  l o s t  f o r t •v e r  a n d  g iv e n
th e m ic n c w e d  v it;11 l i t  V. a m b i t i o n
a n d  tin -  p o w e r  t o  D O  T H I N G S  i n

S T R O N G F O R T IS M
B a n ish es D ru gs

S t r o n g f i r f I i s m  is  a lo n g  s t r i d e
a h e a d o l a n y  h o -c a l l e d  ph.V H ic.il
c u l t i i r t • r o t i r - e  o r  a y sd e m  t h a t  y o u
k n o w Of. I t  e m h r a e e s a l l  flu* e s -
m  i i t i . i l s  Of H tieh  .s y s te m s , h u t  i s  n o t
lim it.* i 1 to th . - m  - t t  k «h*s  f a r  l ie -
M in d . r e s e l l i n g  o u t  to a  v a r i e t y  o f
N a t u r e ■’> a i d s  e n ip l . i )  i n g  t h e m  to
a n  a d i l .  i n  tu k-e t h a t  b r i n g s  s u r p r i s i n g
n  M ill* to e v e r )  S t n n i g f o r t  f o l 

I h a i d s l i a l l  d r u g s  a t io  m e d ic i n e *
a n d  ••( Hills V d e t i r e s  i n t . • n d e d  t o  i
l o v e  . I i s ,  a se. 1 ge t i - s. iR s fh u t
ar*- inlost a s t o u n d i n g iH -e a iis e  n r
P l a n  i s i m p l e  —in ) i i i s t r u .  t « .  .-
so  CMSi l \  f. d i n n e d .
S e n d  T o d a y  

F o r  M y F R E E B O O K
Sm « I to . l a )  t mi )o :n r  c o p y  o f

L I O N E L  S T R O N G F O R T  

T h e  P e r f e c t  M a n

LIONEL STRONGFORT

• ‘P r o m o t i o n  a n d C o n - e r v a t i o n o f
H e a l t h S t r e n g t h a n d  M e n ta l
E n e r g y  " I t  W ill 1eM v o n  h o w  y o il
c a n  m i l , . " l i t  H ied i. m e s  . . r  • 1* ii;
a n d  M il l.. .l i t  t h e  !IS.- o f  e*. p e lls :
a t* l*at i t i i s . h u i h l v .- ittse M  u p to
f i e r i . ,  t h e t i l t h  I.V d e v o t i n g  a  i
m i n u t e -  «-v e rv  d M . It I t ic  p iiv < o  v • It
v .i i i r  mm 11 r o o m  n  i.-■ii w i s h .  I .. *. •1*
l o « i n ‘i  u iv ‘■iisv. > :i leh*  U ls tr U e t i .) !

a i l  i t  w i th
o r  p a n . m g

F i l l  o u t  c o u p o n  a n d  
th r e e  2 c  s t a m p s

P h y s i c a l  a n d  H e a l th  S p e c i a l i s t  
6 8  S t r o n g f o r t  I n s t i t u t e .  N e w a r k ,  N . J .

F R E E  " C O N S U L T  A T  1 0  N c F U  P O N
A b s o lu t e ly  C o n f i d e n t i a l

M r .  L io n e l  S t r o n g f o r t — D e p t .  6 3 — N e w a r k .  N . J . .  P e r s o n a l —
.1-1111 tin -  \ - " i r  hoOl; 

S E R V A T I O N  O F  H E A L T H .  
E N E R G Y . • f o r  p o s t  : •-• n». 
* t . : u p *  I h a v e  m i*  ■ i i V  

v > ! e d .

■ P R O M O T IO N  A N D  C O N  
S T R E N G T H  A N D  M E N T A L

w l ib ' l l  I f l i f  h is t ' t l i r i - r  ?  ,
» e l u t e  t h e  - u m e c t  i n  w h i . - h  1

C o ld s  
C a t a r r h  
H a y  F e v e r  
A s th m a  
O b e s i ty  
H e a d a c h e  
T h i n n e s s  
R u p t u r e  
L u m b a g o  
N e u r i t i s  

. N e u r a l g i a  
F l a t  C h e s t  
D e f o r m i ty

( D e s c r i b e )

I n s o m n ia  . . .  I n c r e a s e d  H e i g h t
. . S h o r t  W in d  . . . . S k i n  D i s o r d e r s

F l a t  F e e t  . . . .  I m p o te n c y
. .S t o m a c h  D i s o r d e r s  . . .  F a l l i n g  H a i r

C o n s t i p a t i o n  
. . . B i l i o u s n e s s  
. . . .T o r p i d  L iv e r  
. . .  I n d i g e s t i o n  
. . . N e r v o u s n e s s  
. . .  P o o r  M e m o r y  

R h e u m a t i s m  
.. G a s t r i t i s  
. H e a r t  W e a k n e s s  
■ P o o r  C i r c u l a t i o n

.W e a k  E y e s  
. . . P i m p l e s  
. . .  B l a c k h e a d s  
. . . .  D e s p o n d e n c y  
. . .R o u n d  S h o u l d e r  
. . . . L u n g  T r o u b l e s  
. . . . M u s c u l a r

D e v e lo o m e n t  
.. . G r e a t  S t r e n g t h  
. . .  A d v a n c e d  C o u r s e

N a m e  

Age . ,  

S t r e e t  

C i t y  .

C o p yrig h ted  hy L . W . .Sincef. Ire .

LEARN MEC 
D R A W IN G
Fam *5 5  to $50 
a week to start
w ith  o p p o r t u n i t i e s  f o r  a d v a n c e 
m e n t  to  C h i e f  D r a f t s m a n  a t  $70 t o  
H o n o r  m o r e  a  w e e k .  M e c h a n ic a l  
D r a f t i n g  ia  a  v i t a l  n e c e s s i t y  i n  a l l  
K n g i n e e r i n g ,  I n d u s t r i a l .  a n d  
M a n u f a c t u r i n g  w o r k .  I t  d e m a n d s  
m e n  o f  p r a c t i c a l  t r a i n i n g  a n d  i t  
p a y s  t h e m  w e l l  f o r  t h e i r  s k i l l .

W E  W I L L  T E A C H  Y O U  A T  
H O M E  B Y  M A I L  

b y  o u r  i m p r o v e d  p r a c t i c a l  m e t h o d  
j u  o  ,i-» y o u  w o u ld  l e a r n  i n  a c t u a l  
p r a c t i c e .  W e  t e a c h  y o u  r e a l  
m e c h a n i c a l  d r a f t i n g ,  n o t  .m e r e
t h e o r y .  \ V e g i v e  y o u  r e a l  D r a f t*
: n g  I n s t r u m e n t s  t o  w o r k  w i th  
m u  1 > a w a y  w ith  te d io u s  t e x t  ho o k a . Y ou

m a k e  ra p id  p r o g r e s s  by  o u r  m e th o d  a n d  w h e n  
you  c o m p le te  th e  c o u rs e  y o u  a r e  a b le  to  q u a lify  
a* a n  e x p e r ie n c e d  d r a f t s m a n  n o t a  m e re  a p -

tr c n t l c e .  B ig  c o n c e m a  e m p lo y  o u r  g r a d u a te s  
ecau .se  th e y  know  d r a f t i n g .  Y"U n e e d  no  
p re v io u s  e x p e r ie n c e  in  d r a w in g  o r  m e c h a n ic s  

to  m a s te r  d r a f t i n g  b y  o u r  p r a c t ic a l  m e th o d .

Ky C .  C l a f l in ,  P r e s . ,  C o l u m b ia  S c h o o l  o f  
a f t m g .  D e p t .  1 2 1 1 ,  W a s h in g t o n ,  D . C .

W R IT E  FO R  FREE 
B O O K L ET

I t  la  w r i t te n  in  p lain 
m a n -to -  m a n  la n g u ag e  
- n o  f r i l l s  o r  e x a g g e ra 
t io n —j u a t  p la in  fac ts  
a b o u t *  p r o fe s s io n  th a t 
h o ld s  a  b ig  f u tu r e  fo r 
Y O U . W r ite  f o r  youi 
Copy T O D A Y .

Please mention this magazine when an^werim; advertisements



. IPI •KKTfSl.XG SECTION

"DANDERINE”

Stops Hair Coming Out; 
Doubles Its Beauty.

A few rents buys “ D am lm nn.” After an appli
cation of ••Dandmno” you c an not find a fallen hair 
or any dandruff, besides every hair shows new life, 
vigor, brightness, more color and thickness.

TAB LETS
FOR

G rip p e
Cold
in the
H ead

Headaches 
Neuralgias 

Spanish Influenza
Women’s Aches and Ills
Rheumatic and Sciatic Pains

A s k  Y o u r  D r u g g is t  f o r  A - K  T a b le ts
(Ii he cannot supply you, write us)

Smell S ize

1  O c
F a c - S i m i l o

Dozen Size

■«

S e t  M o n o g ra m  A  o n  the  Q enu ine
I t  'Votibamaia Rem edy Company, S t. Lenta, Ko.

W rite for F ree Sam ples

il!il!lll!!lll!ll!lllllllllllllll!lllllllllllllll

Q u a lity  F irst
Notwithstanding that there are many differ
ent kinds of hose supporters we believe 
none has won such an enviable reputation 
for quality and service or given so much 
satisfaction to mothers and children as the

H O S E  S U P P O R T E R
W hy ? Because the webbing of fresh live 
rubber feels better and wears longer. 
Because it is the only hose supporter 
equipped with that exclusive feature the

A ll  R u b b e r  O b lo n g  
B u tto n

B e c a u s e  I t  S a v e s  Hosiery-

T he A ll Rubber Oblong Button Pre
vents Slipping and Ruthless Ripping

G e o rg e  F ro st Co., B o sto n
M a k e rs  o f  V e lv e t  G r ip  H o s e  
S u p p o r te r s  fo r  W o m e n .  M is se s  
a n d  C h ild r e n  a n d  th e  F a m o u s

B o sto n  G a r te r fo r  M en

IlilllllllilllllllllllllllllllillllllllllllllfR

________________  Solid  Cold

Send U s Vour Nam e and W e 'll 
Send You a Lachnite

T \ O N ’T  se n d  a  p e n n y . J u a t  » a y : _____________
1 )  v o id  r in g  on 10 d a y  s f r e e  t r i a l . ”  W e w il l t r

h o m e . W h e n  i t  c o rn e a  m e re ly  d e p o e it  M . , ____________
w e a r  th e  r ln *  f o r  10 full <iaya. If  y o u , o r  a n y  o f  y o u r  fr ie n d s  c a n  te ll it  
f r o m  a d ia m o n d , s e n d  it  b a c k  a n d  w e  w ill r e tu r n  y o u r  d e p o e it .  B u t i f

'S e n d  m e  a  L a c h n ite  m o u n te d  fn  a e o lld  
W e  w ill m a il i t  p r e p a id  r i i r h t  t o  y o u r  

t  $4 .75  w ith  th e  p o s tm e n  a n d  
a n y  o f  y o u r  fr ie n d s  c a n  tell

____ _____________ _________________ ________ J»ill r e tu r n  y o u r  d e p o s i t .  B u t
you  d e c id e  U> b u y  I t—s e n d  u s  $ 2 .6 0  a  m o n th  u n ti l  $18 76 b a n  b e e n  p a id .

B e  s u r e  to  a e n d  y o u r  f in g e r  alr« .
Harold  Lachman C o ., 12N . Michigan A v .. Dept. 193). C h ica g o .

Better Light at
/3  Old Cost;
A m antle of p r e - w a r  q u a l i t y ,  
a t  th< ; p r e - w a r  p r i c e !  t l s a l y t .  
a n d  I ^ i t o l y t  M a n t l e s  a r e  u n 
b r e a k a b l e  a n d .  b e c a u s e  o f  t h e i r  | 
e x t r e m e  b r i l l i a n c e ,  1-3  l e s s  g a s  v J l 1 ‘ 
will f lo o d  y o u r  r o o m s  w i t h  1 it-:': t ^

L O T O L Y T
G a s  M a n t le s

t  t h e  p i j l t n c l i v e -  - ■
•i a n g u l a r  B o *  — — -'1 0 «

U S A L Y T E
G a s  M a n t l e s

......m .T> y  J.I ROBIN-'-SONS Inc
S T - i r ?  , r ° '• b y  H » *  \  M , r „ f « » u y , r -  o f  1*. W 9« d . r f u |r e c e ip t  o f  p r ic e .  D e p t .  2 S S  u « * l y t «  C n  H e a t e r ,  — — —
l f f i i~»FtTTTt)TTmnmTTmii iiM~HTiTiri'm Tnrm~TrTTTT:n rr»iii m t . MTntTTrfj

I ' l .m r  i.n  m l- : n ia s a z in t  w hen a ii.w c r ln c  a il', r r t i - i  lim it s
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Al)Vhin■/.,/ V , >•

They work 
naturally 
and form 
no habit

They work 
naturally 
and form 
no habit

They work 
naturally 
and form 
no habit At the  10,000

le
Stores only

8 for t o  £ 
14 tor 15 c 
CO fo r  5 0  c

lF r e e  S a m p l e
W E want you to  try  Orderl ies .  O ne trial 

will prove them to he the most effective 
and gent lest-acting laxative you have ever used.

O ld e ifie A
G E T  quick relief  from constipation.

Take  an Orderl ie  tonight.  Tomorrow  
you will be “ f reed ."  Quick and gentle io 
action — and absolutely sure. You never 
have to increase the dose. G e t  Rexall 
Orderl ies from the nearest Rexall Store or 
send for free sample today. j
F or  free sample, fill in this coupon and mail 
to United Drug Company, Depar tm ent  A, 
Boston, Mass.

N a m e  . 
Address  . 
T o w n . . . State.

i VP2 >

IMia^c mention this magazine when aU'Werini; advertisements
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GET MORE MILEAGE
With Strong, Double'Tread Tires! 

Guaranteed for 5000 Miles
S tro n g  D o u b le -T re a d  R e c o n s tru c t

e d  T i r e s  a r e  m a d e  b y  o u r  sk ille d  
m ec h a n ics , o f  d o u b le  t h e  a m o u n t of 
fa b r ic  ( fro m  c h o ic e  m a te r ia l) ,  a n d  
a r e  b u ilt  to  g iv e  m o re  th a n  th e  g u a r 
a n te e d  m ile a g e  a n d  se rv ic e  w h ich  
o u r  c u s to m e rs  v e ry  o f te n  rece iv e .

RELINER FREE 
Tubes Guaranteed Fresh Stock

T u b e s T ire s T u b e#
3 0 x 3 ...... ,.$5 .50 $ 1 .60 3 4 x 4 ........-$ 8 .7 5 $ 2 .6 0
30 x 3 % .... 6 .5 0 1.75 8 4 x 4 % - .  10.00 3 .0 0
8 1 x 3 % .. .  6 .75 1 86 3 5 x 4 % .... 11.00 3 .1 6
3 2 x 3 )4 .... 7 .0 0 2.00 3 6 x 4 % ...  11.60 3 .40
3 1 x 4 ...... .. 8 .0 0 2 .2 5 3 5 x 5 ...... 12 .60 3 .50
3 2 x 4 ...... ,. 8 .2 5 2 .4 0 3 6 x 5 ......,. 12.75 3.65
3 3 x 4 ...... 2 .5 0 3 7 x 5 ...... ,. 12 .76 3 .75

S e n d  $ 2 .0 0  d e p o s i t  f o r  e a c h  t i r e  o r d e r e d ,  
b a l a n c e  C .  O .  D .  T i r e s  s h i p p e d  s u b j e c t  tc  
y o u r  e x a m in a tio n . S t a t e  w h e t h e r  S .  S .  01 
C l ,  plain  o r  n o n - s k i d  is d e s i r e d .  A l l s a m f  
p r i c e .  B y  Bending f u l l  a m o u n t  o f  o r d e i  
y o u  c a n  s a v e  5  p e r  c e n t — o u r  s p e c i a l  casb 
w i t h - o r d e r  discoun t.

STRONG TIRE AND RUBBER CO.
3019 Michigan Ave- Dept.334 Chicago, 111

"DON’T SHOUT”
c a n  h o a r  y o u  w i t h  t h e  M O B L E Y  

P H O N E . ”  I t  i s  i n v i s ib l e ,  w e i g h t 
l e s s ,  c o m f o r t a b l e ,  i n e x p e n s i v e .  
N o  m e t a l ,  w i r e s  n o r  r u b b e r .  C a t )  
b e  u s e d  b y  a n y o n e ,  y o u n g  o r  o ld .  

T h e  M o rle y  P h o n e  f o r  t h e

D E A F
t o  t h e  e a r s  w h a t  g l a s s e s  a r e  t o  
t h e  e y e s .  W r it e  to r  F r e e  B o o k le t

c o n t a i n i n g  t e s t i m o n i a l s  o f  
u s e r s  a l l  o v e r  t h e  c o u n t r y .  I t  
d e s c r i b e s  c a u s e s  o f  d e a f n e s s :  

t e l l s  h o w  a n d  w h y  t h e  M O B L E Y  
P H O N E  a f f o r d s  r e l i e f .  O v e r  
o n e  h u n d r e d  t h o u s a n d  s o ld .

T H E  M O R L E Y  C O . ,  Dept. 75S, 26 S. 15 S I., Phila

TCUflD DA IIIn Ukuiela,Hawaiian Guitar, Violin, 
I  E J I U n  D h U J U  Mandolin, Guitar, Cornet or Banin
W o n d erfu l n e w  s y s te m  o f  t e a c h in g  n o te  m u s ic  b y  m a ll.  T o  G ra t

B op ils In  e a c h  lo c a l i ty ,  w e  g iv e  a  $20  s u p e rb  V io lin . M an d o lin , 
Ukulele, G u ita r ,  l l a w a i i n  G u i ta r ,  C o m e t .  T e n o r  B a n jo  o r  B a n jo  ab so - 
lut ely free. V e ry  s m a ll c h a r g e  f o r  le s s o n s  o n ly . W e  g u a r a n te e  s u c 
c e ss  .,r  no  c h a r g e .  C o m p le te  o u tf i t  f r e e .  W r i t e  n o w . N o  o b lig a tio n .
slingerlanci school of music, me. Dept. 35 Chicago, il l .

LUCKY HORSESHOE
RING

B e l i e v e d  b y  m a n y  t o  b e  a  C h a r m  o f  
G o o d  .L u c k .  T h e  H o r s e s h o e  T o p  19
S o l i d  G o ld  a n d  t h e  N a i l  S o l id  S i l v e r ,  
s e t  w i t h  G e n u i n e  G a r n e t ,  I t  i s  o d d .  
u n i q u e ,  a t t r a c t i v e ,  a d m i r e d  b y  e v e r y 
b o d y .  S e n d  y o u r  n a m e ,  a d d r e s s  a n d

--------r i n g  m e a s u r e  ( s t r i p  o f  p a p e r  a r o u n d
t i n k e r . )  W h e n  y o u  r e c e i v e  B i n g ,  p a y  $ 4 .9 5 , W e a r  i t  
h  v< n d a y s  a n d  f o l l o w  t h e  s e v e n  g o l d e n  r u l e s  v  n i c h c o m e  
w i th  B i n g .  A l l  y o u r  m o n e y  b a c k  i f  n o t  e n t i r e ’ /  s a t i s f i e d .

K0SM0S CO.. O ept.D . 823 North Clark S ir . .  Chicago

Y b u C a n
U se

MORE
MONEY

A  Better Job Will Bring It to You
T h e r e  a r e  f a r  m o re  g o o d  jo b s  th a n  th e r e  a r e  m en  q u a lified  to  
fill th e m . Y o u  w a n t  to  g e t  a h e a d ~ y o u  w a n t  to  b e  a  so m eb o d y . 
Y ou  w a n t  a  b ig g e r  in c o m e  — m o re  p le a s in g  s u r ro u n d in g s  — 
m o re  la t i tu d e  to  g ro w . Y o u  c a n  h a v e  th e s e  th in g s .  YVe w ill 
h e lp  y o u  g e t  th em .

T h e r e  Is a  J o b  F o r
Y o u  w ith  B ig  M oney
Y o u  c a n  q u a lify  f o r  i t  in  y o u r  s p a re  
t im e . N o  n e e d  to  g iv e  u p  y o u r  p re s e n t  
w o rk . A  few  o f th e  h o u r s  y o u  n o w  w a s te  
w ill, if s p e n t  in  s tu d y  o f  a n y  o n e  of o u r  
c o u rs e s , fit y o u  to  t a k e  o n  a  rea l jo b  
a n d  ho ld  i t  d o w n . T h e r e  is n o th in g  
re a s o n a b le  y o u  c a n 't  a c c o m p lish  if  y o u  
m a k e  u p  y o u r  m in d  t o  w in  a n d

Make Your Idle Hours Count
O u r  c o u rs e s  a r e  p la n n e d  a n d  s u p e r 
v ise d  b y  le a d in g  e d u c a to r s  — m en  w ho

W h a t  This Man 
H a s  Done You, 

Too, Can Do
A L B E R T  V . SIE L K E

A rc h ite c t  a n d  E n c m a a r  
1 4 6 6  R o a a d a lo  A vanua  

B ro n x , N aw  Y ork
G e n t le m e n :  W h en  f ir s t 

I h e a r d  o f  a  c o r r e s p o n d 
e n c e  c o u rs e  I s ii iile d , b u t  
1 m a y  tr u th f u l ly  s a y  I 
w o u ld r a th e r  ta k e a c o u r a e  
in  t h e  A m e ric a n  S chool 
th a n  a  c o u rs e  in  c o lle g e , 
b e c a u s e  th e  m o n e y  sa v e d  
ia  a lm o s t  liv e  tim e s  th e  
c o s t  o f  a  c o lle g e  c o u rse  

W o rd s  c a n n o t  e x p re s s  
v  g r a t i tu d e  f o r  a l l  th a t  

th e  A m e ric a n  S choo l h a s  
d o n e  f o r  m e .

S in c e re ly  y o u rs , 
A lb e r t S le lk e

k n o w  th e  su b je c t  th e y  a r e  te a c h in g  
a n d  h o w  to  te l l  yo u  a b o u t  i t  in p la in , 
u n d e rs ta n d a b le  E n g lish . U n d e r  th e ir  
d ire c tio n  i t  is  s im p le —e a s y  to  m a s te r .
L e t  u s  s e n d  y o u ,  f r e e ,  c o p y  o f  o u r  l a t e s t  b u l l e t i n .
b e lo w ,  m a r k  t h a  c o u r s e  o r  c o u r s e s  t h a t  i n t e r e s t  y o i  , _______
M a k e  t h i s  s t a r t  n o w .  Y o u ’l l  n e v e r  r e g r e t  i t .  E v e r y  d a y  y o u  p u t  i t  o f f  
t a k e s  j u s t  t h a t  m u c h  a w a y  f r o m  a  s p l e n d i d  f u t u r e .

A M E R I C A N  S C H O O L  o f  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E
Dept. G 84, Drcxel Ave. and 58tU St.. Chicago, U. 8. A .

■mi n o n  
t o d a y .

| American School o f  Correspondence,

I D e p t .  G- 81, C h ic a g o , III.
E x p la in  h o w  I  c a n  q u a lify  f o r  p o s it io n s  ch e ck e d .

........ A r c h i t e c t .
$5,000 t o  $15 ,000  

........B u i l d i n g  C o n t r u c t o r .

“ I
I

$5,000  t o  $10 ,000  
. . . .A u t o m o b i l e  E n g i n e e r .

$1,000 t o  $10 ,000  
. . . .A u t o m o b i l e  B e p a i r m a n .

$2 ,500  t o  11 ,0 0 0  
. . . .C i v i l  E n g i n e e r .

15 ,000  t o  115 .000  
. . . . S t r u c t u r a l  E n g i n e e r .

$4 ,000  t o  $10 ,000  
. . . . B u s i n e s s  M a n a g e r .

$5,000 t o  t  15.000 
. . . .C e r t i f i e d  P u b l i c  A c c o u n t a n t

$7,000 t o  $15 ,000  
. . . . A c c o u n t a n t  a n . l  A u d it*  r .

$2 ,500  t.ifT .r-O O  
. . . . D r a f t s m a n  a n d  D e s i g n e r .

$2 500 t . ,  $ 4 ,0 0 0  
. . / . E l e c t r i c a l  E n g i n e e r .

$4 ,000  t o  $ 10 ,000  
. . . .G e n e r a l  E d u c a t i o n .

I n  o n e  y e a r .

. . . L a w y e r ,
$5 ,000  t o  115 ,000  

. . .M e c h a n i c a l  E n g i n e e r .
$4 ,0 0 0  t o  SlO.Ot-O 

. . . S h o p  S u p e r i n t e n d e n t .
$3 ,0 0 0  t o  $7 ,000  

. . .E m p l o y m e n t  M a n a g e r .
$4 ,000  t o  $10,000 

. . . S t e a m  E n g i n e e r ,
$ 2 ,0 0 0  t o  $1 ,000

. . .F o r e m a n
$2 ,0 0 0  t o  $1 ,000  

. . . P h o t o p l a y  W r i t e r .
$2,000 t o  $10,000 

. . . S a n i t a r y  E n g i n e e r .
$2.<N*n t o  fS.oOO

...Telephone Engineer
$2,5*10 t o  $5,00*1 

...T elegraph E ng ineer.
$ 2 .5 ' 0  t o  15 .0 0 0  

. . .H ig h  S c h o o l  G r u d u a t c .
I n  t w o  y e a r s .  

. . .F i r e  I n s u r a n c e  E x p e r t .
$3 ,0 0 0  toflO .O O O

N a m e ............ - ............................................ . A d d r e s s . . . _  J

Please nientiun this magazine wlicn answering advertisements
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“HANES”— the national nameplate
on underwear is an unfailing guide!

c t . A s r / c  >r/v/7-
U n d e r w e a r

BUY “H anes” w in te r  underw ear  
fo r  m en on the  s t r ic t  business 

basis o f  the  m ost unusual quality , 
co m fo r t  and  service ever sold at the 
price!  B uy  “H an e s” w ith  your  eyes 
shut,  or over the  phone—buy it 
w ith o u t  the  s l ig h te s t  inspection ,  if  
need be, because

E v e r y  g a r m e n t  b e a r i n g  th e  
“H an e s” nationa l nam epla te  re tu rn s  
in w ear and in absolute sa t isfac tion  
fa r  m ore th a n  you pay for  i t—more 
th a n  you  ever before got ou t  of an 
u n d e rg a rm e n t!  O u r  guaran tee  is 
you r  sa feguard .  I t  p roves our fa ith  
in  “H anes"!

HA N E S ”  u n d e rw e a r  is  m ad e  in  h e a v y  w e ig h t  
a n d  m ed iu m  w e ig h t  U n io n  S u its  an d  h e a v y  

w e ig h t  S h i r t s  a n d  D ra w e rs . ( I l lu s t r a t e d  in  th is  
a d v e r t is e m e n t .)  T h e  new  m ed iu m  w e ig h t U nion  
S u it,  c a r r y in g  th e  yellow la b e l ,  h a s  b een  ad d ed  
to  m ee t th e  d e m a n d  of in d o o r  m en. I t  is  m ad e  of 
fu ll  co m b e d  y a rn  an d  s ilk  tr im m e d .

“Hanes” for Boys
B u y  ‘H a n e s ”  U n io n  S u i ts  fo r  b o y s  if yo u  seek  

m o re  w a rm th  an d  m o re  w e a r  th a n  you e v e r  b o u g h t 
b e fo re . T h is  e x tr a -v a lu e  u n d e rw e a r  d u p l ic a te s  th e  
m en ’s U n io n  S u its  in a ll  im p o r ta n t  f e a tu re s  w ith  
a d d e d  f le e c in e ss  th a t  a p p e a ls  so  m u ch  to  th e  b oys 
—and to mothers'

M ade in  s iz e s  20 to  34, c o v e r in g  a g e s  2 to  16 
y e a rs .  T w o  to  fo u r  y e a r  o ld  s iz e s  h av e  d ro p  s e a t .  
F o u r  d e s ir a b le  c o lo rs .

S e e  “Hanes" underwear at your dealer’s. If 
he cannot supply you. write us immediately.

P. H. HANES KNITTING CO.
Winston-Salem, N. C.

New York Office, 366  Broadway

Read Hanes Guarantee
‘ We guarantee Hanes Underwear absolutely 
—  every thread, stitch and button. We 
guarantee to return your money or give 
you a new garment i f  any seam breaks.”

|\l 2 ^  < 5 ? b u M m / d t o j M t a r I J q m u  N & iA S w k  U n i& ^ S o jh \

Plea<e mention this magazine when an'•wiring atlvvrtUetnents
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he Hands that do the Labor 
wear the Gloves-Boss Gloves

— w e a r  t h e m  f o r  p r o t e c t i o n  f r o m  p a in t ,  d u s t ,  g r e a s e ,  
d ir t  a n d  m in o r  i n ju r i e s .

— w e a r  t h e m  b e c a u s e  t h e y  w e a r  well, y e t  i n  s p i t e  o f  
th e ir  t o u g h  t e x t u r e  a l l o w  a  f r e e  " feel” o f  t h e  w o r k .

— w e a r  t h e m  b e c a u s e  t h e y  s l i p  o n  a n d  o f f  easily, a r e  
c o m fo r ta b le —and economical.

— w e a r  t h e m  b e c a u s e  t h e y  a r e  e a s y  to  g e t  anywhere 
in  a n y  s ty l e  o r  w e i g h t  d e s i r e d .

— w e a r  t h e m  b e c a u s e  t h e y  always h a v e  w o r n  t h e m  
—and found them satisfactory.

— w e a r  t h e m  b e c a u s e  m i l l i o n s  o f  o t h e r  h a n d s  a r e  
w e a r in g  t h e m  i n  h u n d r e d s  o f  d i f f e r e n t  l i n e s  o f  w o rk .

A sk  your d e a l e r .  H e  c a r r i e s  B o s s  W o r k  G lo v e s .  
T hree  k in d s  o f  w r i s t s ,  b a n d ,  r i b b e d ,  a n d  g a u n t l e t .  S iz e s  
for m e n  a n d  w o m e n ,  b o y s  a n d  g i r l s .

THE BOSS M E E D Y —T h e  w o r ld ’s fav o r i te  w o r k  g lo v e  for odd 
j o b 9  a ro u n d  th e  h o u s e  a n d  g a rd e n ,  a n d  a ll  l ig h t  
h a n d w o rk .  M ad e  o f  th e  b e s t  q u a li ty ,  m ed iu m  
w e ig h t  c a n to n  f la n n e l.

THE BOSS H E V Y —T h e  b e s t  b e t  for a ll w o rk  t h a t  re q u ire s  a 
s t r o n g ,  w e a r - r e s is t in g  g lo v e. M ad e  o f  th e  v e ry  
b e s t  q u a li ty ,  h e a v y  w e ig h t  c a n to n  f la n n e l.

THE BOSS X T R A  H E V Y —T h  e w o r l d ’s c h a m p io n  h e a v y 
w e ig h t  h a n d -w e a r  for ro u g h  w o rk . M ade  of th e  
f in e s t g r a d e  o f e x tr a  h e a v y  c a n to n  f la n n e l.

THE BOSS W A L L O P E R — T h i s  is  t h e  s u p e r  w o rk  g lo v e .
S tro n g , f lex ib le  a n il  b u i l t  for ru g g ed  w o rk . M ule 
of t h e  h ig h e s t  q u a l i ty ,  h e a v ie s t  w e ig h t  c a n to n  
f la n n e l.

The /'.'oss line includes highest quality leather-palm, jersey, 
ticking, and canton flannel gloves and mittens

THi: B O S S  M A N U FA C TU R IN G  CO., K ew anee ,  111.
This T:nde-mnrk identifies 
genuine Boas Work Gloves.

Be s ure it's on every pair you buy

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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a finer Christmas gift
No matter how much you spend, you can’t 
find a handsomer, more useful, more accept
able gift for “him” than a Durham-Duplex 
Razor at One Dollar. Packed in an attract
ive case  o f  A m e rica n  ivory, with three 
double-edged, hollow-ground, oil-tempered 
Durham-Duplex blades, famous for their 
wonderful sharpness, this beautifully finished 
razor is sure to bring a smile of genuine 
appreciation on Christmas morning.

S tan d a rd  S et, a s  desc ribed  ab o v e , O ne  D ollar. Special 
C h ris tm as M odel, w ith  g o ld  p la ted  b lade  ho lder and  
Safety g u a rd , T w o  D olla rs . O th e r M odels  u p  to  $12.

Make your selection Today a t your nearest Dealer's

D u r h a m  D u p l e x  R a z o r  C o .
J e rs e y  C ity , N e w  J e rs e y  

FACTORIES
J E R S E Y  r i T Y ,  U . S .  A . S H E F F IE L D . E N fl. 
P A R IS , F R A N C E  TORO NTO.CAN  ADA

S aIf*  He presen fa fives in  a ll C ou n tries



W ith  acknuu’L 'd ym in ts  to K . t. B.

This ĥoŝ  was
a i9 2 o model

p t
•i

LAST MONTH, on a  bet.

W ITH  T H E  boys u|> home,

I S P E N T  a  night.

ALONE IN th e  old.
• * »

H A U N T ED  HOUSE.

AND W H E N  I heard.

MOANS AND groans.

I SAID "T h e  wind.”

AND T R IE D  to sleep.

I H EA R D  rappings.

AND SAID "Hats .”

AND R O LLED over.

T H E N  I heard  steps.

AND IN th e  light.

OF A d y ing  moon.

A W H I T E  spook rose.

I W A S N 'T  s e a re d —much

BUT DIDN'T  feel  like.

STA R TIN G  ANYTHING.

BUT T H E N  I caught.

JU S T  A fa in t  whiff.

OF A familiar.
• •  •

AND DELICIOUS smell.

W H IC H  T IP P E D  m e  off.

SO I g a v e  th e  ghost .

T H E  H O R SE laugh.

AND SAID "Bd.

YOU FAT guys.

MAKE BUM ghosts .

BUT B E F O R E  you fade.  
» • •

LEAVE W IT H  m e one.

OF YOUR c ig a re t te s .
• • •

T H E Y  SATISFY."

'TMIAT spicy, delicious aroma 
*  of fine tobaccos, both Turk

ish and Domestic, makes you al
most hungry for the “satisfy- 
smoke. ” And there isn't a ghost 
of a chance you'll ever find 
its equal anywhere — for the 
Chesterfield blend is an ezrlurice 
blend. It can’t be copied.


