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CHAPTER 1.

1 A CURIOUS LETTER.

's no question in my mind, inspector, as to who
ob,” said Nick Carter.

feel sure of it, then?"

e as water runs downhill. I refer, of course, to
nical part of the work. I looked it over on
g following the burglary, every part of the
t, and I am as sure of the cracksman’s identity
| seen him getting in his work._ Only one yegg
ess has the mechanical genius to crack a vault
was cracked.”

Nordeck?”

I have seen Nordeck's work before, and I
when I see it. It is l.nva.na:biy stamped with his
nical ingenuity. Jim Nordeck is in a class of his
it ﬂ:lat business.”
ere is his mug, front and profile, chief, also his rec-
‘Have a look at them.”

'last came from Chick Carter, the celebrated detec-
ior assistant, and the remarks of both were ad-

entified with the New York police department.
were discussing the recent burglary of a savings
in Westchester County, a crime committed about
before, in which the remarkably skillful drilling
vault for the use of explosives, as well as other
 of the felonious work, plainly showed it to have
of professional cracksmen.

y be inferred from the remarks he had just made,
ed something more to Nick Carter—the identity
of the criminals, at least, with certain character-
whose skillful work along such infamous lines
ctive was already familiar.

discovered before having completed their work,
s had succeeded in getting away with nearly

to Inspector Mallory, then head of the detective

Price F‘mCmta.

THE CALL OF DEATH;
Or, NICK CARTER'S CLEVER ASSISTANT.

Edited by CHICKERING CARTER.

two hundred thousand dollars in cash, bonds, and negoti-

able securities; but not until one of their number had been
seriously wounded with the revolver of a citizen who

had heard and pursued them, as was evidenced by a trail
of blood, to the motor car in which they estaped with
their plunder.

None of it had since been recovered.
with the crooks had been undertaken by the bank offi-
cials through the newspapers, with a view to recovering
part of the stolen funds, and a liberal reward had also

been offered for information leading to the discovery and

Negotiations

arrest of the thieves. All of these endeavors, however, |

had proved entirely futile,

The trail of the crooks had, in fact, been hopelessly lost. |
Nor was there any clew to their identity, aside from the

opinion cxpressed by Nick Carter on the day following
the crime, when he had been called upon to inspect the
work of the burglars, despite the fact that he had declined
to take the case in conjuncttcm with the police and detac-
tives already employed on it. h

Nick’s views had been mentioned to Inspector Mallory,

and this had occasioned'his visit that morning, and the
discussion then in progress in the business office of the de-

tective’s Madison Avenue res:dence. then occupied orily by

the three persons mentioned.

Inspector Mallory took the card tendered by Chick Car-
ter with the remarks above noted. It had been taken by

Chick from a large cabinet of drawers containing the
Bertillon signaletic cards of thousands of other crooks, and

it contained two photographs and the criminal record of
the man then under discussion.

The face that met the inspector's gaze was not a pre-
possessing one. It was that of a man of fifty—a hard and
sinister face, with a low brow and narrow eyes, a hooked
nose, like the beak of a bird of prey, a square jaw, and
thin lips, drawn downward at the corners—a more evil
and cruel face than one ofteri*viewed,






- "
and read the Ietter, noting his gradual change

. er. here’s a curious case!” Mallory exclaimed,
ap. “It cannot be a hoax, not with fifty simo-
g up the story. Have a look, Nick. Read it

k the letter and read it aloud, as directed, a
d, illiterate scrawl, as follows:

b

. InspEctor MarLory: There be a ded man up in
ty to P—— Street, Harlem. I want him planted
yt [ 3in’t got no time to tend to it. I know you are
re when it comes to a show-down, so I send you
to foot the bills with. and I ax you to tend to
him a good box with black cloth on the outside
silver grips. | would ax you to git a silver plait,
cant tell you kis monaker. I thank you before-
wing you will te.nd to him. Please have a praer
iﬂ:'" g

er read this rnde scrawl indifferently at first,
ced at it again niore carefully.

y, watching him, detected a sharper gleam deep

is more serious eyes. He straightened up and

the level,” said Nick. “The woman means what
?" questioned Mallory quickly. “How do you
oman wrote it? It isn't signed.” :

d the writing laoks like a man’s?”

e again.”

do you think, then, that a woman wrote it?”

ent,” said Nick tersely, “It appears between the
ate though they are. We very seldom find it
tn of the class in which the writer of this evidently

fallen class, evidently,” remarked Detective Vallon.
ssibly,” Nick allowed. “She has a high opinion of
Mallory, all the same. Very properly, too

anks !" blurted the chief a bit grufily.

had better go up there and look into the case.
llars will more than foot the bills. It’s quite re-
by the way, where the writer raised that amount,
me see the bank note, Mallory.”

oks all right,” said the inspector, complying.

said Nick. “It is not a counterfeit, but evi-
fresh from——, Yes, by Jove, you had better go
P he abruptly digressed. “If you think well of
, I'll go with you.”

be more than pleased,” declared Mallory, with
of’surp;ise.

ave my chauffeur bring around the touring car,”
ick, touching an electric button on his desk.

es to go.” |

ooked,” Vallon quickly nodded. “Count me in.”
e four detectives were descending the steps of
's residence five mifiutes later, however, at which his
car then was standing, a rapidly driven limousine
and swerved to the curbing near by.

paused instinctively, then approa
fashionably clad young wom
ted and drawn nearer.

ere going away, Mr. Carter, and I am just in

| NICK CARTER STORIES.

1 be room for you, Cl'uck and for Vallen, also,

ed to meet a
, who had hur-"
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time,” she said quietly yet in some excitement. “You must
‘postpone it. I must see you alope immediately—no, no,
don't refuse! I'll not take no for ap answer. I really
must see you. It's a case of life or death” ;

“What is the trouble, Miss Farley?” Nick gmvely in-
quired, noting her paleness.

“I cannot tell you here—not here!” she whkspered. "Do
please mﬁe your time. Money is no object, Mr Car-
ter,

“Hush!” : L

Nick turned to the men m the touring car. '

“I must cut out the visit to Harlem, inspector,” he sa:d
significantly. “Chick will go with you, however, and—
Well, you understand.”

“Certainly, Nick, certatnlyt" Inspeetor Mallory assured
him. “There is nothing involved in it. Chick will mform |
you fater of all the facts No apology is necessary.”

“Let her go, Danny,” Chick directed, when Nick tnmed
to rejoin the waiting woman. “No. 82 P—— Street, Har-
lem. Eat it up lively!” : "

CHAPTER IL
_THE MISSING RECTOR.

Nick Carter had more than one reason for comp.lym&
with the request of the young lady who had arrived at his

‘residence just as he was departing.

Nick was influenced not only by her manifest amn:ty
and agitation, but also by the fact that her wealthy father,
Archibald Farley, who had died about a year before, leav-
ing her something like five mllhons, had been a personal
friend, and had frequently “entertained him in his mag-
nificent Westchester mansion. 3

Nick knew, moreover, that Harriet Farley was a re-
markably sensible, level-headed girl, and that she would not
thus have appealed to him without very serious ion.
He conducted her into his library, therefore, instead of
to his business office, that he might suffer no mterrnpﬁam.

“Take an armchair, Miss Farley,” said he, placing one
for her. “Compose yoursdf too, for 1 see that you arc
quite nervous. What is the trouble?”

“I ought not to have come in here, Mr. Carber. for_

want you to go with me,” she replied. “It may be just

as well. however, if I first tell you the cause of my anx-
iety.” ¢

“T think so,” said Nick, taking a chair near her.

She was a very beautiful girl, in the twenties, of l:ght
complexion, and with wonderfully blue, expressive eyes.
Her features were of a refined and classic cast, evincing
culture and strength of character. Her head was finely
poised and crowned with an abundance of wavy auburn
hair. She was above medium height, with a supple, grace-
ful figure, the attractive lines of which were accentuated
by her close-fitting, fashionable garments. - ' ]

“You must not think my fear is foolish, Mr. Carter,
nor my interest in this matter presumptuous,” she said
earnestly, replying to the detective's remark. “I have
serious reasons for both, and I shall insist upon your in-
vestigating the matter immediately, if I can prevall upon
you to do so.”

“Your father and I were very good fnenda, Miss Far-
ley,” Nack replied. “I would be very glad to be of service
to you.” :

“I felt sure of it, Mr. Carter, thank you.”

“What is the matter to which you refer?”

e O v P N L. |
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~asked him if he was going away. He replied

at dinner, about half past six, however, he told
that she need not leave a light for him, as he
e out unuaually late. He said not a word con-
his mission or designs. He left the rectory about
eight, as I have said, taking both suit cases.”
ning some of his garments, 1 suppose?”
contrary, Mr. Carter, both suit cases were—

I” echoed Nick, with more thoughtful gaze.
icates that he expected to bring back something

umably.”
‘do you know they were empty?”
‘Soule had occasion to move one of them just be-
Maybrick departed,” Miss Farley explained. “She
its weight that it must be empty. She thought it
‘that he had packed nothing in it, and she then
other. That was empty, also, and Mr. May—
not touch them again until he left the house.”
m, I see!” Nick said quietly. “Anything more?”
until this morning,” replied Miss Farley. “Mrs.
ame anxious about nine o'clock, and she tele-
to me, asking me whether I knew why Mr. May-
absent. I did not, of course, and, upon learning
rcumstances, I at once went to the rectory. 1
Maybrick’s desk open, and I ventared to smch
. or something that might explain his absence.”
ou find anything?”
something that greatly increased my anxiety.”
was that?”
pty revolver case in one of the drawers. I
he had such a weapon, Mr. Carter, for he has
and I now feel sure that he took the re-
th him last evening. If I am right, it admits of
interpretation, that he apprehended danger.”
with you,” said Nick. “Did you find the money
d, the five hundred dollars?”
not,” Miss Farley said gravely. “It was not in
‘nor in his bedroom. I think he took it with him,
the revolver, and I cannot but feel that he has
h foul play. He surely would have told Mrs. Soule
d not intended to return before morning,”
oes appear quite probable.”
I am sure of it, Mr. Carter. It is not at all like
rick to have bsen negligent in that way.”
you taken any other steps in the matter?” Nick

oned to the bank to learn whether Mr, May-
said why he needed so large a sum as five hun-
s,” said Miss Farley. “The teller could not in-
Mr, Maybrick presented his check and drew
, but he had no conversation with the teller.”

communicated with the gentleman from whom
wed the suit case, He said that Mr, Maybrick did
n him why he wanted it, but promised to return
ning, That further convinces me, Mr. Carter,
pected to return during the night.”

with you again,” said Nick. “Did he depart in
ce; or on foot?”

n

u know nothing more of his movements?”

TR I
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~distance.
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“Absolutely nothing.” b s D

“How long ago were you at the rectory?" SR

"A‘bout an hour ago, I came dh'wtli here i m my limm,tr
sine. : 4
 “I will call up Mrs. Soule and you may talk wlth her, :
said Nick, turning to the telephone on his library table.
“Find out whether Mr. Maybrick has returned since you

- left the rectory. If not, tell Mrs. Soule that you have

conferred with me, and that 1 will call there in about an
hour. Direct her to say and do ‘nothing more until 1
arrive.” .

“I understand,® Miss Farley said, complying eagerly.

“I will take one of my assistants along, also.andmm
to take us out there,” Nick added. :

“T will gladly do so, Mr. Carter.”

“Very good. You probably know Mr. Ma.ybﬂrk’!

‘ber, Talk with Mrs. Soule as I have directed.”

Miss Farley hastened to obey, quickly obtaining only neg-
ative information from the anxious housekeeper. -

The Reverend Austin Maybrick had not returned.

Nick Carter rang for Joseph and sent for Patsy Garvsn, '
his junior assistant.

Five minutes later, in company with Miss Farley and her
chauffeur, they were speedmg toward Westchester Cuunty_
and the home of the missing rector.

CHAPTER 111, RS
UNEXPECTED CLEWS. - .

It was carly afternoon when Nick Carter and P:tsy ar-
rived in the aristocratic suburb in which Harriet Farley
dwelt, and nearly under the towering walls of St. Law-
rence’s Church. Nick directed the chauffeur to stop, how-
ever, nearly a hundred yards from the sacred edifice.

“You must drop us here, Miss Farley, and return hom
said he, “I will take your telephone number and talk
with ydu later.”

“Why are you averse to my going with you to the. rec*
tory?” she inquired, with a look of surprise.

“Only because publicity is undesirable at present, if it can
be prevented. And it. may be of advantage to me if my in-
vestigations are not suspected,” Nick explained. "If. Yyou
were seen returning with two men after your visit this
morning, - curiosity mlght be aroused and inqt:irfes and
comments would follow.”

“Very well, Mr. Carter, in that case,” Miss Farley said.
“But you must let me hear from you. I shall feel very
anxious.”

“T certainly will,” Nick assured her, while he lll(hted

with Patsy.
" The limousine sped away, leaving the two detectives in
a broad, beautifully shaded avenue flanked on both sides
with handsome dwellings, each occupying spacious and
finely kept grounds, evincing the cpulence and r&ﬁnement
of the residents.

St. Lawrenee's Church ocaupied a corner in the near
Tt was a handsome edifice, somewhat back from -
the avenue, and flanked by a quict side street, and Nick
rightly inferred that the rectory, the home of the Reverend
Austin Maybrick and his elderly housekeeper, was situ- |
ated back of the church, and fronted on the side street.

“We'll turn back to the corner, Patsy, and go through
the side street,” he remarked, after briefly viewing the sur-
roundings. “That will, unless T am much mistaken, bring'
us to the rectory.” 3






othcr dxscoverzes, from which he drew sQVeral
uctions.

e, this is still more curious,”
am noment.
that, chief?” questioned Pa.tsy, bending nearer.
women have recently been here, instead of only
e location of some of the tracks indicate that
to spy through the library window an& play
opper. It must have been in the evening,
for they would have been seen in daylight”

" he remarked

are several bruised blades of grass broken off
d trodden into the soil,” Nick added, picking
ple of them. “They are too dry and wilted for
/e occurred as recently as last evening, yet they
and green enough to show that it could not
Enuch longer ago. We can safely say night

you must be right, chief] thmb-.it’-s fine fig-

ere’s a.uother curious point, Patsy

amely ”

[he two women, if their shoes have any sighificance,
‘of a decidedly opposite class,” said Nick. One
a narrow, high-heeled shoe, denoting a woman of
and means. The heels of the other were broad,
ly worn, and there was a patch on one of the
he patch has left its mark in some of these
and the run-down condition of both heels ap-
the indentations left by them.”

? said Patsy. “It's as plain as twice two.

is woman must be of an opposite class, then, from
her. She wears patched shoes, with the heels half
ndicating that she cannot afford new ones,”

at's a sane-and-safe deduction, chief, surely.”

is evidence warranting still anothcr

so?”’

that all the 1mprmts of the. h:gh-heeled shoes
and partly obliterate those of the cheaper ones,”
pointed out, “Plainly, -then, the wearer of the
was here later than the other. They were not
ether, moreover, or their tracks would not. be
rmingled.” . ° A

e .the point, chief.”

ear. as I now can size it up, the poorer-clad
if her garments corresponded with her shoes,
here before the other, and she may have been
iled woman who talked with Maybrick. The other
have seen her, or suspected that she was in the
v with Maybrick, and she may have come here to
them and overhear what passed between them.”

d the two men beyond the picket fence may have

S 1 Patsy said perplexedly, “All this in-
the mix-up, chief, for fair.”
cidedly,” Nick agreed.
were two men and two women here? Can one
have been the Crandall woman?” :

n going to find out a little later,” said Nick, a bit
v. “We first will have a talk w:th Mrs. Soule,
, and see what we can discover in the house.

: NICK CARTER-STQRIES- Py s
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Miss Farley, though a bright and brainy girl, may hnve .
overlooked something.”

Nick led the way to the rectory door and rang the béil.
He was admitted by Mrs. Soule, to whom he mtrodueed
Patsy and himself, and whom he found to be an ddet'lh
gracious woman of sixty, burdened with anxiety concern-

ing the mmmgrectorandeagertodosﬂmherpower _-

to aid the detectives.
But she could add nothing to what she ah‘eady had

told Harriet Farley, as imparted to Nick, nor give the

latter the slightest clew to the mystery. She could de-
scribe the rector’s veiled visitor only as a woman of abnut
Kate Crandall’s height and figure, and had not observed
whether she was well or rather poorly clad, She stated
that the woman had merely asked whether Mr. h{qy-
brick was at home and would see a Iady for a short time,
and that the rector had received her in his library.

“Are you sure that she spoke of herself as a lady?"
Nick inquired. “She did not say woman, did she?”

“No, sir,” Mrs. Soule insisted. “I am poutivc thai
lady is the word she used.”

It was significant only in that Nick smled to déﬁfuﬁﬁy
learn, if posslble, which of the two women smpeuted of

" having been spying outside had had an mterwew ﬁith

Maybrick, if either of the two.

A search in the rector’s desk morem’rer, 'bteuxht to.
light nothing explaining his absence, other plun tha
revolver case mentioned by Miss Farley.

A crayon portrait on an easel, however, showed Hﬁy-
brick to be a splendidly built, striking type of man,
with a strong, smoothly shaved face, a classic “cast of
features, and obviously a man of sterlmn' chaﬂctar and

_extrsord;nary mental vigor.

Nick lingered only to direct Mrs. Soule to ﬂo nothing

‘about the matter, but to answer inquiries by ‘stating that

Mr. Maybrtck was away for a few dnys, and the 'l‘wo
detectwes then departed.
~ There was a look of increasing determination on. Nn&'s

‘strong, clean-cut face, however, when they’ “wﬂlnetf“iw

and rounded a corner of St. Lawrence’s ‘Church, -

“I'm going to find that woman, Patsy, or losc~a leg
in - the attempt,” he said bluntly. : >
“I'm with you, chief,” Patsy quickly declired. o
“We'll begin with' getting Kate Crandall's measuie.”
Nick added. “Miss Farley told me that she has an office
in the business section I wﬂl .pay her a visit 'ku‘d ‘see
how she lines up.” = . X 2z 1s et s |

“Am 1 to go with you?"

“Yon-are to remain outside,” said Nick. - “I- may-dec:ﬁe ,
not ‘to expose my hand,- which would be- to Qﬂl‘,ﬁbld—
vantage if she rwl!y is ras;,:onsable for. Mhrjdt’s
absence.” , . v Bhrinees

“That's right, too” - it

“It may be necessary to sha.dow her, moreover, sa
had Dbetter stick round outside and await my. mstruo-
tions. There will be somethmg domx, I thiqk, aftnr I
have interviewed this woman.” ; e

\‘

NICK CARTER’S RUSE..
Two o'clock found Nick Carter at the door oi an
office on the second floor of the local bank building. He

was reading the tenant's sign on a polished brass pla.m.
“Kate Crandall. Public Stenographer . T S ¢


















earth did she visit Maybrick? What business can
" her class have had with a clergyman?”

timent I detected between the lines,” said Nick.
Chick, for she’s little more than a girl, was
affected by the death of her father that she
‘to reform. There's nothing else to it. She
Maybrick and told him about the burglaty, and
ed to turn over the plunder to him that he might
e it to the bank officials.”

i, hold on!” Chick exclaimed incredulously. “You
erlooking no end of contradictory points. How, to
with, did Nancy Nordeck come in possession of the

is easily explained,” Nick replied. “We know
Nordeck has been repeatedly buncoed and
by his pals, and he may in this case have insisted
“charge of the plunder until it could have been
‘divided. The gang would have consented to that,
, for they could not have cracked the vault with-
He was the big squeeze in that part
very true,” Chick allowed.

'* ‘l:e died, or hid it somewhere else, perhaps, ex-
ng to recover from his wound and soon whack up
confederates, who, evidéntly, were not living
im and Nancy in the Harlem house.”

rely nof, Nick, or they would have been seen by
hbors.” i

d, however, Nordeck died, and the girl experi-
12 change of Heart. T now feel dead sure of that,
k, and it’s not the first time that death bas brought
t such a reformation.”

ut why did she not, in that case, take the plunder
tly to the bank officials, or turn it over to the

or two reasons, perhaps,” Nick pointed out.
iave feared arrest, or knew that she would be
and would be prevented by other members of

]

!m that they did not go to the Harlem house

force her to give up the plunder, moreover, convinces
Nordeck had hidden it somewhere, and, that after
Nancy alone knew where it could be found.”

”

id not dare to go and remove it, however, lest
d be seen and waylaid by the gang. She went

Tt would have been perfectly natural for her
him, for his charitable wotk among the criminal
widely known, and she would have felt sure
could rely upon him.”

goes without saying,” said Chick.

theory is further confirmed by the fact that
left home the following night with two empty
s,” Nick argued. :
which to bring home the plunder?”

.

why did he draw five hundred dollars from the

NICK CARTER STORIES. . o

as far as that goes,” Chick allowed. “But

“am right, then, Nordeck took it to the house in

“She "

k, therefore, and told him all of the circum-

@r*

“H'm, let’s see,” Nick said thoughtfully. “It’s obuv""
that Nancy Nordeck is nearly penniless, aside from ue/
bank funds, She may have refused to take - any more
of the stolen money, yet may have insisted upon ‘having
funds with which to leave the counuy. She is wanted
for several petty cmnes, you know.”

“True.”

“Maybrick must have drawn his own money to ﬁvc hér
knowing he would afterward be reimbursed by the bank
officials, ’I‘here:s;tewardoitenthomanddgnns for
the recovery of the funds.”

“The girl could have got that,” said Chick. _

“If she has had the turn of heart that the cmmm
stances lead me to suspect, she would not accept. the
reward,” Nick replied. “That is a womans way of doiny
things.” .

“I begin to think you are right Ni&k after sll" ‘

“] feel pretty sure of it.”

“But how do you account for Maybrick's absence and
his-—--"

“Phat’s the worst fe.atnre ‘of the cage,” Nick put in "

“You mean?”

“That he's in bad, most likely, as well as Nanc;r Norf
deck.”

“] dom't quite get yow.”

“Suppose I am right,” said Nick. “Suppose this-theory
is correct, It's a copper-riveted cinch, Chick, in that case,
that the gang that committed the burglary has been
stealthily watching Nancy Nordeck and—"

“By thunder, I see the point!” cried Chick, more mvely
“You think they have got both her and Maybrick, and
also have landed the plunder.”

“It certainly looks so. Furthermore—wait! There's m;r
telephone bell, We may hear from Patsy.”

Nick turned quickly to his desk and took up the in-
strument.

“Hello!” he said quietly.
~ No answer.

He called again a bit louder:

“Hello! hello!”

Still no answer.

Nick’s brow clouded.

Then, suddenly, there fell upon his listening oau a
quick, intermittent tapping. He listened even more in-
tently. His countenance lighted, then clouded again,
darker than before. He seized a pad of paper and a °
pencil and began to write, listening all the while. "

Three minutes passed and Nick then hung up the re-
ceiver and sprang to his feet.

“Bring Danny and the car as quickly as ponlble. he
cried. “We've got to make a record run, if ever we made
one. Gunaonyourh:ps,(:h:d:. Patsy in the hands of

the gang.”

CHAPTER VIL
TAKING LONG csms.

Patsy Garvan and Turk Magill after arriving at a
very lucid ~ understanding concerning Kate Crandall,
speedily decided how their felonious design could best be
executed, Patsy entered into it, moreover, with a zest
that further assured Magill of his sincerity, of which

‘he had scarce a shadow of doubt when they parted to be-

gin operations. .
Leaving Magill to keep his appointment with Kate,
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f with dignity, and his fine face wore a
that told how little he feared the threaten-
He appeared surprised when he saw Kate
and Patsy, but he did not speak.
hardly noticed him. He turned at once to the
‘had entered, and then leaned wearily against
wall.

s a slender, poorly clad girl, who looked ten
than she really was. Her dark-brown hair was
, her eyes deeply ringed; but her features were
d she would have been quite attractive, but for
d pinched look that told of dejection, suffering,
of care and misery than often falls upon one of

was surprised at seeing Patsy and Kate Cran-
it appeared only in the sharper glint of her large,
ssive eyes, which flashed from one to another, though

at Gridley, with a look of mingled determination
ce that evinced a fearless spirit in her frail

v turned to her with lowering gaze, saying harshly :
surprised at seeing others here, ain’t you?”
Nordeck gave him look for look, with her thin
curling contemptuously. She drew herself up a
ing with a sinister slang that evinced her lack
ement.
on your life, Gridley. I wouldn’t. be surprised
scurvy trick that you pulled off. What d'ye want,
at you've brought him and me from the cellar?
sooner stay there than be in the same room with

out that lobscouse!” commanded Gridley sternly.
ng to show you where you stand, and where these
stand whom you've drawn into this mess. I'm
force you, or them, to tell me where your
ealing dad hid that plunder.”

you are!” Nancy exclaimed dmswel; “You'll get
ng to force that out of me. You can’t get it
of them, or any one else, for I've told no one. I
-;-J you that at first, but it seems you can't swallow
the only ore who knows where the stuff is

is true, absolutely true,” said Maybrick, with
dignity. “I don’t know why you have brought
er woman here, but you—"

t you don’t know cuts no ice with us,” Gridley
interrupted. “You keep quiet, or I'll find a way
you. There’s a bunch of sleuths on this case
v make trouble for us at any moment, and I'm in
d to mince matters. This infernal jadé, if she’s
y one who knows, is going to tell me where to
plunder.”

is that so, Gridley?” questioned Nancy, with eyes

"Il find it's so.”
you'll find it isn’t,” snapped the girl defiantly. “You
t idea out of your block, It might turn you

See here, Gridley,” she added, with a suddens dis}:lay
feeling. “I've been a bad egg most of my life.
to me natural, and my old man forced me into it.
‘dead now, and I stood by alone and saw the last
ith go out of him. I'd never seen the like before. I'd
r been where one sees the call of death—the call
eath! It told me something I never knew before—
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‘but no matter what! You wouldn't know, if 1 told you-

and I couldn't tell you if I tr.led i _ o
"Sae here—— : Y
“You see here ” Nancy forcibly interrupted. “I'm ; gom.g

to have my say, and it won't take me long. I'm done with

the ltfe, I've led, and done with you fellows. That
plunder is going back to the bank. That's what I'm going
to do for a starter on the new road. I knew you guys "
would watch me. I reckoned I'd better not take this gent
to the place where the stuff is hid, not till I was dead sure
you weren't trailing me, So I took him to a fake place
first, just to find out, and you and your push were on
hand to nail us. You've got us, all right; but you'll not
get the coin. I fooled yon-—-and I'll keep you fooled.

You'll git nothing from me.”

She had told the whole story in those few passionate
words, a story that nught have filled a volume, and the
look on Gridley’s face was one to have appalled a less
fearless speaker. He turned qmckly to his confedentes -
and fiercely cried:

“We'll see about that, pals! We'll ﬁnd out whether
she’ll speak. Pull the boots off of this gospel sharp and
shove his feet into the fire. She brought him into this
mess. Let's see whether she'll pull him out of it. She
can do it only by squealing. If not, we'll burn his feet
off, and—"

“Say!” cried Patsy. “Cnt that, you fellows.”

“Cut nothmgl You dry up, or we'll cut out the tongue
you talk with/

Nancy Nordeck had turned as white as a shect.

“Keep quiet, my girl, and be brave,” said Maybrick, ob-
serving her. “Reveal nothing—no matter what these scoun-
drels do. That is.your new duty.” . '

“T'l stick, sir, if you say it,” said Nancy, but she wal:
trembling from head to foot.

“Oh, you will, eh?” thundered Gridley. “We'll see
whether you will. Grab the gospel sharp, two of you,
and—"

But there was no grabbing done of that nature.

Gridley’s furious commands were drowned by the crash
of a falling door, the rending of blinds and the breaking
of shuttered windows, at which the heads of policemen
and leveled revolvers instantly appeared.

Patsy Garvan guessed the truth, and a yell broke from
him.
“Hurrah! Zambo! It's all off! The chief is here!”

Patsy was right. While the words were still' on his
lips, Nick, Chick, and Danny tore through the hall and
rushed into the room, with weapons drawn and blood m
their eyes.

Gridley vented an oath and snatched up one of Patsy’s
revolvers, still lying on the table,

A bullet from Nick’s weapon broke the rascal’s wrist.
He fell to the floor, howling with pain.

Chick had a gun under Magill's nose, and Morgan and'
Phelan had thrown up their hands.

There, was very little to it after that, in so far as opposi-
tion was concerned. Within five minutes the crooks were
in “irons, their captives liberated, and Nancy Nordeck re-
lieved of her fears and started, indeed, on the betteg'
road.

Through her the entire amount of stolen ‘funds were re-
stored to the bank, or, more properly, through her and the
Carters. She never was prosecuted for any of her past
misdemeanors. Nick Carter made sure of that—and






ever hoped to retrieve myself, I hadn’t a mo-
I, in turn, hot-footed it to the shore end
 pier, and fortune seemed to favor me here a bit;
e stood another taxi, and its “vacant” flag was

- that cab, my man,” I said hurriedly and out
from my sprint. “Don’t let "em lose you, and
ney in it.”
chauffeur grinned delightedly from under

I” he chortled happily, as he cranked; and
d we jumped into the high speed.

t first spurt was short-lived, for we came to
lied brakes by the time we had but crossed

a sharp command as a man dashed from the
or of a shore-front saloon. Then the door
was yanked open, and as quickly closed.

'em now, for all that’s in you!” yelled thk man
id flopped beside me, and the car lurched forward

.',.. onthemtrudermnng'e

ie near losing 'em, didn’t you?” said he quietly.
finson!” 1 managed to whisper in my amazement.
trifle dramatic,” he explained easily; “but, from
¢ point of the saloon window yonder, I cal-
t maybe two of us might work together better

besides,” he added meaningly, as the cab swayed
its mad pace, “I want to talk over some things with

was natural enough, I had the greatest diffi-
movermg from complete bewilderment. But I
j finally to blurt out:

; _","too—l’m in the dark about a good many things.”

‘as I thought, of course,” he replied. Then his
ed to a sharpness, a grittiness of command that
t well with me for a whit.
w, I want to know,” said he, “just who you are and
stand.”
I resented the manner of his query, I couldn’t
 that he really was entitled to the knowledge.

me is Tom Grey,” said I, “and T am one of
Garth's men. Last night he detailed me to—"
j I know about that,” he broke in impatiently.
n go in and leave his house. But what I want
is: How did you happen to mix in on this
Port Washington?”
erest coincidence,” said I, rather lamely.
. gave him all I knew about it and the way it had
‘that I happened to be swinging my feet from
ece of the dock at that particular moment.
said, with a tinge of sarcasm, “it was a
ate coincidence, as you call it; for I can
! wasn’t any cinch to throw off suspicion in
2 that job as engineer of the launch. But I had
‘and if it hadn’t been for you I could have

ig on the next train from New York.”

) that's why you faked that the engine was
#" I blurted, somewhat idiotically. -

" was the reply; and the sarcasm was no longer
you can imagine my surprise when I recog-
entering Chief Garth’s place just as I myself
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now, do you?”

start until four of my men arrived. They"
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“Now, you know svell enough, Mr. Pawlinson,” said

1 sheepishly, “that my interference at the launch was

natural enough when you grant that I knew nothing oi,
the circumstances, and—"

“Enough of that!” he said. “I'm not harboring a.ny
resentment any more, though I still have a bit of a game
leg as a souvenir of the incident. But what I do want
to know-—and what has made me follow you closely from
Garth’s to this very moment—is: Just where do you
stand in this matter? Are you entirely—now that you
understand the thing—are you my man ”

“Why, of course,” I replied, in as convincing a tone
as I could command. But somehow it didn’t ring over-
true; for, in spite of mneif I simply couldn’t eotton
to this man.

“But now, in turn"—I changed my tone—“I should lﬂne
to know——"

Here the cab swung a corner violently; then wz took
to the evener going of a well-macadamized road, which
seemed to lead almost indefinitely, in a dead straight line.

“We're dogging 'em close,” said 1, pointing to the
rear of the cab we were pursuing. “He's a good man,” I
added, indicating our driver. P

“Good enough,” replied Pawlinson shortly. “But what
do you intend to do next? Just what is the lay, anyway?”

He certainly could make me feel like a fool; and, as
a matter of cold fact, I certainly had acted, so far, with
every trait of the tyro, Indeed, I had simply counted
upon locating the man and wiring the chief of his where-
abouts. But now what was I really counting upon doing?

“It's’ plain enough we've got to dog 'em as close as
we can,” said I finally. “I don't see any better way

“No, not now,” he replied. “But I have heard of bet-
ter preparedness in my time. But come, come, Grey’—
and his tone lightened perceptibly—“we’re in this thing
together, and there’s no use of us rasping against each
other any more. I really stand in need of a man, and
I hope you'll prove to be he. This case really means a
ht to__)l K

“That's just it!” I broke in.  “If you'll stop to think,
you'll see that I really don’t know a solitary thing about
the affairs except that the man ahead of us yonder is
wanted. The offense is all in the dark. Don’t you think
yourself that I'd be likely to enter into the thing with
more spirit if I were shown a little more light?”

He eyed me narrowly for a moment, as though he
were deciding with himself just how far he would go

in explanation. Finally he reached his decision with a

grunt.

“You know about the robberies of country pllnu along
Long Island Sound?” said he shortly.

He really needn't have said another word m qm:hln
me to the most intense interest.

“T should say T didl” T ejaculated. “Why, it was just-

from overzeal in one of those cases that the chief gave
me the can.”

Pawlinson smiled,

“I told Garth I didn’t want the game flushed qmte
then,” he explained.

“Then you were back of that, too?” I cried, trying to get
through the fog.

“Yes. And the man we are after is Stroth, Clﬂ Stroth.”

“Stroth?” I queried dubiously, for the name carried
no memory., “I never heard of him.”

5






iwasgetdngvast!ymckofthemﬂre;oh.
thought did, momentarily, throw me into

I've got it I" I cried. “Berth number hine!”
1ber nine! . Here, come, man, we've no time
We've got to get onto some track imme-

u must have been the one who occupied
ce on the sleeper last night,” I contmued
duce well” said he, with a grin.

hen I got my own reservation, the ticket seller
at berth nine was taken from Stamford. So
Stevens, after running the launch somewhere
- Sound toward Connecticut, left it there and
the same train, and from there on——"

from there. on,” grunted Pawlinson, ‘even I can
ut look here. . Why didn't you. come out with'
?! " .
conneet the thmg at all” ;) rephed

seems not.”

can’t” makc out, though.” I went o!r un-
s manner, “is this: Why in thunder all the
to effect the boarding of the Portland steamer

from Port Washington?” -

t T had every dock and railway station cov-
.a mighty good scheme it was—-that of han-
thi
. off .short. . A. thought had hit him which
d not an instant’s further delay in speculation.
_had come to dislike the man, I could but admire
itude and vim.

tugged me into a brisk run, and we caught a tro!lcy
ich he had managed to whistle to a stop on the
it was crossing the nearest avenue’s corner.

b the water,” said be, in indefinite explanation, when
seated. “The water, that's it! The cue word
s little job, I believe.”

at do you mean?”

t until to-day have I ever known Stroth to use
§ for a thing but water work. Fact s, where
s!s there's a_ water trick.”

| mean that you think—""

ean that U'd be willing to stake a hefty sum that
er is lying this very minute not two hundred
Orr’s Island, right here in ‘Caseo Bay
chooner "

boat—the one I was telling you about.”

avens and earth, man,” said 1, raising my voice
from the whisper we had kept in the car, “open
pveboard, broad daylight like this?”

't 1 explain that she carries yacht papers, and Isn't
spected by a soul?”

‘seem to know all about her, and I can’t

 you
gree with you heartily, my boy. You certainly
¢ kept my hands off of him, I don't understand,
was the reverence I had come to have at
ry name as handled among us cubs. And what-
wort I might have mustered was broken short by
mping off the car suddenly. .

___way,” said he, leading a brisk pace that kept

prier legs almost trotting.
or three blocks of dilence, which our speed neces-
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_enough understood, Grey,” he said, w.hen yotr «

oimud.hewhxrledsharp!yaponme. Weatoodoulha
sidewalk before police headquarters, :

“What kind of a gun do you carry?" i w

out.
“Automatic,” I replied, tapping my chest nuﬂy unﬂer
my left arm where I favormrmaﬂr&m. !
- “Know how to use it?"”
“Yes,” said I. 3 i
My answer must have carried conviction.
Thonl‘!l‘lmpyoulnonehegameabhlom”he

decided, talking more to himself than to me. 1 wouldn’t

havet!menowtomuahtanewmnwhhmefm
sufficiently. Come on in”

I followed him up the stoop, through the doof, and .

across the hall. Iueognizedthemanatmudesk It
was Sergeant Hallins, a mn who had omc been m

Chief Garth.

“Why, hello, Grey!” cried S et sty ﬂm :

proving that the recognition was mutual.

1 was. distinctly pleased at his genial guedng for two
reasons. For one thing, I had a.very fayorable impres-
sion of him from my short, former acquaintance; but, at

this moment, it suited me nicely enough thus to prove

to Pawlinson that I was not exactly a nonentity.

But  Pawlinson, for some reason, did not appear.w.
all to like the fact that we knew each other; though
it was aparently not bmase Hallins failed, in pm:. to
recognize him. i

“Sergeant Hallins,” sa!d he, ‘yotl got my vdre mm
New York yesterday at this office?” =

For a moment Hallins looked from him to me, m

o

’3

i
]

back again, until finally T- tumbled to the fact that thia'_ 2

was the first time they had met each other.

““Mr, Pawlinson,” said I, by way of introdntion, : "You"

gentlemen must pardon me, for, of course, I thought that
you knew each other.”

Hallins shot Pawlinson xmother swift ﬂnm a puald 4

one, before he replied:

“You mean the wire about the schoonmer, Mr. th-'

linson ?” e
“Naturally ; since it was the only one 1. unt," dnmd
the Washington detective in that sarcasm which I now
saw was not for me alone.
land Harbor to-day?” .
“Yes,” replied Sergeant Hallins.

hook off Orr’s Island, as usual.”

“Did she arrivo in P_nm- Y

Light arrived here shortly after dawn, and dmpml hu-‘-

There was a distinct hesitancy, coupled to what m' ;

almost bewilderment, in Hallins’ tone.

“And you have kept note of her movements to-dly?"'

1 could see the imperiousness of the tone grated upon
Hallins as much as it had upon me; but he replied civilly

enough :
“Oneofmymenmtheroleofahumboamm

on her decks for upward of an hour. It seems that she

is fitting out for a rather longer run than usual” v
“Ah!” grunted Pawlinson sharply. “And she sails—
when?” A
“That he was not exactly able to gather; for the

boatswain, a ‘decidedly uncommunicative chap, had w be :

handled softly"
“Uh!” broke in the other.
command 7’

“Yes. It seems that he was waiting for Cagu!n :

Stevens.”

!5::'

“The boatswain was in






my companion. “You, Grey, aré up on mo-
after to-day. Come, lad, lead us to that speed
rs; and, take my word for it, you won't lose

-minutes fast run brought us to the waterside;
 moored cleverly in a sheltered npok behind some
lay a slim, gray craft of which that boy builder
well be proud.

on and 1 clambered into the cramped cockpit,
favored us in that I was familiar with the make

ately took hold and started her.
You know 'em!” chuckled the boy; and I
genuine compliment.

e wheel.

ten miles from here, and right past Peak’s

" yelled young Hallins. “That’s the quickest ‘way. "

1 he raised his voice even higher, for the engine

o silent affair:

t if you're intending to land at the rock, you'll

o have a dink.”

dinghy ?” grumbled Pawlinson petulantly.

ds count now, you know.”

I've got you,” replied the boy, whirling on an

who had been silently viewing our departure.

lend you his punt. She tows Iike a breeze.

cut down your speed; but you just got to have
mean to land there.”

te’ mumbled something around his plpestem

w's that?” I queried impatiently.

:that’s all right,” assured young Hallins.

it all right with Pete after you've gone.”

, without further parley, he passed me the painter

those small scows that have justly won their

favor among yachtsmen as tenders. ;

mention of this small delay, Pawlinson had

an impatient imprecation; but a glance I later

saw his brow clear at a thought.

y thrown clove hitch of the punt's painter;

threw in the propeller. The shaft was chain-

“What

“I'm

ed up speed immediately; and, even towing
boat as we were, I reckoned on about seven-
s an hour. But, notwithstanding, I was im-
the check, for I soon saw that the lad had
imated when he spoke of twenty-five for the

ind that scow!” I ejaculated as we headed out
bay.

be helped, my boy,” replied Pawlinson almost
“Tt might come in useful, you know.”

now that he must have had his plan cooking

TO BE CONTINUED,

- HAZING THE PROFESSOR.

rty of smart young students in a small town in
ky, last winter conceived the brilliant idea of haz-
new teacher. It was decided to invite him
ny them coon-hunting some night, and, after
- about in the woods until completely bewil-
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day proved that; and I'm glad now I kept.

far to Trawly’s Rock, lad?” cried Pawlinson,

to the village or remain in the woods all night. Now,
as the pedagogue was a stranger, and weighed nearly two
hundred pounds, this scheme seemed too funny for any-
thing, and many a hearty laugh did they have over it.
The invitation was given and accepted, and the appointed
night came, cold and clear, with several feet of snow on
the ground. Everﬁhmg moved on as per arrangement,
the professor seeming guileless and unsuspecting, but
from beneath his puffy eyelids now and then gleamed an

amused twinkle. The party had plodded through the snow

for several hours, and the ringleader was about to give
the signal to disperse, when the profesor sank to the
ground with a groan of agony el
“Oh, oh!” he moaned; “oh, one of my attacks agmn!
Quick, boys, for mercy’s sake, get me to a place of shelter,

or I'm a dead man!”

Talk about scared boys!
from the nearest house, and an apparently dying man

“on their hands. Something must be done, and quickly,

too. A litter was hastily improvised, with coats for
cushions, and the suffering professor gently laid thereon,
and homeward they started, a sorry set of practical jokers,
taking turns at carrying their massive preceptor. No

sounds were heard but the heavy breathing of the pro-

fessor and the grunts of the students, who were straining
every nerve to keep from jostling the patient. After
what seemed to be scores of milés, the weary, bedraggled
fellows carefully set down their burden, to snatch a few
minutes’ rest before entering the town, which was within
a stone’s throw, when, what was their surprise to see
the professor rise leisurely from his: mmfomble eolich,
and coolly observe:

“Much obliged, boys! much ohhgtdl But one word:
The next time I wished to play practical jokes I wou!dn’
select an invalid for a subject.”

The boys are not over it yet. Vi T i

THE PERILS OF COAL I\MG. :
'To perceive fully the dangers of a coal miner’s life. it

is necessary to review the extraordinary conditions which

threaten it.

If workmen in coal mines had no other reason for com-
plaint than that of toiling in perpetual lamplight and in
an overheated and impure atmosphere, they would have
no more cause to regret their fate than have many other
men who live by the labor of their hands. But although

the ordinary conditions of a workingman’s life are often

oppressive and injurious, they are in almost every in-
stance less violent and destructive than those to which
colliers are exposed in their daily work.

As soon as an opening is made in a bed of coal, chemi-

cal and mechanical changes of serious importance are

commenced, and they are all more or less opposed to the
permanence of the work. The oxygen of the atmosphere,
aided by the force of gravity, lessens the barrier between

the imprisoned gases and the opened places of the mine.

Of these the most abundant and dangerous are carbonic-
acid gas or choke damp, and carbureted hydrogen or
fire damp.

Carbonic-acid gas accumulates in disused workmgs, and
not unfrequently escapes into the roads and workings. ‘As
it has a greater specific gravity than any other gas found

: » 25
(dered, to abandon him, and leave him find his way back

Here they were five miles

|
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;&mps to the ﬂoa: of the opening in
PP to accumulate. For this reason, the
a driving or a wicket may have a compara-
tmosphere, while the floor and parts immedi-
ve it are occupied by a gas, which, if breathed,
vould be destructive to animal life.
| When opening old works, or when approachmg places

“partly opened, the miner must be cautious for his life's
| sake. He is meeting, without the power to resist, an in-
visible and insidious enemy—a life-threatening agent, that
strikes without warning. If a system of ventilation exist
_in the mine, there will be 2 means at hand of driving from
its hiding places a considerable accumulation of the deadly
gas, if care be taken to watch the approach of the enemy.
1f there be no sufficiently comprehensive scheme of ventila-
tion, the choke damp must be diluted, or, in other words,
‘the gas must be mixed with the overlying atmospheric

air. This is often done when the accumulation is locally

‘inconsiderable, by the waftmg of a miner’s jacket back-
‘ward and forward till the air can be safely breathed.
" The other kind of gas just mentioned, is not less dan-
gerous to the workmen. This gas is known as carbureted
- bydrogen, or fire damp. As it is 1i than atmospheric
air, it rises to the roof of the mines in which it is found,
‘and is there mixed with the mine atmosphere, by occa-
sional disturbances or by the process of diffusion. Un-
mixed with other gas, carbureted hydrogen destroys human
life. But when the gas is largely diluted by atmospheric
‘air—say, thirty parts by volume of atmospheric air to one
part of the gas—the presence of fire damp is made known

to the miner by a pale-blue cap with a brownish tinge

‘over the top of the lamp flame. This gives a warning
‘more and more imperative, until the proportion is only
‘thirteen parts of air to one of fire damp, when the mixed
gases become explaswe This quality continues until the
propomon is one of fire damp to four or five of atmos-
pheric air, when the expiosweness of the mixture is lost,
and ordinary lights of the mine are e:ctmauuhed.

mmm

The northern limit of the brown bear’s habitat is' as
yet undetermined, but I have seen them in the interior

of - Alaska as far as latitude sixty-seven degrees, and
‘they probably range still farther,” said Uncle John, when
the boys had asked him for some points about these
beasts. “My first encounter with one of these animals
was a startling experience for me, and, I have always

thought, equally so for the bear.

“We have been working up against the strong cur-
sent of the Koowak River all day, and toward nightfall
mmhed our tent at the base of a high bluﬁ forming the

right bank of the stream.

‘“While supper was being prepared, I climbed the bluff
to get a look at the country, and was walking leisurely
along, with my gun carelessly held in my left hand. The
top of the bluff was densely covered almost to the edge
with spruces and alders, and the undergrowth was so
thick that it was impossible to sec more than a few

‘feet through it. Ahead of me a cluster of rocks offered
a temporary place to sit down and enjoy thc view, and

1 made for it.

“Just as I reached the nearest rock, a’ tremendous
shaw anumi rose apparently from under my feet, and

‘
4
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-would have most certainly attacked me.”

rose on his haunches and prepared to close. Blood

I immediately recognized in him the brown bear, of wl
fierceness the natives had been telling me for week

“My firdt instinct was to shoot, and 1 probably
have done so had my gun been in my right hand; bu
the first motion I made, the bear reared on his haun
and was so fcrmidable looking that 1 concluded to |
and see what he intended doing. After a moment's||
tation, he dropped on all fours, and, with wonde
quickness, turned and sprang out of sight in the d
undergrowth. , '

“When T returned to camp and related my experie
Tah-rok, my native guide, assured me that the bear 1
have recently concluded a heavy meal, as otherwise

Some oﬁeers from one of the vessels of the B
Sea fleet went ashore at Herendeen Bay during the §
mer on a deer hunt, and one of the party saw a
about one hundred yards distant, eating berries.

V\fiﬂmut a thought of the consequences, he raised
gun and fired at the animal. The shot went wide of
mark, but at the report of the gun the bear started
the hunter on the dead run. His charge was met b
shower of bullets from the officer’s repeater, Althg
badly wounded, the infuriated brute did not hesitate
instant, but rushed stra;gh: at his enemy. (.

When "within about ten feet of the hunter, the. |

pouring in streams down his body. One bullet had sl
tered his upper jaw, but he was still so full of fight
the outcome of the struggle would have been extret
doubtful had not another of the party arrived and en
the fight by shootmg the brute through the brain.

An examination of the bear’s body showed that it
been struck six times. Three of the shots were in p
of the body ordinarily considered vital, and would dol
less have ultimately caused death, but the vitality of i
animals is almost incredible, instances having been d
‘of their running over one hunmd ‘yards after being-
through the heart.

TWOSADCASES.

A professional beggar was ;‘ia.ndmg with a board
front of him, with the mscripuon “I am blmd,”
a gentleman threw a dime on the ground

The blind man" Insﬁnﬂy plcked 1t ﬁp.

The gentleman said: Sk 2
“Why, I thought you were blind”* - . ;
 The fellow, after a moments hesuatwn, looked it
‘board, and then said: <
" “Pm bless'd if they haven’t made a msstalne, and
a wrong board on me this momms l’m deaf
dumb.” '

The above reminds us of another affecting story ¢
kind-hearted lady who was passing a strcet beggar §
bore on his! breast a placard declaring that he was‘-
and dumb, The kmd lady rea.d the placard, and said
the beggar:

“My good man, how !ong have you been deaf
dumb?”

“Ever sirice my birth,” the man ingenuously answe

“What a heart-touching affliction,” said the good 1
as she placed half a dollar in the poor fellaws -
stretched palm, and passed on.

-
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E NEWS OF ALL NATIONS

More Money for Farmers.
tant farm ‘crops of the United States this year
‘$104,000,000 more than the value of the same
ar. The total value of the important crops is
8,742,000 by the government authorities. Add-
ue of the other crops, to be announced later, will
d figure in the nation’s production.
r's wheat and corn crops are the most valuable
, the wheat and apple crops are record har-
the potato crop is the second largest ever
huge wheat crop and the increased price of
the large corn and apple crops, and the in-
of oats, barley, and rye more than offset
‘the value of the cotton crop resulting from the

s of the important crops, based on the average
to producers on November 1, and their values

3 1914. 1013.
e saesa.$1,885,867,000 $1,730,021,000
.................. 858,056,000 587,863,000
sesessesss 484,300,000 425,150,000
waresssssess 100,830,000 07,460,000

3 ST 34,387,000 26,153,000

......... dvs s due i NS 000 10,444,000
. 219,396,000 230,741,000

42,751,000 44,706,000

803,353,000 786,062,000

462,483|WJ @O,aﬁo,uou

18,960,000 21,102,000

144,063,000 124,470,000

m crop of 2,706,000,000 bushels is estimated by the
ment. This yield compares with 2,447,000,000
year ago, or an increase of 150,000,000 bushels.
has turned out much better than was expected
season.

- Woman Builder of Death Machioes.

ng, gentle young woman—“Bertha Krupp,” as
d by the soldiers; the Baroness von Bohlen, as
yn in Germany—is associated with the European
ny fantastic ways.

} Krupp, as the principal owner of the great Krupp
ssen, is the kaiser’s gun maker. When she was
d she was so important a personage that the
d as her godfather. The young nobleman,
e von Bohlen und Halbach, was the choice of
Not only have the Krupp works furnished a
t of efficient field artillery to the Germans, but
supplied the monster siege guns with which the
French forts have been smashed.

nd unassuming, the young mistress of the Krupp
ved by all who know her, and especially by
ds of workmen at Essen, whose admiration she
shortly after her father’s death, she began
the operation of the works and bravely re-
to the big guns while they were being tested.
income from the manufacture of the guns a
aside by Bertha Krupp to help some of her fifty

thousand pensioners. At large orphan asylum is supported
by'the Krupp money. Throughout Germany the baroness is
noted for the charities tbat she supports with her immense
fortune.

- And the soldiers, whenever they hear the ncuse of the
terrible Krupp guns, say: “Bertha i is talking again.”

, Girl Soldier’s Escape.
A girl soldier's thrilling escape from death or capture is
thus described by a correspondent at Petrograd, Russia:
“The daughter of Colonel Tomilobbskaya, of the Russian
army, who, in male uniform, distinguished herself in the
fighting at Avgustovo some time ago, has been wounded
for the third time. She is in East Prussia with her father’s

command. While on-a scouting tour, she unexpectedly

came upon a patrol of German hussars. She quickly

wheeled her horse and dashed away, but was hotly pur-

sued in the direction of a stream which the hussars evi-
dently thought she would not attempt to cross. When
near the stream, her horse was struck by bullet, and fell,
but the girl disengaged herself, and, plunging into the wa-
ter, swam across. She was wounded in the arm, but man-
aged to stop the flow of blood and got to the Russian
lines.”

A large number of women are serving in the Russian
army, several have met death in battle and others have been
sent back wounded. In last week’s Blade mention was
made of a famous Cossack girl trooper who has been at the
front.

Eagine Hutls House One Hundred Feet,

A freight train went wild in Chicago, plunged across
Sheffield Avenue, picked up a two-story house occupied by
two families of sleepers, carried the building bodily almost

half a block, then stopped. Two children, one four and the

other two years old, were instantly killed. Four other
persons who were sleeping in the house were rescued by
firemen practically unhurt. 7

Edward Kranch, and Helen, his sister, were the ones
killed. Their father and mother, sleeping in another room
on the ground floor, escaped, being thrown wide of the
house. The family of Edward Matison,lincluding his wife
and two children, were safe on the second floot.

Man Kills Dog With His Fist.
James G. Harvey, of Hazleton, Pa.,, who at the age of

nineteen defeated John L. Sullivan in a calf-lifting con-

test, showed his strength by killing a dog with a blow of

his fist, when the animal had béen rounded up to be killed

and no revolver was handy.

Giants May Train in West.

Manager John J. McGraw, of the Giants, is considering
a plan to take the New York club to California next
spring to train. Secretary John B. Foster stated recently
that nothing definite had yet been done in the matter, al-
though the club was considering it carefully, When Me-
Graw visited California last year with the world tourists
he was impressed with the fine climate in southern Cali-

fornia, and was advised to train there by Charles A. .

L,



s have a perma-
‘park there. If the plan

lin for a uouple of weeks
b of the training work.
the s would be a big attrac-
ext spring, because there will be thou-
there to ‘attend the Pacific-Panama
ants have trained at Marlin Springs
2as and, as the place is so well suited for
, it is not likely that the Giants will abandon
p there. Secretary Foster is already arranging
exhib games to be played, throughout the
1 the Giants’ return trip North.

'-"'-' Hunter Shot by Playful Hound.

ThmFergmon, twenty years old, of Wilkes-Barre, Pa,
mahotbyhu own dog while hunting on the mountains.
He received a full charge in the hip, and his condition
is serious. Stopping to rest after a long tramp, Ferguson
was examining the shotgun, when his hound playfully
jumped upon him. The foot of the dog touched the trig-
ger, and the cartridge exploded.

Disobeyed His Orders, Killed 600 Germans.

At the battle of Vailly the French were obliged to fall
back, and were unable to get away with all their guns.

. They had time to bury most of them, though, and the only

one they did not bury was spiked so that the Germans
could not make any use of it.

It was with this gun that a gunner of the battery cov-
ered himself with glory.  The gun crew had been ordered
back, but he declared that he would not abandon the gun
while any ammunition was left, He methodically emptiﬁd
shell after shell into the Germans, who were moving up in
serried ranks only a half mile away. Closer and closer
they came, firing volleys as they advanced, but the gunner
stood his ground and still had a dozen shells left when
they were not more than three hundred yards away. At
this distance he bowled them over like ninepins, but noth-
ing could stop them. He let fly his last shell at only fifty
yards, and did such awful execution that he was able to
remove the breechblock and make good his escape, not-

~ withstanding that he had received a bullet between hu

" ribs.

Hardened as they were to slaughter, some of those
who witnessed the deed turned faint at the ghastly sight

- of the mangled Germans. more than six hundred of whom
were blown to pieces within five hundred yards of the
. gun. ¢ .

. War, Cuts Canal Income,

_ John Bucklin Bishop, former secretary to the Isthmian
Canal commission, who returned recently from Panama on
the United Fruit steamship Tenadores, said that the in-
come of the canal for October amounted to $376,000,
‘which, if continued, would mean $4,500,000 a year.

“Governor Goethals has said,” Mr. Bishop asserted, “that

the operating expenses of the Panama Canal amount \to
four million dollars, so that the canal will clear five hun-
dred thousand dollars. The war in Europe has made a
big difference in the traffic through the new waterway,
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‘ously esnma:ted.

- big, ferocious-looking “war” kites, which he sells to

Jish. Princeton will not be able to get its water-polo te
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and the increase when peace is proc!aamed will be cor
erable.” :
“What about the slides in Culebra Cut?" he was as

“Colonel Goethals is not worrying over the slides in
canal,” he said. “The big dredges were ready for
such an emergency, and made short work of the two sl
on the other side of Culebra Hill.”

Mr. Bishop said that ships could be passed through
canal in ten hours now, instead of twelve hours, as pr

Courtney, at 65, Works as Usual. i
In fine health and full of vigor in body and m
Charles E. Courtney, since 1883 the coach of the Co
oarsmen, recently celebrated his sixty-fifth birthday.
received a number of .congratulatory messages, and a g
of the oarsmen called upon him that evening, but the
man did not take a holiday. He went to the boathou;
elghtoclodnaousual,auddidmrmmhotnc until |
thirty o'clock in the evening. Courtney seems no ol
than he wasatm,andhucamdviorwwkap
be undiminished.

“Bw&ppn&”hm%&mw”m

In a little workshop in Cleveland, Ohio, a twelve-y
old boy spends his spare hours these days turning

lwmpﬂ tes. The boy is Stuart Jenney, a seventh-g
pu
Young Stuart caught his war spirit almost §rem
day he read that the European powers had declared h
tilities. For several years he has been the most skil
kite maker of his district, and has sold many kites to
playmates, but he has abandoned the conventional t,
for the fighting kind.
Stuart’s “fyers” soar skyward in flocks after sch
hours, pirates of the air, their long tails armed with jag
bits of glass designed to cut the cords of rival kites {
are not maneuvered cleverly enough to dodge their foes
For overparticular strategists Stuart designs and ma
special warriors, collecting, of course, special prices |
these models. He carefully selects the wood, linen, 2
paper that go into their construction, and will not le
kite leave his “factory” until he has personally tested it.
Kite battles mean more orders, for once a cord is §
ered while the kite is sailing high, that particular pir
reaches the carth a mass of broken sticks and torn pa
totally beyond repair. '

Penn Out of Aquatics. -

Pennsylvania does net expect to do anything wonder
in an-aquatic way this winter, but Yale, Columbia,
Princeton are figuring on winning the intercollegiate cha
pionship. The swimming season will not begin in earn
until after the holidays, but long before that time |
coaches will know just about where their teams will

out until late, for nearly all the men on this team pla
on the football team also. 2
Yale looks forward to a brilliant season. Two of
last year's champion intercollegiate squad and three me
bers of the record-breaking relay team are available, |
sides splendid material in every other event. There is
doubt but what the New Haven swimmers will take
lot of beating. The title bearers in question are the fan
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and the plunger, Smith; the relay rec-
ptain Summers and Marr and Hoadley.
to these star performers, the squad has sev-
terans, including ‘sprinters Schlact and Mayer
ddle distances, Gould and Moise, and some
g new recruits. Leaders among the latter
. of Andover, credited with breaking the fifty-
d in practice; Wooley, one of the speediest

s seen at New Haven this fall, and Fergu-
Chicago, heralded a real comer at the furlong.
there isn't a weak spot in the team.
0 fpr water polo are not quite so good, though

y improve. At present, Van Holt, the best back-
is suﬂermg from an injury sustained in foot-
there is a question of Leish, the great scoring
heing in ' the line-up. Should they prove avail-
in Steiner will have the nucleus of a strong
Kent, Mayer, and Smith are experienced men.
may be difficult to find candidates of cham-
ber for the vacant positions.
mers of Harvard will be again obliged to use
e baths for practice, since the dormitory pools
for the purpose, and the long-promised nata-
mbridge still remains a pious wish.
Mann, the advocate of the elementary crawl,
 the squad. He says the Crimson has excellent
t it is hopeless to believe that it can be
eveloped, owing to the difficulty of getting the

and Brookline, -

‘the best watermen trying for positions in the
team are Captain Fullerton, able to do around 1:00
srds and 2:40 for the furlong; Seymour, almost
the two distances, and Gibbs, Wentworth, Jack-
nd Darling, good for about 0:27 at 5o yards, and
to furnish likely representatives of the sprints
. races.

Elopers Drowned in River.

eer and his sweetheart, Miss Ruth Rechman,
f Cave-In-Rock, IIl, were drowned in the Ohio
few miles below Evansville, Ind. Heer and Miss
were in a skiff eloping to Caseyville, Ky., where

graft rapidly sank. Occupants of a launch near
save the elopers, but were unsuccessful.

! Was about twenty-two years old and Miss Rech-

s twenty, and a popular you.ng woman of Cave-In-

~ Tites of Looking at His Own Gravestone.

M. Collins, eighty-eight-year-old war veteran,
n tired and lonely sitting at the foot of his own
} Forest Home Cemetery, at Milwaukee, Wis., ad-
r the flowers and the monument—especially the mon-
Collins has decided that man was not meant to
on the earth or under it, and is planning to get

elve years Collins has been a daily visitor at the
or a long time 3t‘ was a source of pride for him
his name and war record carved in a solitary
¢ on the handsome tombstone. He prepared
ial by a budget filed with a certificate for ﬁve
ed dollars with a local bank.

NICK CARTER STORIES,

to take often the inconvenient trip between

to have been married. Their skiff struck a snag

@ .l-

'I'hesohtarynameonopeaxdeofthestouebqanto)mk
forlorn and Iouely The veteran got the habit of romanc-
ing on how nice it would be to have another name—her
‘mame—on the opposite side, There was no particular
woman then. ‘But there is now. Her name is Orrie
Viola—something—but Collins will not tell the rest of it,

'I‘heotherdwastoneunarmetmdmthmueh
the cemetery with his tools. He hunted around in the
vicinity of the chapel until he found a plot that looked
like a little garden, and beside it was an old man with
a patriarchal beard. When the stone carver left, the
name “Orrie Viola Collins” smiled back at the afternoon
sun, and Collins was smiling up at the newly carved Jname.

Some New Inveations,

A cotton manufacturer of Westbrook, Maine, has pltv
ented a machine for the harvesting of cotton which has
just been successfully demonstrated at Fairwold, S. C.
The harvester picks the cotton by sucking the lint out
of the bolls by compressed air, somewhat on the order. ap-
parently, of the vacuum cleaner. g

A mechanic of St. Louis, Mo., has invented a “non-
skidder,” which is intended to prevent the gulbﬂlty of
accident to an automobile by making it impossible for t]ll'
car to slide off the road. The attachment consists of two
shoes fastened to the réar of the car, between the wheels.
When the car begins to skid, the driver touches a button,
and the shoes instantly drop to the surface of the road,
stopping the car. The shoes are about eighteen inches
long ‘and three inches wide, made of hard metal with a
corrugated undersurface.

A device perfected by an inventor of Wakefied, ld:au.,-
enables the motorman of a street car to see the entire in-
terior of the car or to have an unobstructed view down the
outside, It consists of a series of mirrors arranged at
angles in a small tube, through which images of any object
are reflected. :

For use in small gatherings there has been invenw:l an
attachment for phonographs that illustrates songs as they
are sung by projecting lantern-slide views on a screen lnmg
in front of the phonograph horn.

Bears Eating Yarmers’ Pigs.

Bears are causing the farmers around Grifton, N. Y., an-
noyance. Although there has been no drought to drive
them from the swamps, the animals, for some unexplain-
/able reason, have come out of the low grounds in num-
bers, and their inroads upon the farmers’ hogs and other
stock have caused the latter to take steps looking to the
eradication of the bears.

Mayor F. L Sutton and J. E. Forrest, of Klngston. _
out in quest of bear in the vicinity of Stonington Creek,
and hope to bag one or more of the intruders.

Pushing Buttons W& Job. .

‘Pushing buttons is one of President Wilson's jobs.
Nothing of big national interest is properly “opened” ex-
cept by the president. The latest request was for him to
press a button at the White House officially opening the
new Houston, Texas, ship canal. In a like manner the
president the other day opened the new union passenger
station at Kansas City, Mo.

The cost of clearing a line for one official flash, in-
volving the suspension of service over thousands of miles






remembered that in the matter of prepara-
vho fix beforehand the date of war have a
e advantage over their neighbors.

ve are concerned, we are clearly open to

in the trenches have been severe, but such
far from deterring the British nation from
matter through. They will act rather as an
British manhood to prepare themselves to
es of those who have fallen.”

r tribute to the leadership of Sir John French,
der of the British expeditionary force, and his gen-
d to the high efficiency and courage of the army,
ster said :

tl:nt it has now been conceded that the British
oved itself to be not so cb/ tempt'ble an engine
some were disposed to consider it.” He con-

ugh our thoughts are constantly directed toward
at the front and the great tasks they have in
ell to remember that the enemy will have to
the forces of the great Dominion, the van-
hich we already have welcomed in this coun-
the very fine body of men forming the contin-
.Canada and Newfoundland, while from Aus-
ealand, and other parts are coming in quick
on soldiers to fight for the imperial cause. And,
these, there are training in this country more
d a quarter million of men cagerly waiting for
their par_t.ip the great struggle.”

Rﬁdlng Counlry of Caltle Plagu:.
tbe foot-and-mouth disease start 1ts epidemic

s to questions like this are slways lost in
But at the great Chicago stockyards, closed for
since 18605, the story is told that at Niles,
e the plague first broke out a few weeks ago,
tannery which imports hides. It imported a
ment of water buffalo hides, so the story
mported them via Italy. ‘They came packed in
i, They were unpacked and the straw care-
yn to one side.

‘World, saw this straw, and inquired about its
_He was told he could have it if he would
v. He hauled it. He fed it to his little herd of

cattle, instead of waxing fat and prospering,
row thin. They developed a fever. .They put
‘down and began to lick their hoofs. The local
authorities had their attention directed to the
government came in, and the foot-and-mouth
officially declared extant in the United States.
nd-mouth disease, which has caused a quar-
),J.ivr. stock in so many States, is violently con-
g animals, It is characterized by sensitive
e tongue, palate, and hoofs of the animals. The
me red and raw within a very short time, and
isease to spread rapidly to other cattle. Gov-
have declared that the only way to stamp
ease is to destroy all animals affected.

rld-famous Union stockyards of Chicago in-
were killed in great drov:es. regardless of

 farmer in the vicinity, with t.he sound thrift
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' much eulogy on the part of military critics, value, and were buried in quicklime! to prevent any possible' o |

spread of the discase. Similar methods have been fol-
lowed by cattle raisers of States where the quarantine is in
force. The work of cleaning up and diamfecting the Chi-
cago stockyards progressed rapidly. The only sign of ex-

citement coincident with the shutting down of the yards

was a shotgun onslaught on the hundreds of thousands of
pigeons ordered killed by the State and government author-
ities. They were doomed as disease-germ carriers. The
work of driving the rats from the yards was started.
Poison fumes were sprayed into the holes and crevices in
the brick pavements in those pens in which the work of
cleaning and disinfecting had been completed. _

In all the vast acreage of cattle pens, ordinarily marked
by tossing horns and eddies of sheep and swine, there was
little life save where men handling the disinfecting ma-
chine waged battle against the germ of the costly malady.
The twenty-five miles of streets and alleys within the in-
closures were wintry in appearance, snow white with the
lime spread over them.

The resumption of slaughtermg at the Chicago yards
will not mean the restoration of business to its normal
volume because the business in stockers and feeders will
be affected. Two of the greatest cattle-producing States,
Illinois and Iowa, are under the government ban because
of the presence of the foot-and-mouth contagion: When
Delaware was put under quarantine its was the thirteenth
State in the list. By special order of the United States
department of agriculture, Canada was mcluded in the
quarantine area. No evidence of foot-and-mouth dis-
¢ase had been discovered in the Dominion, but it was
learned that infected cars had been sent over the border
and the order was issued to prevent their return. y

The government authorities took steps to prevent the dis-
ease from getting a foothold in the ranges and grazing
sections of the West. “The government will kill all in-
fected animals,” said Secretary of Agriculture. Houston.
“It will stop all movement of infected cattle from in-
fected areas, and will do everything to Tocalize the
epidemic.” .

That the foot-and-mouth disease cannot be tmnsmittul _
to human beings by eating the flesh of diseased animals,
but can be contracted by drinking unboiled milk or butter
made from the milk of an infected cow, is the statement
made by doctors who ba\re studied the disease. :

'_l'ula Ga!!sUpopaModuanlun. v doma

This is a story of a few sheets of legal cap paper
faded and yellow with age, a ‘modern Jean Valjean,
whose quarter of a century of peace and industry may
end in a black cloud of misery and death, and a passionate
crime in which brother slays brother. :

Unlike Victor Hugo's celebrated character, tﬁis mod-
ern Valjean has not mounted the rostrum of justice to
proclaim his guilt and true self before the wide world,
but, to the contrary, the man accused refuses to ac-
knowledge the alleged facts and criminating evidence that
the hand of the law spreads before him. '

Recently carpenters moving an old desk in the dis-
trict attorney’s office in Pittsburgh, Pa., accidentally broke
open a locker, from which tumbled a number of dusty pa-
pers. Among them were the verdict' and minutes of a
coroner’s inquest and an indictment for murder. The
papers recalled the crime of almost a quarter of a century






